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			Prologue

			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 08:36

			King’s Cross station, London N1

			Eighteen-year-old Hasib Hussain shared a final hug with his three dearest friends. To witnesses they all looked euphoric. After all these months of hard work it was finally time. As Sid always said: ‘There are no goodbyes, only a lapse of time. We will see our families and each other soon.’

			Hussain now found himself alone in London for the first time. They’d set off from Leeds in the dark at three o’clock that morning. That’s why he was wearing this heavy, dark grey jacket, with beads of sweat tracing their way down his back. The straps of the dark blue Sherpa rucksack – which weighed almost 14 kilos – burrowed into his shoulders as he set off, following the black signs for the Northern Line. He hoped the ice inside his pack was doing its job.

			Hussain stood on the right of the descending escalator. People walking down on the left kept bashing into his rucksack. Why was everyone in such a hurry? More sweat trickled down his back, his earlier euphoria and certainty possibly draining away. At the escalator’s end he followed the sign left, then stopped dead in his tracks. In front of him long queues of people tried to reach the Northern Line platform. Was it always like this?

			He checked his watch – 08:42. Eight minutes to go. His task was to take the next train, wait for 08:50, pop the battery in and press those wires together.

			After much shuffling, he was finally on the actual platform. Over the tannoy lengthy delays were declared, with passengers being advised to find an alternative route. There was a communal groan, followed by a rush of people back towards the escalators. Hussain started to go with them, then stopped.

			What do I do now?

			Someone bumped into him. Another tutted and sighed as he bumbled about uncertainly. He checked his watch. It was 08:46. He headed for a bench, colliding with a man whose coffee cup went flying. ‘Fuck’s sake,’ the man said. Hussain didn’t even look back.

			With the rucksack on his back, he perched on the edge of the bench, his sweating face propped up by his hands. Commuters grumpily altered their paths to get round him. It wasn’t too late to change his own path. He’d looked forward to university, a new car and getting married.

			08:50 passed. Hussain decided to go upstairs to the main concourse and call Sid for further instructions. At 08:54 he emerged from King’s Cross station and made the call, which went straight to answerphone. Pacing up and down the pavement, he called Shez, then Jamal. Same thing. He called Sid again and left a message. ‘I can’t get on a train. What do I do?’ He left the same frantic message for the other two.

			At 09:00 he made a decision. Shrugging his large rucksack off his shoulders, he dropped it to the ground in the doorway of WH Smith within the station concourse. He spent two and a half minutes bending down and rifling around in the rucksack, only yards from a security guard. After adjusting the straps, he yanked it back onto his shoulders, dug out a fiver and walked up to the counter.

			‘That’ll be £4.49,’ said the shop assistant. Hussain didn’t look at her as he pocketed the 9-volt battery and the change. She’d just handed over the final missing component.

			All he had to do now was figure out where to detonate the device.

		

		
			Introduction

			This book is about a unique and unprecedented three-week period when terrorists launched a series of murderous attacks on the UK. It started on 7 July 2005 with the biggest act of murder on English soil since the Second World War. The so-called ‘7/7’ bombings killed 52 people and injured over 700, following which the police launched the most extensive criminal investigation in British history. But the terror wasn’t over.

			A copycat attack narrowly failed, leaving a group of would-be suicide bombers running amok on the streets of London. As security services scrambled to track down these bombers, who’d been intent on killing themselves and as many innocent people as possible, the usually stoic capital lurched into a state of panic. A frantic police manhunt – and unbearably tense public confrontations between firearms officers and extremists – concluded with the most notorious UK police shooting of all time. These truly were three weeks like no other.

			Three Weeks in July is the historic re-telling of these 21 days, primarily from the perspective of those caught up in the horrors and the unfolding police investigations. This is particularly the case in the run-up to the shooting of the innocent Brazilian electrician Jean Charles de Menezes, laying bare the police failings that led to his killing. Amid the carnage are the awe-inspiring stories of survivors – many of whom suffered life-changing injuries – and of those selfless, unsung heroes who risked so much to rescue them. We also interviewed police officers at the brutal frontline – from forensics, body recovery, victim identification, firearms, family liaison, CCTV, technical support, explosives and surveillance teams.

			But the story is about so much more than tales of personal heroism, suffering and selflessness. We’ve tried to understand why eight young British citizens – a teacher, a barman and a small-time gangster among them – came to launch murderous attacks against their own country. We chart the international rise in Islamic extremism during the preceding decade and the measures taken by the machinery of state to counter the threat. By 2005 the agencies charged with protecting us knew it was a case of ‘when’ and not ‘if’ al-Qaeda were going to launch a so-called ‘spectacular’ against the UK. In Tony Blair’s telling, the primary role of the state is to protect public safety. In July 2005 they clearly failed.

			But what was the role of our government and our security services in this failure? Once the attacks took place, how did these institutions respond? The people interviewed for this book were at the heart of top-level decision-making – they include Prime Minister Tony Blair, Home Secretary Charles Clarke, MI5 Director General Eliza Manningham-Buller, Metropolitan Police Commissioner Sir (now Baron) Ian Blair and a range of senior counter-terrorism police officers.

			This book is also based on official reports, the 7/7 inquest, criminal trials, media reports and, over a span of four years, interviews with hundreds of people, mostly in the UK but also in mainland Europe, the US, Pakistan, Brazil and Australia.

			It’s clear to see that the repercussions of those weeks had a lasting influence on how the British people view the police, the security services and the legacy of the Blair government. Twenty years on, we live in a time when the institutions of the state have been under unprecedented attack from both public opinion and funding cuts. Yet, at a moment of ultimate national crisis like that which befell Britain in July 2005, the public looked to these same institutions to protect, defend and reassure us.

			This book draws back the veil on 21 days when these pillars of society were under the greatest stress. Who were the men and women that were tasked with protecting our safety? And how did they perform?

		

		
			ACT ONE

			THE BUILD-UP

		

		
			1

			Tuesday 11 September 2001

			Brighton, East Sussex

			On the afternoon of 11 September 2001, British Prime Minister Tony Blair was working in a suite at the Grand Hotel on Brighton’s seafront. He was only 48, young by the standards of today’s leaders – almost youthful, in fact – and at the height of his powers, a few months after winning a second landslide election. With a fresh mandate from the electorate, he was determined to modernise Britain, to recapture the spirit of mercantilism and innovation. At this moment he was rewriting a speech he would later give to the Trades Union Congress being held nearby. They were always going to be a hard crowd, unimpressed as they were with the near-official Labour ideology of the ‘Third Way’, neither socialism nor conservatism but in some uneasy place between.

			At around 13:46 his press secretary Alastair Campbell walked in, switched on the TV and said: ‘You’d better see this.’ They stared at the black smoke billowing from the North Tower of the World Trade Center after it had been struck by a passenger jet. Fifteen minutes later they watched a second plane hit the South Tower. At 14:37, a third plane ploughed into the Pentagon, the headquarters of the US Department of Defense.

			When Blair arrived at the venue, he was informed that the South Tower had just collapsed into rubble and dust. To the assembled delegates he now delivered some abbreviated remarks:

			This mass terrorism is the new evil in our world today. It is perpetrated by fanatics who are utterly indifferent to the sanctity of human life and we, the democracies of this world, are going to have to come together to fight it together and eradicate this evil completely from our world.

			As Blair headed back to London on the train, the North Tower collapsed. The attacks killed just under 3,000 people and injured many more. It thrust a previously unthinkable threat into the minds of the world. On his return to London, the prime minister attended a COBRA meeting and was briefed by Stephen Lander, the director general of MI5. Soon Blair began building an international coalition, speaking to French President Jacques Chirac and German Chancellor Gerhard Schröder.

			That night, in a broadcast from Downing Street, Blair made his position on the attacks clear:

			This is not a battle between the United States of America and terrorism, but between the free and democratic world and terrorism. We, here in Britain, stand shoulder to shoulder with our American friends in this hour of tragedy, and we, like them, will not rest until this evil is driven from our world.

			The following morning, as the embers still burned in what quickly became known as Ground Zero, Blair spoke with US President George W. Bush, the appalling tragedy acting to help cement their already warm relationship.

			At the heart of the government’s response to 9/11 was the figure of Eliza Manningham-Buller, deputy director general of MI5 at the time. Manningham-Buller, then aged 53, might easily have been the inspiration for actress Fiona Shaw’s spy chief Carolyn Martens in the hit TV series Killing Eve, both in looks and character, with her fearsome intellect and upright, no-nonsense schoolmistress exterior softened by flashes of warmth and a taste for mischief. It’s no surprise to discover she’d been a schoolteacher before joining the security services in 1974, a time when, as she told us, ‘[women] had a very clear career path. There were a whole lot of things you were not thought suitable to do. I, and a lot of other women officers, were extremely cross about it and fought to be allowed to do all the jobs available.’

			Perhaps Manningham-Buller foresaw global trends because she specialised in counter-terrorism rather than counter-espionage, MI5’s traditional stock-in-trade, and from 1992 she led MI5’s newly created Irish counter-terrorism section. By 2001 she’d been assigned responsibility for all of the agency’s intelligence operations.

			On the day of 9/11 she walked out of her office to find her staff standing, watching the television in silence. ‘It was quite difficult to take in what we were seeing,’ she recalls. ‘But we quickly recognised that this was terrorism and came to the immediate conclusion that al-Qaeda was responsible.’ Although she felt as sickened as anyone at the unfolding horror, she wasn’t surprised. ‘We immediately recognised this as something we’d feared.’ The spectral terrorist group al-Qaeda was run by Osama bin Laden, whom Western intelligence services had been tracking since he’d fought against the Soviets in Afghanistan nearly two decades before.

			The threat posed by the group to the American mainland first became manifest on 26 February 1993. That day al-Qaeda terrorists parked a yellow Ford van packed with around 600 kilos of urea nitrate fertiliser, gas cylinders and cyanide in the basement car park beneath the North Tower of the World Trade Center in New York. Their plan was to topple this 110-storey landmark, which, in turn, would take down its sister tower, killing tens of thousands of people. At 12:18 that day the blast carved out a 100-foot crater several stories deep in the car park, killing six, including a pregnant woman, and injuring hundreds more. But the North Tower held firm.

			Investigators eventually rounded up the bombers and discovered their connection – a mosque led by an extremist cleric. Although Middle Eastern terrorism had finally landed on US soil, no follow-up attack materialised, making this an isolated incident that soon drifted out of public consciousness. Despite the setback, however, al-Qaeda continued to plan for more attacks against the United States and its assets.

			On 7 August 1998, in co-ordinated strikes, suicide bombers drove trucks packed with explosives into US embassy buildings in Nairobi, Kenya and Dar es Salaam, Tanzania, killing over 200 mostly local people. Then, in October 2000, less than a year before 9/11, suicide bombers exploded a small boat alongside the USS Cole, a guided missile destroyer in the US Navy, as it refuelled in the Yemeni port of Aden, killing 17 US sailors and wounding 37 crew.

			Through the summer of 2001 UK and US intelligence agencies noticed a considerable increase in electronic chatter between Islamic extremists: ‘We and the Americans had prior intelligence that, in the autumn, al-Qaeda planned to mount the biggest attack of its so-called career,’ says Manningham-Buller. ‘We’d been trying to develop fresh intelligence to understand what that might be.’ But on the day of 9/11, MI5 had to recalibrate their approach. ‘I don’t think we stopped to eat,’ she says. Officials at the agency spent the rest of the day checking classified reports from the past, directing the collection of more intelligence and preparing briefings for government.

			The following morning, Manningham-Buller, together with the heads of MI6 and GCHQ, the two other UK intelligence agencies, found herself on an RAF rattler heading towards Andrews Air Force Base just south of Washington, DC, theirs the only plane permitted to enter American air space. Once landed, these top British spooks were driven directly to CIA headquarters in Langley, Virginia, where the heads of the CIA, FBI and National Security Agency had already gathered.

			‘We discussed with our American friends what this meant,’ says Manningham-Buller. ‘It was clear that the scale and audacity of the attack was going to alter things for all of us.’ That night she stayed at the British Embassy in Washington, talking with colleagues and senior diplomats into the early hours, and she recalls that ‘what shocked us all on 9/11 was the realisation that these events changed the world. That, if terrorists could successfully mount such attacks within the United States, anything was possible. Despite talk of military action, there was one thing we all agreed on: terrorism is resolved through politics and economics, not through arms and intelligence, however important a role these play.’

			On 14 September 2001 – three days after the attacks – President Bush inspected the recovery efforts at Ground Zero, then stood on a collapsed fire truck in the shattered wreckage and addressed the crowd, a megaphone to his lips. Someone shouted, ‘We can’t hear you!’ to which Bush responded, ‘I can hear you, the rest of the world hears you, and the people who knocked these buildings down will hear all of us soon,’ signalling his administration’s intention to launch the Global War on Terror.

			Although the 9/11 bombers had mostly been from Saudi Arabia, the US turned its sights onto another nation, al-Qaeda’s de facto home at the time. On 7 October, 26 days after 9/11, US forces – backed by the UK and a few other coalition countries – invaded Afghanistan. Meanwhile, British intelligence agencies and counter-terrorism police drew up plans to deal with the unprecedented new terrorist threat of suicide bombers. ‘You’re in an arms race, if you like, with the terrorists,’ Manningham-Buller says. ‘They’re trying to evade your scrutiny. You’re trying to discover what they plan. Sometimes you’ll be ahead of them. Sometimes you’re one step behind.’

			At the same time, the government, police and the NHS in London began planning for the possibility of suicide attacks that might use chemical, biological, radiological and even nuclear weapons, including protocols for mass fatalities in the scenarios they sketched out. The state procured a temporary mortuary that could be erected in a matter of hours, positioned close to the site of any tragedy. Real-time exercises were organised to practise how all the different agencies would work together in these different situations. Senior police, government and intelligence officials endlessly repeated the mantra – ‘It’s not “if” but “when” the terrorists strike’.

			‘Our imaginations, spurred by these events and by intelligence,’ Manningham-Buller told us, ‘led us to conside what else al-Qaeda might do.’

		

		
			2

			Beeston, Leeds, West Yorkshire

			Red-brick Hillside Primary School at the bottom of Beeston Road in Leeds came top in only one league table in 2001: the highest turnover of pupils in West Yorkshire. Out of a school population of 250, a sample school year saw 52 kids leave and 63 more join. The Beeston housing estate around the school provided a clue to the area’s transitory nature. Closely packed, slightly dilapidated back-to-back brick houses carried adverts in their windows for bedsits to rent. A homeless hostel was just round the corner. The cheap, short-term rental properties here were often the first place that families moving to Leeds would come to, including asylum seekers.

			Holding it all together at Hillside was a learning mentor called Mohammad Sidique Khan. A 26-year-old native of Beeston, Khan helped all these new kids settle in while providing unstinting support to any with learning difficulties or struggling to speak English. Both teachers and parents marvelled at his talent for encouraging difficult children. The children, in turn, revered Khan. He was one of those teachers who changed lives, coaxing them back into the education system, taking them on character-building canoeing and camping trips to the nearby Yorkshire Dales and helping them navigate tricky personal relationships. This learning mentor also volunteered for youth work in the local community centres and gyms, becoming something of a life mentor to disaffected local teens.

			Everyone knew Khan took his Islamic faith seriously. He prayed regularly at school and attended the local mosque on Fridays, confiding in colleagues that he turned to religion after ‘losing his way’ as a youth, when he drank to excess and took drugs. A conviction for assault in 1993 perhaps reflects that self-destructive period of his life, which faith helped him move past. School staff, however, insist that he never showed any sign of religious extremism; in fact, in autumn 2001 – post-9/11 – Khan took it upon himself as a Muslim to stand in front of the pupils and denounce the attacks. ‘He was great with the children and they all loved him,’ confirms Sarah Balfour, the school’s former head. ‘He did so much … helping and supporting them and running extra clubs and activities. Sidique was a real asset to the school and always showed 100 per cent commitment.’

			Colleagues knew nothing of Khan’s hidden personal troubles; that he was estranged from his family and something of an outcast among traditional Muslims in Beeston. He’d grown up at a time of flux for the Muslim community in the north of England. While his father’s generation had come from Pakistan to provide labour for the mills and other factories – his dad was a foundryman – Khan was very British. Educated at South Leeds High School before studying business at Leeds Metropolitan University, he spoke with a distinct Yorkshire accent, not that of the old country.

			But Britain of the late 1990s wasn’t a particularly hospitable country. Like immigrant communities before them, 30 years after the arrival of a first generation, the second generation had become frustrated, one manifestation of this being civil disturbance. Jewish people had rioted in the 1930s, and the black communities of Toxteth and Brixton did likewise in 1981, both a generation after the major influx. In 2001, right on cue, the riots in Oldham, Burnley, Bradford and Leeds were partly rooted in Pakistani disquiet. Second-generation British Pakistanis have spoken and written at length about how they ‘fit in’ neither in their ancestral homeland nor the wider white British community.

			In suburbs such as Beeston, the response of some Muslims to this dislocation was to adopt an increasingly rigid Islamic identity, thereby becoming more isolated from other communities within the city. That Beeston sat on a hill two miles south of the city centre, separated from much of Leeds by the M621 motorway, served only to emphasise a local sense of detachment. Small wonder, then, that Khan and his friends tended to ‘stick to their own’.

			In the mid-1990s this ‘us against the world’ mentality was galvanised when drug dealers began to set up shop in their suburb. Crack and heroin flooded the scruffy streets, quickly taking hold of the local youth, with community elders having no idea how to deal with the scourge. Step forward the Mullah Boys – or Mullah Crew – a group of 15 to 20 second-generation young men, British-born but of Pakistani origin, who joined forces to clean up the neighbourhood. One of their tactics was to kidnap young drug addicts – with the consent of their families – and give them the cold-turkey treatment for five days. The Mullah Boys were also known for energising many disenchanted young Muslim men whose heroin abuse was giving the Asian community a bad name. Their emphasis was on strengthening them physically, often through outdoor activities, including hiking on the nearby moors.

			Khan was a leading member of the Mullah Boys, who quickly enjoyed considerable authority in the community, despite being less a political movement than a gang. Their aim hadn’t been to influence local government and change policies, but to protect their turf. According to locals, they now saw themselves as tribal Muslims, and most of the people they knew, liked and trusted came from within this tribe. What’s more, the failure of elders to protect Beeston exposed a growing and familiar rift between the ‘grateful’ first generation and their disgruntled offspring.

			‘Sid’, as he’d been known by friends since his teens, had long since found that the traditional, community-run mosque on Hardy Street had nothing to offer him. According to contemporaries, the people who ran the mosque had no idea how to connect with the second generation. They spoke and wrote in Urdu, and the only time they interacted with younger Muslims was when teaching them to recite the Qu’ran by rote – in Arabic. Khan spoke neither language.

			At some point in the mid-1990s, Khan and other Mullah boys became interested in Wahhabi fundamentalism, which its followers proclaim to be a ‘purer form’ of Islam than mainstream Sunni Islam, from which it derives. Wahhabism has been Saudi Arabia’s dominant faith for more than two centuries, an austere form of Islam that insists on a literal interpretation of the Qu’ran, forbidding tobacco, alcohol and shaving. Women in Saudi Arabia are forced to wear the full-length burqa and, until 2018, forbidden from driving. Wahhabi mosques are plain and public prayer attendance strictly enforced. Devout Wahhabis believe that all those who don’t practise their form of Islam are heathens and enemies, while critics say that Wahhabism misinterprets and distorts Islam, pointing to extremists such as Osama bin Laden and the Taliban, which forbids women from going to school or to work.

			Wahhabism ensured its modern-day survival largely through gaining the support of the Saudi royal family. In the 1970s they began spending heavily on mosques, propaganda and Wahhabi schools around the world in order to spread the creed. The US State Department estimates that over the past 40 years Riyadh has invested more than $10 billion into charitable foundations as part of a programme to spread the Wahhabi creed.

			For Khan in the late 1990s, Wahhabism’s initial appeal was that its mosque on Stratford Street both delivered sermons and printed publications in English. However, his flirtation with Wahhabism put him on a collision course with his family and their belief in the Barelvi revivalist movement within traditional Sunni Islam. The youngest of four kids – three sons and a daughter – Khan had been the first to rebel. It didn’t help that around this time his mother Mamida died, as she had doted on her last-born child.

			A second source of friction between Khan and his family had been his refusal to adhere to tribal traditions and marry a member of the city’s extended Pakistani family. Instead, during the years of his conversion to Wahhabism while studying at Leeds Met, Khan fell in love with another student, Hasina Patel. She was a Deobandi Muslim, belonging to a South Asian Wahhabi-linked movement directly opposed to the Khan family’s Barelvi convictions.

			In 2001, in a last desperate attempt to get his youngest son to obey his wishes, his father Tika Khan moved the family to Nottingham, hoping that 26-year-old Khan would follow, thereby distancing himself from his Wahhabi friends and Deobandi girlfriend. But on 22 October 2001, two days after his 27th birthday, Khan married Patel at the Pakistani Kashmiri Welfare Association office in nearby Batley, cutting links between father and son for good.

			Khan was one of many second-generation Pakistanis who baulked at the idea of an arranged marriage. To accelerate this opposition, the Mullah Boys started conducting marriages at Iqra, the local Islamic bookshop, which saw second-generation Pakistani men from Beeston wed white women. Before the marriages, the outsiders had converted to Islam, and so long as the unions were between Muslims, Khan and his friends didn’t care about tribal traditions.

			Already estranged from his family, Khan’s apparent contempt for traditional Islam now alienated him from his own community. By 1999 it seems that Khan had begun to consider a further step, from Wahhabi fundamentalism to a form of jihadism actively committed to violence. The focus of his anger appeared to be the state of his parents’ homeland and, in particular, the continuing conflict between Pakistan and India over Kashmir.

			At some point, Khan became a member of al-Muhajiroun, Britain’s most notorious Salafi-jihadist group. Formed in the UK in 1996, al-Muhajiroun openly supported Bin Laden, al-Qaeda and the Taliban, and it gained notoriety for its September 2002 conference ‘The Magnificent 19’, praising the perpetrators of the 9/11 attacks.

			Al-Muhajiroun’s self-proclaimed spiritual leader was Sheikh Omar Bakri Muhammad, a Syrian with a long history of terrorist involvement in Lebanon and Saudi Arabia prior to his claiming British asylum in 1986. Much of al-Muhajiroun’s activity took place at Finsbury Park Mosque, where the imam was Abu Hamza al-Masri. In the late 1990s Abu Hamza gained bogeyman status in the British tabloids as the face of radical Islam. His fiery rhetoric denouncing the West was so explosive that, whenever he delivered a sermon, the mosque needed to be transformed into a fortress. The fact he had a glass eye, and a metallic hook instead of a hand – he lost his eye and both hands either fighting the Soviets in Afghanistan or during a work project in Lahore, it was never clear which – only added to his villainous, piratical mystique.

			Abu Hamza ran Finsbury Park Mosque from 1997 to 2003, during which time it became a global magnet for militants. Members of the al-Qaeda network that were apprehended by the security services following 9/11 included several men who had connections with the mosque and al-Muhajiroun, including Zacarias Moussaoui, the so-called ‘20th hijacker’ and the only person the US has successfully convicted in relation to 9/11. The lack of official British action against the likes of Abu Hamza and Omar Bakri – and the growing number of Islamic radicals taking refuge in London – led to it being dubbed ‘Londonistan’ by frustrated foreign intelligence agencies.

			Amid this ferment of apparently unchecked extremism, Khan subscribed to al-Muhajiroun’s purified, politicised version of Islam. For many who followed this route, it gave an identity and a sense of belonging that transcended cultural dislocation. As a one-time radicalised Muslim put it, ‘When you’re cut off from your family, the jihadi network becomes your family. It becomes your backbone and support.’

			Khan’s first recorded involvement with jihadist groups pre-dated 9/11, taking place on 29 July 2001. The security services say he attended training camps at Mansehra in Pakistan’s North-West Frontier Province (NWFP) run by a Kashmiri terrorist group with close ties to the Taliban. He then travelled to Afghanistan, where he hoped to fight against the Northern Alliance – a loose coalition of local militias opposing Taliban rule. He was taken ill, however, a mile short of the frontline, and he returned to Beeston only days before the 9/11 attacks on the US.

			Although it would go unrealised for almost five years, Mohammad Sidique Khan’s journey to 7/7 had begun.
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			Two days after 9/11, Eliza Manningham-Buller flew back to the UK. ‘We had US Air Force jets on both of our wings because American airspace was closed,’ she recalls. ‘We felt alone in the skies above America. Looking down over New York and seeing the smoke rising from the World Trade Center site, America felt vulnerable. We all did. What was clear to me was this was going to alter our focus and our efforts.’ Vast troves of new data deluged her department, her intelligence officers sieving through it all while at the same time returning to old leads and re-interpreting previously received material. But all this did nothing to stop the next attack.

			On the morning of Saturday 22 December 2001, American Airline Flight 63 from Paris to Miami was packed with 185 passengers and 12 crew. A full plane was a rarity since 9/11, with bookings plummeting as people elected not to fly. However, just to see family at Christmas, the Western world seemed willing to suspend its collective trauma. About two hours out of Paris, passengers reported smelling smoke. The atmosphere at 35,000 feet had been tense since 11 September. Now, on Flight 63, it ratcheted up to panic.

			Flight attendants spotted a passenger bent over his seat, with his back to the aisle. One of the stewards, Florida-based Hermis Moutardier, suspected he was smoking. ‘It got me mad. I was talking to him, saying, “Excuse me,” but he just ignored me. I leaned in and said, “What are you doing?”’ As she pulled at his shoulder, he turned, giving her a glimpse of something truly terrifying. He’d got his shoe off, and it was now between his legs. ‘All I see is the wiring and the match. The match was lit.’ Twice more Hermis grabbed him, twice he pushed her away, the second time so violently that she fell against an armrest across the aisle. ‘I thought I was going to die,’ she remembers.

			Fellow flight attendant Cristina Jones intervened. She tried to pull Reid up, but he bit her hand and she screamed. Now the passengers reacted, with several crawling over the seats to restrain the would-be suicide bomber; this took quite some time, as he was six foot four and weighed over 90 kilos. They finally trussed him up with a variety of trouser belts, headphone cords and seatbelt extensions, while a doctor sedated him with Valium from the flight kit and crew members took his shoes, somewhat strangely putting them in the cockpit for safe-keeping. Meanwhile, the pilot re-routed the plane to Boston, Massachusetts – the closest US airport.

			No one knew if the suspect had any accomplices on board. A female passenger told the crew that she’d seen him the previous day at the airport with another male. Was this other person on board? If so, only this woman could identify him. Hermis ushered the distraught passenger around the plane several times to check, but she failed to spot the man in question.

			Finally, after four excruciatingly tense hours, the plane landed in Boston and FBI agents swooped on the suspect. He turned out to be a 29-year-old Englishman called Richard Colvin Reid, his hollowed-out shoes containing almost 300 grams of plastic explosive, quite enough to blow a hole in the fuselage and kill all 197 souls on-board.

			The fact that Reid was born and raised in England caused a sombre mood in MI5 headquarters. Manningham-Buller’s department now had to come to terms with the threat of radicalised suicide bombers on their very own doorstep, but at least Reid would provide a profile of the kind of person al-Qaeda identified, recruited and radicalised.

			Born in 1973 to a working-class family in Bromley, south-east London, Reid’s parents divorced when he was still a boy. His dad, a second-generation immigrant from Jamaica, had been a career criminal, forever in and out of jail. As a mixed-race child of a single mum, Reid struggled to find his place in society and performed poorly at school. At the age of 16 he quit education and fell in with a local gang, his huge frame proving useful to carry out muggings. He spent most of his twenties as a petty criminal, in and out of prison like his father. In 1995, while inside, Reid converted to Islam. Finally he belonged to a tribe, and on his release a year later he started attending Brixton Mosque.

			Reid stood out for his enthusiasm: he studied the Qu’ran every day, learned Arabic and changed his name to Abdel Rahim. Friendless, estranged from his family and isolated from moderate society, little gave meaning to his life except Islam – a perfect target for grooming. Although the imam of Brixton Mosque was not a radical Islamist, it was here that Reid met al-Qaeda member and future 9/11 plotter Zacarias Moussaoui. Investigators suspect that Moussaoui provided the spiritual leadership Reid had been lacking since his dad disappeared from his life.

			In 1997 Brixton Mosque expelled Moussaoui on account of his extremist views. Reid left too, following him to Finsbury Park Mosque. Here, Abu Hamza’s devout followers ensured that only those vouched for by personal connections gained audience to the imam’s inflammatory sermons. Through their investigation of Reid, the security services learned that al-Qaeda ‘scouts’ focused on places like Finsbury Park Mosque, where they could find disaffected young men ripe for recruiting such as Reid. And, because attendees were admitted solely on the strength of their personal connections, it was nearly impossible for the security services to plant ‘spies’.

			The Richard Reid case demonstrated the enormous challenge that MI5 and the police now faced. Until then, the machinery of the state had been tailored to deal with the threat from the Provisional IRA and, to a lesser extent, the Ulster Volunteer Force. These organisations’ modus operandi had been to plant bombs, make a warning phone call and then disappear into the crowds. The old-style terrorists didn’t want to die themselves.

			Manningham-Buller had spent years leading intelligence operations against the IRA. She’d learned that one of the most effective weapons against them was slow-burn infiltration, so by the time of the Good Friday Agreement in 1998, the Provisional IRA was riddled with British agents. However, it’s one thing combatting a terrorist organisation that has a regimented cell structure and defined aims. The amorphous networks of Islamist extremists presented a far more complex proposition. For MI5, getting agents inside or even close to this nebulous new enemy posed an unprecedented challenge. But the challenges didn’t end when infiltration or other means of identification were successful. If a suicide bomber hell bent on martyrdom was picked out, how could counter-terrorism police stop that person carrying out an attack?

			The Metropolitan Police created a suicide bomber working party tasked with reviewing strategy and coming up with a plan. They decided to seek advice from nations more accustomed to dealing with this particular threat, and they visited security forces in Sri Lanka, Russia and, in particular, Israel, where suicide bombings had become a regrettable fact of life. In 2001 alone, Israel experienced a suicide bombing every fortnight – and claimed to have prevented many more.

			What they learned in Israel was the novel set of deadly challenges suicide bombers presented to law enforcement. Because they want to die and take out as many people around them as possible, any operation to intercept them has to be covert. The explosives they use – secreted either in a bag or a body belt worn beneath their clothes – tend to be highly sensitive. What’s more, they often require just the touch of a button or the pressing together of two wires to detonate. As a result, shooting a suicide bomber in the chest is likely to set off the device. Even if it doesn’t, it might not instantly kill the bomber, who could still detonate their explosives.

			To meet this challenge, the Met team devised Operation Kratos. Named after the Greek demigod of strength and power, Kratos was essentially a shoot-to-kill policy. Firearms officers on training courses were told that the old protocols no longer held for suicide bombers. Previously, the decision to shoot was the firearm officer’s alone. They’d shout out a warning in an attempt to get the suspect to lay down their weapon. Failing that, they could choose to shoot – or not. The underlying philosophy was that only the police officer holding the gun, standing facing the threat, could truly assess the risks. Only they could make the rigorous determination that squeezing the trigger was necessary. The officer would then be answerable in court, where they might have to justify their actions.

			By contrast, Kratos moved the locus of decision-making to a ‘Designated Senior Officer’ (DSO), one of a number of specially trained officers at New Scotland Yard. At the DSO’s disposal was a set of codewords, including one that authorised the use of lethal force, and a new tactic was established – no warning was to be given. After all, that would just give the suicide bomber time to detonate. Rather, the firearms officers were to get close and shoot the suspect in the back of the head, to penetrate the brain stem. This was the only way to immediately neutralise a suicide bomber and prevent them detonating the bomb.

			The idea behind the role of the DSO was that the firearms officers on the ground would not be privy to all available intelligence about the suspect. Sitting in the control room, with access to all sources, the DSO would be seeing the full picture and so better qualified to make the decision to use lethal force, which would be relayed to the firearms officers’ headsets by radio.

			On 22 January 2003 a meeting at MI5 headquarters formally recognised Kratos. It was signed off, operationally and legally. As one firearms officer remembers, ‘Suddenly we’re going to effectively shoot to kill. It was quite shocking. We all agreed, it’s all very well provided the identification is right. And that’s really crucial.’ The grisly details of Kratos were shared with neither the media nor the general public. But they would soon emerge in the most spectacular fashion, during the violently chaotic aftermath of 7/7.
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			To the more liberal-minded Pakistanis of Beeston in the early noughties, Mohammad Sidique Khan was a passionate moderniser. As a youth worker, he tirelessly championed local kids sticking with education, presenting them with the stark alternative of a life either driving taxis or working in restaurants.

			Khan’s social life revolved around the mosques and Islamic groups of Leeds and Huddersfield. He regularly spent evenings at a gym and youth meeting place in the basement of the traditional, community-run mosque on Hardy Street. Building on his work as a learning mentor, he arranged camping and white-water rafting trips for local teens. He also volunteered at Iqra Bookshop on Bude Street. Some parents suspected that Khan was ‘selling Wahhabism’ to impressionable teens, but as one pointed out, ‘Better them being Wahhabi than on drugs.’

			It later became clear that Khan had been selling more than Wahhabism. Mark Hargreaves was an outdoor pursuits instructor who worked on some of Khan’s excursions. ‘My lasting memory of him was that he had been brainwashed. He was totally over the top. Every opportunity to bring Islam into a conversation would be manipulated, anything at all. We were sat in a cave, for instance, it was very cold and dark, and he used that as an opportunity to explain to me how the light of Islam could come into my life, and it was constant, it was just a constant barrage of these kinds of things. After a while, it became quite tiring.’

			It was common knowledge locally that Khan raised funds for the Pakistani Mujahideen fighting in Kashmir, but in private he was actively recruiting teens to the jihadi cause. His earliest known attempt at enlisting young British Pakistanis for jihad took place in Manchester, some 45 miles south-west of Leeds, during the summer of 2001. By this time Khan had grown close to two fellow members of al-Muhajiroun, Omar Sharif and Asif Hanif. In their early 20s and middle-class, both Sharif and Hanif had been radicalised when trying to broaden their educations, Sharif while attending King’s College London, and Hanif after travelling to Syria in search of his Islamic heritage.

			A Mancunian businessman called Kursheed Fiaz knew Hanif’s family well. Impressed by his dedication to Islam and unaware of his radicalisation, Fiaz invited Hanif to his office to preach to his teenage nephews. Hanif brought along his friends Omar Sharif and Mohammad Sidique Khan. Fiaz describes the first few meetings as casual, with Khan talking generally about the importance of religious duties. Only at the fourth meeting did Khan get to the point. To reinvigorate the youngsters with pure Islamic ways, he told them, he’d have to take them to Pakistan, Syria or Afghanistan.

			‘That’s when I got a bit wary,’ says Fiaz. ‘When I asked Sidique what this was about, he said, “Nothing, just to visit shrines and mosques.”’ Fiaz asked Khan and his friends to leave and not return. But it wouldn’t be the last time he heard about them.

			Back in Beeston, rumours began to swirl that local teens were getting hold of extremist materials at the Iqra Bookshop where Khan volunteered. One of them, a 17-year-old called Waheed Ali, borrowed videos that showed Muslims being killed by Serbs in Bosnia. He promptly quit smoking weed, rekindled his interest in religion and dreamed of fighting jihad. Within a week, the posters of hip-hop stars, boxers and footballers that had once covered his bedroom walls had been replaced by images of AK-47 assault rifles, and later that year he accompanied Khan to the jihadi training camp in Pakistan.

			By the summer of 2001, word reached the elders at Hardy Street Mosque that the facility Khan ran in their basement was known locally as the ‘al-Qaeda gym’. They kicked him out. In stepped Shehzad Tanweer, an 18-year-old who’d known Khan through local clubs for four years. As a youth worker, Khan had nurtured Tanweer’s deep love of cricket. Tanweer possessed outstanding ability with bat and ball, earning himself a trial with Yorkshire County Cricket Club, and he never missed the weekly Wednesday-night match at Beeston Park. Now he offered Khan a new space for the gym – the rooms above his dad’s fish and chip shop on nearby Tempest Road.

			Like Khan, Tanweer was a youngest child with two older sisters and a brother. Mum Parveen sewed clothes at home while Mohammed, his dad, had served as a police community support officer for 20 years before buying a string of local businesses. One of these was the local chippie, Southern Fisheries, where Tanweer worked behind the counter, the red Mercedes his dad bought him parked somewhat incongruously out front. But the flashy car didn’t seem nearly so paradoxical as the new gym in the loft.

			Tanweer’s devotion to cricket was matched only by his dedication to Islam. From a young age Tanweer prayed five times a day, beginning at 4 a.m., earning him the nickname ‘Pious’. He was a popular student at Wortley High School, and his application to study Sport Science at Leeds Metropolitan University reveals his impressive range of achievements. These included winning a local ‘sports personality of the year’ award, a first place in the Leeds athletic championships, a work placement teaching PE at a primary school and that trial for Yorkshire CCC. A teacher from Wortley vouched for Tanweer’s ‘motivated, modest and mature’ character. According to his older brother Nikki, however, by late 2001 ‘Pious’ had lost interest in his Sport Science studies and began spending his days playing cricket or hanging out with Khan. By 2002, despite the eight-year age difference, the pair seemed inseparable.

			In July 2003 Khan returned to the North-West Frontier Province in Pakistan to attend jihadi training camps ran by a senior Iraqi member of al-Qaeda. On the banks of the wat river, in the foothills of the Hindu Kush mountains, he learned to fire assault rifles, machine guns and rocket launchers. Others in the party received explosives training. Here, Khan met a man who’d play a key role in his journey towards 7/7. Omar Khyam was a 25-year-old from Crawley in West Sussex who was already busy plotting an atrocity on UK soil.
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			March 2003

			Houses of Parliament, London SW1

			Tony Blair entered the chamber of the House of Commons with battle-scarred briskness. It was 18 March 2003 and he needed to make his case a final time, in his attempt to persuade his party that now was the time for war. Although this was a symbolic vote – the monarch can declare war without recourse to parliament – many ministers, and Blair himself, were expected to resign if the vote was not passed.

			The drums of war had been beating determinedly since the previous summer. In November, a foundational UN resolution was unanimously passed, giving Saddam Hussein ‘a final opportunity to comply with its disarmament obligations’. The government had put forward an ‘intelligence dossier’ – Iraq – Its Infrastructure of Concealment, Deception and Intimidation – in which it claimed that Iraq possessed biological, chemical and, possibly, nuclear weapons – aka weapons of mass destruction (WMDs), making it part of the axis of evil. Moreover, the dossier asserted that Iraq had been procuring uranium from the Congo and that missiles could be fired from the country in just 45 minutes. Brits 45 mins from Doom, declared the Sun, while the Daily Star splashed with: Mad Saddam ready to attack: 45 minutes from a chemical war.

			A month before the Commons debate, Colin Powell – the US secretary of state – had shown a vial of anthrax to the UN Security Council to underline the seriousness of its use. He asserted that Iraq had ‘mobile labs’ for producing biological weapons and asked the Security Council to sanction military action. The Council refused. Member states wanted to give weapons inspectors more time, but the US said it wouldn’t wait for the inspectors to report and sought support from other nations to invade.

			At home, MPs were facing barrages of letters opposing military intervention. Just a month earlier, a million people had marched on the streets of London holding banners that said ‘Stop the War’ and ‘Not in my Name’. Even Blair’s own foreign minister, Robin Cook, had already resigned as a matter of honour.

			In the House, however, Blair was unequivocal:

			So, let me explain to the House why I believe that the threat that we face today is so serious and why we must tackle it … The threat is chaos and disorder – and there are two begetters of chaos: tyrannical regimes with WMD and extreme terrorist groups who profess a perverted and false view of Islam. Let me tell the House what I know. I know that there are some countries, or groups within countries, that are proliferating and trading in WMD – especially nuclear weapons technology.

			In Washington, DC, the planners in the Department of Defense had already put the infrastructure for war in place. They needed to go now because the summer wouldn’t be a good fighting season. Much of Blair’s determination was about the strengthening of both the Atlantic Alliance and his personal relationship with President Bush. The two clearly liked each other, as evidenced by the photoshoots of them on Bush’s Texan ranch. The day before, Bush had given an ultimatum to Iraqi leader Saddam Hussein to leave Iraq within 48 hours or face military action.

			In the House of Commons, Blair went on:

			We must face the consequences of the actions we advocate. For those of us who support the course that I am advocating, that means all the dangers of war. But for others who are opposed to this course, it means – let us be clear – that for the Iraqi people, whose only true hope lies in the removal of Saddam, for them, the darkness will close back over. They will be left under his rule, without any possibility of liberation – not from us, not from anyone.

			In the end, the vote was 412 to 149. The prime minister had his mandate.

			Two days later, on 20 March 2003, just shy of 300,000 US and coalition troops invaded Iraq across its border with Kuwait. By May, Iraq’s army had been defeated and its regime overthrown. Saddam Hussein was later captured, tried and executed.

			Excluding Kurdish and opposition Iraqi forces, only the UK, Australia and Poland participated in the US invasion, while Kuwait allowed its territory to be used as a launch base. Spain and Italy gave diplomatic backing, along with several eastern European nations. However, a number of former US and UK allies refused to support military action. These included Canada, Mexico, Germany, France and Turkey, along with Middle Eastern states who had supported the US in the Gulf War, such as Saudi Arabia.

			It’s estimated that, between 2003 and 2011, 461,000 people died in Iraq from war-related causes, and that the war cost the US $3 trillion. Within months of the invasion, the justifications for it had vanished – there simply weren’t any WMDs to be found in the territory of Iraq. Eliza Manningham-Buller later said of the Iraq invasion: ‘We gave Bin Laden his jihad.’

			Speaking to the 2010 Chilcott inquiry examining Britain’s role in the Iraq war, Manningham-Buller stated, ‘Our involvement in Iraq, for want of a better word, radicalised a whole generation of young people, some of them British citizens who saw our involvement in Iraq, on top of our involvement in Afghanistan, as being an attack on Islam.’ She then corrected herself by adding: ‘Not a whole generation, a few among a generation.’

			‘What Iraq did,’ she continued, ‘was produce fresh impetus on people prepared to engage in terrorism. The Iraq war heightened the extremist view that the West was trying to bring down Islam.’ To tackle the sharp spike in Islamic-inspired plots, in 2003 Manningham-Buller asked the prime minister for something unheard of in peacetime – a doubling of MI5’s budget. With the resulting cash, she opened eight regional offices.

			Within a year of the 2003 invasion, MI5 was ‘swamped’ with leads about extreme Islamic terrorist activity – an avalanche of information, communications, recordings and possible suspects. Every new individual that came to its notice had connections – phone calls, text messages and meetings – with dozens of others. MI5 faced the unenviable challenge of trying to discern the important signals against the increasingly raucous background noise. Which of the many new potential suspects should the security services be monitoring, and which were merely harmless friends or family that had nothing to do with terrorism? ‘We were very pressed with much, much work,’ Manningham-Buller says. ‘We had hundreds of people we were concerned about.’

			Just as the security services were ramping up their surveillance, Khan was becoming increasingly active in jihadist circles and was now sometimes spotted in cars with known activists, while being on friendly terms with others. His activism, however, always fell short of the threshold of what was considered a threat by the security services.

			On 14 April 2003, at the behest of the security services, a police surveillance team was on the trail of a former Special Forces operative from Leeds, Martin ‘Abdullah’ McDaid. He’d been in the sights of MI5 since 1998, suspected of recruiting for jihad. He was also one of two men behind a suspected Islamist training camp in the Lake District in January 2001. On this day, just over three weeks after the Iraq war had begun, McDaid was seen by police surveillance officers leaving a mosque in Beeston with four or five others. They all got into a blue BMW that drove towards the city centre for three minutes before stopping for McDaid to get out. Police checks revealed that the keeper of the car was ‘Sidique Khan’ of 11 Gregory Street, Batley, on the outskirts of Leeds. Detectives assessed Khan and deemed him not to be of national security significance or of relevance to McDaid. As a result, his details weren’t shared with MI5.

			Six weeks after the start of the Iraq war, the very first suicide attack that originated in Britain – in Derby – was staged. Sometime after midnight on 30 April, in a hotel room in central Tel Aviv, two young Englishmen strapped bomb belts around their waists and set off for the city’s beachfront promenade. At about 00:45 they headed for the entrance of Mike’s Place, a popular blues bar next to the American embassy. A security guard, Avi Tabib, didn’t like the look of the pair and stopped them from coming in. One tried to rush through. Tabib grabbed him and, during the ensuing struggle, the interloper triggered his explosive belt. Meanwhile, the second man tried but failed to detonate his device and fled on foot. Three people were killed in the attack – including a musician and a waitress. Another 55 were injured, ten seriously, with one woman losing an arm. Miraculously, Avi Tabib survived.

			Within hours Israeli security forces named the attackers. The dead man was Asif Hanif, 21, of Hounslow, west London, a suburb near Heathrow Airport with a large Asian community. His accomplice – Omar Khan Sharif, 27, from Normanton, Derby – was being hunted by police and Israeli security services. The two men with British passports had entered Israel from the West Bank a day earlier. It was unclear whether they brought the suicide belts through or picked them up on Israeli soil. Sharif’s body finally washed up on a stretch of Tel Aviv beach in sight of Mike’s Place. He’d drowned, but how was never discovered.

			Back in London, the security services began to assess the threat of these two British suicide bombers. Their profiles were radically different from the shoe bomber, Richard Reid. Both had enjoyed stable and comfortable suburban childhoods. Sharif was the sixth child of a successful local businessman who owned food stores and a launderette. Aged eight, Sharif was sent to £5,000-a-term Repton Prep, based in a Georgian mansion just outside Derby, among whose alumni were Roald Dahl, Christopher Isherwood and an Archbishop of Canterbury. At 18, Sharif had gone to study at King’s College London and returned transformed, sporting a beard and religious dress, and accompanied by an Arabic-speaking wife dressed in a full-length burqa. Hanif, meanwhile, had gained a distinction in business studies at a local college, but surprised friends by deciding to study Arabic at the University of Damascus in Syria. He told his older brother Taz that he was planning to return to London as a teacher. Taz expressed his family’s utter disbelief: ‘He was just a big teddy bear. How did this happen?’

			The security services discovered that Sharif and Hanif were part of the radical Islamist group al-Muhajiroun, which in turn had links to Finsbury Park Mosque. This seemed to confirm the findings of an Israeli profiler that the commonality between suicide bombers isn’t their backgrounds or upbringings, but the way they’re recruited and trained. The psychology of the group, not the individual, was paramount.

			The spooks didn’t, then, find out that both Hanif and Sharif were close friends of Khan, nor that the trio had tried to recruit those teens from Manchester to the jihadi cause back in 2001. MI5 also hadn’t spotted that on 19 February 2003 – less than six weeks before the suicide attacks at Mike’s Place – Khan had travelled to Israel, perhaps to play a part in the planning of the attacks. So by the summer of 2003, Khan remained off the intelligence radar, a ‘clean skin’ in their jargon. By now, however, he was associating with some of al-Qaeda’s top operatives in the UK, with direct links to the organisation’s leadership in Pakistan.

			On 13 July 2003 MI5 came across data on a mobile phone associated with Mohammed Quayyum Khan, one of Osama bin Laden’s most senior lieutenants in the UK. Detectives and security service officers suspected that Quayyum was acting as an al-Qaeda facilitator, providing financial and logistical support to the terrorist group. They noticed a series of calls made by Quayyum Khan to a number that they hadn’t previously seen. Checks revealed that it was registered to ‘Siddique Khan’ of 49a Bude Road, Leeds, the address of the Iqra Bookshop that peddled extremist material. MI5 couldn’t match the name ‘Siddique Khan’ to anyone in their databases, so the contact wasn’t investigated further. Nothing suggested involvement in any terrorist-related activity.

			Still a ‘clean skin’, in the winter of 2003 Khan travelled with Shehzad Tanweer from Leeds to the drab Midlands town of Dudley. As instructed, the pair went to an upstairs flat where they found about 40 young men sitting expectantly on rows of chairs. They joined the audience for a talk by Anwar al-Awlaki, an American-born preacher who specialised in radicalising Muslims. Although the text of al-Awlaki’s lecture in Dudley was not recorded, a month later he gave another talk at the East London Mosque, which gives the tenor of his message:

			We are watching one Muslim nation fall one after another and we are watching, sitting back, doing nothing. When Palestine was taken we did nothing and then one nation after another is entering into problems, we have Kashmir, we have Chechnya, the Muslims in the Philippines and now we have Iraq and the ummah is doing nothing. The ummah is watching while Iraq is being devoured … If you are to protect yourselves you need to stop that, you need to stop such things from happening because as soon as you allow one Muslim to be taken, Allah does not help you anymore. You lose the assistance of Allah.

			Also in the audience in Dudley was an MI6 double agent, a former jihadist by the name of Aimen Dean. He shook hands with Khan and Tanweer, but he didn’t know them, nor did he consider them an immediate threat. Although Dean notified MI5 about the lecture, by the time a surveillance operation was set up to monitor those going in and out of the venue, the men from Leeds had already left.

			In early 2004 these wisps and fragments of the emerging jihadi networks in the UK were beginning to be connected by the security services. Emerging from the murk, an embryonic intelligence jigsaw was put together, from which police identified a five-strong gang of British-born men of Pakistani heritage from the town of Crawley near Gatwick airport. At the centre of this cell was a 25-year-old by the name of Omar Khyam, whom Khan had already met in Pakistan the previous summer.

			As a teenager, Khyam had become attracted to Omar Bakri’s al-Muhajiroun. When, later, he was tried for terrorist offences, Khyam was asked for his reaction to 9/11. ‘I was happy. America was, and still is, the greatest enemy of Islam … But, obviously, 3,000 people died, so there were mixed feelings.’ Khyam had links to al-Qaeda couriers and others in the network, and was placed under surveillance late in 2003.

			On 20 February 2004 a worker at the Access Self Storage facility in Hanwell, west London, rang the counter-terrorism hotline to register his concern about a huge load of garden fertiliser that had been stored in one of the units for several months. That day, counter-terrorism officers visited the premises. They discovered 600 kilos of ammonium nitrate, a key component in IRA bombs, which had often been employed to devastating effect; the device used in the infamous Omagh bombing, which killed 29 people in the town in 1998, had contained 230 kilos of the compound. On the same day, police became aware that Momin Khawaja, an electronics expert and known bomb-maker, had flown in from Canada for a two-day stay. Surveillance revealed that Khawaja was advising Khyam and his associates on the construction and operation of remote detonation devices for use with the Hanwell fertiliser. Counter-terrorism police feared an imminent attack, so to thwart it in the short term they covertly replaced the ammonium nitrate with a substance that looked and felt identical, but which had no explosive qualities.

			At the same time the security services intensified their surveillance. Operation Crevice would become the Metropolitan Police’s largest counter-terrorism investigation, resulting in 34,000 man-hours of surveillance. Tens of thousands of calls were monitored between the suspects and others. Officers bugged the home of gang leader Khyam and others, as well as one of their cars. What they heard confirmed their worst fears; this gang was planning to kill as many innocent members of the public as possible.

			Audio recorded on 22 February 2004 revealed the suspects drawing up a list of soft targets for their colossal device. These included the Bluewater Shopping Centre in Kent, the Ministry of Sound nightclub and the Houses of Parliament. They discussed other plots too, like poisoning the beer at a football match and blowing up the national grid. What also emerged was their motive – punishing the UK for supporting the US invasions of Afghanistan and Iraq.

			Khan was also heard on these audio intercepts and logged by surveillance, but he’d already entered the frame over a fortnight before police received the call from the Access storage worker. On 2 February 2004 surveillance officers watched Khyam, accompanied by his younger brother, park his car in Crawley. A green Honda Civic with three occupants parked alongside. After two minutes the occupants swapped vehicles, with Khyam joining the driver of the Honda Civic. The pair then drove up and down the A23 in the Civic, presumably discussing something, while the other three waited in Khyam’s parked car. The men eventually returned, everyone went back to their original vehicles and both cars drove off. MI5 surveillance officers decided to tail the Civic to find out all they could about the three occupants. At Toddington service station on the M1 near Luton the team secretly photographed the three unidentified men, before tailing the car to Leeds, where it stopped at Lodge Lane, Tempest Road, then finally parked in Thornhill Park Avenue, Dewsbury.

			MI5 ran checks on the Civic, which was registered to Hasina Patel of Thornhill Park Avenue, Dewsbury. MI5 asked West Yorkshire Police for any details they had on Patel in order ‘to enable us to fully identify any potential associates of Khyam’. There’s no record of a written response to this request. Patel, of course, was married to Khan, and Thornhill Park Avenue was the home of Patel’s mother Farida. Earlier, Khan had dropped Tanweer off at his family home on Tempest Road. It had been Khan, Tanweer and his old friend Waheed Ali who’d been covertly photographed at Toddington Services.

			Security officials learned that Khyam and Khan had met again on the night of 21 February 2004, while bomb-maker Momin Khawaja was still in town. On 28 February Khyam and his brother once again met Khan, Shehzad Tanweer and Waheed Ali in a Crawley car park, this time at 08:56. The group visited a number of builders’ merchants, called in at a mosque in Slough, then stopped for approximately half an hour at Khyam’s nearby home.

			All five proceeded to drive to Toddington Services in Khan’s Honda Civic car. At 17:30, inside the services, they met the man with links to Bin Laden – Luton taxi driver Mohammed Quayyum Khan. The three men from Leeds then dropped Khyam and his brother back in Slough at 23:25, before heading north. A police surveillance team followed the Leeds trio up the M1. They stopped once again at Toddington Services, then Castle Donington Services near Derby, before arriving in Leeds and repeating the drop-offs at Lodge Lane and Tempest Road. The driver finally parked the Civic at Pickles Field in Batley.

			MI5 carried out a deeper ‘level 2’ check on the Civic and found it registered to Sidique Khan of Gregory Street, Batley. MI5 and the police ran checks against their databases for Sidique Khan and all of the addresses, but no significant results were found. The variety of name spellings made police suspect that ‘Sidique’ may have been an alias.

			Less than two weeks later, the security services received a grisly reminder of al-Qaeda’s taste for ‘spectaculars’. On 11 March 2004, during Madrid’s morning rush hour, ten bombs ripped through four commuter trains in the Spanish capital. In all, 193 people were killed and almost 2,000 injured, making it the worst terrorist attack in Europe since the Lockerbie bombing of 1988. The bombs had been hidden in travel bags placed on luggage racks by al-Qaeda operatives, who were now on the run.

			Back in the UK, a police surveillance team heard the Crevice gang lavishing praise on the Madrid bombers and expressing the hope that they could wreak even more death and destruction. According to Peter Clarke, head of the Met’s Anti-Terrorist Branch at the time, ‘We heard these British citizens praising those acts and expressing the view that there were no such things as innocent casualties.’

			With every development, MI5 and the police had to decide whether to continue to gather more evidence and intelligence on Omar Khyam and the Crevice plot or to start making arrests. While more evidence would help secure convictions and further intelligence might lead MI5 to other plots and networks, these considerations had to be weighed against their primary objective – to ensure public safety. Should they make the arrests or let Khyam and his associates continue with their planning?

			A final meeting between Khyam, Khan and Tanweer appeared to have forced the hand of the security services. Khan turned up this time in a green Vauxhall Corsa with the words ‘Car Clinic’ and a phone number on its side. During the afternoon of 23 March 2004, an eavesdropping device in Khyam’s car heard him talking about the Madrid bombings. Khan and Tanweer could be heard responding: ‘That’s amazing, isn’t it? Everything turns around,’ and ‘Look on the success of the Madrid bombing, change of power.’

			Later, in Khyam’s flat, bugs picked up Khan revealing how he’d received expert advice about raising money fraudulently: selling cars bought on credit, lying about wages in loan applications, skimming credit cards, and obtaining then defaulting on bank loans. He also mentioned that he worked at a school, counselling children, and that he had to return his Vauxhall Corsa and pick up his repaired Honda Civic from the garage.

			However, MI5’s primary focus on the conversations that day was to try to establish when and where Khyam planned to carry out his bombing, and it troubled them that he sounded more ‘jumpy’ than usual. Khyam then revealed his plans to move to Pakistan for good. For MI5, this suggested that he’d already worked out his escape plan following an attack. Counter-terrorism police swooped on Khyam and his Crawley gang, while co-conspirators in the US and Canada such as Momin Khawaja were also arrested. For the British security services, this represented their first significant success against the rapidly developing threat from al-Qaeda sympathisers.

			Fearing other plots, MI5 made efforts to identify people that Khyam had met during Operation Crevice. In June 2004 they sent a request to West Yorkshire Police, asking them for anything on their systems about Mohammad Sidique Khan of Batley, Leeds, who owned a Honda Civic. About a year earlier, Special Branch in West Yorkshire had made a record on their computer system of terrorism suspect Martin ‘Abdullah’ McDaid getting a lift from outside a mosque in a BMW owned by a Sidique Khan of Batley. However, during the search of the West Yorkshire Police systems for MI5 in June 2004, it seems that the name Sidique Khan didn’t reveal itself.

			With nothing concrete on any Khan with the forename ‘Sidique’ or ‘Siddique’ from Batley near Leeds, MI5 wrote him off as a ‘small-time fraudster’ and ‘minor criminal’.
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			July 2004

			Houses of Parliament, London SW1

			Mohammad Sidique Khan accepted his security pass, hung it around his neck and followed the small party of giddy Hillside kids into the historical epicentre of Western democracy. One can only imagine how he felt. After all, it was in this grandiose building that parliament backed the invasion of Iraq, with polls showing that just over half of the country supported it. Perhaps he relished the rich irony of his role that day, introducing Beeston’s brown-skinned Muslim kids to their local white members of parliament Hilary Benn and Jon Trickett.

			He and the kids had travelled there with Trickett’s wife, Sarah Balfour, the Hillside school head. For Khan, this represented peak respectability. He had no idea that in a year’s time his name would be uttered inside these hallowed walls once again, for altogether different reasons. But he did know that he was definitely flying to Pakistan in November, then on to Afghanistan to fight British soldiers sent by this parliament. The previous year he’d planned to go, but then his wife Hasina announced she was pregnant. There’d be no stopping him this time. And Shehzad Tanweer would be coming along too.

			Tuesday 16 November 2004

			Dewsbury, West Yorkshire

			‘Sweetheart, not long to go now. And I’m going to really, really miss you a lot. I’m thinking about it already. Look, I absolutely love you to bits and you’ve been the happiest thing in my life. You and your mum, absolutely brilliant.’

			Sitting on a bed in his wife’s family home, Khan, now 30 years old, kissed his daughter on the head as he shared his sadness that he’d miss her growing up. He was recording a home video message for his daughter Maryam, already six months old. Behind the camera was his wife Hasina. The video made it clear that Khan was not expecting to return from fighting US and coalition forces in Afghanistan.

			‘I don’t know what else to say. I just wish I could have been part of your life, especially these growing-up … these next months, they’re really special with you learning to walk and things. I just so much wanted to be with you but I have to do this thing for our future and it will be for the best, inshallah [God willing], in the long run. That’s the most important thing.’

			The video was clearly being recorded to convey a specific message. Hasina interrupted him to say that time was running out on the tape. ‘There are two minutes left, so say your piece.’

			Khan replied, ‘Maryam, my little sweetheart, I love you lots and lots. You are my little baby with big fat little feet. Remember me in your duas [prayers], I will certainly remember you, and, inshallah, things will work out for the best. Look after your mother, she needs looking after. Maryam, be strong, learn to fight – fighting is good. Be Mummy’s best friend. Take care of Mummy – you can both do things together like fighting and stuff.’

			Hasina, who at one point was heard to say, ‘not long to go now’, told her daughter, ‘I think you are going to be hyper, like your daddy.’

			Two days later Khan flew to Pakistan, accompanied by Shehzad Tanweer. On their arrival, Tanweer stayed with relatives at his father’s village of birth, some 30 miles from Faisalabad in the Punjab region. His uncle, Tahor Pervaiz, was shocked to find Tanweer carrying a photo of Osama bin Laden in his wallet. Later, Pervaiz tried to stop Tanweer from meeting two outlawed groups, but his nephew would lie about going out to play cricket and simply ‘not come back’.

			Tanweer’s cousin Saleem noticed a big change. In previous visits, their guest would spend hours playing cricket with his cousins. On this trip, however, he seemed subdued and remained locked up in his grandfather’s house. At one stage, Tanweer told Saleem that he wanted to become a ‘holy warrior’. He argued with relatives about the need for violent retaliation over American abuse of Muslim prisoners in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba. Privately, Khan and Tanweer had resigned themselves to dying that winter, fighting US and UK forces. But then, three weeks into their trip, they were called by a man called Rashid Rauf and everything changed.

			Rauf was one of al-Qaeda’s most capable strategists, a British citizen who’d operated for years in Pakistan and planned some of the terror group’s most ambitious attacks. He’d grown up in Birmingham, the son of a baker, then fled the UK for Pakistan in 2002, aged 21, after police had tried to question him over the murder of his uncle. In 2008 it’s believed he was killed by a US drone strike, and the world of counter-terrorism thought that this would be the last they’d hear about the man. But four years later a suspected al-Qaeda operative was arrested in Berlin. On a memory disk belonging to the individual, hidden inside a pornographic film, German cryptologists discovered a 46-page internal al-Qaeda document believed to have been written by Rauf. In it he details the guidance he provided to Khan and Tanweer.

			Rauf waited a while before contacting the pair in Pakistan in November 2004, to make sure they weren’t being followed. His contacts in militant circles in the UK had provided their phone numbers, and Rauf met Khan and Tanweer several times in Faisalabad. He immediately became aware of their ‘sound knowledge’, derived from the taped sermons of radical preachers Anwar al-Awlaki and Abu Hamza. Rauf’s notes suggested that these meetings had been the genesis of 7/7. It’s clear Rauf proposed that the pair do more than fight jihad in Afghanistan, but return to the UK and focus on domestic targets.

			Rauf took the duo to the tribal areas to meet with a senior al-Qaeda operative, Abu Ubaidah al-Masri, known as ‘Haji’, then a leading member of al-Qaeda’s external operations unit. ‘He [Haji] would guide us throughout,’ Rauf wrote. ‘His experience in Europe and technical knowledge of explosives was important to the operation.’

			Meeting with Haji had a ‘profound effect on the brothers’ and clearly cemented their commitment to conduct a mission in the UK. Haji arranged for a trainer called Marwan Suri to provide instruction in the use of hydrogen peroxide for bomb-making, following which Khan and Tanweer test-detonated a 300-gram peroxide mixture in the tribal areas. According to Rauf, ‘Sidique was always saying to me, “I hope these mixtures are as good as you say they are.” After he tested the mixtures he was very happy.’

			The three potential targets presented to Khan and Tanweer were the Bank of England, the July 2005 G8 summit in Gleneagles, Scotland, and the London Underground. Khan ruled out attacking the G8 summit because it would require a large amount of explosives. The Beeston pair – now given an opportunity to do more than die anonymously on an Afghan battlefield – were told by Rauf not to do anything for three weeks after returning to the UK, in case British intelligence was suspicious about their trip to Pakistan.

			Khan sent a message back to Leeds. In Hasina’s diary entry for 26 November, she wrote: ‘S [Sidique] rang – good news! – back by Feb?’
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			July 2004

			Within weeks of dismantling the Crevice gang, in July 2004 counter-terrorism police received Grade A intelligence of another conspiracy for mass murder in the UK. At its centre was a 33-year-old Londoner called Dhiren Barot.

			Quite how Barot had been transformed from a completely average schoolboy living in an affluent suburb of north-west London into one of al-Qaeda’s leading global operatives is testament to the persuasive power of radical Islam. He grew up in Kingsbury, near Harrow, having arrived in the UK as a baby in late 1972. He attended the sought-after Kingsbury High School, although he didn’t stand out as a student. Friends recall that he planned a career in hotel management and had normal teenage interests, such as fashion and music. He left school in 1988 and obtained a City and Guilds qualification in tourism, then went on to work in various travel agencies and hotels. His only long-term job was as a ticketing clerk for an airline based in Piccadilly in London’s West End.

			In his early 20s Barot abandoned his Hindu faith and converted to Islam. After attending a lecture by Abu Hamza he began to frequently discuss with friends how to help ‘oppressed’ Islamic people abroad, and in September 1995 he left his ticketing clerk job, saying that he was going on a prolonged trip overseas. He ended up at a terrorist training camp in the disputed territory of Kashmir, where he learned to use weapons, explosives and make poisons such as ricin. When he returned to the UK in the late 1990s he established links with Khalid Sheikh Mohammed, thought to be the principal architect of 9/11. Barot travelled to the US in August 2000 on a student visa, but he never attended any college in the country. Instead, he began to conduct extensive reconnaissance of American targets for al Qaeda.

			In March 2003, however, Khalid Sheikh Mohammed was seized by the CIA and Pakistani intelligence agents and, following imprisonment in CIA black sites in Afghanistan and Poland, was eventually sent to Guantanamo Bay in 2006. There, under interrogation, he revealed that Bin Laden had personally ordered him to bring Barot to the US to ‘case potential economic and “Jewish” targets in New York’.

			In July 2004 copies of Barot’s plans had been discovered on a laptop seized during a counter-terrorist operation in Gujrat, Pakistan. His detailed proposals targeted the New York Stock Exchange, the International Monetary Fund and the World Bank in New York, as well as high-profile buildings in New Jersey and Washington, DC. His presentation ran to 39 pages and included a history of the buildings, details of security guards’ uniforms and escape routes for the bombers. So fastidiously researched were Barot’s proposals that, on 26 July, alarmed US authorities hiked their country’s terrorism threat level to orange, the second-highest.

			The files also included specific targets in London. One of the attacks involved exploding a tube train as it passed through a tunnel beneath the River Thames. Barot claimed he had a corrupt London Underground worker on the payroll to assist with the plot. Another thoroughly researched proposal outlined packing three limousines with gas cylinder bombs before setting them off in underground car parks. He’d also completed detailed recces of London’s leading hotels, including the Savoy, noting rear entrances, CCTV cameras and delivery times.

			In all, Barot and his team had spent four years meticulously researching targets. The sheer level of practical detail – and the fact that the plans now appeared to be ‘signed off’ – convinced counter-terrorism police that an attack was imminent. And right at that moment, in July 2004, Dhiren Barot was in the UK. Counter-terrorism police launched Operation Rhyme, placing Barot and his cell under surveillance. But the suspects cottoned on and lost their tails. Rattled counter-terrorism chiefs issued an order: arrest Barot on sight. On 5 August a counter-terrorism officer was in the Golden Touch barbershop in Willesden, north-west London, getting his hair cut when Barot strolled in and joined the queue behind him. As soon as he left the shop, the officer reported the sighting and armed officers swooped.

			Understandably, police chiefs and the government wanted the British public to be aware of the very real and evolving threat of home-grown terrorism in their midst. However, they were unable to reveal details of Crevice or Rhyme because of the UK’s rigid sub judice laws that prohibit anyone going public with details about a criminal case until it’s been dealt with by the courts. The public wouldn’t find out about the Crevice and Rhyme plots until 2007, when the suspects finally came to trial.

			So, despite thwarting very real terrorist operations aimed at killing and maiming hundreds of ordinary British people, when it came to discussing terrorism with the media, the police and politicians had to keep it generic. All they could say was that terror threats were ‘very real and present’. Without backing up these general claims with specific details, however, they found themselves accused of ‘crying wolf’ and exaggerating the threat.

			This was the latest in a growing raft of dilemmas for Prime Minister Blair. His New Labour project was struggling to maintain the support of the British public; so much so, in fact, that he found himself in the throes of a power struggle within his own cabinet, pitted against his heir apparent, Chancellor Gordon Brown. After seven years in power, with a general election looming the following summer, New Labour’s popularity rating had never been lower.

			As well as the introduction of ‘top-up’ university fees, which had alienated numerous middle-class Labour voters, one policy of particular concern was Blair’s decision to support the US invasion of Iraq, which had become increasingly unpopular through New Labour’s second term, including with many of the prime minister’s own MPs. The defeat of Saddam had been swift but at a cost of 179 British lives. Instead of the promised regional stability and democracy, the streets of Baghdad had become a chaos of wholesale looting, revenge attacks and suicide bombings. In one month alone 90 suicide attacks were recorded, as sectarian civil war between Shia and Sunni Muslims looked inevitable. All of this was denting Blair’s authority and leading to ever-increasing questions about whether it was time for him to step down.

			By contrast, Gordon Brown as chancellor had hiked taxes to increase spending on hospitals and education, making him popular among all sections of Labour. By now, Blair had been leader of the Labour Party for ten years. Back in 1994 Brown, though widely regarded as the senior figure in the partnership, had stood aside for his more telegenic colleague after the two met to hammer out a deal at an Islington restaurant. Thousands of articles – and even a TV film – have speculated about the terms of their agreement, especially an apparent promise from Blair to hand over power to Brown at some point in the future. The so-called ‘Brownites’ wanted that power now.

			On 1 October 2004 Blair made an extraordinary announcement. In an interview with the BBC, the incumbent PM said that if he won the following year’s election – his third as Labour leader – he’d serve a full term in office then quit before a fourth general election. This protracted resignation tactic was clearly designed to stymie Brown’s political ambitions, although Blair’s ‘long goodbye’ also fundamentally undermined his own authority and agency. But Blair had a bigger picture in mind.

			In his autobiography, Blair admits that, at this autumnal intersection in his career, he was far less concerned with political popularity than his long-term legacy. His immediate legacy plan: to remain in Number 10 Downing Street until 2007, a decade in the job making him the longest-serving Labour prime minister. But before he could turn his mind to any of these concerns, Blair had an upcoming election to win. As part of his campaign, he launched a raft of policies on terrorism and crime that colonised traditional Conservative territory. These 32 bills included tougher counter-terrorism laws, a new agency to fight organised crime and the introduction of ID cards.

			Regarding terror, Blair said: ‘The threats faced by this country and every other major country are real.’ Once again, critics accused Blair of scaremongering by over-hyping the terror threat and conflating it with domestic crime to create ‘a climate of fear’, then casting himself as the only politician with the mettle and the know-how to defeat it. The perception that the prime minister might be pushing too far with a legislative assault on terrorism seemed to be confirmed in December 2004, when a scathing judgment by the Law Lords completely debilitated existing counter-terrorism laws.

			The case centred on the detention without charge of 12 foreign nationals at Belmarsh Prison in south-east London and a further four in Woodhill Prison in Milton Keynes. Under the Terrorism Act 2000, the 16 inmates were certified as ‘suspected international terrorists’ and held at the discretion of Home Secretary David Blunkett. The ruling by an 8–1 majority of Law Lords held that the indefinite detention without trial of the 16 was unlawful under the European Convention on Human Rights (ECHR).

			Lord Hoffmann ruled that there was no ‘state of public emergency threatening the life of the nation’, the only basis on which Britain was entitled to exercise its opt-out from Article 5 of the European Convention, the right to liberty. He added: ‘The real threat to the life of the nation … comes not from terrorism but from laws such as these.’ Lord Scott described the government’s actions as ‘the stuff of nightmares, associated with France before and during the Revolution, with Soviet Russia in the Stalinist era, and now associated … with the United Kingdom.’ This ruling threw down a challenge to the government – they could acquiesce to the laws as defined by the House of Lords or they could create a new set of legislation to strengthen the hand of the police and intelligence services.

			As a consequence, the government drew up the Prevention of Terrorism Act 2005, which allowed the home secretary to impose ‘control orders’ on anyone suspected of involvement in terrorist activity. These orders could include 18-hour curfews and restrictions on travel, employment and association with others. It had to get through parliament first, however, and – once again – Labour MPs were rebelling. In March 2005 a watered-down version of these laws squeezed through the Commons by a meagre 14 votes. Somewhat provocatively, Home Secretary Charles Clarke immediately signed control orders for ten men.

			The tone of the government’s new approach was set by Hazel Blears, the minister in charge of counter-terrorism. Speaking in front of the Home Affairs Select Committee, she declared that British Muslims would have to accept as a ‘reality’ being stopped and searched by the police more often than the rest of the public because the terrorist threat came from people ‘falsely hiding behind Islam’. ‘If a threat is from a particular place,’ she said, ‘then our action is going to be targeted at that area. It means that some of our counter-terrorism powers will be disproportionately experienced by the Muslim community.’ There was immediate condemnation from Islamic leaders, who accused her of demonising the Muslim community and legitimising racists.

			On 5 May 2005 Tony Blair once again took the country to the polls. Labour won a third term, but with their majority slashed by almost two-thirds to 66 seats and a popular vote share of just 35.2 per cent, the smallest of any majority government in UK electoral history. Blair was now free to plan for the final two years of his premiership.

			Two months later, July 2005 was always going to be a milestone month for the UK and its prime minister. On 6 July, after the most hotly contested bid process of all time, London would learn whether it had won the race to host the 2012 Summer Olympic Games. With weeks to go, Paris remained 4/9 hot favourites. But Blair and bid leader Sebastian Coe had a few surprises up their sleeves to turn this around.

			Also on 6 July, Blair would welcome the leaders of the G8 countries to Gleneagles in Scotland for the most eagerly anticipated and scrutinised G8 summit in history. Weeks in advance of those talks, Blair had set out an ambitious agenda containing two pledges that took many by surprise. The first, to double international aid to Africa from $25 billion to $50 billion. The second, to establish the principle of a new deal on climate change – to include the US and China.

			According to Blair:

			I always knew the seven days starting on the 2nd of July, 2005 were going to be challenging … Two very big challenges, two very big risks; if they failed, two very big failures … I was going to take the risks of failure rather than let fear of failure diminish the scale of ambition. And I wasn’t going to waste a moment or set my sights low. Hence the different G8 agenda.

			However, it would be for neither the G8 Summit nor the Olympic bid that July 2005 would be forever etched in the minds of the British public.

		

		
			8

			Tuesday 8 February 2005

			Mohammad Sidique Khan and Shehzad Tanweer flew back from Pakistan repurposed and reinvigorated by their new mission. They were back in Beeston but not back in their old routines. For several weeks no one saw them. When old friends did finally connect with either of the two, they found them ‘cold’, ‘aloof’ and ‘distant’.

			Waheed Ali, 22, considered himself Tanweer’s best friend since infant school. First, ‘Shez’ failed to show at the Wednesday-night cricket matches in Beeston Park. Then he ignored calls. When Waheed finally got hold of him, Shez snapped, ‘Just leave it, willya?’

			‘I thought,’ recalled Waheed, ‘he is still my friend and I still love him, but I let him do his thing and I did my thing. I thought they were doing financing for the brothers or taking equipment for the brothers [in Afghanistan].’

			By now, Khan and Tanweer were part of a closed four-man cell, along with Jamal Lindsay, 19, and Hasib Hussain, 18. It was Hussain who rented a first-floor flat on Chapeltown Road in the northern side of Leeds so that they could get started. As a precaution against prying eyes, they closed the curtains and taped them to the glass. They also changed the lock on the front door. The gang then bought a large number of saucepans, hot plates, extension leads and electric room fans. The next challenge for Khan and his gang was to acquire hundreds of gallons of hydrogen peroxide (H2O2). Used as a disinfectant or hair dye, it’s usually sold in small volumes and at a low concentration of between 3 and 6 per cent, but they required the compound in larger quantities and with much more oomph, and soon figured out a way to get it.

			Wholesalers in the hair and beauty industry sell larger volumes at concentrations of up to 12 per cent, although in such form it was only sold by the litre. In different pairings, the four started purchasing all the available hydrogen peroxide from hairdressing suppliers in the north of England, telling staff that they were builders and that the chemical compound was the perfect hack for removing paint and wallpaper from any surface.

			No one questioned them. After all, in 2005, no one but a few would-be bomb-makers and forensic scientists were aware that commercial hydrogen peroxide could be used as an explosive. Strictly speaking, indeed, it can’t be. The H2O2 needs to be boiled to remove its water content and boost its concentration. As per their bomb-making instructions, they were aiming for 50 per cent and higher.

			Before long, the flat on the Chapeltown Road resembled a ransacked toxic soup kitchen. Saucepans of hydrogen peroxide bubbled away on the oven rings and on rows of hot plates powered by overlapping extension leads. Beside each pan, a room fan panned ruefully back and forth, trying but failing to disperse the fumes. Eyes and noses streamed as paint peeled from radiators and windows, so to keep going they had to get hold of industrial-standard respirators.

			What first caught the eye of their new landlord was how Hussain and his pals seemed to be constantly unloading goods and taking them inside. By May the owner was receiving complaints about a strange odour emanating from the flat. Neighbours also remarked that their electric supply had become wayward, as if something was sucking up all the power. The landlord went to investigate, only to find the lock on the front door had been changed. He called Hussain on his mobile to ask what was going on. Hussain proceeded to hurl verbal abuse and threats at the landlord. He then apologised, explaining that he was currently possessed of an evil spirit. Hussain didn’t expect the landlord’s reply. ‘So long as you’re possessed of the fucking rent at the end of the month, and the other residents have stopped complaining, we won’t have any trouble.’

			The cell swiftly relocated their bomb factory across town to a larger two-bedroom flat in Hyde Park, a hub for students, one group of people who rarely got exercised about peculiar smells. As the peroxide solution was distilled to the required concentration, Khan began putting the devices together. Whenever a problem arose, he’d make a call to Pakistan, and a man would ring back from a very noisy room with advice and suggestions. One was to use hexamine fuel tablets in the detonators. Designed for camping stoves, the tablets emit hardly any smoke and possess a high energy density.

			Another key element in the detonators were battery-powered lightbulbs with the glass smashed to expose the filament. Once powered, the heat from the filament would set the hexamine tablet smouldering, which in turn would set off the detonator’s highly volatile homemade explosive hexamethylene triperoxide diamine (HMTD). This would then trigger the main explosive.

			Improvisation became the watch-word for the four bombmakers, none of whom had even basic scientific qualifications. To maintain the purity of the explosive, it would have to be kept at a certain temperature inside their rucksacks. The man on the phone suggested ice. The four eventually found that small cool bags made by ice cream manufacturer Mackie’s of Scotland worked best, if filled with ice and packed around the explosive mixture inside a plastic container. By the time their devices were ready, even aftershave had come into the equation, specifically a brand of Jean Paul Gaultier sold in spherical metal containers.

			Towards the end of June, Tanweer bumped into his old pal Waheed Ali outside a Beeston takeaway. As the pair shuffled about awkwardly, struggling to think of something to say, Waheed noticed something odd about Tanweer’s appearance.

			‘Your hair’s gone a bit red,’ he said. ‘And your beard’s kinda yellow. Are you dyeing it?’

			‘It’s chlorine,’ replied Tanweer, quick as a flash. ‘I’ve been doing a lot of swimming lately and the levels at the local pool are insane.’
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			Saturday 25 June 2005

			Wireless Festival, Hyde Park, London W2

			With headliners Basement Jaxx up next, Martine Wright got busy battling her way towards the front. A few of her pals followed but most held back, too knackered from a long day drinking and dancing in the sunshine to make the effort. Martine always threw herself wholesale into everything, something she’d learned as a kid from her dad and uncle on those legendary caravan holidays. Live for the moment! She was going to dance until her legs could take no more, even if, aged 32, she felt like the oldest person in the mosh pit.

			The beats sounded, bodies pounded, limbs flailing in the pulsing lights. In the midst of constant outfit changes, one of the female singers emerged in a very untraditional wedding dress. Martine’s friends teased her – maybe she could borrow it for her big day? She and Nick had been going out for two years when they split. They’d just got back together and she couldn’t hide her delight. It just felt right.

			The gig ended just before Martine’s trainers lost all resemblance to footwear. They’d get her home, maybe. Tomorrow, she’d treat herself to a new pair.

			Monday 27 June – 08:45

			Paddington Basin, London W2

			Bill Mann made a mental note to thank his colleague who’d recommended this scenic walk to work. Until today he’d got off the tube every morning at Paddington station, because the office was two minutes’ walk away. On this sparkling Monday morning he heeded the advice to get off a stop earlier – at Edgware Road – and take the tranquil ten-minute trot along Paddington Basin. With four kids aged from two to 13, Bill needed tranquillity. The exercise did him no harm either. His 40th birthday was hurtling towards him fast.

			Bill gazed into the still, mirror-like waters of the basin. He wondered if, subconsciously, that looming milestone had motivated him to get things done this year. After all, they’d just moved into a new house, which, as his wife never tired of reminding him, ‘needed a lot of work’. And, he’d just landed the job of his dreams.

			He’d always worked in the payments industry. So, for Bill, the company Visa represented the industry pinnacle. Less than a month earlier, he’d not only landed a job with Visa, but a plum role that paid well. As sole financial provider to his family, Bill felt mightily relieved. Not only could they start fixing up the house, they’d soon be able to take their first proper family holiday together.

			For well over two years, 36-year-old lawyer Thelma Stober had been spearheading the legal work for London’s 2012 Olympic bid. That meant leaving home early, getting back late and missing Lewis, her five-year-old boy. Husband Stephen had gamely taken up the slack, from school drops-offs and pick-ups to sports days and playdates.

			Thelma desperately wanted London to get the Games. For her it felt personal. Not only had it dominated her life for so long; she’d also cut her teeth as a lawyer in East London and had witnessed Stratford’s deprivation first-hand. The Olympic Games would be just the shot-in-the-arm the area needed.

			However, like most, Thelma felt certain that – come 6 July – London would lose out to long-time hot favourites Paris. So certain, in fact, that she’d already booked the next day off, telling her son that ‘July the 7th is going to be a Lewis and Mummy day.’

			Friday 1 July – 16:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			News reached counter-terrorism police that bombs had gone off at three tube stations – Waterloo, Embankment and St James’s Park. Then, a sinister twist no one had seen coming. A second wave of attacks destroyed New Scotland Yard and City Hall, taking out the senior management of the police and the Lord Mayor. How could the agencies charged with protecting us function after a total decapitation of political and police leadership?

			Late Friday through to Saturday evening, this was the horror scenario confronting key figures from the security and emergency services, transport, the NHS, local authorities and utility companies. It was the latest in a long run of exercises dating back to 1995’s sarin attack on the Tokyo subway system. Post-9/11, disaster preparation reached a whole new level of training and debate.

			This particular exercise was part of a formal set of protocols across government planning for when, not if, the capital city fell victim to an al-Qaeda spectacular. Called the London Resilience Partnership (LRP), it brought together all the key agencies to work out how best to manage disasters – terrorism-related and otherwise.

			According to the LRP’s Strategic Emergency Plan – a reassuringly thick, bureaucratic-style document – the capital’s response to a major incident was a matter of strict hierarchy. Upon being alerted to ‘an event or situation which threatens serious damage to human welfare’, senior figures from these agencies would be summoned to New Scotland Yard where they’d form the Gold Co-ordinating Committee. The committee’s role was to devise a response to the crisis, their commands cascading down the levels of seniority to the police officers, ambulance crews and firefighters on the ground. It was a clean, neatly diagrammed system that sought to address the fundamental paradox of emergency planning – which is, of course, that if you knew what was coming, it wouldn’t be an emergency.

			That’s where the exercises came in. These ‘weekend exercises’ took place in two formats. They could be ‘live’, featuring real locations, actors and physical enactments, or they could be ‘table-top exercises’ like this one, conducted around a very large collection of desks. Their aim was to stress-test precisely how these agencies would co-operate when faced with specific sets of circumstances.

			In a large conference room, about three dozen people sat in groups around tables. Each person had a label: NHS emergency, Police, MI5, London Transport, London Fire Brigade, London Ambulance, Local Authorities, Utilities. At the front of the room were representatives from Gold Command and the ‘games master’ orchestrating the exercise. Leaflets had been handed out describing the scenario and whiteboards were at the ready. Representing the police at that day’s exercise were anti-terrorism’s very own ‘odd couple’.

			In a peculiar kink of Metropolitan Police hierarchy, although Peter Clarke was head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch, he wasn’t in overall charge of counter-terrorism. That role fell to Andy Hayman who, as assistant commissioner (Special Ops), was a rank higher. Within the Met’s tight-knit counter-terrorism team, Hayman’s recent appointment had been greeted with some suspicion; to many, he lacked specific counter-terrorism experience. As one of them put it, ‘He wasn’t one of us.’ They also worried that he might be a puppet of the man who’d hired him – Sir Ian Blair, the new Met commissioner. Many thought that Clarke should have got the job. He’d been head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch since June 2002 and, in that time, overseen the disruption of the Crevice and Rhyme plots. Nonetheless, Hayman secured the appointment and now had to work with Clarke, who – by culture and background – was the polar opposite of his superior.

			A native of Southend-on-Sea, Hayman joined the police straight from school, but don’t be fooled by his plain-speaking, son-of-Essex patter. Hayman had a considerable intellect and was a very quick learner. He was straight-talking, direct and confrontational, characteristics that gained him loyal supporters and critics in seemingly equal measure. His passion for running perhaps summed up his single-minded determination. He liked to do things his own way.

			Clarke, by contrast, was an urbane law graduate and keen cricketer who, colleagues said, rarely played a risky shot. He was seen as a steady hand and a team player who always backed his underlings. Most also commented on his bone-dry humour.

			In charge of both these men was someone whose life story somewhat bisected both theirs. Sir Ian Blair’s dad had worked on the docks in Liverpool but, thanks to a wealthy uncle, young Ian attended an independent school. He went on to study English at Oxford University, where he was a contemporary of his namesake, the prime minister. On becoming commissioner, his early vocal support for ID cards and tougher terrorism laws led to accusations that he’d grown too close to the Labour government. Within the force, critics accused him of thinking more like a politician than a police officer. ‘You don’t come into here without a pair of copper-bottomed trousers,’ he said on his appointment in February. ‘This is a very tough place.’

			The machinery of state was not alone in conducting rehearsals for terrorist atrocities. Three days earlier, on 28 June, Mohammad Sidique Khan, Shehzad Tanweer and a third man arrived by train at King’s Cross just before 09:00. Unlike other commuters hell-bent on reaching their destinations, the trio seemed more interested in looking around and drinking in the details. At midday or thereabouts, CCTV captured them in and around Baker Street tube station, two miles west of King’s Cross. What they’d got up to in the intervening three hours, nobody knows. Their London recce concluded at King’s Cross just before 13:00, when they caught a train back up north.

			As someone who saw the trio on CCTV observed, ‘They looked like young men without a care in the world.’

			Saturday 2 July

			Described by the media as ‘the biggest, slickest political protest in history’, Live8 was a series of ten live concerts taking place simultaneously across the G8 nations and South Africa. Coming 20 years after Live Aid, it was driven by the same rock stars: Bob Geldof, Midge Ure and Bono.

			From Tokyo to Toronto, over a thousand musicians – from old stagers like Pink Floyd, Neil Young and Stevie Wonder to then contemporary acts Kanye West, Jay-Z and Green Day – performed to a live audience of more than a million fans. Some 182 TV networks and 2,000 radio stations relayed the event to an estimated global audience of three billion people. Live8 had one simple message for the forthcoming G8 Summit: Make Poverty History.

			As well as the Saturday concert, the Live8 juggernaut planned one last hurrah on the eve of the summit itself (Wednesday 6 July), much closer to the action. A mass protest and concert dubbed ‘The Final Push’ was scheduled to take place at Murrayfield Stadium in Edinburgh, so the world leaders only 40 miles away in Gleneagles couldn’t escape the protestors’ demands.

			Having set the ambitious G8 agenda, Tony Blair now had three billion people waiting for him to deliver.

			Sunday 3 July

			There were just 72 hours to go until the International Olympic Committee (IOC) voted to decide which city would host the 2012 Summer Olympic Games. The five finalists – Paris, London, Madrid, New York and Moscow – had already spent an estimated $150 million combined on their campaigns, making this the most fiercely contested and expensive bidding competition in Olympic history.

			Putting forth their third bid in 20 years, Paris had been the front-runner from day one. The city was the only contender with a ready-made Olympic stadium – the Stade de France – and so confident of victory were the Parisians that they’d already decorated their Metro system and transport maps with Olympic logos. President Chirac – in Moscow to meet Russian President Vladimir Putin and German Chancellor Gerhard Schröder – thought he was off-microphone when he delivered scathing comments on Britain’s contribution to European cuisine and agriculture. ‘One cannot trust people whose cuisine is so bad,’ he said, adding, ‘After Finland, it is the country with the worst food.’ Warming to his theme, and to laughter from Putin and Schröder, the French leader concluded, ‘The only thing they have ever done for European agriculture is mad cow disease.’

			With centuries of enmity between France and the UK, the British media seized upon the comments, portraying them as a dastardly effort to destabilise London’s Olympic bid.

			Tuesday 5 July – 13:30

			Evening

			General House, Singapore

			With its statuesque columns, tiled floors, ceiling fans and louvered windows, General House in Singapore – the home of the country’s president – might be a set from a Graham Greene novel, evoking cool and detached British order in some steaming, chaotic post-colonial city.

			At the heart of the IOC reception being held in this grand mansion, Tony and Cherie Blair, Seb Coe and David Beckham continued their tireless wooing of delegates, the latter sporting what looked like white silk pyjamas. The consensus? London was closing the gap on Paris, so every one of those 30 or so floating votes counted more than ever. Forty-eight hours earlier, the London bid team had been first to arrive and get lobbying. Their message – using the Olympics to rebuild a deprived quarter of east London and inspire its disenfranchised youth – seemed to go down well. But what surprised the Brit delegation was the behaviour of the organisers of the Paris bid. Mayor Bertrand Delanoë and his team appeared to spend most of their time in the hotel lobby bar, conferring among themselves.

			By the eve of the vote, things were tight and time was running out. The Blairs had to leave soon to host the G8 summit in the morning. By contrast, Jacques Chirac was due to make his grand entrance, then stay on for the following day’s official bid presentations to the IOC. Blair admitted feeling irritated by his rival’s opportune timing.

			In truth, the Brits were starting to flag and, as they did so, their rivals seemed to activate their own advocates. New York rocked up with Hillary Clinton and Muhammad Ali; Madrid sprung Queen Sophie and multiple Tour de France winner Miguel Indurain. Even the nonchalant French threw in Prince Albert of Monaco and legendary film director Luc Besson.

			Then Jacques Chirac made his entrance. In the somewhat jaundiced eyes of the shattered London bid team, Chirac swung in as if he owned the Olympics. People seemed to flutter about him and forget all about the other bidders. Tony Blair told Cherie and his staff he wanted to go. Cherie told him to hang on, there were still people she wanted to speak to.

			It would be 23:30 before the Blairs set off on their 12-hour flight to Edinburgh.
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			Wednesday 6 July 2005 – 04:35

			Beeston, Leeds, West Yorkshire

			Mohammad Sidique Khan’s plan had been to carry out the operation today. A terror attack in London on the morning of the IOC vote would torpedo its Olympic bid. And some G8 leaders travelling to Gleneagles via London would be disrupted.

			Instead, at 04:35, Khan sent a hurried and furious text to the other three.

			Having major problem. Cannot make time. Will ring you when I get it sorted. Wait at home.

			The previous day, Khan had driven his wife Hasina to Dewsbury Hospital because she thought she was miscarrying. Medics treated her and advised her to rest up for a few days. Then Hasina had fallen ill again this morning, forcing Khan to postpone the mission. He felt apoplectic. What a missed opportunity.

			‘That morning he said he was going out to see friends,’ says Hasina. ‘Just a normal goodbye – I’ll see you later, I’ll be back in a few hours kind of thing.’

			She never saw her husband again.

			Khan picked up Tanweer and drove to a branch of the supermarket Asda, where they bought 15 bags of ice to keep the explosive mix cool.

			Khan told Tanweer that they were doing it tomorrow, no matter what. The explosives and the operation were put on hold for one more day. What Khan did for the remainder of 6 July, no one knows.

			09:00

			Raffles City Convention Centre, Singapore

			In the Raffles ballroom that, somewhat surprisingly, sits in the middle of a shopping centre, the contenders to host the 2012 Olympic Games made their final presentations.

			After Madrid finished theirs, the first question came from Prince Albert of Monaco. How could the Spanish guarantee that the city wouldn’t, once again, be a target for terror? There was, of course, no answer to such a question, but it was sufficient to sink Madrid’s chances. Russia showed just how seriously they were taking Moscow’s bid when President Putin gave a speech in English for the very first time. New York drew heavily on good ol’ American razzmatazz, their presentation featuring sporting legends such as Serena Williams, Sugar Ray Leonard and Magic Johnson, as well as current and former presidents George H. W. Bush and Bill Clinton. London made a splash when Princess Anne invited all 115 IOC members to visit Buckingham Palace – if London hosted the 2012 Games. And in the absence of Tony Blair, President Chirac pointedly played a key role in France’s final push, seemingly rubber-stamping their fait accompli.

			The first round of the electronic ballot began at 11:26. With each round another city was ruled out – Moscow, New York, then Madrid. Just before the final announcement, TV cameras, photographers and crates of champagne circled the Paris team, convincing London that it had fallen just short.

			In London, crowds gathered before giant screens in Trafalgar Square and at the proposed site in Stratford. In offices all over the country, TVs and radios were tuned in. The London bid’s backroom team gathered at the Department of Media and Culture, including lawyer Thelma Stober. ‘It was like a knife edge,’ she says, ‘and we’re having all these sagas and we thought, for heaven’s sake, get on with it.’ At Gleneagles, Tony Blair couldn’t bear to watch.

			Finally, IOC President Dr Jacques Rogge opened the envelope.

			‘The IOC has the honour of announcing that the Games of the 30th Olympiad in 2012 are awarded to the city of …’

			Thelma’s heart sank. ‘We thought, Normally you don’t say “the City of London”. The City of London is used specifically for the Square Mile, isn’t it? But you would say the city of Paris. So the moment he started saying, “the city of”, we thought we’d lost.

			‘And then he said, “London”. Oh my God, it was pandemonium.’

			In the Raffles ballroom, all hell broke loose. Rower Steve Redgrave picked up David Beckham and cradled him like a baby. Kelly Holmes leapt onto a table. London Mayor Ken Livingstone went looking for a cognac. Seb Coe just stood there blinking, wide-eyed, wondering if he’d heard right.

			In London the cheers started in offices and pubs. The slight delay on the big screens in Trafalgar Square and Stratford seemed to suspend time. Then, building slow and rippling out into an almighty climax, a protracted roar like the city had never heard before. Revellers hugged, danced in fountains and headed to the nearest pub. Above, the Red Arrows wreathed the grey skies in red and blue smoke. At Gleneagles, Tony Blair jigged and hugged everyone around him before stepping out to the cameras in time for the lunchtime news. ‘Many reckon it is the greatest capital city in the world,’ he said, ‘and the Olympics will help keep it that way.’ Even Queen Elizabeth II issued what for a British monarch amounted to an excited statement, declaring it ‘an outstanding achievement to beat such a highly competitive field’.

			The French media laid the blame squarely on Chirac and his indiscreet digs about British food. ‘Paris favourite for the 2012 Olympics before a Chirac joke about British cuisine,’ exclaimed the front page of Le Parisien. ‘Chirac lost the 2012 Olympics for Paris,’ chimed the France TV website. These headlines seemed like sour grapes at the time, but it eventually emerged that Chirac’s snide remarks about British cuisine might have swung things London’s way. On the eve of the key vote, when President Chirac finally arrived at the IOC drinks party to engage in some last-minute lobbying, he never got the chance. As soon as he walked into the room, Cherie Blair went into attack mode.

			‘I spotted Cherie heading like a heat-seeking missile towards the French contingent,’ said Seb Coe. ‘Above the hubbub her voice rang loud and clear. “I gather you’ve been saying rude things about our food,” at a volume that would have done justice to a packed courtroom.’

			Looking shocked, Chirac reportedly replied, ‘Do not believe everything you read,’ to which Cherie responded, ‘I didn’t read it. I saw it on television.’

			Lord Coe claimed her intervention forced Chirac to scurry away from the reception, which ‘played straight into our hands’, leaving Coe and co. free to fight London’s case unhindered.

			‘She won it for us,’ he declared.

			After a ballot that ultimately swung on two votes – London winning 54 to 50 – a final twist: London secured those crucial two votes from Finland, the other nation mocked for its cuisine by the French president.

			15:45

			Gleneagles, Scotland

			As world leaders gathered in Scotland, Blair held a press conference at Gleneagles, flanked not by prime ministers or presidents but by Bono and Bob Geldof. ‘Three billion people are urging you to take it all the way,’ a typically combative Geldof reminded the prime minister.

			When challenged about reports that Britain was preparing to scale back its demands, Blair defiantly insisted he was ‘prepared to hold out for what is right’. Privately, he worried how far he could drag a reluctant George W. Bush along with his vision.

			19:00

			Beeston Park, Leeds, West Yorkshire

			A boisterous group of young Asian men bickered and bantered as they tried to organise themselves into two teams of eleven. They all stopped and turned to look at the familiar gait of a silhouetted figure crossing the park towards them. As Shehzad Tanweer’s smiling face came slowly into view, he marched right up to his old pal Waheed and asked him how he’d been keeping.

			‘You got time for an 11-a-side?’ smiled Waheed.

			‘That’s what I’m here for,’ said Tanweer.

			As the teams argued over who could have star local player Shehzad Tanweer on their side, Waheed breathed a sigh of relief. His best friend was back to his old self.

			Evening

			Gleneagles, Scotland

			On the evening before the G8 began in earnest, the Queen hosted a dinner for the leaders at the Gleneagles Hotel.

			After a starter of smoked salmon with roasted langoustines and herb salad, the party tucked into a main course of roast fillet of Glenearn lamb with broad beans and peas, aubergine caviar and Parmesan polenta. For dessert, the chefs whipped up the monarch’s favourite chocolate dessert. Jacques Chirac sent his compliments to the chef.

			At the same time, ‘The Final Push’ concert was taking place at Murrayfield Stadium before a rain-lashed crowd of 60,000.

			Bono finished the evening with an impassioned plea:

			To these eight men who can’t sleep because we’re keeping them up this evening. We beseech you. Don’t let this be politics as usual. Don’t look for compromises. Do more than expected … You eight men. Your job is to write history. Write us a chapter we can all be proud of.

			Little did the world know that in West Yorkshire, Aylesbury, Enfield and Stockwell, eight other men were busy preparing to write a very different chapter in history.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 07:00

			That’s right, you’re not dreaming, last night London was awarded the 2012 Olympics games.

			Bill Turnbull, BBC Breakfast

			We’ve been described by Her Majesty’s Inspectorate of Constabulary as the envy of the policing world in relation to counter-terrorism, and I am absolutely positive that our ability is there.

			Sir Ian Blair, Metropolitan Police commissioner, BBC Radio 4’s Today programme

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Deep in the bowels of the Metropolitan Police’s HQ, a lean, fair-haired man sporting a set of large earplugs and a rather dated moustache pounded away on the running machine. For five months now, fitness fanatic Andy Hayman, 44, had been the third-highest-ranked officer in the Met and in overall charge of counter-terrorism. Just ten years earlier, he was a superintendent at Essex Police. Over a meteoric decade he’d been made a commander at the Yard, then appointed chief constable of Norfolk before returning to HQ in February. Married with two young daughters, he was also a man of habit. Each morning, Hayman was first into the Yard’s basement gym.

			Today, however, he’d slightly altered his routine. Instead of running to brainless dance music, he’d tuned in to hear his boss Sir Ian Blair make encouraging noises about security for the 2012 Games on the Today programme on Radio 4. Hayman felt thrilled to be part of the team planning security for the 2012 Games. His sport growing up had been athletics, his hero Seb Coe. As he approached the end of his run, he cranked up the pace and closed his eyes. ‘It sounds corny,’ says Hayman, ‘but I did imagine myself in the 1,500-metre Olympic final, approaching that final bend. It was the best run I’d done for ages. I knocked about half a minute off my time!’

			Andy knew Sir Ian would be on the phone later, wanting to review the security plans for the 2012 Games. He’d better be ready.

			08:00

			Gleneagles Hotel, Scotland

			The media were gathered around the hotel’s sun-kissed terrace for the first photo opportunity of the morning. Dressed in a sombre, buttoned-up black suit, looking poised but determined, Prime Minister Tony Blair waited in the wings to welcome President George W. Bush to the 31st G8 Summit.

			Bush and First Lady Laura had, of course, arrived the previous day. They’d spent the previous evening with the Blairs, with whom they’d grown close over the years. There was business to be done too, the prime minister keenly canvassing the support of his old ally for his ambitious G8 agenda. At the official start of the summit this morning, Blair wanted the world to see that he and the US president once again stood shoulder to shoulder. In the low morning sun, the sandstone blocks of this grand old building glowed amber, seeming to echo the palpable sense of optimism in the air. Real and enduring global policies could be enshrined here over the next few days.

			Since securing his second term the previous November – narrowly defeating Democratic contender John Kerry – Bush had assumed the bearing of a man at ease with power. He strode up to the terrace looking much more relaxed than Blair, his rustic, looser brown suit giving him a ‘squire of the manor’ air. The pair shook hands and headed into a drawing room to deliver a swift media briefing before the summit kicked off in earnest.

			As Blair ran through his hopes for the G8, all eyes were on the left hand of President Bush. Two of his fingers were plastered up and a third clearly grazed, as the previous evening the 43rd President of the United States had been in a bike accident. A keen mountain biker and a buddy of fellow Texan Lance Armstrong, Bush had decided to celebrate his 59th birthday with a ride, only to discover that it’s tricky to wave and pedal at the same time. At about six o’clock the president approached a junction at speed, raising his left arm to salute some police officers while shouting, ‘Thanks, you guys, for coming.’

			One of these police officers probably wished he hadn’t. According to the official police report, as Bush delivered his chummy greeting, he and his bicycle hit the deck, sliding a short distance before taking out one of the local coppers. While Bush suffered minor cuts and bruises, his unfortunate victim banged his head on the ground and required 14 weeks off work.

			At the briefing, a reporter ventured, ‘How’s the hand?’ A bullish Bush replied, ‘Great. I’m ready to go on another ride. I talked to the policeman last night. He’s doing fine. I was less worried about myself and more worried about him. It just goes to show, I should act my age.’ Then, revealing his irrepressible, thrusting character, Bush added, ‘We were flying … when you ride hard on a mountain bike, sometimes you fall.’

			To Blair’s obvious exasperation, Bush’s cuts and bruises had animated the media far more than his lofty agenda.
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			Good morning. From BBC London News, I’m Mike Ramsden. First, let’s get the latest on the travel this morning. And some problems on the tube, Kate? Some problems for the Northern Line already. Severe delays unfortunately on the Kennington to Camden via Bank branch. That’s due to a signal failure down at Moorgate. We’ve also got problems of course on the Overground.

			BBC London News

			Thursday 7 July 2005

			The London Underground is made up of 11 lines covering 250 miles and serving 272 stations. The tube handles up to five million passenger journeys a day, with more than 543 trains travelling around the capital at any one time at rush hour.

			On the morning of 7 July, four people set off from home – a tube journey just another quotidian part of their day.

			Whetstone, London N20

			In suburban Whetstone, Thelma Stober should have been looking forward to a long-overdue day off work.

			Since early 2003, Thelma had been leading the legal side of London’s 2012 Olympic bid and the previous evening she’d celebrated with the team long and late. However, all night she couldn’t quite shake a gnawing anxiety about the workload now facing her. Thelma’s Herculean task was to oversee the purchase of the proposed Olympic site in Stratford, east London – 600 hectares straddling three boroughs and owned by some 3,000 businesses, organisations and individuals.

			She needed to start right away. But today was going to be ‘a Lewis and Mummy day’; she didn’t want to let down her five-year-old son. The plan had been to drop him off at school then, at 15:30, pick him and two friends up, take them to the local Chickenshed theatre and finish with a visit to McDonald’s. That remained the plan. But in between the school runs, Thelma decided to grab four or five precious hours in the office.

			Hornchurch, Essex

			Danny Biddle, 26, woke at his usual time but with a bad migraine. He’d every intention of calling in sick but fell back into a deep sleep. He woke about 40 minutes later, feeling much better, and decided to get to work.

			Perhaps Danny should have listened to his head. However, the east Londoner was proud of a work ethic that, over the past decade, saw him rise from apprentice to construction manager. That had been ‘Career Plan A’. After yesterday’s Olympic announcement, he’d now set his sights on ‘an ultimate goal’.

			Instead of spending several hours a day commuting from Essex to work in Wembley, north-west London, Danny wanted a job on his own doorstep. He hoped that the Olympic Games’ projected £6.5 billion building bonanza in deprived Stratford over the next seven years would provide it.

			Upminster, Essex

			Bill Mann ate breakfast at 06:45 as his wife and four kids were surfacing in various states of disrepair. As ever, the 13-year-old seemed grumpy and the two-year-old hyper. As he shouted goodbye to the kids he gave his wife a quick peck on the cheek.

			‘See you later,’ he whispered.

			Wearing a light-blue sports jacket, button-down blue shirt, grey trousers and black shoes, Bill walked to nearby Upminster train station – just inside the M25 to the east of London – to catch a train to Fenchurch Street in the City.

			From there, he’d walk to Tower Hill and catch a Circle Line tube east to either Edgware Road or Paddington. The scenic walk from Edgware Road hinged upon two wildly unpredictable variables – the weather and the efficiency of the London Underground. Although overcast, at least the weather today seemed okay …

			Crouch End, London N8

			Martine Wright hated her commute to work, especially with a hangover. This morning the self-professed ‘girl about town’ had a proper banger. Like many, she’d celebrated London securing the 2012 Games by engaging in some Olympian-scale boozing. When her alarm went off at seven o’clock, her sore head made a fateful decision. She hit the snooze button. By the time she woke again, she was late.

			As she rifled through heaps of clothes on the floor – her untidiness drove her boyfriend Nick mad – she suddenly remembered a critical detail. It was a dress-down day at work. At least she didn’t have to dig out anything smart. After a quick shower, she slung on jeans and a top, rounding off with her latest sartorial pride and joy – a pair of box-fresh Adidas shell-toe white trainers. A couple of Saturdays earlier, her old favourites had perished in the mud of Hyde Park during the Wireless Festival, as she’d ‘danced like a nutter’ to Basement Jaxx.

			Hoping to make up time, she skipped down the front steps of her flat in Crouch End and power-walked to nearby Harringay station. The plan was to get a train to Moorgate in the City, then the Northern Line tube south to Bank. From there, a brisk 16-minute walk to her office at St Katharine Docks would set her up for the day.

			However, as any London commuter will attest, the Northern Line has always been notoriously unreliable. As her train approached Old Street, the driver announced that the Northern Line was suspended because of signal failure. Martine could get off at Old Street and take a bus, or she could carry on to Moorgate and get the Circle Line to Tower Hill.

			Feeling a bit jaded, she opted for the Circle Line option and less of a walk. ‘I decided to stay on and change at Moorgate. It was a split-second decision.’

			Lewis loved the novelty of being taken to school by his mum.

			‘See you at half past three,’ Thelma told him.

			She popped into the theatre, grabbed the tickets and caught the train from New Barnet to Moorgate, some 90 minutes later than usual. But at least she’d get some work done. Thelma loved being a lawyer. She’d dreamed of it since her childhood in Sierra Leone, when she decided to follow in the footsteps of her paternal grandfather.

			‘After church on Sundays we’d go to his home,’ she recalled, ‘and he had this room with lots of books and a huge table. I’d see these men come in and they’d be having these conversations, which I didn’t understand, but I was really fascinated.’

			One day, she asked him, ‘Who are these men?’

			‘They’re young lawyers,’ he replied.

			‘But I never see a woman. Aren’t there any female lawyers?’

			‘No,’ he said mournfully. ‘Or at least, very few.’

			‘Why?’

			‘I don’t know, Thelma. Maybe it’s not a female profession.’

			She vowed then that she’d be a lawyer. Now she wanted to go one better, and be the lawyer who delivered the venue for the 2012 Games. There was so much to get done. And today, because of her early finish, so little time to do it.

			As the train approached Moorgate, she got up and stood by the door, primed for a swift exit.

			At 07:32 Danny Biddle walked round the corner from his flat and jumped on a bus. Within 400 metres it got stuck in a traffic jam caused by a burst water main, as if to reinforce his desire to work closer to home. Danny thought about going back for his car, but decided to stay on the bus. He eventually made it to Romford train station on the north-eastern outskirts of London, where he stepped onto a fast train to Liverpool Street. But signal failure – at, of all places, the 2012 Olympic venue Stratford – ensured it was anything but fast.

			At Liverpool Street he’d normally grab the classic builder’s breakfast of two Mars bars and a can of Red Bull, but, running late, he speed-walked through the concourse and the ticket barriers to the Circle Line platform below. Unusually, a train was sitting right there on the platform. ‘I thought, great, but then saw how packed it was. Do I squeeze on or not?’

			This decision would prove a critical ‘sliding-door’ moment in Danny’s increasingly disastrous morning. ‘I’m a big bloke, six foot five and 16 stone, so I thought I’d let this one go, hoping the next one would have a bit more space.’

			From Fenchurch Street, Bill strode briskly around the corner to Tower Hill tube station. He checked his watch. There was still time to get off at Edgware Road and take the scenic route to work, but only just. As he entered Tower Hill, he felt a blast of warm, dusty air with that particular tube-like smell.

			A creature of habit, Bill always walked to the same spot on the platform as he knew it left him close to the exits at either Edgware Road or Paddington. A train pulled up, Bill boarded and took the first seat immediately to his right. As he sat, lost in his own thoughts for a couple of stops, Bill suddenly noticed a young man sitting opposite with a rucksack and a very unusual manner.

			‘He had his rucksack between his knees and he seemed on edge, twitchy. As we were going along, I found myself keeping one eye on him. There was something slightly odd about his manner. I wasn’t sure he was okay.’

			Running late, Martine leapt off the train at Moorgate and ran up the escalator to the Circle Line platform, her new trainers giving an extra spring to her step. When she reached the top a train was waiting for her. ‘What a result! There you go!’ Worried the doors might close at any second, Martine dived through the first set she came to. Her favourite seat in the corner, at the end of the row next to the glass partition, was available. ‘Another result!’

			Martine looked around and realised she was towards the front of the train. She’d normally go for a carriage in the middle because the doors were right next to the exit at Tower Hill. But on this occasion she didn’t have the time to choose.

			At Moorgate, Thelma spotted the same Circle Line train and broke into a sprint to reach it. She’d normally head for the rear of the train but, like Martine, leapt on the first carriage she came to. She turned right to sit, but someone beat her to the seat. ‘I did the usual “tut” of disapproval.’ With no other seats free, she stood by the doors, reading the Olympics bid manual, gaming the next steps.

			My God, this is a huge task, she thought.

			As Circle Line train 216 pulled up at Liverpool Street, Danny Biddle stepped forward to board. As the doors opened, he saw there were no seats available, so he stood at the second set of doors from the front of the carriage, leaning against the Perspex sheet that separated him from the seating area. On the opposite side of the carriage, two exit doors and eight seats further back, sat Bill Mann.

			There were six stops until Baker Street station, where Danny needed to change for a Metropolitan Line train north to Wembley Park. Stop four, King’s Cross, was always the busiest, and when the train pulled in there, Danny noticed a bearded Asian man in his 30s board the carriage. He walked to the far end, then came back and settled down one seat from the end of the row. ‘He sat right behind where I was standing, on the other side of the Perspex. He just sat there with a rucksack on his lap.’

			Danny was now 90 minutes late for work and he wanted to let colleagues know he was on his way in. With no signal on the Underground, he decided to leave the train at Baker Street, come up to ground level to get a signal, send a text to his workmates, then head back down to get the connection to Wembley Park.

			To save time, he began composing the text on the train. Lost in his own world, when he next looked up the train was moving away from Baker Street station. Oh no, he thought. I’ve missed my stop.

			Eight seats back, Bill Mann grew increasingly concerned about the young man sitting opposite. He looked around all the time, as if nervous about something. He suddenly bent down and picked a Metro newspaper off the dirty floor. As the train approached Edgware Road, Bill wondered if he still had time for that walk to work. He checked his watch. They’d lost a few minutes along the way, but he was running only slightly late.

			‘I thought, Well, I need to get into the office, so I decided to stay on the train. And that’s what I did. The doors closed. One more stop.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 08:47

			Circle Line train 204, central London

			Thelma and Martine were in the second carriage of the six-car Circle Line tube train heading east. Thelma – in a trademark bright, smart suit – leaned against a glass panel at the third set of doors from the front of the carriage. Six seats and ten feet behind her, Martine sat at the extreme rear of the carriage, head down in a copy of the Metro newspaper.

			Martine was ‘buzzing’ about London landing the 2012 Games. She and her family are textbook cockneys – born within earshot of the St Mary-le-Bow church bells in the City of London. Martine had arrived in the world a few hundred yards away at St Bartholomew’s Hospital. As if to ensure full tribal membership, her dad Mike was a taxi driver with a black cab.

			Martine was now international marketing manager for CNET, a burgeoning online news channel. Friends described her as a tomboy and a chatterbox with a genuine lust for life, someone who threw herself into everything and made friends easily. Her passions were travelling – although she’d recently cut down on the globetrotting to focus on her career – and sport, especially tennis, netball and hockey. Now, the Olympic Games, the pinnacle of the global sporting world, were arriving on her doorstep.

			The excitement! Oh my God! she thought as she flicked through the coverage that was spread out across the inside pages of the newspaper. This is going to be huge. Absolutely huge.

			But like all London commuters, nothing of her internal emotions registered on the outside. ‘I’m thinking, Got to get tickets to this. Got to get tickets. I barely looked up, I just remember thinking, The tube’s not too packed today.’

			Sitting to Martine’s right was a 49-year-old airport worker and dad-of-three called Andy Brown. Standing next to him was Richard Gray, a 41-year-old accountant and dad of two young kids. Opposite Martine sat Kira Mason, a 45-year-old travel company secretary and mum-of-two. All were reading about the forthcoming Olympics. Three metres away, Thelma was also absorbed in London 2012, although the bid manual proved heavy-going. She suddenly realised she hadn’t told colleagues of her change of plan. ‘I decided to write a text to my office and as soon as I got a signal, I’d press Send.’

			‘We got to Liverpool Street,’ recalls Martine, ‘and I remember people getting off and a few more people getting on.’

			Driver Timothy Batkin, 37, had been doing the job for 12 months. He normally opted for the late shift because he found the mornings so busy. As he sat waiting on the platform of Liverpool Street in the driver’s cabin, he made a mental note of the track ahead. As the tunnel banked right, there was a speed restriction in place. Beyond that was the complicated and bumpy junction where the track split towards Aldgate East. The doors of the train closed, the signal flashed green and Batkin eased the handle forward, building slowly to the restricted 15 miles per hour.

			‘We went into the tunnel,’ says Martine, ‘and then, it must have been no more than 15 seconds later, when this huge white light was in front of my eyes. I don’t remember a noise. What I do remember are the images, the images of what was a normal tube carriage – the blue seats, the yellow poles, everyone’s faces in newspapers. Then a white flash, the smoke clearing and thinking, Well, we’ve had a crash. But we weren’t sitting on chairs anymore. The seats were gone. We were in this black metal crater with sparks flying everywhere.

			‘I remember looking at this hole in the side of the carriage and thinking, It’s a window. Then I remember looking up and I could see my trainer up there in the twisted metal. I remember thinking, What’s my new trainer doing up there? Except, it wasn’t pristine white any more. It was red.’

			Inside the carriage, Thelma was nowhere to be seen. As the train trundled out of Liverpool Street, she’d spied a single bar on her Nokia 3310 and pressed Send. ‘As soon as I hit that button, I felt as if I was lifted up from the floor of the train. I was circling around. My eyes were closed but I could feel really bright light penetrating my face. I could hear distant noises and cries. But really, it was like a dream that seemed to have gone on for quite a while.

			‘And then, when I woke up, I found myself on the train track, partly under the train, partly out. I noticed part of the door was on my right thigh. I could see the train and a leg hanging over the window, people crying, people screaming. I could see bodies. I could see the dark tunnel on both sides.’

			Thelma suddenly remembered those warnings not to use mobile phones on the Underground. ‘I thought, Perhaps me sending that text had actually caused the train to crash. I can’t describe the feelings that engulfed me at that moment. I didn’t want to die because of my son. I didn’t want to die because of my husband, because of my mother. And, of course, the Olympics. I’d been involved in such a great thing. I wanted to see it through.’

			Circle Line train 216

			As the train pulled out of Edgware Road, Danny Biddle leant around the Perspex barrier and yellow upright pole to view the tube map and plot a fresh route to work. The next station was Paddington. From there, he could get a train to Wembley. Relieved, he turned back around only to feel a troubling sensation.

			‘Just as we hit the bend in the tunnel, I had that unsettling, sixth-sense feeling that I was being stared at. I looked around, and the guy sitting on the other side of the Perspex was staring right at me. He’s no more than 18 inches away. So I stared back at him.’

			The man he’d engaged in a stare-off was Mohammad Sidique Khan.

			‘It got to the point that we were staring for an uncomfortable amount of time and I was just about to say, “What’s your problem, mate,” when he reached into the bag, fiddled with something, and there was a big white flash and an immense amount of heat that hit me, and a noise like I can’t begin to describe.’

			Fifteen feet further back in the carriage, Bill Mann could feel himself flying through the air. ‘It’s dark, the lights are out. Burning embers flying past my eyes. Fragments of glass from the shattered windows flying through the air. As I landed near the doors, I managed to grab the hand rail with my right hand, but I still went down onto one knee with the explosion unfolding around me.

			‘And that’s the moment when I thought, Is this it? Is this where it comes to an end? I almost felt surprised. I remember thinking, It never occurred to me that my life would end early. I’d never thought about it as a possibility.’

			Danny Biddle had also been hurled through the air. ‘The next thing, I’m lying on the train tracks in the crawl space between the tunnel wall and the train, wondering, How the hell did I end up out here? “Terrifying” doesn’t come close. My first instinct was I’d fallen out of the train. I thought there’d been an electrical explosion, the doors had given way and I’d literally fallen out of the train. I tried to move my arms, and as I brought my arms down in front of me, both my hands and my arms were on fire. That’s when I thought, This is a little bit more than me falling out of the train.

			‘The flames went out pretty quickly. I then made the mistake of looking around, and that’s when I saw the first dead body next to me. I didn’t even think about the possibility it could’ve been a bomb. I just thought, I’m going to die down here.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 08:49

			Aldgate tube station, London EC3

			As his name suggests, Tony Silvestro is an Italian, one who takes pride in making ‘a proper cup of coffee’ before starting work. Back in 2005 he relied on caffeine more than most. Silvestro combined being a detective for British Transport Police with acting as coach and chauffeur to his three football-mad sons.

			He’d just sat down at his desk, fresh coffee still spinning in his mug, when the whole building shook with an ominously lingering thud, like a muffled boom. Over went the mug of fresh coffee and up jumped Silvestro. He and a colleague raced downstairs to investigate. On the way, Silvestro bumped into an Underground worker, demanded his torch and luminous orange bib, and headed down to the platform.

			‘There was this huge surge of smoke, like when a volcano goes off, thick, dark grey smoke, billowing out of the tunnel. So thick you could chew it.’

			Silvestro shone the light down the tunnel into the smoke. Gradually, shapes formed out of the swirling fug.

			‘These dishevelled people appeared out of the smoke. Their hair is everywhere, sticking up. They were covered in dust and smoke. The only things you could clearly see were the whites of their eyes. They just looked like zombies, like in the Michael Jackson “Thriller” video. I shouted out to them: “Police, keep coming, keep coming.” I then jumped down and walked as fast as I could towards the smoke.’

			Sitting in carriage 4, off-duty police officer Liz Kenworthy was on her way to a conference in central London when she heard a loud bang and felt the train judder to a sudden stop. Kenworthy is a petite, blonde, stylish mum-of-two, with an inner steel forged from 23 years as a cop. She sat there restlessly in black trousers, white T-shirt, sensible brogues and a green corduroy jacket, wondering why they weren’t moving.

			‘Towards the front of the train, I could hear people shouting and could make out the words “doctors”. I thought, This is going to be something much more serious. I’d be a very poor police officer if I just sat there thinking, Actually, no, I’m not getting involved because I’m not on duty at the moment. So I got my warrant card out and said, “I’m a police officer, let me through.” I couldn’t keep quiet. I had to do something.’

			Two carriages up, the swirling black smoke receded, revealing a twisted contortion of charred metal, sparking black wires and white body parts contorted at sickening angles. Martine Wright found herself sitting on the floor, surrounded by smouldering acrid blackness. To her right and behind she could hear muffled cries and screams for help; ahead and to her left she could see a buckled connecting door leading to the next carriage. Oddly, that carriage still had its lights on and appeared totally unaffected.

			Martine’s mind whirred. If they’d just had a crash, why is that carriage not damaged?

			Next to her, chewed out of the floor, was a large hole that looked like the mouth of an angry volcano. She tried to lever herself up with her arms but realised her legs were trapped under another charred junkyard of steel. She couldn’t even see her legs under there. And then she spotted her trainer again, hoisted aloft by the warped metal like a sick trophy.

			‘If my trainer is up there, where’s my foot?’ wondered Martine. She suddenly realised she was leaning back against someone. ‘He said hello, and that we’re going to be okay. I said, “Yes, we’ve just had a crash” and he said again, “We’re going to be okay.”

			‘He said, “What’s your name?” I said, “My name’s Martine.” He said, “My name’s Andy, and it’s going to be fine.”’

			Andy Brown – a dad-of-three from Oxton on the Wirral who worked as a facilities manager at John Lennon Airport in Liverpool – was down in London for the day to attend a meeting of airport operators. He’d tried to stand up to help others, only to fall over. It was at that point he realised he’d lost his right leg.

			‘I could see Andy’s head was lolling back on the window frame,’ says Martine, ‘which, of course, had no glass in it, so his head was sort of hanging out of the train and he was getting electrocuted in the head by these loose wires hanging down. Yet all the while he kept saying, “We’re going to be okay, Nadine.” That’s what he kept calling me. “We’re going to be okay, Nadine.”’

			Below on the track, in the hellish black silence, Thelma Stober lay feet from her Olympic bid manual, now a tidy heap of smouldering ash. She felt riven with guilt, convinced that her text message had caused all this. It’s a terrible thing, she thought. I’m a Christian. I’m not a bad person. Swooning in and out of consciousness, she saw men in orange vests buzzing about the train. She realised that they were oblivious to the fact she lay there, some 20 feet away in the darkness.

			At that moment her survival instinct kicked in. ‘I started to think, They’re only going to save people who they can see are alive. If I continue lying here, they might think I’m dead and I may end up dying for lack of attention. So I’ve got to do something to try to get attention for myself.’

			It was only at this point that Thelma became aware of a warm sensation on her forehead. She reached up gingerly, dreading to think what it was. Finally, she touched the warm skin and flesh of a human hand. She realised it belonged to a man lying directly behind her, immobile and unresponsive. She held the hand but realised she couldn’t just lie there with him.

			‘I held it for a while and just put it close to the man who was lying behind me on the track. I was so focused on my own survival, which I’m really ashamed of. As a Christian, you have to help each other, but at the time I didn’t. I wanted to be alive. There are things I needed to see through. My father had passed away on the 7th of July, seven years earlier. I thought, No, I can’t die. I had too many things to achieve in this world. I needed to get up, to stand up so that they could see that I was alive.’

			Brandishing her police warrant card, off-duty cop Liz Kenworthy reached the door connecting the third and second carriages to find it buckled and dangling by metal threads. Peering into the unlit second carriage, she could make out smashed windows, blown-out doors and great smoking knots of hot metal. She thought the train had crashed, but as her eyes adjusted she could see no signs of compression. On the contrary, the windows, doors and gaping tears in the metal appeared to have been blown outwards.

			‘The carriage had been disembowelled. It’s the only way I can describe it. There’d been a catastrophic explosion. Now I didn’t know what the explosion was, whether it was some sort of fault, whether it was a bomb, I didn’t know.’

			She walked on through. To her left, a middle-aged lady screamed loudly, her arm clamped within the steel jaws of wreckage. As Kenworthy assessed her arm, the woman said her name was Kira and she had two kids. ‘Please, help me get out,’ she begged.

			Kenworthy considered tackling the debris trapping her, then thought better of it. ‘If I’d taken the debris away, and her arm was bleeding and I couldn’t staunch it, she could bleed to death. I thought to myself, She’s shouting, she’s breathing and she’s not bleeding, whereas the two on the other side – a man and a woman – are in a much more serious state. So I left Kira where she was and went over to see what, if anything, I could do for them.’

			Andy Brown sat there with his trousers torn to shreds, his right leg missing below the knee. With her back to him sat Martine Wright, whose feet appeared to be up on the windowsill.

			‘I thought, Why is she sitting there with her feet up? I then see her white trainer sitting on a piece of metal away from her legs. It’s then I see her lower legs and realise that what remains of her right foot is in that trainer. I thought, Oh, this is going to be a major job. I’m going to have to do my best to stop this bleeding and keep them breathing. And I only have basic first-aid training.’

			09:52

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			On the other side of London, lying on the track between the train and the tunnel wall, construction manager Danny Biddle’s mind spun. He felt surprised by the eerie quiet. ‘Within a matter of seconds, it was as if everyone had taken a big breath and was waiting for something to happen.’ He then felt irritated by something digging into his lower back. He managed to reach in and pull it out. ‘It was a bloodied foot. It was pure horror. I’d see something horrendous, look away, and see something worse.’

			Danny looked down and saw his lower half covered in metal. He instantly thought of a way to shift it. He’d slide his arms below the metal, put the palms of his hands on his thighs, then use the strength of his forearms to lift the debris up and shuffle out from beneath it on his bottom.

			‘As I slid my arms underneath the metal and pushed down on the left side, I was touching the floor and I realised that my left leg had been blown clean off. As I tried to do the same on the right side, my right leg had been severed at the knee. It was attached but it had blown around 180 degrees. When you’re lying on your back, your toes should be in the air – I was on my back and my toes were digging into the ground with my heel in the air. Then just fear and panic sets in and I started to scream for help. When the first scream started, it was like unleashing the gates of hell. It was just an unbelievable level of screaming, fear, panic and pain. You’re listening to people screaming and then you don’t hear a certain voice again because that person has died.’

			Inside the carriage, dad-of-four Bill Mann found himself on his knees, begging for his life. He too remembers the eerie silence in the immediate aftermath of the explosion, and the grotesque crescendo that followed.

			‘I can remember distinctly two different types of scream. There was the scream of people that were hysterical because they didn’t know what was going on. And then there was the real guttural scream of people that were seriously injured and dying. And it was horrific. It was horrible to hear.

			‘I remember thinking clearly of all the things I wanted to live for, and the only things I wanted to live for were the things that money can’t buy. I wanted to be there to have dinner with the children in the evenings. I wanted to be there to read them stories, to take them to the park, to take them on holiday, to see them grow up, to do all the normal things that we all take for granted. As long as I live and as long as I’m there to be with my family, nothing else matters.

			‘All that happened as the explosion was unfolding. In that instant I had such clarity of thought. When you think you’re about to lose your life, it doesn’t get any clearer than that.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 08:55

			Circle Line train 204, Aldgate, London EC3

			Armed with a torch and an orange bib, British Transport detective Tony Silvestro strode blindly through a tunnel of swirling smoke and dust, fearing what horrors might lie in wait. Struggling to see the train, he noticed the second carriage down had exploded. The doors were hanging off. That must be how those people in the tunnel had got out, he thought.

			Debris and shards of metal lay everywhere. Running quickly towards the carriage, he shone the torch in. With his feet on the ground, the floor of the carriage was shoulder height, so his perspective was limited. His first sight was Martine Wright, lying back against Andy inside carriage 2, with her legs trapped.

			‘Help us, help us. We’ve had a crash,’ she shouted at him through the hole in the side of the train. She remembers the confusion and panic on his face. The things the poor man must be seeing, thought Martine.

			‘You’re gonna be okay,’ said Silvestro. ‘You’re gonna be okay.’

			He walked on to where the doors hung off the blacked-out second carriage. His torch’s thin sliver of white light illuminated the carnage inside.

			‘I’m police, help is on the way,’ shouted Silvestro, conscious that he wore an orange bib, which normally signified Underground staff. Maybe people didn’t believe him, but he kept saying it anyway. To his left, a seated young couple had metal twisted over them. On top of that metal, a young blonde woman lay awkwardly and limply. Another young woman propped her up.

			‘I’m a doctor. Look, this woman seriously needs help,’ she told Silvestro. ‘If we can move her, I can support her better.’

			To Silvestro’s right in the carriage was a young man who repeatedly tried to get up, only to fall down, again and again. He seemed to have shell shock – shaking and jabbering, obviously deeply traumatised – like soldiers in the documentaries Silvestro had seen about the First World War. He didn’t have any injuries that were obvious to Silvestro, but the detective worried he’d fall out of the train.

			Silvestro wanted to climb in and help these people. He pressed his hands down onto the train floor to heave himself up, but he felt some sort of wet substance under his palms and could get no purchase. He didn’t stop to try to figure out what it was. Remembering that drivers always kept a ladder in their compartments, he shouted back to colleagues to retrieve it.

			Inside, the smoke had almost cleared. Sitting on the floor, her legs buried deep in twisted metal, Martine struggled to see much around her in the dim emergency lighting except more charred metal. Then, approaching through the gloom, was what appeared to be an angel. She hoped this didn’t mean she was dead, or dying. Squinting, she did a double-take; a person with really blonde hair and piercing blue eyes was definitely coming towards her.

			‘Help! Help us! Help us!’ Martine cried.

			‘What’s your name?’

			Martine clasped the angel’s hand and gabbled, ‘Hello, my name’s Martine Wright. Please tell my mum and dad I’m okay.’ Martine kept on repeating this, over and over, as the angel surveyed the state of her legs.

			‘My name is Liz. I’m a police officer and help is coming. You’re going to be all right.’

			Liz Kenworthy could see Martine was in a very bad way. Her legs were mangled, both her feet blown away. The man she was propped up against – Andy – had lost a limb. Kenworthy needed to stop both of them from bleeding to death. She took off her new M&S green corduroy jacket and tied it round the end of the man’s severed leg as best she could. But she didn’t have anything to use on Martine. By now, Kenworthy wore just trousers and a T-shirt.

			A good Samaritan appeared behind Kenworthy at the door into the carriage and said, ‘What can I do?’

			‘Go and get me some shirts and ties and anything you can scrounge off other passengers, because I need it.’ She handed him her warrant card and her handbag. ‘Can I trust you?’ she asked.

			The person nodded.

			Kenworthy was a basic first-aider, not a medic, and she worried that her meagre efforts would make no difference. She could only do her best, but she did fear that the casualties might die here in front of her. How would she live with that?

			Sometime later the good Samaritan returned carrying armfuls of useful materials. Kenworthy gave Martine a belt and told her to put it around her leg. Andy’s injury was slightly easier. There was a piece of leg there, but all Martine could see was the top part of her thighs. Kenworthy carefully talked Martine through it, telling her to pull the belt as tightly as she could to create a tourniquet to staunch the blood. If Kenworthy could elevate Martine’s limb, even better, but there was no chance of that: Martine’s legs had been sliced off.

			08:55

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			Minutes had passed since the explosion on the westbound Circle Line train. Bill Mann – the father-of-four from Upminster – tried to block out the screams and figure out what was going on.

			‘If you imagine an exploded, burned-out firework with a side blown out and the inside all charred and black, that’s what the carriage looked and felt like. Very acrid soot and smoke everywhere, in people’s hair, on their faces, up their noses.’

			Bizarrely, a few feet away on a parallel track, an unaffected train sat motionless with its lights on, packed full of confused passengers, while all around the bombed-out carriage Bill could see people knocked over by the impact stumbling to their feet. Next to him, a panic-stricken woman felt her hair and asked Bill to check if it had been singed.

			‘She said, “Is there going to be a fire?” I thought, Oh no, she might be right. She planted the idea in my head that a fireball would sweep through the carriage.’

			In the unaffected train opposite, a woman in a business suit was standing by a set of doors. She checked her watch and sighed, then leant back against the doors and continued reading her paperwork, totally oblivious to the carriage smouldering away in the blackness less than three feet behind her. After a few minutes, she sensed a dull thud on the glass near her back. She ignored it, but the thud sounded again, louder this time. She turned around and the crack between the grey metal doors edged open.

			Through the crack, bloody fingers appeared, then an entire red, wet hand. Instinctively, she tried to grab it, but the hand was too slippery and disappeared through the doors. The woman leaned down, planting her nose against the thick glass. But it was so dark out there that she couldn’t see anything. Then – smack! – right next to her face, a bloody hand slammed against the glass from outside, leaving a streak of smeared blood. Another thump and, suddenly, on the other side of the scratched glass, a blood-soaked, crazed face appeared. The woman screamed at the top of her lungs.

			In the black, burned-out carriage opposite, Bill Mann realised that he’d suffered just cuts. But he could see other people needed help. The young lad who’d been sitting opposite him and acting strangely throughout the journey was now panicking.

			‘I need to get to college, I need to contact my dad. Are we going to die?’ he kept saying.

			Bill and another passenger went over to comfort him. Once he’d calmed down, the lad explained that his name was James and he suffered from autism.

			The smoke cleared to reveal untold horrors. Sitting nearby, a man with a gaping head wound. By the next set of doors – now completely blown out – a motionless body. Further up, someone pumped the heart of another passenger, who was lying stretched out on his back. A man seemed to have fallen into a hole in the floor.

			Bill made his way along the carriage. In the unaffected carriage opposite, all heads had turned to the screaming woman. The sight of the frenzied, bloodied face outside shocked people into action. By now, he’d forced a bloodied leg – trousers in tatters up to his hip – and an arm through the gap in the metal doors.

			‘Help, help, get me through this door,’ he yelled, now trying to jam his head through the crack. ‘We’re dying here … help us.’

			Passengers tried to wrench the partially open doors apart, but all this brute strength failed to shift them even an inch more. Through the gap poured the hitherto unheard screams from the train opposite. Suddenly, the bloodied man gave up, pulled himself away from the stubborn door crack, turned and stepped back into the blackened carriage.

			Circle Line train 204, Aldgate, London EC3

			Tony Silvestro stood at the door to the bombed second carriage wearing his orange bib, waiting for a ladder so that he could climb inside and help. Looking down the length of the train, he realised something for the first time. On all the carriages behind the first two, the lights were on and the doors had remained closed. Everyone inside must be trapped. He ran to the third carriage and shone the torch inside. They were like sardines. It was rush hour, after all.

			The people on board were screaming and shouting: ‘Help, help, get me out.’

			‘Don’t worry,’ shouted Silvestro. ‘We’ll get you out.’

			That seemed to calm them. Silvestro ran along the rest of the train, shining the torch into every carriage, reassuring passengers that he was police and help was coming. Doing something purposeful felt such a relief.

			The ladder arrived at carriage 2 and Silvestro climbed inside. Near the wrecked doors he nearly stumbled into a hole in the floor. It looked like the mouth of some nightmarish blast furnace, blackened steel curled up around the edges like melted candle wax. In his mind, this was where the explosion must have happened. Amid all this dark, mangled metal and limp, sparking wires, a dead body lay to his left.

			He moved on to the doctor who earlier had pleaded for his help. She was struggling to support a young woman slouched awkwardly across other passengers. Between them, as gently as possible, they adjusted the woman so that the doctor could better support her head and neck. Silvestro then sat next to the survivor with apparent shell shock and told him to stay put, that help was on its way.

			Realising he couldn’t do much else for these people, he could still hear the anguished screams from passengers trapped in the other carriages. He thought, We need to evacuate the train.

			As he jumped out of the exploded carriage, he heard a faint voice. ‘Help me, help me.’ Along the side of the carriage about 15 or 20 feet away, there was a woman half on the track, half hanging off the train. In a last, desperate attempt not to be left for dead, Thelma Stober had hauled herself off the tracks into a half-standing position on her one good foot and leant against the side of a carriage.

			‘Help me, help me, please. I’m alive. I don’t want to die.’

			To the left of Thelma, a man lay on the track with metal draped over him. Silvestro approached them both, but it was clear the man was dead. ‘I went to her and shone my torch at her. She told me her name was Thelma. I said, “Don’t worry, police, you’ll be okay. Help is coming.” Just trying to reassure her.’

			Fearing that she might aggravate internal injuries, Silvestro lay her down on the track. ‘You’re injured, Thelma. I can’t do nothing for you, but help is on its way. It’s coming. Let’s get everyone else off the train and out of the tunnel. I’ll be back for you, Thelma. Don’t worry.’

			To this day, Silvestro bristles at the memory of not being able to help Thelma and leaving her on the track.

			‘It’s upsetting. It’s an emotional situation. Looking back, there were dead bodies there. There’s people dying. There’s people in pain, people scared. You know, I’m a police officer, I’m supposed to help people. Some of them I could help, some of them I couldn’t, like Thelma. It sounds cold but it was just a matter of switching off the emotion, seeing what’s in front of me and dealing with it the best I could.’

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			Lying between the train and the tunnel wall, Danny Biddle continued to scream with all he had left. Adrian Heili, a 24-year-old South African and former soldier, heard the call from inside the damaged carriage. He tried the doors, but they refused to budge, so he walked through the carriages and exited through the driver’s cab. As he walked back up the tracks towards the front of the train, he spotted what could only be a human body lying in his path. Closer inspection revealed it to be the badly burned body of a young woman. There was nothing he could do for her.

			He resumed his quest to find the source of those primeval screams and continued going through the tunnel. On reaching the second carriage, Heili realised that the screaming man was on the other side of the train. Climbing under the train, he dragged himself through ‘pools of thick liquid, which I later found out to be blood’, before he finally reached Danny.

			‘I was terrified of dying alone,’ says Danny. ‘And then I heard this deep South African voice say, “My name’s Adrian … don’t worry, I’ve been in this situation before.”’

			Heili removed the metal that was covering Danny, the doors that had blown off the train had effectively guillotined his legs. His heart sank. Heili had learned advanced first aid while serving in the military, but even on the battlefield he’d never come across anyone so badly wounded.

			Meanwhile, inside the carriage a teenage girl sitting on the floor with a serious head injury caught Bill’s attention. Drifting in and out of consciousness, she was being tended to by another teen, who explained that they were sisters – Emily and Katie from Tennessee in the US. Bill knelt down so that Katie could rest her wounded head against him. ‘I was aware of the blood running down my shirt, her blood. I could feel it soaking through.’ They took turns talking to her, desperately trying to keep her awake.

			‘Then there was this enormous bang, making me jump out of my skin, and more screaming. I was thinking, What the hell is happening now?’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005

			The first explosion on 7 July took place at 08:49 in carriage 2 of the eastbound Circle Line train 204, travelling from Liverpool Street to Aldgate station. The stricken train stopped some 200 metres short of the Aldgate platform. At 08:51 there was a second explosion, this time on Circle Line train 216, travelling westbound from Edgware Road to Paddington, again in the second carriage. The train had travelled some 400 metres from Edgware Road station.

			Two minutes later, an explosion ripped through the front carriage of Piccadilly Line train 311 between King’s Cross and Russell Square. The train was in a single-track tunnel about 23 metres below ground and 700 metres from Russell Square station.

			The fact that London was under attack from terrorists wouldn’t become clear to the machinery of state for almost an hour. The realisation that something was going wrong on the tube system started at 08:52, when British Transport Police received reports of ‘loud bangs’ and a power outage between Liverpool Street and Aldgate. Two minutes later, London Underground’s control centre received reports of explosions at Liverpool Street, Edgware Road and ‘somewhere else’. A minute after that, the supervisor at Aldgate tube station told the control room that people were on the track. By this time, Tim O’Toole, the managing director of London Underground, had received a text message on his mobile phone alerting him to a power failure on the north side of the Circle Line.

			As any Londoner will attest, the tube network is the city’s blood system, transporting some 200,000 people around the capital at any given moment during rush hour. A power failure is, in itself, an emergency. Two years earlier, in August 2003, a rush-hour blackout left the capital in chaos.

			O’Toole left his sixth-floor office at London Underground HQ in St James’s Park, central London, and headed downstairs to the tube’s beating heart, the Network Control Centre (NCC). Here, activity on every part of the system was transmitted onto banks of flat-panel screens. He arrived at 08:59, ten minutes after the first bomb had exploded at Aldgate. Inside the NCC, electronic sensors on the tracks appeared to be reporting derailments and an additional power cut on the Piccadilly Line.

			As the duty officer struggled to make sense of the incoming data, O’Toole had two options. Code Red stops all trains dead, leaving passengers trapped on board. Code Amber allows trains to reach the next station or signal, with the idea that controllers will then know the precise location of each train, allowing for a swift and co-ordinated evacuation of passengers.

			As far as O’Toole could tell, there was a problem on the Circle and Piccadilly lines but the network’s nine other lines were running normally. Dumping 200,000 people onto the streets – and dealing with the ensuing chaos – was not a decision to take lightly. At about 09:00 – eleven minutes after the first explosion – Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman, the senior officer in charge of counter-terrorism, took a call at New Scotland Yard from a colleague. ‘Boss, just to let you know, we think there’s a fire on the Underground,’ was all the officer could tell him.

			Hayman understood this had potentially horrific consequences. But it was something for the authorities on London Underground to deal with. ‘Then, when you get another message a couple of minutes later that there’s another fire,’ he says, ‘that feels more sinister. That’s when you start to take a deep breath and say, “This doesn’t seem right.” So we deployed resources down to where we thought these two events were. Then it became evident there was another, third incident. It doesn’t take Sherlock Holmes to join the dots up then.’

			By 09:13, 24 minutes after the first device detonated, the ‘fires’ were being reported as explosions. The cause, severity and precise locations of these blasts were still unknown. London Fire Brigade, London Ambulance Service and British Transport Police had all declared major incidents, and for only the second time in its history, London Underground issued a Code Amber, although it continued to insist that the chaos was the result of a ‘power surge’ on the network that caused junction boxes to explode.

			At Gleneagles, Tony Blair first got word of explosions on the Underground at about 09:15. ‘I was in the middle of a meeting with the Chinese president, and I just got passed a note saying there’s been a set of incidents on the London Underground, and it looks like there will be casualties.’ Blair described his initial reaction in his autobiography: ‘Oh God, don’t let it be a terrorist attack. Not that. Not here. What I always feared. So obvious for them. So divisive for us.’ He made his excuses to Hu Jintao, the Chinese president, and went to call Home Secretary Charles Clarke. ‘In the corridor,’ Blair recalls, ‘I bumped into President Bush and I told him there’d been these incidents on the London transport system. I said, “We don’t know what it is.” He said, “Well, was it a terrorist attack?” I said, “Well, you know, it could be an accident.” But, I think we both knew that this was highly unlikely.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 09:15

			Circle Line train 204, Aldgate, London EC3

			Transport detective Tony Silvestro planned to evacuate the train when he bumped into Neal, an explosive search expert. ‘Neal said he was worried about a secondary device. Until then I’d never even thought about a bomb. I knew it had been an explosion, but a bomb? Neal had the experience and he was in no doubt.’

			Neal said he’d look after the casualties so that Silvestro could get on with evacuating the rest of the train. ‘This put the fear of God into me. I needed to get these people out and fast, because if a second bomb goes off, it’ll be my fault.’ Further along the track, Underground staff attempted to prise the tube doors open with pieces of metal, but couldn’t get them to budge. In the end, the driver’s cab at the rear of the train was the only exit.

			‘People had been trapped now for over 20 minutes,’ says Silvestro. ‘They didn’t need to be told to leave.’

			All passengers able to walk headed towards the rear of the train, climbed down onto the tracks and began to walk back up the train’s length past the bombed carriage towards Aldgate station. Staff urged them not to look into carriage 2.

			Silvestro swept through the train interior to make sure everyone was out, then walked back to where Thelma lay. ‘I just hoped she was still with us.’

			Inside carriage 2, Martine Wright was struck by an eerie observation. ‘The screams were getting quieter. I can only assume that people were losing consciousness. Or dying. I was holding Liz’s hand, telling her that I’ve got blood coming out my guts. I thought I’d been cut in the stomach. I can remember her giving me little sips of water and saying, “You’re going to be okay” and looking over my head into the rest of the carriage. God knows what horrors she saw.’

			Liz Kenworthy’s eyes were adjusting to the darkness of the carriage, but how she wished they weren’t. ‘I could see a man writhing on the floor, conscious and moving,’ she recalls. ‘He wasn’t bleeding as far as I could tell. I talked to him, but he didn’t respond. There were people on the left further up the carriage, sitting in darkness. I could see the whites of their eyes. I didn’t go to them because there’s a ravine of damage between us. I’m standing on a very slippery surface, and I hadn’t really got the – not the courage – but I hadn’t got the impetus to go any further. I remembered the first rule of first aid: don’t become a casualty yourself.’

			Instead, Kenworthy settled for tending to Martine and Andy. ‘I live with that. I wish I could have helped other people, but I didn’t.’

			As they waited, the evacuated passengers trooped past their carriage. Beyond the hanging wires and the mangled metal, Martine caught the look in the eyes of those staring in. ‘You could see the horror on their faces.’ Still unaware of the extent of her injuries, Martine became frustrated. ‘How have these people got out? Why aren’t I getting out? Some of them even had the presence of mind to pick up their gym bags.’

			Kenworthy reassured her that the emergency services must be on the way. Privately, she thought they’d be here by now. Where were they? In her view, if professional medical help didn’t get there soon, Martine and Andy would bleed to death.

			09:15

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			From his position in the narrow gap between the train and the tunnel wall, Danny Biddle heard the screams and cries from above gradually fade. He hoped it was because those survivors were receiving treatment, but he suspected they’d either lost consciousness or died. Danny had stopped screaming because his life was now in the hands of an ex-soldier he’d never met before.

			To save Danny, 24-year-old Adrian Heili needed to stem the bleeding – and fast. Removing his trouser belt, he tied it tightly around the wound on Danny’s left leg, hoping the pressure would stop the flow. He then inspected what was left of Danny’s right leg; his foot was hanging off, held on only by tendons and skin. Heili took off his shirt and used it to bandage up the whole mess. The trouble was, Danny’s left leg wouldn’t stop pumping blood. Heili knew there was no option but to go direct to the source. He reached in until he could feel the throb of the severed femoral artery, which delivers blood from the upper thigh to the knee. Between his thumb and forefinger, he pinched the artery shut. He had to keep it that way until medical help arrived.

			Inside carriage 2, although the feelings of terror, desperation and helplessness were still palpable, the screaming and shouting had calmed to groans and moans. Uninjured passengers tended to all the wounded. Everyone wondered why professional help hadn’t arrived yet, and when it was coming.

			Bill Mann was reassuring the two sisters from Tennessee when a series of loud bangs scared them all half to death. He now spotted the source of the noise. In the adjoining, unaffected train, passengers had heard the screams and the bloodied man’s terrifying pleas: ‘We are dying here … help us.’ A group of them decided to do just that. After failing to wrench open the doors of their carriage, they found a fire extinguisher in the driver’s cabin and proceeded to attack the windows’ toughened glass. Eventually, the glass gave way and some half dozen passengers climbed across to help.

			Shortly after, someone from London Underground came to the rear door of the exploded carriage and announced that there was now a clear and safe route off the train and out of harm’s way. ‘As the paramedics hadn’t yet arrived,’ says Bill, ‘I couldn’t leave people that needed help, even though, obviously, that’s what I wanted to do. So I stayed.’

			As he continued to support the sisters, the carriage emptied out.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005

			As the wounded and dying lay trapped below ground, London’s emergency services were already struggling. The sheer scale of what was happening, and the lack of clarity about where it was happening, had stretched the city’s fire brigade and ambulance services to breaking point.

			The first problem: well-intentioned but confused public reporting. In the first hour alone, the emergency services were sent to at least nine different locations. The main reason for the confusion was that both the smoke and the walking wounded were exiting stations at both ends of the bombed trains. For example, just after 09:00, ambulances raced to Liverpool Street station following reports of clouds of smoke billowing onto the platforms. However, these actually came from the explosion near Aldgate station, to where the ambulances were re-directed. They arrived at 09:14, 23 minutes after the first 999 call. Smoke was also rising through vents into the streets of the capital, causing further confusion. London Fire Brigade responded to reports of smoke in Praed Street near Paddington, only to discover that the fumes were coming from the stricken Edgware Road train beneath the street.

			In addition, emergency services were delayed by their own regulations in reaching the injured. A fire brigade crew arrived at Aldgate station just ten minutes after the explosion. However, under safety protocols, the firefighters refused to enter the tunnel until they received official confirmation that the live electric rail had been switched off. This so infuriated one police officer that he stepped onto the rail to prove it was not electrified. Only then did four of the fire crew proceed to the scene. Others refused to go until the safety of the rail had been verified through the proper channels.

			Likewise, at 08:59, London Underground’s Network Control Centre (NCC) called emergency services to Edgware Road station. After 19 minutes, a fire engine arrived, followed two minutes later by the first ambulance. But it was 09:44 before the fire crew reached the platform. A senior fire officer had delayed deploying for fear of a ‘dirty’ chemical or radiological bomb, despite those he commanded begging to be allowed to proceed.

			The situation for those trapped on Piccadilly Line train 311 between King’s Cross and Russell Square was especially dire. The train was so deep underground and far from both stations that information was initially slow to emerge. The first 999 call reported the incident at 09:18, 25 minutes after the blast. A fire crew did arrive at neighbouring King’s Cross station at 09:13, but under safety protocols they couldn’t be sent into the tunnel until a back-up crew attended. Through the gridlocked London traffic at rush hour, that took another 29 minutes. So it was more than an hour after the explosion that the fire brigade eventually arrived at the scene.

			As the emergency services struggled to make it to the sites of the bombings, individuals took matters into their own hands. Four bus drivers volunteered their vehicles to ferry casualties to the Royal London Hospital in Whitechapel, east London. A GP who lived close to Edgware Road station raced down to the scene. On seeing the gravity of the event, she called her husband, also a doctor, who joined her inside the bombed carriage. Outside the station, a former firefighter set up a triage centre for the injured in a nearby branch of Marks & Spencer. Bill Mann recalls the surreal experience of receiving treatment for cuts while sitting amid the ladies’ lingerie. At Aldgate, Timothy Batkin, the driver of train 204, managed to shut off the power in the tunnel by touching together two copper wires running along the wall, thereby enabling his passengers to safely evacuate.

			The gears of London’s Resilience Partnership (LRP) also began to turn. Under the strategy, each institution had a nominated commander to take control in the event of a disaster, known as ‘Gold’. At 09:09, ‘NHS Gold’ Julie Dent was pulled out of a routine meeting to deal with the developing – albeit unclear – major incident. The learned policy of Gold commanders was to start big, then reduce accordingly. Dent instructed all London hospitals to be on standby and cancel that day’s elective surgery. She also asked the Department of Health to put burns units across the country on standby.

			In accordance with the LRP’s Strategic Emergency Plan, at 09:15 Chief Superintendent Chris Allison, Gold commander for the Metropolitan Police, arrived at New Scotland Yard to orchestrate the police emergency response on the ground. One key priority was to send officers to the bomb scenes and to hospitals to record the testimony of witnesses. At 09:30 it was decided to establish both a ‘casualty bureau’, to help with the identification of those killed or injured, and a ‘hotline’. In the days before social media, concerned relatives and friends could call the hotline and inform the emergency services that the whereabouts of a loved one was unknown.

			Back at the bomb scenes, once the cavalry had arrived, there were communication problems because the radios used by police, ambulance and fire crews didn’t work effectively underground. It was almost 18 years since the infamous King’s Cross fire that had killed 31 people. The Fennell Report, which investigated the event, called for the urgent introduction of radio systems that would allow the emergency services to communicate from tube platforms and tunnels. It hadn’t happened.

			So in the chaos and mayhem of that morning, rescue workers and police officers were sucked into horrific scenes from which they were unable to communicate. In the circumstances, it’s easy to understand the very human instinct to prioritise saving lives over leaving the scene to report. But as a result, senior managers and control rooms found themselves in an intelligence vacuum. In his office at New Scotland Yard, Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman described himself ‘crawling up the walls for information’.

			‘I know, any minute now, that phone is going to ring and the commissioner is going to want to know what’s going on,’ he says. ‘I’ve got no answers. And that’s a pretty dim place to be. There’s people hurt and yet we don’t know what’s happened, or at what locations. It’s like water in a polythene bag. You’re trying to grip it and it keeps flopping about all over the place.’

			In the first hour after the explosions, senior officers relied largely on rolling TV news for information. However, all the TV news could report with any certainty was that something was happening, and it seemed quite big. At 09:14 they quoted London Ambulance declaring a major incident at Edgware Road, with over 1,000 casualties. A report from King’s Cross described 400 casualties and at least 200 more at Russell Square. But what about the cause of these explosions? The news channels repeatedly quoted a statement from London Underground’s NCC saying that the blasts had been the result of ‘a power surge’.

			Then, at 09:21, the breaking news took a dark, shocking twist. The passengers that Tony Silvestro had helped evacuate from Circle Line train 204 at Aldgate emerged onto the streets and spoke to the media. Visibly traumatised, they recounted visions of dead bodies and severed limbs on the floor of the train. Viewers, among them senior cops, realised that a disaster was unfolding before their eyes. ‘There was a tipping point,’ recalls Hayman. ‘We start to learn of dead bodies, people who have lost their lives.’

			At 09:24, the Metropolitan Police declared ‘a major incident’.

			From his 13th-floor office at New Scotland Yard, Chris Webb, the Metropolitan Police’s head of news, was busy conducting the force’s media strategy. While saving lives remained the number one priority for all, an additional concern for the police was reassuring the public. ‘We had millions of people out on the streets,’ says Webb. ‘We had to start to communicate with those individuals.’

			The Yard released as much information as possible, but like everyone else, Webb and his team were struggling to establish hard facts. He didn’t even know how many incidents there had been. As for the cause of the explosions, they could only parrot the continued view of London Underground’s NCC that these incidents were the result of a massive power surge that caused junction boxes to explode, leading to power failures and trains stopping in tunnels. ‘Of course, there’s doubt in your own mind,’ says Webb. ‘Is there something more to this? But we had to go with what they were telling us.’

			Minutes later, any lingering doubts would be erased forever.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 09:25

			Circle Line train 204, Aldgate, London EC3

			The smoke had completely cleared. All the walking wounded were now off the train, and only the dead and seriously injured remained. Nobody knew how many had perished, but the seriously injured requiring life-saving help numbered about 20.

			Having evacuated most of the train, London Transport detective Tony Silvestro returned to Thelma, the injured woman he’d left lying on the tracks. Silvestro was relieved to see a civilian talking to her.

			‘You’ve done your bit,’ Silvestro said to him. ‘Now, you get out and you look after yourself. I’ve got this.’

			To the detective’s untrained eye the signs didn’t look good. Thelma’s eyes were closed and she was completely out of it. ‘I remember thinking, Oh shit, we got another dead one here.’ He shook her, then shone the torch into her face until she finally opened her eyes.

			‘Don’t worry, Thelma,’ he reassured her. ‘There’s police here. We’re going to get you out.’

			Her left foot was badly mangled and there was a massive hole in her right thigh. Every time she closed her eyes, he moved her face. ‘Don’t go to sleep on me, Thelma,’ he said. Reaching for some human commonality, he told her about his three boys, the football training they had that night. ‘Don’t you go fucking dying on me, Thelma, because that’ll leave me with a load of paperwork to do and I won’t be able to take them.’ He kept asking her questions.

			‘I was lying there and he kept asking me my name, where I worked, was I married?’ says Thelma. ‘At one point I say to him, “Why do you keep asking me the same questions over and over again?” I wasn’t in any pain, which is really strange. But I was very thirsty. And I kept saying, “When are the emergency services coming?” Because the longer I stayed there, the higher the risk of me dying, which I wasn’t ready for.’

			Silvestro kept saying that the emergency services would arrive soon. ‘But to me it seemed an awful long time. It felt like forever.’

			09:30

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			Slumped on the floor of the second carriage, Bill Mann was still tending to the sisters from Tennessee. From outside the carriage a call came for help. He walked over to where the doors had been blown off, only then realising that passengers were helping casualties on the track. Below he saw two men treating a woman with a badly broken leg. They wanted to lift her up onto the carriage floor. Could he help?

			‘I remember one of the guys had her ankle on his shoulder to try and keep it in place as they lifted her in. Clearly, she was in a lot of pain.’ Bill realised she’d need support for her head. He looked around for something suitable, finally settling on a laptop bag. ‘I grabbed the handle of the bag and I felt something soft and wet. I knew this wasn’t the handle and when I pulled my hand away, it was a piece of flesh with hair on it. Instinctively I dropped it straight away. That, in some ways, was the most horrific moment for me. So I found another bag and pushed that under her head.’

			09:34

			Euston Square, London NW1

			By now the Code Amber on London Underground had emptied about 200,000 commuters onto the streets of central London. At major transport hubs like Euston and King’s Cross the sense of havoc was heightened by police officers cordoning off roads, the wailing of sirens, the thumping of helicopters overhead and the near-total collapse of mobile phone networks.

			Standing in Euston Square, wearing his heavy grey jacket and large blue Sherpa rucksack, Hasib Hussain was sweating buckets. He tried to call Sid, Shez and Jamal again, but of course he got no response. They’d completed their missions. He was now totally alone in the nation’s capital. No one knew he was here or what he was going to do next. Least of all him. About half an hour earlier, he’d popped into a branch of McDonald’s and, inside a toilet cubicle, fitted the fresh 9-volt battery. The device was primed and ready. But was he? As he left McDonald’s, a fire engine parked up on King’s Cross station forecourt, responding to reports of a train derailment.

			Hussain jumped on a number 91 bus heading west down Euston Road. It was packed and barely moving. People clocked the sweat running down his forehead. He could find nowhere to put down the rucksack, a prerequisite to setting off the bomb. Maybe that’s what saved the lives of the passengers on that particular bus, as Hussain got off at Euston Square.

			Who knows what drew him to the number 30 bus. Was it the striking poster on its side for The Descent, a horror film about a caving expedition that ended in tragedy? The bus’s route was back towards King’s Cross, so maybe he planned to return? Once again it was packed and travelling at a crawl. He had to barge his way through the press of people to reach the stairs. He climbed up and spotted a single free seat towards the back. Hussain shuffled his shoulders to detach his blue rucksack, slid it beneath the seat and sat down.

			In the enveloping chaos, police diverted traffic south along the A4200 towards Russell Square. The number 30 turned right and crawled towards the next bus stop, outside BMA House, the headquarters of the British Medical Association.

			09:35

			King’s Cross station, London N1

			Among the hordes trying to get to work was a 16-year-old schoolgirl from Potter’s Bar called Suzanne Flowerday. Wearing jeans and a top, and carrying a white handbag, Suzanne was on her way to Soho for her third day’s work experience at a photographic location library. She was sitting her GCSEs the following summer and considering photography as a career. Today, they were taking her on a shoot. With her brother’s wedding coming up in a few weeks, she hoped to get some tips.

			She’d travelled by train to King’s Cross, where, as on previous days, she expected to catch the tube to the edge of Soho. But the Underground was shut and everyone had been ordered to leave the station. Outside, amid the confusion, Suzanne had no idea where to go. She saw a police officer and asked him for help.

			‘Go up to Euston and take a left towards Russell Square. I’d suggest you try to get on a bus,’ he replied.

			On the walk up Euston Road she called her mum and managed to get through.

			‘They’ve just kicked us all out of King’s Cross station. There’s some sort of commotion in London. Have you heard anything?’

			‘No.’

			‘Well, turn on the news. There’s something going on.’

			‘What are you gonna do now, then?’

			‘I spoke to a policeman who told me to get on a bus. So I’m gonna go look for one.’

			‘Good luck! Keep me posted.’

			Looking back, Glen Hesketh concedes that he had ‘the dream job’. Working as an explosive search dog handler, he was a regular at the House of Commons, the House of Lords and Westminster Abbey, as well as sports venues like Wembley, Twickenham and Wimbledon, where he used to chat with Sue Barker over a cappuccino.

			That morning he’d just completed a search in Greenwich, east London, with Chester, a four-year-old black-and-white springer spaniel who’d been his bomb dog for about a year. ‘He was a great wee companion,’ says Hesketh. ‘He lived at home with me and I miss him very much.’ Driving around Elephant & Castle, Hesketh heard lots of garbled messages on the radio – something major was brewing. Above the static and the chatter, the words ‘possible train derailment at King’s Cross’ and ‘sound of a bang’ rang out.

			‘Metro 0812, do you require an explosives dog there?’ he asked.

			‘Yes, we do.’

			With lights and sirens, it would take minutes.

			Already at King’s Cross, Bob Mills, 52, joined the throngs on the streets. A producer on Sky TV’s Sunday political show, he was based at Millbank in Westminster. By his estimation, that was four miles from where he’d just been kicked off the tube – way too far to walk. But, for now, that was the only option. At Euston station, Bob turned left along Upper Woburn Place towards Russell Square. As he strode along, a bus slowly overtook him, heading to a stop outside BMA House. In his head he began the algorithm – would it be quicker, would it be slower? Decision made, he increased his walking pace.

			At 09:46 Hasib Hussain reached down into his rucksack and connected the circuit. The filament of the smashed lightbulb glowed warm against the hexamine camping-stove tablet. This, in turn, started to heat the hexamethylene triperoxide diamine (HMTD), the explosive compound of the detonator.

			Meanwhile, Glen Hesketh and his dog Chester arrived at the chaos of King’s Cross. Amid the melee of people on the station forecourt, Hesketh witnessed a haphazard evacuation. Parking up, he set off on foot for answers. The crowd parted, as it often did for Hesketh. A big, broad-shouldered man, six feet four with a shock of red hair, he’s a Scouser with a jaundiced eye for police rules and its higher ranks, his character making him a forceful presence. His three young daughters, it should be said, saw him as a big softie.

			In the middle of the hubbub he recognised a police inspector with whom he’d previously worked.

			‘What’s going on?’ asked Hesketh.

			‘I’m fucked if I know, mate. I think there’s an evacuation happening.’ The inspector was suddenly distracted by something on his personal radio. ‘There’s been an explosion in Tavistock Square,’ he said.

			Hesketh calculated this to be only half a mile away, so he wheeled round and headed back to the van. ‘Had I known what I was heading to,’ he says, ‘my decision wouldn’t have been any different. But, in hindsight, it was a decision that changed my life.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 09:46

			Tavistock Square, London WC1

			Schoolgirl Suzanne Flowerday cut a diminutive figure amid the hordes forced to take to the streets and march to work. As Tavistock Square appeared to her right, she caught the eye of a woman walking in the same direction.

			‘I’m trying to get to Soho. I don’t really know what direction I’m going in.’

			‘You’re on the right track,’ the woman smiled.

			Suzanne kept an eye out for a bus to speed up her journey. A few feet to her right, a number 30 very slowly groaned past her towards a bus stop ahead. Perhaps she’d hop on and ask the driver if it was going to Soho. But then suddenly the world changed.

			‘I saw a big red thing flying at me, and I turned my head to see what was coming. I thought it was some sort of red steel beam from a construction site, like a crane, coming my way. It just didn’t compute in my mind that it was a bus.’

			Because light travels faster than heat and sound, Suzanne saw the roof being blown off the number 30 bus before she heard and felt the explosion. That came very soon after. A deafening, ground-shaking boom and a red-hot force that skittled people off their feet and blew them away. Just in time, Suzanne managed to grab hold of some railings outside the BMA and clung on for dear life. And then, she ran.

			‘There were hordes of people either running with me or who’d fallen over. I could see people getting trampled. It was just a survival-of-the-fittest moment, the need to get away from this.’

			A doorman scurried out of BMA House and ushered people inside. Suzanne ran into the reception area, only to be re-directed into the corridor, away from the windows. ‘They were really concerned that the windows could smash from another explosion. They weren’t sure what was happening.’ A lady opposite Suzanne pointed out that she had blood on her. ‘There was blood on my white handbag. But I had no cuts. It was obviously not my blood.’

			Bob Mills, the producer of Sky’s Sunday political show, was less than 100 metres behind Suzanne. He had intended to board the number 30 bus, but at the last second he’d decided it was too full. As it slowly inched ahead of him towards the BMA building, he heard the long and low boom.

			‘There was a lot of smoke, the back of the bus splayed out. People ran towards me. Some trotting, some sprinting. One man had blood all the way round the inside of his eyes. He was just staring. You just take that in, and you comprehend it in a flash: Oh my God, that was a bomb. On the top of a bus. There’s injuries, serious injuries, there’s dead.’

			Bob’s immediate reaction was to tell his bosses at Sky News. This bombing of a bus would change the narrative. ‘It looked and felt like a terrorist attack. I needed to find a landline [phone].’ Londoners should be told that they were under attack.

			Big Glen Hesketh screeched up to the scene in his van. Jumping out, he saw the roof of the bus blown off and the sides blown out. There was the smell of burning flesh and leaking hydraulic fluid. As he got closer he could see bodies hanging out of the bus. To his right, a body had landed on a car. To his left, a torso on the pavement. No arms, no legs, no head, just a trunk of a body lying next to the bus.

			‘There’s just that moment, it’s two seconds, and then there’s the realisation: this isn’t a crash. This is a bomb. The screaming! God almighty, the screaming. It was like sensory overload because there was that much going on. For the first couple of seconds, slightly lost. Who’s screaming? Who needs me? Where do you start?’ He ran to the back of the van, took Chester out and the two of them raced towards the bus. A police inspector saw them coming. ‘Thank God,’ he said. ‘I think we’ve just found a possible secondary device on the bus.’

			Inside the BMA, Suzanne sat on the corridor floor in frozen shock, her knees tucked protectively up to her chest. ‘There was a lot of commotion, lots of screaming, lots of crying, this raft of people coming in, some injured, some without shoes. I couldn’t work out why so many of them weren’t wearing shoes.’

			Her hands shaking, Suzanne managed to get her phone out to call her mum, but this time there was no signal. Suddenly, a policewoman ran into the building screaming at the top of her voice, ‘Get out! Get out! You need to get out. Come out of the building. Turn left and run.’

			‘I was terrified,’ recalls Suzanne. ‘What if I step outside and it goes off again?’ But she ran out of the building and, for the first time, took in the bombed-out bus. ‘It was like nothing I’ve ever seen in my life: blood everywhere, flesh, a bus that’s just completely mangled. People running to the scene with stretchers to try and help. I just ran.’

			Peering through the windows of the bus, an inspector gestured to Hesketh what he feared to be the secondary device – a cardboard box sitting in the luggage rack opposite the driver’s cab. Secondary devices are the most twisted tactic in the terrorist armoury, designed to go off some time after the first bomb, to kill and maim those who’ve rushed to the scene to help. Looking inside this bus, Hesketh could see that the real horrors lurked further back. The floor of the upper deck had folded down, crushing the people sitting below.

			‘People were still in the bus, some of them screaming,’ says Hesketh. ‘There was a casualty lolling backwards and forwards.’ He assumed people weren’t charging in to rescue those still alive because of this suspected secondary device. He also knew that, under the rules, the only person who could declare the scene safe was an ammunition technical officer (ATO). He felt conflicted.

			‘An ATO could be an hour away. We’ve got casualties in there who’ve got minutes, maybe seconds to live. So, a decision had to be made. It wasn’t a time for protocol and health and safety regulation. And fuck ’em anyway, these people needed help right now.’

			Sky producer Bob Mills remained intent on letting the world know that a packed double-decker bus had just been blown up in the heart of London. He spotted a hotel to his left, walked in and demanded a landline. The only number he knew was for the main reception at Sky News head office. As Bob requested, the receptionist put him through to the on-air studio.

			The producer who answered was sceptical but allowed him on air with presenter Steve Bell. With helicopter footage of the emergency operation outside Aldgate tube station and shots of the surrounding area on screen, Bell asked Bob ‘to talk us through what you’ve seen’. Bob told Bell that he’d been evacuated from King’s Cross and then walked down the road towards Russell Square. He proceeded to describe ‘a huge explosion on the street up in front of me and all I could see was the top of a bus completely destroyed’. After he gave Bell further details, Bell said: ‘Bob, because we’ve been told by London Transport that there have just been power outages, we need to be absolutely clear about what you’re saying. Take us through again, exactly what happened and the timings of that.’

			‘This was about ten minutes ago. I was walking up the street, heard a loud explosion, and the next thing I saw was people running towards me saying a bomb has gone off in a bus, or at least a bus, the top of a bus, has exploded. I can tell you no more than that. And yes, you’re right, it is unconfirmed that it’s a bomb. But I can’t see at this moment from a vehicle in the street how a power surge could effect it, as you describe.’

			According to Chris Webb, head of news at New Scotland Yard, Bob’s impromptu report from the scene was how the prime minister, the government and the Metropolitan Police learned of the bus bombing that morning.

			It changed everything.

			09:55

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Thanks to Bob Mills, politicians, police and the emergency services suddenly had a very clear picture of what was happening in London. There had been no electrical power surge; rather London had fallen victim to ‘the unthinkable’ – a co-ordinated terror attack against the transport system that might well not yet be over.

			Inside New Scotland Yard, the bus bombing galvanised the organisation. Sir Ian Blair, writing a speech in his eighth-floor office, was interrupted. In the control room of the Anti-Terrorist Branch the phones began to ring relentlessly, and senior officers were immediately delegated specific roles for the investigation.

			‘This detonation on a bus just totally changed the feel of what was going on,’ says Andy Hayman, in charge of counter-terrorism. ‘You press the terrorist attack button long and hard. You direct all the resources that you’ve got to detect who did this, but keeping people safe is more important.’

			In the building, the symbolic power and meaning of the destruction of one of London’s most iconic symbols – a red Routemaster double-decker bus – was well understood. Capsized, roofless and full of dead bodies, a photo of the destroyed bus, its red panels hanging limply all around, was taken not long after the explosion from the south-east corner of Tavistock Square and would be shown around the TV networks of the world within minutes.

			Then there was the 58-minute gap between the three tube attacks and the bus. This disturbed Hayman. Did it presage further attacks? ‘Was the bus attack just to keep the pressure on us? Is there another wave to come?’

			With characteristic prudence, Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch, had already marshalled his senior officers. Forensic teams were being assembled, detectives sent to hospitals treating the wounded, contact made with specialists in areas like CCTV and victim identification. ‘We mustn’t get in the way of the rescue efforts, clearly,’ said Clarke, ‘but as soon as we can do so, we need to get access to those crime scenes to actually, in simple terms, find out what’s happened, what are we dealing with?’

			Eliza Manningham-Buller, MI5’s Director General, was in her office at Thames House when she learned about the bus bomb. She didn’t have to direct her agents. They knew exactly what they needed to do – trawl back through records to see what, if anything, could illuminate this horror. ‘They’re asking our human sources if they heard anything about it,’ she said. ‘It’s important that rapidly we get to the police any intelligence to help them to do their job.’

			The challenge was that there had been no intelligence and no forewarning. There was equally no knowledge of whether there might yet be more attacks.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 09:55

			Tavistock Square, London WC1

			Having decided to flout regulations and forgo the wait for an ammunition technical officer to arrive, dog handler Glen Hesketh walked up to the door of the bus with his dog Chester, pulled it open, turned right to the luggage rack, faced the suspicious box and swallowed hard. It was marked as a microwave oven. Hesketh lifted Chester up to sniff the box and any potential explosive inside. He showed no interest.

			But Hesketh knew this could be a new variety of homemade explosive that dogs hadn’t yet been trained to detect, so he needed to check inside the box. Using a standard-issue Gerber knife, he gently split the packaging open. It looked like a bog-standard silver microwave oven. Gingerly, he pulled open the door. Nothing.

			Hesketh stepped off the bus and shouted: ‘Clear!’ He expected a surge of first responders to start rescuing the screaming and dying on board, but nobody came. He shouted again: ‘The scene is clear. It’s safe.’ Again, no one rushed forward.

			Instead of waiting, Hesketh tied Chester to a lamppost, then climbed up onto the wheel arch of the bus and into the wreckage. Immediately to his right was a lady hanging out the side of the bus. Catastrophic head injuries. Dead. Inside the bus was a body hanging between the top and the bottom deck, his lifeless eyes staring ahead. Hesketh didn’t rush over to him. ‘You have to zone it out because there’s people who are still alive. And if you don’t zone it out, you’ll not function.’

			In front of him, a lady was moving slightly but had catastrophic injuries. Further along, a man still lolled backwards and forwards in his seat, his legs sliced open with metal. Hesketh realised he couldn’t deal with this alone. Two firefighters arrived at the scene. He shouted down: ‘Fellas, I can’t guarantee your safety, but I need help. And I need it now.’ The firemen didn’t hesitate, scrambling right up into the wreckage. Hesketh will never forget their names – firefighters Hume and Ford. ‘They knew the risks,’ he says. ‘I’d shouted that it was clear, but they know I can’t know that for certain.’

			Hesketh led them to the woman he’d seen moving, who by now had lost consciousness. They needed to pull away the twisted metal that trapped her. Above her and nearby were corpses hanging from the top to the bottom deck, people who’d been killed in the blast. ‘We’re struggling between the corpses hanging down,’ he recalls, ‘trying to get this lady out.’ Eventually she was freed.

			Perhaps London’s single stroke of good fortune that morning was that the number 30 bus had exploded outside the British Medical Association HQ. Medics ran out to help, and they now waited on the pavement with makeshift stretchers for Hesketh and the firemen to lower the woman down.

			Hesketh went next to the man who’d been lolling back and forth in his seat. As they pulled the twisted wreckage away, Hesketh noticed one leg had gone and the other was badly injured. ‘We had to get him out or he was going to die.’ As they lifted him off the bus, Hesketh held the man’s trouser belt, the firefighters an arm each. That left his damaged leg dangling. ‘There was just bits of sinew and skin holding it and it was turning to the side. There’s a real fear it’s just going to fall off. I tried to hold it. There was black, congealed blood. You always imagine a bleed from an explosion is blood spurting everywhere. It isn’t. It’s big lumps of congealed blood.’ They lifted him down onto a stretcher below.

			Hesketh now checked all other passengers on board for signs of life. The top deck had clearly landed on an East Asian man seated below. He looked dead but Hesketh could hear gurgling, so once again they started ripping wreckage away. Hands bleeding, Hesketh led the two firemen in lifting the man – still in the seated position – out to the waiting medics.

			‘It went through my head, if these people are going to die,’ Hesketh remembers, ‘then at least they won’t be alone. They’ll be somebody with them.’

			By now, all the possible survivors had been removed from the bombed bus. This was not the case below ground. Despite the fact that the tube bombings took place almost an hour before the bus blast, Martine Wright, Thelma Stober, Danny Biddle and many others were still awaiting rescue.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005

			Cabinet Office, London SW1

			What is it that our politicians do when there’s a national emergency? The short answer is COBRA. Standing for Cabinet Office Briefing Room A, it refers to a group of conference spaces located inside the Cabinet Office in Whitehall, directly behind Number 10 Downing Street.

			All corridors of power end here. COBRA is the government’s emergencies committee that sits in the event of any national crisis. Usually chaired by the prime minister, COBRA is made up of the related government ministers, civil servants with advanced training in crisis management, and officials from key agencies like the military, intelligence and police. Recent examples of COBRA meetings include the Covid-19 pandemic, the 7 October 2023 attacks in Israel and the Southport stabbings the following year. The role of COBRA is for all parties relevant to a crisis to share the most recent information and intelligence, to agree strategies to counter the threat, to clear funding for these strategies and to prepare for worst-case scenarios.

			The place where these meetings occur adds to the sense of gravitas. Below ground, with no natural light, a massive, imposing oval table sits beneath an oppressively low ceiling with dim lighting. At one end, a bank of screens stretches the breadth of the room, offering conference-call facilities and displaying the latest rolling news. The blue hue of these massive screens adds a certain Doomsday emergency shade to the entire space. Off the main meeting area, small rooms accommodate teams supporting each COBRA attendee, feverishly communicating the latest information to their standard-bearers.

			On 7 July Home Secretary Charles Clarke called the first COBRA meeting for 10 a.m., with representatives from the police, MI5, MI6, GCHQ and the military, as well as civil servants and cabinet ministers from relevant departments such as transport and defence. The home secretary would chair in the absence of the prime minister, who would be briefed in Gleneagles by Clarke while considering his own next move.

			Tony Blair knew that COBRA would mobilise the government and ensure police and security forces were on top of their briefs. What troubled him most was the threat of follow-up attacks. ‘You need to prepare for what might be next,’ says Blair, ‘because at this point we don’t know what else is out there. We were, of course, very fearful there might be more attacks. And because of 9/11 and the attacks using planes, you didn’t know whether there might be an attack at an airport or using a plane.’ Blair and Clarke ensured that British airports were put on high alert, with the Royal Air Force on standby. If a plane lost radio contact with control for a protracted period, the airport would immediately alert the RAF and the prime minister.

			Meanwhile, the COBRA meeting began, its primary role being to coordinate the agencies charged with protecting us. Andy Hayman found himself volunteered by Sir Ian Blair to represent the police. He wasn’t happy: ‘This is the last place I want to be. I’ve got no information. It’s too soon to be able to actually give any clarity.’ All Hayman could say was that he had officers at the scenes trying to work out what happened. However, with rescues ongoing at all three Underground sites, this might take some time.

			Sitting next to Hayman at the oval table was MI5’s Eliza Manningham-Buller. ‘It was sombre, concerned, thinking about how best we could respond to this,’ she says. ‘Our job was to contribute what, if anything, we knew. And in the early hours that was virtually nothing.’

			All the police and agencies could confirm was that the bombings bore the hallmarks of an al-Qaeda attack, which did little to reassure anyone. ‘You can’t help but start to think,’ says Hayman, ‘well, if these bombers weren’t on the radar and weren’t anticipated, what else is not on the radar and not anticipated? That is quite unnerving.’

			But the last thing politicians want is an unnerved, frightened public. Fear and panic can lead to unrest and even civil disorder. ‘The most important message that we wanted to convey,’ recalls Charles Clarke, ‘was that the forces of the state were in control … that we did have the situation under control, so that people could be confident to go ahead with their lives. We saw that as the single most important message.’

			As the meeting wound up, the home secretary agreed to speak to the prime minister by secure phone, then go to Downing Street to issue a statement to the media. Shortly after, he confirmed that there had been ‘dreadful incidents’ causing ‘terrible injuries’ and that London’s public transport had been suspended. He advised the public in London not to make unnecessary journeys and said that the prime minister was being kept informed.

			‘They wanted to leave the prime minister in the wings until everything is known and understood,’ says Hayman, ‘because then he can be a voice of authority.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – before 10:25

			Circle Line train 204, Aldgate, London EC3

			Down on the dark, cold tracks, Tony Silvestro felt he was losing the struggle to keep Thelma awake. Worryingly, she’d stopped asking, ‘When are they coming?’ and he’d stopped telling her, ‘Help will be here soon.’ He didn’t want Thelma to die with his empty promises ringing in her head. Increasingly, he found himself looking beyond the black rails towards the bend in the tunnel where the lights from the station seeped in, willing the green uniforms of paramedics to appear. He’d hear a commotion that way and squint into the gloom, only to see the orange bibs of Underground staff who’d already done all they could. Where the hell were the firefighters and paramedics?

			He shone the torch into Thelma’s eyes and gently shook her face yet again, begging her not to go to sleep. As he studied her closed eyes, he sensed a thin white shaft of light flitting across her face. He looked up to see the beams of four flashlights bobbing in unison, coming closer, scoring out all detail behind them. The shafts of white danced against the tunnel walls and the mangled side of the train. Silvestro strained his eyes. Finally, a glint of their uniforms. Dark red! They were firefighters.

			‘Over here?’ shouted Silvestro. ‘They’re coming now, Thelma,’ he told her, struggling to hold it together.

			Thelma opened her eyes until she saw the uniforms, then closed them again. ‘Thank you, Jesus,’ she mumbled.

			Inside carriage 2, off-duty police officer Liz Kenworthy found the growing quiet eerie and unbearable. For what felt like way too long, just she and an off-duty explosives officer called Neal had been tending to casualties. ‘I was checking my watch over and over,’ Kenworthy recalls, as she’d expected paramedics and firefighters to have arrived half an hour ago.

			Finally, firefighters clambered into the far end of the carriage and it was suddenly all go, a new dynamic. They swiftly set about checking on everyone inside, the carriage becoming reassuringly noisy once again.

			‘I’m getting off now,’ said the young good Samaritan who’d brought Kenworthy the wide choice of tourniquets. ‘I’m leaving your rucksack and your badge here. Good luck.’

			A firefighter walked up to Kenworthy. ‘Shall I put you out of the window?’ he asked, assuming she was injured.

			‘No, I can walk off the train, thanks,’ said Kenworthy. ‘But please look after these people. They’re alive and you need to keep them that way.’ She knew she could do no more. The professionals were here. ‘In a strange way, I felt really sorry to be leaving the scene. I’d bonded with Andy and Martine, and I was just desperate for them to survive.’

			On the tracks the firefighters gently lifted Thelma onto a stretcher while Silvestro fluttered about anxiously, like a father in a birthing suite. He marvelled at the ease with which the burly group hoisted the stretcher up onto their shoulders and marched along the unsteady stones between the rails. Silvestro remained at the head end, providing a running commentary to Thelma, who now seemed wide awake.

			‘Coming outside, it hurt my eyes,’ she says. ‘It was a beautiful blue-sky day. My eyes were closed but I could feel the light strongly. I had flashbacks of the lights during the explosion, and I felt again as if I was being lifted into the air. But breathing fresh air again felt amazing. It was the journey to life.’

			Silvestro looked around; there were blue lights and police everywhere.

			‘What the fuck has happened here?’ he asked no one in particular.

			They slid Thelma’s stretcher through the back doors of an ambulance, someone slammed them shut and she was gone. Silvestro suddenly felt overwhelmed. ‘I look back on it, nothing else is real. The others were just casualties and bodies and people in the carriage. But Thelma is real. She’s got a name, and it became personal.’

			Silvestro ripped off his filthy orange bib and threw it into a corner, along with the torch.

			‘Oi, Tony?’ came a shout.

			Silvestro turned around to see Neal, the plainclothes cop he’d met by the train.

			‘Come on, mate,’ said Neal, putting a hand on his shoulder, ‘let’s go for a cup of tea.’ Covered in dried blood and soot, the pair repaired to a greasy spoon cafe around the back of Aldgate station. In that quintessentially English ritual for dealing with a mental health crisis, they sat over two steaming mugs of tea in almost total silence, digesting the sheer madness of the previous hundred minutes.

			Back down the silent tunnel, inside carriage 2 of train 204, one living casualty remained. She sat ensnared in metal, surrounded by eight dead bodies and 88 body parts later retrieved from the scene. Martine Wright couldn’t understand why everyone else had been removed except her. To this day she can clearly remember the moment when the paramedic arrived, grabbed her arm and injected a sedative. And that’s the last thing she remembers until waking up many, many days later.

			But there’s another telling of this story. Ricky the fireman remembers Martine screaming in pain as an angle-grinder cut through the metal and a hydraulic spreader levered the shards apart. As she writhed, she dug her nails hard into his hand, gouging out a small but deep scar. When Martine learned of the disparity between Ricky’s and her own recollection of events, she realised that she must have been conscious throughout the entire process. ‘I’d seen those images, I’d felt those emotions, but obviously my brain just went, You can’t take any more of this. And it switched off.’ There had been no paramedic or injected sedative. She’d created a fiction to cope with the unbearable pain and stress.

			Martine Wright emerged from Aldgate station at 10:25, one hour and 36 minutes after the explosion. Half a mile away, in an ambulance speeding to hospital, Thelma was on full alert. The first thing she’d heard was the driver asking the paramedic the way to the hospital. The paramedic tried to reassure her: ‘There’s been a massive incident and they’ve had to bring in people from all over the country. This driver’s from out of London so doesn’t know his way.’ The words ‘massive incident’ made Thelma cringe. ‘I thought me texting had caused this massive incident. So, I didn’t pursue the conversation.’

			As the paramedics wheeled her into the Royal London Hospital in Whitechapel, nurses descended, asking questions. They got no answers, just a list of demands from Thelma.

			‘It’s very important that you get hold of my husband to pick up Lewis,’ Thelma told them. ‘I don’t want Lewis to be distressed by me not being there.’ She wasn’t finished. ‘You need to call the office of Ken Livingstone and tell him I won’t be coming in to work because I’ve had an accident. And make sure they tell the chief executive …’

			‘Hang on there,’ said a nurse. ‘Our primary objective is to save your life.’

			‘Yes, but you need to do all of this first,’ Thelma insisted. ‘You need to take down these numbers,’ she added.

			The nurses realised she wasn’t taking no for an answer. Thelma recited the numbers, checked that they’d been written down properly and promptly fell asleep. She didn’t wake up again for eight days, by which time her life had utterly changed.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 10:30

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			In accordance with the protocol laid out in the Strategic Emergency Plan of the London Resilience Partnership, 40 people attached to the Gold Coordinating Committee sat around a conference-room table. One notable absentee was a representative from London Underground, who later claimed they were unaware that the meeting was taking place.

			It was with a sombre, quiet formality – at odds with the chaos clearly audible outside – that the group agreed a strategy statement. Typed up, photocopied and handed out to all 40 members, these priorities may seem obvious. However, getting them down on paper brought them into sharp focus.

			‘First, save lives and treat casualties; second, start the criminal investigation; third, reassure the wider community; fourth, get London back to normal.’

			Before 10:36

			Circle Line train 216, Edgware Road, London NW1

			Inside the second carriage of the train the mood was growing impatient. There were 24 critically or seriously injured people at the scene, all waiting for life-saving professional intervention. Those dealing with the casualties had administered all the first aid they knew. Passengers like Bill Mann were now spent. There was little more they could do other than talk constantly to the injured to keep them awake, safe from the clutches of death.

			They’d been in here for well over 30 minutes. If this had been a car accident, the wounded would have been on their way to hospital by now. But no road led to this scene. In the immediate aftermath of the explosion, they’d watched people die. No amount of medical care at hand could have saved any of those people. But, by now, passengers like Bill were beginning to realise that the injured people on this train could also die, just through lack of medical care.

			For Bill, no words can ever capture the wave of raw emotion he felt when the first paramedics stepped into the carriage, as no longer did he face the unbearable prospect of watching the lingering and agonising deaths of people who could be saved. The green uniforms walked in with their emergency bags looking focused, determined. The movement of their eyes betrayed their first task: counting and triaging, assessing casualties and risks.

			‘We’ve got five fatalities and five severely injured,’ declared the lead paramedic.

			The plainness of this statement confused and shocked Bill. In the dim emergency lighting he’d seen only two bodies. What on earth had caused an explosion that killed five and might yet claim more lives? An act of terrorism had never even entered his head.

			Now the medics were here, Bill felt free to leave. He walked out of the bombed carriage into the unaffected one ahead, from hell to humdrum normality in three short steps. The routine lighting dazzled his eyes, the air tasted almost sweet. Why had nothing happened to this carriage? None of it made any sense. And then, his legs went. ‘It’s as if someone had just taken out all the bones,’ he says. ‘I had to grab the handrails to hold myself up through to the end of the carriage where, eventually, I managed to find my feet again. I knew it was shock.’

			Below on the tracks, former soldier Adrian Heili had held another man’s life between his thumb and forefinger for several long minutes. While Heili clasped shut his femoral artery, Danny readied himself to die.

			‘People say that life flashes before your eyes,’ says Danny. ‘It does, but not in the way you expect. You don’t think about all the things that you’ve done, you think about the things that you’re not going to do. Not getting married, not having kids, not finishing my degree – all those things. And then you’re thinking of ways of trying to say goodbye to the people that you love and just hoping that, in some weird or wonderful way, they get some kind of message that you are sorry for the things you’d done and they knew that you loved them.’

			The paramedic who took over from Heili pumped painkiller shots directly into Danny’s arm, then set up a drip. With the help of some firefighters, they got Big D onto a stretcher and up onto the platform. The final survivor from the Edgware Road scene was removed at 10:36 – one hour and 45 minutes after the explosion.

			With no power, the lifts at Edgware Road were out. The only way to get a casualty like Danny out – all six feet five and 16 stones of him – was to stretcher him up 125 concrete spiral emergency steps.

			10:02

			Piccadilly Line train 311, Russell Square, London WC1

			Ambulance crew manager Aaron Roche was first to reach the blacked-out front carriage 346a of train 311 and climb inside. His torch’s white beam found everything covered in a thick grey dust. Visually deciphering the horrors beneath took some time. It was a couple of minutes after 10 a.m., more than an hour after the explosion.

			The bodies appeared to be in two heaps, with arms and legs lying at impossible angles. A legless torso. A severed head. Anatomical spaghetti. It was impossible to tell which limbs belonged to which body and work out how many lay dead here, but it was at least 20.

			Then, twinkling through the slowly shifting veils of dust, a pair of blinking eyes, diamonds amid the grey cloths of death. They belonged to an elderly lady sitting bolt upright, hemmed in by corpses on each side.

			‘Help me,’ she mouthed.

			From below, a faint moan. It came from the bottom of a mound of body parts. Roche knew that dead bodies could do that, air and liquid adjusting to the slow collapse of muscle and organs. But now, deep beneath the heap, he detected twitching. Not the fleeting twitches of corpses deflating, but the prolonged, defiant shiver of a flame refusing to go out.

			Roche called out to his four colleagues, feeling like his voice somehow vandalised the respectful silence. ‘There’s people alive under there,’ he protested, indignant not at them but at his earlier assumption that everyone in the carriage was dead. They dismantled the mortal knot. And then, another sound, a whisper from within; the soft Geordie accent of a man lying alive in a mass grave – ‘Oh, thank God,’ he said.

			In all, Roche’s crew dragged six survivors from that scorching grey metal carriage. The elderly lady with the twinkling eyes had suffered no more than a twisted ankle. The last person they excavated – buried alive by corpses, scarred and missing a lower left limb – had resigned himself to a slow, lonely death. Garri was 37 and from Streatham in south London.

			Confident they’d discovered the last of the living, Roche left. He needed to alert his bosses to the sheer scale of death down here. Jogging back up the track, he heard the moaning of a woman trapped under the train. ‘She was screaming for help,’ he says. ‘She must have seen my legs as I ran past.’

			Roche faltered. Should he go to her? Then he remembered the mantra about emergencies – you had to let everyone know what was going on. ‘I never followed up what happened to her. I can’t bear to think she didn’t make it. I still feel guilty.’

			Shortly after the removal of Garri, carriage 346a became another of the crime scenes in the biggest criminal investigation in British history. A co-ordinated structure was becoming discernible from the chaos. Now the Trojan acts of personal initiative and courage were being replaced with the dry, clerical heft of institutional process and chains of command. Although less than two hours after the explosions, the shards of order were emerging from the chaos.

			The police and security services now had to find the people who did this.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 10:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Waiting for a plumber at home in Surrey was the man operationally in charge of investigations – urbane cricket fan Peter Clarke, head of the Metropolitan Police’s Anti-Terrorist Branch.

			His first indication that something was going wrong in London that morning had been a call from a family member evacuated from King’s Cross tube station after reports of smoke. Immediately fearing that this was a terrorist attack, Clarke arranged for a car to whisk him to New Scotland Yard. On the way in, the driver turned around and said he’d just heard on the radio that a bus had been blown up on Tavistock Square.

			Wearing his customary pinstripe suit, Clarke arrived at the Yard and headed directly to the 16th floor to lead the biggest investigation the police had ever undertaken, already codenamed Operation Theseus. The incident room would occupy the entire counter-terrorism space inside New Scotland Yard – the 15th and 16th floors. Usually, an investigation is run by one senior investigating officer (SIO), but the scale and magnitude of these bombings meant there would be multiple SIOs, each specialising in a different field.

			Veteran Jim Dickie was put in charge of identifying the dead; amiable Scot Doug McKenna was tasked with overseeing the removal of bodies from each of the scenes; Ewan Kindness and Dean Lawrence were drafted in to run CCTV; Keith Pearce was assembling forensic teams to attend the scenes; and in charge of the manhunt for the bombers was Jon Boutcher.

			Desks and computers needed to be found and furniture squeezed into offices. Officers who had nothing to do with terrorism – from traffic to child protection – were now drafted into Operation Theseus. This all-hands-on-deck approach meant new recruits were immediately assigned tasks. A day earlier, a man called Simon had been interviewed for the role of forensic scene examiner; this morning, he learned he’d be part of the team heading to Tavistock Square, the scene of the bus bombing. Simon stills works in the field of counter-terrorism, which is why he’s asked for his surname not to be disclosed.

			There was a palpable urgency in the air at the Yard, the greatest single fear being that the bombers were still out there, planning to strike again. It was especially worrying that these blasts were almost a mirror of the al-Qaeda bombings in Madrid 16 months earlier, which had killed 193 people. In those attacks, ten devices had been set off remotely on four commuter trains, with the bombers remaining alive to build and detonate more bombs. Quite why the London bombers opted for three trains and then, almost an hour later, a bus, remained a mystery.

			Manhunt specialist Jon Boutcher had other compelling reasons for thinking the bombers were on the loose. Not only had there never been a suicide bombing in western Europe, but the foiled Crevice and Rhyme plots of 2004 had centred on bombs being planted in busy public places by terrorists who then planned to flee.

			The police’s two priorities were to identify, trace and arrest these bombers – before anything else happened – and to be out there on the streets, guarding against further attacks. Orders were dispatched and all police leave cancelled. Armed officers flooded London and other parts of Britain, patrolling at train and tube stations, airports and ports, with rings of steel enforced around Buckingham Palace, the Houses of Parliament, Downing Street, MI5 and New Scotland Yard. Police forces around the country were asked for spare resources, particularly firearm officers, the first time in its history that the Met had sought such help.

			While the police’s strategy was in some ways precisely engineered, they also deployed the widest possible range of resources to catch the bombers if they remained on the move. Every number plate recognition (ANPR) vehicle was sent out to collect data in the hunt for known al-Qaeda sympathisers, and ports, airports and Interpol were put on alert. Checkpoints with armed officers and mobile response vehicles were established at key junctions, and search teams scoured lock-ups, storage facilities and private car parks. ‘If there were terrorists still out there,’ says Hayman, ‘we wanted them to see that we were armed and ready to take them on. We wanted to intimidate them – I’d never felt more determined.’

			Perhaps most significantly, MI5 and Special Branch – the intelligence wing of the Met’s Anti-Terrorist Branch – were searching their sources for information. It was already obvious that the intelligence services had no pre-warning about who would have launched these attacks, nor how or where they’d do it. This ignorance made them all the more fearful of what might come in the future. In the absence of intelligence, they launched covert surveillance operations against known al-Qaeda sympathisers and supporters.

			In terms of identifying the bombers, police had nothing – no idea who delivered the bombs to the scenes, no idea of what sort of devices they were or how they’d been set off, remotely, by a timer or by suicide bombers. Senior police officers agreed on three key lines of enquiry: forensics at the bomb scenes, CCTV and eyewitnesses.

			At the bomb scenes, they pinned their hopes on forensic officers establishing the type of explosive used and the method of detonation. All traces of the bombers were sought. Stored within the corporate memory of the Met’s Anti-Terrorist Branch was how they’d identified and caught Patrick Magee, the man who’d tried to kill Margaret Thatcher in the Brighton bombing of 1984 – a partial palm print he’d left on the corner of a hotel registration card.

			The first task of CCTV teams would be to identify cameras that were most likely to have captured images of the bombers either before, during or after the explosions. They were reliant on forensics at the bombing locations and eyewitnesses for clues as to who or what they might be looking for. Helpful leads would include descriptions of clothing, what the terrorists had used for carrying the bombs, and where the devices had been placed within the train carriages and the bus.

			Officers at London hospitals where the injured were being treated collected the clothes worn by casualties and sent them off for forensic examination. Any foreign objects removed from wounds were also forwarded to the lab. Finding a component part of the bomb, for example, could prove key to the investigation. The most important role of these officers, however, was to work out which of the injured had been closest to the explosions and when they’d be well enough to be interviewed.

			Early on it became apparent that witnesses had, at best, fragmentary memories. As there were hundreds of them, sifting through their ragged recollections would be imprecise and time-consuming. The best hope for a swift, critical breakthrough to identify the bombers lay in either debris from the scenes or CCTV images.

			12:00

			Gleneagles, Scotland

			At noon the prime minister walked into the press room. The sombre black suit he’d chosen to wear that day suddenly seemed premonitory. Speaking before TV cameras, he started calmly:

			It’s reasonably clear that there have been a series of terrorist attacks in London. There are obviously casualties – both people that have died and people seriously injured.

			After offering his thoughts and prayers to the victims and their families, and outlining his plans to go down to London in the next few hours before returning to Scotland in the evening, Blair became more emotional, blinking frequently.

			Each of the countries round that table have some experience of the effects of terrorism and all the leaders … share our complete resolution to defeat this terrorism. It’s particularly barbaric that this has happened on a day when people are meeting to try to help the problems of poverty in Africa … It’s important, however, that those engaged in terrorism realise that our determination to defend our values and our way of life is greater than their determination to cause death and destruction to innocent people in a desire to impose extremism on the world.

			Taking no questions, he stepped down from the dais and quickly left the room. Returning to the plenary session on climate change mitigation, he forced himself to focus on the issues that he dearly wished could have dominated that day. But, as the picture in London became clearer, he and the fellow leaders were forced to return to the press room. At 13:00 – surrounded by leaders of the G8, as well as India, China, Brazil, Mexico, South Africa and the UN Secretary General Kofi Annan – Blair delivered another condemnation.

			Symbolically, he was flanked on one side by President Bush, on the other by President Chirac. The message was clear – Western divisions over the Iraq war would not give terrorists succour. And once again, he spoke of defending ‘our values and our way of life … Whatever they do, it is our determination that they will never succeed in destroying what we hold dear in this country and other civilised nations throughout the world.’

			Reflecting back almost two decades later, Blair says: ‘At a moment like this, even though you feel extraordinarily emotional about it – and I did, of course – you have got to concentrate on the job. And to be in a position where you’re focused enough to be able to take decisions that are going to be difficult, because at that point, it’s not merely that you don’t have all the information about what’s happened, it’s that you’ve got no certainty about what might happen.’

			From the outset Blair had felt he needed to be in London, in the thick of it, and at his noon press conference he’d announced that he was planning to travel down to the capital. But how could he abandon the G8? He’d earlier gathered the other leaders together and explained his quandary. It was impossible for him to chair when waiting for news of further developments, but could he leave? No one, of course, spoke of abandoning the summit, as that would play right into the hands of the terrorists.

			Ultimately, French President Jacques Chirac had swung the argument. ‘You have to go back. The British will expect it.’

			‘What about the summit?’ asked Blair.

			The leaders agreed that Sir Michael Jay, head of the diplomatic service, could chair, so at around 13:30 Blair stepped onto a Chinook military helicopter. Rising vertically, it flew south.

			Meanwhile, other world leaders at Gleneagles had their say. Chirac said, ‘The attacks show contempt for human life’, while Bush echoed the words of his friend Tony Blair: ‘We will not yield to these people. We will not yield to the terrorists. We will find them and bring them to justice.’ But it was perhaps the words of Russian leader Vladimir Putin that resonated most: ‘What happened in London today,’ he said, ‘is a huge crime.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Marcelle Stroud stood out in the Anti-Terrorist Branch, and not only because she was a woman in a predominantly male world. Stroud rode a Harley-Davidson and sang in a number of blues bands, but her less obvious talent was a photographic memory, especially for faces. It’s a rare gift, prized in the world of counter-terrorism policing.

			At the end of June 2005, the Bristolian – known throughout New Scotland Yard as the ‘video lady’ – found herself sitting in a massive empty office on the 15th floor. The Met had a plan for Stroud. After foiling a series of terror plots, detectives had come to realise the enormous influence of ‘hate preachers’ and propaganda material in the radicalising of young Muslims. Stroud’s department wanted her to apply her phenomenal powers of recognition to help identify preachers, propagandists and their potential recruits.

			Her unit would collate videos, audio tapes and online material designed to lure disenfranchised Muslim youth towards the jihad cause, and build an intelligence picture. ‘I was given this huge office,’ she says. ‘It had absolutely no furniture in it, just a small table and a computer. I didn’t even have a telephone! Then it all went a bit mad.’

			10:30

			Walworth, London SE17

			Inspector Dean Lawrence was busy working in the Hate Crimes Unit when, a few hours after the attacks, his phone rang. It was the staff officer for Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch. ‘Dean, get to Scotland Yard now,’ was all he said.

			As lights and sirens helped speed him to Met headquarters, Fulham-born Lawrence felt a tinge of sadness. ‘We’d been attacked before, but never like this. I just hoped it wasn’t the start of “a new normal”.’ Lawrence had a strong inkling as to why Clarke had sent for him. During the Real IRA bombing campaign in London a few years earlier, Lawrence had spearheaded large-scale CCTV recovery. ‘CCTV’s a job that not a lot of people like doing,’ he says. ‘You won’t get many volunteers. It’s painstaking work, very intense. You have to be on point, methodical.’ Lawrence’s character chimed with the role.

			He arrived at New Scotland Yard and headed directly to the 15th floor. A young detective inspector whom he’d never previously met led him through the hectic offices to a map of the London Underground mounted on a wall. The graphic rendering of the four dispersed bombsites made the challenge obvious – the bombers could have entered or exited the tube system at any one of the 272 stations, not to mention the additional 34 on the Docklands Light Railway. Lawrence realised straight away that he’d have to embark on a very large-scale CCTV recovery.

			He quickly pointed out some obvious places that should be prioritised: the Circle Line, where two of the devices had detonated; the Piccadilly Line, on which the Russell Square bomb had exploded; and the route of the number 30 bus. As Lawrence looked at the map, it also became apparent that there might be a pattern. King’s Cross Station was close to all four scenes. More than that, the three tube trains had all passed through it minutes before the explosions. They needed to recover the CCTV from the dozens of cameras dotted around that transport hub.

			‘I like that plan,’ said the young inspector. ‘What do you need?’

			Lawrence immediately requested a mapping team to work out where all the cameras were at each location. He then asked for 150 officers to report to the second-floor conference room first thing the following morning, whom he’d deploy to retrieve the footage. Meanwhile, they needed to put an entire system in place so that those 150 officers would know exactly what was expected of them, and the place for it was Marcelle Stroud’s large, empty office.

			‘We had to grab any furniture that we could,’ says Stroud, ‘but it was all leftover stuff from the seventies so it looked like something out of The Sweeney. We were trying to find telephones, and screens to play VHS, the format of the day. It was mad.’

			Within hours, detectives sent to the frontline for an initial ‘trawl’ of potentially critical CCTV reported obstacles. Lawrence had assumed there would be footage on each of the bombed tube carriages. But that was not the case. ‘I was amazed and disappointed,’ he recalls.

			Perhaps they’d have more success finding CCTV footage of the bomber on the number 30 bus. The bus ran between Marble Arch in the city centre and Hackney Wick in the East End. Early on, the shell-shocked bus driver told detectives that, before setting off from Marble Arch, he’d checked the bus for passengers and belongings and found it to be empty. Lawrence concluded that the bomber had boarded the bus somewhere between Marble Arch and Tavistock Square, a distance of just over two miles. They’d need to examine CCTV all along that route for visual evidence of the suspect getting on or off the bus.

			Luckily, there were also cameras mounted inside and outside the bus itself, so Stroud phoned the bus company and was put through to a woman called Barbara, who was responsible for the video recorders. Barbara explained that the VHS tape that recorded all CCTV feeds on the bus was situated in a compartment behind the driver’s seat. The trouble was that it was tricky to extract and the precise knack required couldn’t be taught over the phone, so she volunteered to go to the scene and retrieve the tape for Stroud.

			The early disappointments had strengthened the resolve of the CCTV team to find the critical information. They needed the video from that number 30 bus, yet Stroud’s gut reaction was, ‘I can’t take a woman to a bomb scene that’s still covered in blood and bodies.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 10:30

			Central London

			Forensic investigator Steve Keogh squeezed the car through another hair-raising gap, drawing on all his advanced driving skills to get to Edgware Road as quickly as possible. Even with lights and sirens, progress was painful. London was in complete gridlock. ‘The adrenaline is intense,’ he says, ‘knowing what you’re going into and just really wanting to get on with the job.’

			Keogh and his colleagues in the Anti-Terrorist Branch had spent the morning watching events unfold on TV, first in disbelief, then with a growing sense of helpless frustration. London means a lot to Keogh. He was born and raised there, and policed it for 30 years. ‘We were all desperate to do something, to get on with identifying the people who did this.’

			Keogh finally arrived at the cordon around Edgware Road station, expecting chaos. But as he walked into the station foyer, the only evidence of the event were blood splatters and used medical kits spread across the floor. ‘It was really, really quiet,’ he recalls. ‘It was quite spooky, knowing what had gone on in this now silent, sterile station.’

			Keogh and his fellow forensic investigators asked to be led to the scene of the blasts, only to be told that this was forbidden. The priority of the police is preservation of life, and that includes their own employees. The dangers at the scene were manifold. Not all of the explosive from the initial attack might have gone off, and secondary devices could have been left at the scenes, targeting investigators. In the wake of the Madrid attacks, officers found two unexploded bombs in bags that could have gone off at any time. A third device had been missed completely, ending up in a storeroom with other luggage removed from one of the bombed trains. As a consequence, the first investigator to any post-bomb scene is an explosives officer, or ‘expo’, as they’re known. Normally ex-military, expos had to have served at least two tours of Northern Ireland to qualify for the role with the Anti-Terrorist Branch.

			At Edgware Road, one can only imagine the weight of responsibility on an expo’s shoulders as he clambered up into the driver’s carriage, then walked towards the silent, eviscerated second carriage. It bore a basic resemblance to the inside of a tube train – its overall shape, an occasional vertical yellow pole, a huddle of blue seats here and there – but otherwise it was unrecognisable. Strewn across the floor were jagged shards of aluminium, wires, broken glass and body parts, everything spattered in blood. Metal hung in great lumps from the ceiling. Paradoxically, perched on some intact seats, a pristine black briefcase next to a shiny turquoise raffia bag. On a seat opposite, an undrunk bottle of water. Close at hand and in the distance, the bodies of the deceased – in their uneasy bloody slumber on the dirty floor. The vacuum from the explosion had ripped the clothes from some, exposing sooty, bloody flesh, lacerations and blue polka-dot underwear. Some of the bodies had black tags attached to their wrists, ankles or necks with elastic bands, applied by paramedics during the triage process to indicate they were beyond saving.

			All around them the trivia of everyday life took on a horrific new guise: shredded newspapers, smashed spectacles, singed paperbacks. The expo’s bomb dog sniffed every object, with anything that piqued canine interest searched by hand.

			Once the expo declared the scene safe, bomb experts from the Met’s Forensic Explosives Lab (FEL) were expected to provide answers to key initial questions. Where had the device been placed? What explosive had been used and how much? The bomb’s possible composition? They could also offer an informed opinion about whether the device had been detonated remotely or by a suicide bomber.

			At Edgware Road, the FEL scientists found a crater torn out of the floor of the bombed carriage. Above this crater, the roof had been destroyed, and great hunks of metal drooped down like medieval gargoyles. Several metres up the track they found a deep hole in the grey stones, carved out by the blast impact as the train passed above.

			Their tentative conclusion was that the bombs had detonated inside the tube carriage at ground level, a hypothesis further confirmed by the abundance of lower leg injuries among the dead and wounded. Previously, particularly in Iraq and Israel, suicide bombers had carried their devices on their backs in rucksacks or hidden on their bodies in body belts. As a result, at least one FEL scientist was convinced that these were not suicide attacks.

			Explosives, however, were only one of the hazards at the bomb scenes that needed nullifying before the investigation started. The explosion at Edgware Road had damaged a steel girder above the train, so a structural engineer had to establish that the tunnel wasn’t going to collapse on the heads of the investigators. Each of the tunnels were also checked for asbestos and mercury levels, and, at Edgware Road, a gas leak.

			‘All I wanted to do was put on my kit, get down there and start my job,’ says Keogh. ‘Start looking for the evidence that’s going to identify who’s done this. You understand why you can’t, but it was really frustrating.’

			Even after the tunnel was declared safe, the forensic investigators and body recovery crew had to wait for yet another vital but time-consuming process to be completed. The forensic videographer and photographer began their work at a distance to get overviews of the scene. They then moved in to get the other two categories of images required from any crime scene – mid-range and close-ups.

			The photographer spent time poring over the grotesque minutiae of these sudden, violent deaths. To civilians, recording the moment these poor people perished might feel like window shopping in hell itself. But for a forensic photographer, as soon as they look at a body part through a lens, it becomes just another subject for their exacting technical documentation. They also take comfort from the fact that what they do is vital for the investigation and prosecution of crimes. All evidence is transitory, as bodies and objects must be removed and the scene returned to normal. The still images freeze time so that details such as the shape of a bloodstain, the scars on a body part or the serial numbers on a bloodied piece of electronic equipment are preserved.

			Which is just as well, because the entire investigation would soon swing on an engraved initial and surname, smaller than a fingertip.
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 15:25

			Central London

			By now, some six hours after the bombings, initial body counts at each scene had filtered up to the 15th and 16th floors of New Scotland Yard. Senior officers confirmed these numbers with forensic managers at the scenes before funnelling the figures to the media department on floor 13. The press office then announced that, to date, 33 people had been killed in the blasts: seven at Aldgate, five at Edgware Road and 21 at Russell Square. But that figure was set to rise. Bodies were still being found at Russell Square. And it was not yet known how many had died on the bus at Tavistock Square.

			Some six hours earlier, New Scotland Yard chiefs had anticipated that this was going to be a ‘mass-fatality event’, so they actioned one of the key provisions of the London Resilience Partnership’s Strategic Emergency Plan – a temporary mortuary currently sitting in great cargo containers on trucks in a north London warehouse, waiting for a site. Once constructed, from the outside a temporary mortuary looks like a set of wedding marquees. Inside, it contains refrigerated storage units, X-ray machines, MRI scanners, family viewing facilities and autopsy/post-mortem theatres.

			By law, a coroner is required to carry out a post-mortem when a death is suspicious, sudden or unnatural. This requires cutting the body open and examining all the organs, including, usually, the brain.

			For the fatalities of 7 July, each body or part of a body needed to be recovered, examined and identified, with body parts being reconciled with the correct individual, which required DNA testing. Each fatality then had to be positively identified, preferably through primary sources like DNA, fingerprints and dentistry, or failing that, through secondary ‘jigsaw’ identifiers like scars, tattoos, jewellery, ID documents and medical records.

			The immediate challenge on 7 July was where this clinical facility should be based. There were many considerations: it needed to be a large, open space close to the bomb scenes, which the police could readily secure from the prying eyes of the media and the public. At a meeting in the Lord Mayor’s office, a delegation from the Gold Emergency Committee agreed on Chelsea Barracks in west London, but it soon became clear that this wasn’t an option.

			The delegation had been told that the quickest way to get a unit of the Special Air Squadron (SAS) from their base in Hereford to central London was in a Chinook helicopter, so Chelsea Barracks was already earmarked as the SAS’s landing site. This meant that a Doomsday scenario in which a crack military unit would fight terrorists street by street in London was an option that the government wanted to keep open. This realisation sent a chill through the room.

			Instead, to host the temporary mortuary, the planners opted for another military site: the six-acre Honourable Artillery Company (HAC) barracks near Old Street in east London. The HAC had sufficient space to house the mortuary’s massive complex of tents, which covered several hundred square metres, as well as high walls and its own security.

			While the temporary mortuary was being built, bodies and body parts had to be stored at the bomb scenes. Refrigerated cargo containers were sourced and brought to the locations, with one caveat. As one of the forensic officers explains, ‘Most of these trailers have a logo on them, for either the company hiring them out or for a food brand that they carry. News cameras were all over the scenes. Imagine how insensitive it might appear to have a body bag going into, say, a Fray Bentos trailer. So cargo containers were sourced with no logos.’

			The process of identifying the dead required another key facility – a casualty bureau, with accompanying hotline. The official purpose of the bureau was to collect and categorise information about people who might have been involved in the incident, and to marry this up with details collected at the scenes. However, the Met Police viewed the casualty bureau as not just the first stage in the formal identification process but also a key asset in the criminal investigation. This was because, for all they knew, the bombers were among the dead.

			The decision to establish a casualty bureau had been taken at 09:30 that morning, long before police had any real grasp of the scale of the attacks. The bureau should have been up and running by 13:30, but an incorrect connection at New Scotland Yard’s switchboard prevented calls getting through. Of course, many were desperate for news and persevered on automatic redial for hours. The casualty bureau hotline finally became operational at about 16:00. In the first hour, some 42,000 calls were made to the number. To handle that volume, the bureau would have required 2,500 call-takers.

			Callers lucky enough to get through were asked for details about the person that they feared had been caught up in the bombings: name, address, date of birth, journey being undertaken and physical description. They were also quizzed about any distinguishing features – scars (medical or otherwise), tattoos, jewellery and what they were wearing.

			As a result, each call lasted between seven and twelve minutes, meaning that many of the people trying to register their concerns had to persevere for yet more hours. With the 0870 number costing them ten pence a minute, people subsequently complained, and the money they’d spent was donated to charity.

			Every one of these calls had to be investigated fully, a colossal enterprise that risked overwhelming the counter-terrorism investigation with a tsunami of clerical details. Experienced officers calculated which reports to prioritise and which to eliminate. Some bordered on the ridiculous. Parents rang from the US because their child was on a gap-year trip to Europe and numerous callers provided details of people they hadn’t seen for months or even years. Those analysing the calls also found mass duplication, individuals reported in by several family members and friends.

			By late into the night of 7 July, those thousands of calls had been whittled down to 839 missing persons. One of these was Jennifer Vanda Nicholson, 24, from Reading in Berkshire.

			The concerned family member who’d got through to the bureau was Jenny’s mother. Julie Nicholson was a 45-year-old parish priest and mother-of-three from Bristol, and Jenny, her eldest, worked in music publishing in Shaftesbury Avenue, the heart of London’s bustling West End theatre district. They’d last spoken the previous day, when Jenny joyously recounted paddling in the fountains in Trafalgar Square as she joined thousands celebrating London’s award of the 2012 Olympic Games.

			That week, mum Julie was 250 miles from home in Anglesey, North Wales, visiting relatives. As news of the attacks broke that morning, Julie and various family members tried but failed to connect with Jenny on her mobile. Their fears ratcheted on learning from TV news that one of the explosions had taken place at Edgware Road – a station Jenny travelled through on her daily commute from Reading in Berkshire.

			The available information, however, didn’t suggest that Jenny was a victim, as the explosion at Edgware Road had taken place on the westbound train and her journey was in the opposite direction. It was also reported that the mobile networks in central London were down. So perhaps Jenny was fine after all, just caught up in the chaos. Knowing Jenny, she was probably helping someone, but they couldn’t possibly feel reassured until they heard her voice.

			Mid-morning, Julie called Jenny’s workplace, where her colleagues were upbeat. No, she hadn’t arrived at work. But she was probably taking longer to get there because London was in such a state of chaos.

			‘I asked if anyone else had failed to turn up at the office. There was a pause, and then a young man said that everybody else was there.’

			Sitting in that quaint country cottage in north-west Wales, amid the framed family photos and holiday mementoes, Julie spent all day glued to the rolling news, desperate for information. Eventually a number for the casualty bureau flashed up on screen.

			‘I immediately phoned that number,’ says Julie. ‘Couldn’t get through. Tried and tried. Persistently couldn’t get through. And I had other members of the family trying as well. Finally, when I got through, my details were taken, I gave information about Jenny, my phone number, and I was told that someone would call me back. So it was all left in the air, really. I was feeling helpless, but I wasn’t feeling without purpose.

			‘She had to be in London. If that’s where she was, then that’s where I wanted to be. I felt a strange sense of a call from her, which I can’t explain. Just to be with her. I didn’t care that London was closed. Nothing was going to stop me going to London to find Jenny. Alive. Because for me, she was still fully alive, fully vibrant, and I expected her to return all my calls at any moment.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – 21:00

			Aldgate tube station, London EC3

			At Aldgate a small army of ghostly white figures, wrapped in papery forensic suits, embarked on the 200-metre walk to the bombed train number 204. But along the track, the forensic investigators had to stop to remove two bodies. At Tavistock Square the forensic officers left their holding point and walked towards the front of the number 30 bus. It was so eerily quiet that they could hear glass and other blast debris crunching beneath their feet. At Russell Square the forensic team descended the 176 steps to the platform in sombre silence. They’d been warned that this was the worst of the scenes, that they needed to brace themselves for sights that might never leave them. Only Edgware Road remained off limits, with its ongoing concerns about health and safety.

			On the 15th floor of Scotland Yard, the senior investigating officers wanted the answer to one urgent question: had these devices been set off by remote detonation or by suicide bombers? Were police in the throes of a live manhunt, or were the attackers already dead? Even if the attackers were dead, it was crucial to identify them as quickly as possible so that whoever trained, financed and supported them could be tracked down. Dead or alive, the people who did this might be just one of many terrorist cells intent on launching more attacks, any time soon.

			One potential way of identifying the bombers was through the explosive devices that, even post-detonation, could reveal the hand of their makers. To the experts, certain well-known terrorist groups had signature bomb-making methods that act as calling cards. Any of the five parts to an improvised explosive device (IED) – power source, initiator or detonator, main charge, packaging and switch – could be a tell-tale clue.

			The explosive chemical mix and the component parts of bombs have, in the past, helped counter-terrorism police trace bombers. Perhaps scientists would be able to analyse the mix to determine whether it was commercial or military in origin. If homemade, the ingredients would have to have been purchased somewhere. In this era of wall-to-wall CCTV, payment cards and serial numbers, suppliers and merchants should be traceable, as well as their customers.

			In the destroyed train carriages, forensic teams also searched for the vessel used to carry the bomb, be it a sports bag, a rucksack, a suitcase, a cardboard box, a toolbox. Even after an explosion, the forensic mantra – every contact leaves a trace – holds true. Inside or around that bomb receptacle could be the key to the bomber, whether it was a trace of their DNA, a partial print, the remains of an identity document, an old receipt or fibres from their clothing.

			After the delays in getting to the scenes, the forensic officers were more determined than ever to find that critical shred of evidence that might crack the entire case. The police, however, were only one of the interested parties in operation, and, in fact, the coroner and his agents from the Disaster Victim Identification (DVI) unit took priority over them. The DVI specialists accompanied the police investigators at the scenes, and asked them to help remove the dead. And all the body parts that belonged to them.

			Tavistock Square, London WC1

			The number 30 bus had been heading south from Euston on the A4200 when the bomb exploded towards the rear of the upper deck. Senior officers immediately secured an airspace exclusion zone to prevent media helicopters hovering above the scene. This was not only to preserve the dignity of the dead, but also to protect evidence from propeller downwash. Since then, canvas sheets had been erected to shield the scene at ground level, but the stiff summer breeze repeatedly loosened the tethers, causing the sheets to flap, giving the media an occasional flash of the grisly labours within.

			Among the forensic team was rookie Simon, who – just the previous day – had interviewed for the role of crime scene investigator.

			‘You might as well stick with it,’ a senior officer told him. ‘Get yourself to Tavistock Square. Think of it as on-the-job training,’

			He’ll never forget approaching the scene for the first time. ‘We were told there were a number of dead bodies and a number of body parts. I’d never dealt with anything like that before. Am I going to be up to the task? I’d seen a lot in my career, but not bomb sites. All I kept thinking was, please, no kids.’ Simon saw the roof, peeled off as if by a giant can opener. ‘As we got closer, on both sides of the bus, I could see blood and human tissue.’

			Coming from the south, the red wreckage had the BMA House to the right and the north-east corner of Tavistock Square Gardens to the left.

			‘My eyes were now clocking human remains dotted around as well. Some identifiable, some not. I remember seeing a foot.’

			The team stopped just short of the front of the bus. To his right, on the pavement outside BMA House, he saw a bigger mass lying out in the open. ‘It wasn’t recognisable as a body. There were no physical identifying features such as a head, arms or legs.’ Looking up, blood could be seen spattered across the limestone and brick facade of the BMA building, already dried and brown. Because the roof had peeled off in the same direction, Simon tried to visualise how a torso had ended up on the footpath. The blast had blown the top half of the person into the wall of the BMA. It had then fallen without a head or arms onto the pavement. ‘We began to wonder why this person had taken the brunt of the explosion.’

			Aldgate tube station, London EC3

			As he drove to Aldgate station that morning, counter-terrorism investigator Ken McAulay could be forgiven for thinking he’d seen it all. McAulay looks more like an ex-professional footballer than a cop, and female colleagues remark on the native Scot’s film-star looks, his mane of black hair and big blue eyes.

			McAulay had attended the scene of London’s previous fatal terror attack some six years earlier, just a couple of miles west in Soho. In April 1999, a right-wing extremist called David Copeland planted a bomb in the Admiral Duncan, a gay pub, killing three patrons. Three years on, in October 2002, McAulay had been deployed to Bali after terrorist bombs ripped through a bar and nightclub in the tourist area of Kutu, killing 202 people, including 28 Britons.

			‘I remember feeling very, very apprehensive because you never know what you will actually find at a bomb scene. I was also travelling with colleagues who had never been to a bomb scene before. So, you never know how you’ll react and you never know how your colleagues will react.’

			Their priority was to recover bodies, then body parts and potential evidence. ‘The coroner dictated that any piece of body tissue which was bigger than one square centimetre would be regarded as an exhibit,’ says McAulay, ‘so we had to recover every piece of body over that particular size.’ On hands and knees, the forensic teams systematically combed the bombed carriages and tracks. Even a trained forensic eye can never tell the potential evidential value of any body part or object.

			With every single exhibit, the crime scene photographer would record where it lay. The object would then be placed in an exhibits bag, the bag signed and sealed, then handed over to the scene exhibits officer. That officer would log it in their system before sending it either to Scotland Yard, the lab or – in the case of a piece of body tissue – to the refrigerated trailer.

			McAulay says you never get used to it. ‘You’re faced with the bodies of innocent victims. A very short time earlier, they were just going about their daily lives. It’s very emotional.’

			Tavistock Square, London WC1

			At the scene of the bombed bus, Marcelle Stroud – the video lady – was standing beside the flapping canvas barricades. Next to her was Barbara, the woman in charge of CCTV from the bus company. In the course of the previous few hours, Stroud had tried to find another way to retrieve the cassette from behind the driver’s seat of the bus, but Barbara remained adamant that she’d have to do it because removing the tape required a particular technique.

			Stroud felt deeply conflicted. She remained convinced that the CCTV footage would provide an image of the bomber, and quickly. Surely, in the minutes before the explosion, he must have boarded the bus at one of the ten stops between Marble Arch and Tavistock Square. On the other hand, she thought that no member of the public should be exposed to the horrors of a bomb scene. But Barbara was still not for turning. Before entering the scene, they donned full forensic clothing, masks and two pairs of gloves.

			‘It was a stinking hot day and really uncomfortable for anyone, let alone somebody who’s not used to it,’ Stroud recalls.

			Barbara took long drags on a cigarette just outside the cordon to steady her nerves as Stroud worked hard to keep her calm, and then they walked towards the bus. Caked blood had turned the tarmac brown, scattered, blackened pieces of debris suddenly revealed themselves to be body parts, shoes lay on their side, some empty, some not.

			‘I was looking down at the floor,’ says Stroud, ‘and thinking, God, please don’t step on any of the body parts, because it was just horrible. I didn’t draw her attention to the body parts. I don’t think she realised. I hope she didn’t. She never said anything, but I was trying to steer where she was walking so that she didn’t stand on anything or anyone.’

			They stepped through the door of the bus. As Stroud looked to her right, she saw grotesquely contorted metal and bloodied bodies. Towards the back, the top of the bus had crumpled onto the lower deck, crushing some people. ‘I was trying to just focus her on the job in hand so she wasn’t looking around.’ Barbara rummaged about in the compartment behind the driver, retrieved the videotape, and they returned through the cordons. Stroud took the clearly shaken woman for a strong coffee.

			The video cassette was biked back to New Scotland Yard. But it contained no data. The recorder had failed. The first lead in the case would have to come from somewhere else.

			Russell Square tube station, London WC1

			The team of forensic scene investigators on their way into Russell Square station included an ‘odd couple’ of good friends. Dave ‘Skiffs’ Skiffins brings to mind a scrum-half playing for his beloved Wales. He’s just the right build, with the requisite nervous energy and sense of mischief. Extending the sporting analogy, you could imagine northerner Clive Holland as a quiet, trusty, granite-hard centre back in Don Revie’s Leeds team of the 1970s.

			Holland spent over 20 years in the army, serving in both the Falklands conflict and the Gulf War, before joining Surrey Police in 1996. A few years later he transferred into the Met’s Anti-Terrorist Branch and experienced a considerable culture shock. The first surprise – money seemed no object because everything in counter-terrorism was fast-tracked. No one ever questioned costs. The second – a collection of larger-than-life characters who seemed a complete law unto themselves and were treated like celebrities at the Yard. Holland likened the atmosphere to the TV series Life on Mars. Skiffins’s career, by contrast, was more straightforward, starting out in anti-corruption before switching to the Anti-Terrorist Branch.

			Both men remain forever bonded by the horrors of what they went through at Russell Square and they’re scarred by the memories to this day. Holland says that, over the years, he’s learned to tap into his emotions as the only way he can stay sane. When he talks about the events, he often begins to weep. ‘The people you’re looking at are all innocent. They wasn’t in conflict with anybody – they were just going along their normal lives, and all of a sudden it changed.’

			It’s the same with Skiffins, who, to this day, dreams about what he saw in that tunnel. When talking about those weeks, he resorts to taking long, sharp intakes of breath to control his emotions. But his face bristles and winces as if those images are right in front of him. Perhaps they are.

			As they arrived on the platform of Russell Square, they were told that the train was about a third of a mile down the tunnel towards King’s Cross and that the emergency lights were working. ‘I wasn’t nervous,’ says Holland. ‘I’d done 22 years in the army, so I’ve seen quite a lot. But I was thinking about the people on the train.’ Meanwhile, Skiffins spotted a trail of blood on the tracks that he surmised had been left by an injured survivor who’d managed to crawl away from the wreckage. Finally, they reached Piccadilly Line train 311. Inside the aluminium shell of carriage 346a, measuring 51 feet by nine, were more than 20 dead bodies.

			‘Because the train was so far underground and in a single-track tunnel,’ says Skiffins, ‘the blast energy had bounced off the concrete tunnel walls. The energy had nowhere to go other than along the carriage itself. It was bad. The bodies were inside the carriage, and outside, and underneath. The doors at the sides were blown out. There was a ladder up into the driver’s carriage, and then the doors were open into the bomb carriage. We walked in and the floor inside had been ripped apart.

			‘Individual people were sometimes blown into hundreds of pieces. It was hell. To see such devastation. No amount of training prepares you for that – the bodies, the bits, the blood. These people were taken in the prime of their lives. That’s what got us more than anything. When they left home that morning to go to work, to go shopping, they didn’t know that it was all going to end there. I think that really hit us. It was very, very upsetting.

			‘You have to almost smack yourself about, stop feeling sorry for yourself, get on with it. Don’t think of yourself, think of them. These people didn’t ask to be here. They don’t want to be here. Get ’em out.’

			Almost immediately they hit an obstacle: the train’s emergency lighting wasn’t sufficient for the meticulous job of sifting through the debris and body pieces scattered over the ground. The team agreed to return to the surface for more lights. Only Holland remained. Standing among the twisted metal and body parts, he began to talk to the dead.

			‘We’re here now. Everything is going to be okay,’ he said. ‘I’m really sorry what’s happened to you, but we’re going to get you back to your loved ones as quickly as we can. And we’ll treat you with as much dignity as possible.’

			23:40

			Aldgate tube station, London EC3

			There appeared to be seven dead bodies: two on the tracks, two on the platform and three females towards the rear of the second carriage. Close to those women, a large hole had been punched through the floor, its edges like metallic stalactites. Ken McAulay – seasoned veteran of many bomb scenes – immediately recognised it as the seat of the explosion. He and his team were drawn to a brown leather wallet on the floor close by.

			Inside the wallet were fragmented pieces of two bank cards that they were able to piece together. One was an HSBC credit card in the name of Mr Sidique Khan, the other a Halifax account card in the name of Mr S Khan. A snooker club membership card in the name of S Tanweer was also in the wallet. McAulay sent these IDs to New Scotland Yard to be fast-tracked through the exhibits process. These were just a couple of the hundreds of ID documents coming out of every scene, so as McAulay says, ‘We didn’t really give it much thought.’

			There was much to do. At some point, they became too tired to continue and found sleeping positions in the unaffected carriages. On a rota, one investigator was left with the dead bodies, keeping a vigil. ‘If I had lost someone in a terrorist attack,’ says McAulay, ‘I’d want to know that they were never left alone, and I can say that they weren’t.’

			Simon, the forensic rookie at Tavistock Square, recalls, ‘There was somebody with the bodies the whole time. Our scene is out in the open air, a little bit exposed. You want someone with them to ensure continuity but also out of respect. It was the right thing.’

			23:48

			Edgware Road tube station, London NW1

			After scares over structural damage, asbestos and toxic gases, Londoner Steve Keogh and his team finally gained entry to the Edgware Road scene at 12 minutes before midnight. Keogh had been frustrated by the delays, but he understood the necessity. The sobering lesson had been learned from New York, where more firefighters had died from illnesses relating to their efforts at Ground Zero than on 9/11 itself.

			On his walk up the tracks towards the bombed westbound train, Keogh and his team came across a shape covered in a towel and a piece of tarpaulin. They pulled the material back to find the body of a flame-haired woman in her 20s. The driver of the eastbound train had seen a body blown out of the bombed carriage. This must have been her. As Keogh and the team removed the body to the platform, they got word that a doctor was on his way to formally pronounce the death of the other bodies. By the time the doctor completed that task it was 02:30. Keogh and the others agreed to return four hours later to tackle the dead in the bombed carriage.

			They too wouldn’t be leaving the bodies unattended. Already, they’d seen rats scurrying around the tracks. So to prevent any chance of rodents reaching the fatalities, they deployed dogs, as well as police officers keeping watch. ‘There was never a time,’ says Keogh, ‘where someone didn’t have eyes on them.’

			Night

			Russell Square tube station, London WC1

			Odd couple Clive Holland and Dave Skiffins bedded down with the rest of their team in the ticket office. ‘Not that a lot of sleep was done,’ says Holland. ‘There was a lot going through our minds.’

			‘We had our demons because by then we’d already seen some horrible things,’ recalls Skiffins. ‘You couldn’t get that out of your mind. I was just mulling over it constantly. By then you were in a different place.’
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			Thursday 7 July 2005 – night

			Royal London Hospital, London E1

			By the time darkness fell on 7 July, the number of confirmed dead stood at 37, with that figure set to rise. Hundreds had been treated in hospitals and released. Ninety-nine casualties remained overnight; eight of them were not expected to live.

			Casualties rescued from Aldgate had been taken to the nearby Royal London Hospital in Whitechapel. Both ‘girl about town’ Martine Wright and Olympic-bid lawyer Thelma Stober were in induced comas in intensive care, the lights subdued, the mechanical ventilators providing a relentless rhythm in the quiet rooms. The medical staff had been unable to identify Martine. As the eighth unidentified victim to be admitted, doctors had simply labelled her with the phonetic-alphabet ‘Hotel Unknown’, Alpha being the first. On the outside, her family and friends were frantically phoning hospitals, the police hotline and each other. They discovered nothing.

			St Mary’s Hospital, London W2

			Across the city at St Mary’s Hospital in Paddington, construction manager Danny Biddle was in the midst of what would turn out to be 19 hours of emergency surgery. While under the knife, his heart stopped three times and he lost 87 pints of blood. He was one of the eight patients that medics didn’t expect to make it.

			He’d arrived at hospital in the late morning with his left leg completely off and his right leg severed at the knee. The yellow pole he’d been holding onto inside the carriage had punctured his colon and ruptured his spleen and bowel. On top of all that, he’d lost his left eye. During surgery, medics removed from his body a set of door keys and about £7 worth of loose change.

			22:19

			Beeston, Leeds, West Yorkshire

			Maniza Hussain had spent all afternoon watching the TV and speaking to her son Imran, 24, and daughter-in-law Shazia, who shared their home. They were a close-knit family, living in a terraced red-brick house in the Holbeck area of Leeds. She was worried about her fourth child, 18-year-old Hasib, who’d left for London very early that morning with friends. Since the terrorist attacks, Hasib’s mobile phone had been going straight to voicemail and he hadn’t called back.

			Finally, she was connected to an operator at the casualty bureau hotline and reported Hasib missing. When pressed for details, Maniza couldn’t add much. She last saw him asleep on the couch on Wednesday evening, the 6th. He’d been wearing Western clothes. He’d travelled down to London with friends. She didn’t know their names.

			When the call ended, Maniza resumed praying. She then decided she needed to do more than pray. She walked upstairs and spoke to Imran, who agreed to drive to London in the morning to check if Hasib was being treated at any of the hospitals. What Imran didn’t share with his mum was a deep, troubling unease in his gut that, somehow, his kid brother had known something about these attacks.
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			Friday 8 July 2005 – 06:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			A glorious morning broke, with cloudless blue skies. In hotels close to New Scotland Yard, the senior management of the Metropolitan Police woke from fitful sleeps. As they looked themselves in the mirrors, they examined their own doubts. In the formulation of Tony Blair, the first role of the state is to keep its citizens safe. And yet they had failed.

			‘We thought we had all the plans in place to prevent and maybe protect,’ says Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman. ‘It proved that we didn’t, so that was disorientating, it was frustrating, you felt like you’d let people down.’

			Streets away at the MI5 building on Millbank, Eliza Manningham-Buller was contemplating the awfulness of the previous day’s events. ‘Thinking about the effect on countless lives, I remember feeling quite emotional because, of course, one of the first things you think of when something like that happens is, could we have stopped this? Could we have prevented this horror, this atrocity?’

			It wasn’t a question that could be resolved that particular morning. In the early-day meetings on the 15th floor of New Scotland Yard, the primary concern was whether the bombers had the means and the motivation to strike again. ‘There’s the fear. You’re in a cauldron of pressure and uncertainty that you’d never, ever experienced before,’ says Hayman. ‘We didn’t see this coming, so who’s to say it won’t happen again today or tomorrow.’

			Prime Minister Blair – who flew back to Gleneagles overnight to sort out climate change and African poverty – sensed the foreboding. ‘It was clear to me that the likelihood was that there would be a further attack of some sort, unspecified as to what it might be. Frankly, I was almost waiting for such a thing to happen.’ Another attack would not only bring more horror, but could destabilise the security state. ‘If there had been another set of attacks, a day or two days later, even the Met would have struggled to be able to cope with that,’ concedes Sir Ian Blair. ‘There’s a limit to our resources and what we can do.’

			The threat of more attacks was high on the agenda of the COBRA meeting called at nine in the morning in the Cabinet Office. Once more chaired by Home Secretary Charles Clarke, Andy Hayman again represented the police, Manningham-Buller MI5.

			The previous day, the UK government’s Joint Terrorism Analysis Centre (JTAC), the independent authority for all-source terrorism assessment, had raised the threat level to ‘critical’, the highest state of alert. This meant that another attack was highly likely. Despite high-visibility police patrols flooding the city’s streets, Londoners were clearly expecting it too. Counter-terrorism explosives officers had never received so many emergency reports from the public; every stolen bag chucked in a toilet or briefcase forgotten in a pub was called in and subsequently investigated.

			That morning at COBRA they faced a quandary. On the one hand, they wanted to manifest ‘confidence’, to show that London remained ‘open for business’, to demonstrate that ‘terrorism wasn’t going to change our way of life’. On the other, the simplest way of securing public safety was locking down the city, making citizens stay at home.

			The key decision was whether or not to reopen the Underground network. Clearly, Aldgate, Edgware Road and Russell Square would have to remain closed until the forensic capture was complete. But what about all the other stations? What message did London want to send to the terrorists and to the rest of the world? It was a decision freighted with unthinkable consequences. The terrorists hadn’t been identified, located or arrested. Was rebooting the bus and tube service an open invitation to them – or to other terrorists in cahoots – to come back and carry out further deadly attacks?

			At COBRA, Charles Clarke and Transport Minister Alistair Darling refused to make the call. They said it was a decision so riven with potential ramifications that it could only be made by one person, Prime Minister Tony Blair.

			‘We’d got into a very, very difficult situation,’ says Blair, ‘which was one of the toughest situations I ever had to handle as a prime minister, because there was a specific threat against the Underground. We went through the likelihood of the threat being genuine, and my instinct was that it was just motivated by a desire to cause us difficulty. If every time you get a threat, you shut the infrastructure down, you’re stopping normal life. You’re stopping people returning to normal.

			‘In the end, all the decisions stopped with the prime minister, and I had to take the decision that we wouldn’t shut down the Underground. We would let it run. But, in the end, you don’t know. You’re there thinking, if there’s a bomb that goes off on the Underground, I’ve taken the decision to keep it open.’
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			Friday 8 July 2005

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Inside the sprawling Operation Theseus investigation, senior police officers were desperate for the first critical breakthrough. Given that central London had almost blanket CCTV coverage, it seemed certain that an image of the bombers must be out there, somewhere. The fledgling CCTV unit had already suffered setbacks, however; there was no CCTV footage from the bombed carriages, and the system on the number 30 bus had failed to record. Nonetheless, as Inspector Dean Lawrence and his deputy Marcelle Stroud took the lift from the 15th floor down to the second-floor conference room for the early-morning briefing, they remained confident that Lawrence’s CCTV strategy plan would yield that critical frame unmasking the bombers.

			As they walked into the auditorium, they were slightly amazed that there really were 150 new recruits waiting for them. ‘What a sight!’ thought Lawrence. The officers had been begged and borrowed from units all over the country, with one group having travelled down from Newcastle, some 250 miles away. Very few of them had done this job before. Chances were that these ‘newbies’ didn’t quite appreciate what they were letting themselves in for.

			With adrenaline coursing through his system, Lawrence explained the task. The officers needed to collect CCTV from the 36 Circle Line stations and the 76 cameras at King’s Cross train and tube station. He remained convinced that King’s Cross would hold the key – the three bombed tube trains had passed through the station just minutes before the explosions. As well as the transport system, others were sent to seize CCTV from local businesses. They needed to work fast as most systems recorded over existing CCTV every 24 to 48 hours. ‘The pressure,’ Lawrence recalls, ‘was on.’

			Overnight he and Stroud had created briefings packs for 30 teams of five. Each included a map of a particular station and its cameras, along with evidence packs, exhibit bags and – to ensure they’d done everything correctly – a checklist to tick off. Every piece of CCTV had to be logged meticulously, the chain of custody from site to investigation rigorously accounted for. ‘If you make a mistake,’ says Lawrence, ‘you may not be able to use it later on in a court.’

			Each piece of CCTV data – usually on tape, but sometimes on a hard drive – had to come with a record of the camera location, the direction in which it was pointing and the adjacent cameras. At King’s Cross station, one hard drive contained the data from 76 cameras. The viewing team needed a map of where those 76 cameras were facing so that, on spotting a suspect leave frame from one angle, they could immediately pick him up on the next camera. Lawrence reminded the team that the entire investigation would turn on a single image of the suspects. ‘So get out there and find it.’

			One key task that video lady Marcelle Stroud had to perform was communicating the findings of the viewing team to the senior officers at the Yard. She was hampered because the Met hadn’t yet caught up with the digital age. Despite the existing technology – a small company called YouTube had been created in Silicon Valley a few months earlier – there was no way to send video from one police computer to another. Instead, Stroud had an army of blue-light motorcyclists from the traffic department on standby to ferry videotapes between the different London offices.

			Other officers, desperate for an update, would just pop their heads around the door. One regular visitor was Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch. ‘Do we know who they are yet?’ he’d rush in and ask. When Stroud gave him no answer, he’d groan, telling the patiently working teams that he had the BBC in half an hour or a COBRA meeting that afternoon. ‘We all felt under pressure to come up with something concrete,’ Stroud recalls. ‘And soon.’

			Early morning

			Tavistock Square, London WC1

			As dawn broke over the scene of the mangled bus, forensic teams in white suits collected three bodies from the twisted wreckage, zipped them into body bags and moved them to the refrigerated cargo containers nearby. Another was taken from a below-ground cavity along the side of the street where it had been propelled. This brought the total recovered from Tavistock Square to eleven bodies. But they weren’t the only bus passengers killed by the bomb.

			Some 20 hours earlier, explosive search dog handler Glen Hesketh and two firefighters had pulled three people alive from the wreckage. One was a woman called Neetu Jain, a 37-year-old Londoner and graduate of King’s College London who’d just started a new job in programming and was about to announce her engagement. They also rescued Mark Beck, a 19-year-old who lived in East London, and Sam Ly, 28, originally from Melbourne, Australia. Sam worked in computing too, and had recently moved to London with his long-term girlfriend. Neetu was declared dead at the scene. Sam was transferred to University College Hospital, where he was treated until he died on 14 July 2005. Mark lost a leg but survived.

			Also recovered from the scene was a torso, seen by both Hesketh and forensic rookie Simon the previous day, that was lying on the pavement outside BMA House. The blast had blown this person out of their seat on the top deck and into the wall of the building. When investigators examined the upper deck, they were surprised to find the pelvic region of a male body on a seat. Piecing it all together, they speculated that the torso had been separated from its pelvic region by an explosion beneath the seat, which had blown the person’s legs clean away.

			Perhaps the torso could be the remains of a suicide bomber?

			Aldgate tube station, London EC3

			Two bodies had been removed from the tracks. One was Richard Gray, a 41-year-old accountant and father of two young children from Ipswich in Suffolk. It had been Richard’s warm hand that, on regaining consciousness, Thelma Stober had felt on her forehead. She had held Richard’s hand, albeit briefly, as he lay dying.

			Two more bodies lay on the platform. Strenuous efforts had been made to save their lives. One of them was Carrie Taylor, 24, a drama graduate from Billericay, Essex, who worked at the Royal Society for Arts on the Strand. Carrie had got on the train at Liverpool Street – the previous stop – having given her mum June a farewell hug on the platform. Minutes after the explosion, it had been Carrie that detective Tony Silvestro had helped reposition so that a doctor could better support her head and neck.

			Inside the carriage, the three female bodies close to the bomb crater had still to be recovered.

			Russell Square tube station, London WC1

			At the deepest, most cramped scene, removing the bodies had become an urgent priority because, earlier that morning, politicians had decided to reopen the tube network. Although the Piccadilly Line would remain closed, forensic examiners at Russell Square were concerned that the reopening of King’s Cross tube station, less than a mile away, would create winds, whipped up by the active tunnels. These could disrupt the crime scene, potentially blowing away crucial evidence. London Fire Brigade suggested a solution – inflatable tunnel plugs used by construction companies on the London Underground specifically to block winds.

			But the plugs created a secondary problem. The primary ventilation on London’s tube system is wind generated by the moving trains. Now that the tunnel at Russell Square had been plugged at both ends, the temperature soared to just shy of 50°C. The investigators were wearing heavy boots and bomb overalls under their forensic suits, as well as hard hats, goggles and masks. ‘It was unbelievably hot down there,’ says Dave Skiffins. ‘Your shoes would fill up with sweat to the top.’

			As the temperature rose, it accelerated the decomposition of the bodies in the train. The recovery plan was to remove the five bodies from the platform and tracks first. This was more straightforward than the task facing them inside the bombed carriage, where body parts were so interwoven with each other and all the rest of the debris that officers still couldn’t give a definitive number of dead.

			‘The smell off a body is horrible,’ said Clive Holland. ‘Once you smelled it, you’ll never forget it and you’ll always smell it.’ To cover the smell, they wore respirators and caked the filters in either Vicks or Olbas oil. Skiffins remembered his lungs burning, and losing his sense of smell and taste. ‘At one point, I vomited into my mask, and I had to eat it and swallow it back down again so I didn’t contaminate the scene.’

			Investigators at Russell Square were encouraged to take regular breaks from the blistering heat, enabling them to empty their shoes of sweat, fill up on food and water, and breathe fresh air. But it wasn’t physical nourishment that they craved most. According to Holland and Skiffins, the real benefit was the chance to process what they were dealing with and to talk about it among colleagues.

			Around noon on 8 July, Holland was sitting on a plastic seat above ground, drinking in the summer air, when a couple approached. He sat up, wondering why they were inside the police cordon. The woman thrusted a piece of paper a few inches short of his nose.

			‘Have you seen my daughter?’

			Holland squinted against the bright sunshine to try to register the image.

			‘No, we haven’t,’ he finally responded.

			‘Could you just keep an eye out for her?’ the woman pleaded.

			‘I was shocked,’ recalls Skiffins. ‘It was upsetting. For our role to be possible, you have to try to separate yourself from who these people actually were.’ The worst part of this encounter for Holland was that he had lied to the woman. He recognised the girl in the photo because she was one of the fatalities down below.

			All over the capital, relatives and friends were turning up at bomb scenes and hospitals holding photos of missing loved ones, desperate for news. BBC reporter Fergal Keane talked to a young blonde woman called Sarah, who was searching for her friend Martine.

			‘You seem pretty desperate at this stage,’ said Fergal. ‘Do you still have hope?’

			‘Well, it’s been 24 hours now. We do have hope because she’s a fighter and if she is somewhere, she’ll know that we’ll be thinking of her and she’ll know we’ll want to hear from her.’

			Sarah turned the photo she was clutching to the TV camera. Watching the news at home, Liz Kenworthy stared at the screen in disbelief. Since leaving the bombed carriage at Aldgate, the veteran police officer had been tormented with worry about the fates of the people she’d treated at the scene, Martine Wright and Andy Brown.

			‘I saw the photo and told my husband, “This is Martine Wright, the woman I’ve been going on about.”’

			She rang the incident room and the hospital.

			Bristolian vicar Julie Nicholson arrived in London in search of news. She was trying to locate her 24-year-old daughter Jenny, whom nobody had heard from since the bombings. Julie learned that many of the injured were at the Royal London Hospital in the east of the capital. She and two family members drove into London from the west, with no idea where they were going. At a set of traffic lights a police car pulled up alongside. Winding down the window, Julie asked for directions. Hearing their plight, the officer said, ‘Follow us.’ On blue lights, the police car led them all the way through the city to the hospital at breakneck speed. ‘It felt surreal,’ recalls Julie, ‘like we were in some kind of action movie.’

			The police left them outside the Royal London Hospital and wished them well. Inside, they eventually found a room packed with family members looking for loved ones. ‘I wasn’t prepared for that room,’ says Julie. ‘There was a Japanese couple who spoke very little English, holding a photo of a girl in university graduation robes, just saying, “Please, please.” It was heartbreaking. Nobody seemed to be in charge.’

			After an hour or so, staff came in and started to take information. Julie gave as much detail as she could, mentioning a surgical scar that her daughter had from years earlier. More time passed. A member of the medical staff eventually returned to say that nobody fitting that description was in the hospital.

			‘I thought, okay, she might not be here, but everything is chaotic and confused. Maybe she’s somewhere else. Maybe she was caught up in it and is concussed and is wandering around the streets of London. We were then asked to go home and wait. I felt that wherever she was, she was in London and I really didn’t want to leave her here.’

			Edgware Road tube station, London NW1

			At last, forensic investigator Steve Keogh had been allowed to collect exhibits from the crime scene. The carriage had been divided into squares, and on his hands and knees he evidence-bagged dusty belongings, as well as bits of train and bodies.

			In some ways he was inured to the horror. In the course of his career he’d seen hundreds of sudden deaths – victims of assault, road traffic accidents, people hit by trains. This resilience enabled him to focus on the task. But his ability to block out the horror was tested by the images of people concerned about their loved ones being shown on the television in their control room.

			One of them was David Webb, holding a photo to the camera and pleading for information. ‘She’s my sister, Laura Webb. She went missing yesterday, we’ve checked in all the local hospitals but, as yet, nothing. She hasn’t turned up.’ Laura Webb, 29, from Islington, north London had travelled the world after university with her boyfriend and soulmate Chris. The couple had settled and were saving for their future together, with Laura having secured a job at an advertising agency.

			Keogh recognised the picture David Webb was holding as one of the fatalities. For the first time he could connect the inanimate body parts and gruesome debris with a real person. ‘Seeing this man, that was really hard,’ he says. ‘It was no longer just a job. It was now personal. I’m a father, it could have been one of my children, it could have been one of my relatives.

			‘That’s the hardest thing I had to deal with.’
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			Friday 8 July 2005 – late afternoon

			Royal London Hospital, London E1

			The small army of family and friends searching London for 33-year-old marketing manager Martine Wright were given a ray of light. Her mum discovered that some survivors were being treated at the Royal London in Whitechapel. On arrival, the Wrights were placed in the large holding room – which Julie Nicholson had just left – with at least a dozen other desperate families.

			After some time, a police officer announced that the hospital had three unidentified patients: two men and a woman. In a grotesque human lottery, every family gathered there that day hoped that one of these patients was their missing loved one. Martine’s relatives were asked if she had any distinguishing marks. They mentioned a mole. The officers went off to inspect the female patient and returned with positive news. The unidentified woman had exactly that mole, but they warned that her injuries were severe. The Wrights needed to consider which of them was robust enough to carry out an identification.

			Grant and Tracy, Martine’s older siblings, agreed to go together. Arriving in the dimly lit intensive care unit, they were confronted with a very damaged human being whose face had bloated to twice the size of their pretty little sister. ‘That’s not Martine,’ they both agreed, certain of the fact.

			This confused the police and medics. Earlier that day they’d received a call from police officer Liz Kenworthy who’d treated Martine at the Aldgate scene. Kenworthy’s information had led them to Martine’s flat, where they retrieved her toothbrush. The resulting DNA test appeared to confirm that the injured woman was, in fact, Martine Wright. But the police needed someone to positively identify her. Only one option remained; they had to bring in her distraught mum.

			‘Is this your daughter?’ a police officer asked.

			‘Yes,’ said Martine’s mum finally. ‘I can see by her eyebrow.’

			Police could now tell them that the woman clinging to life in intensive care had been confirmed by DNA as their beloved.

			Mid-afternoon

			Edgware Road tube station, London NW1

			A team of eight investigators agreed to share body recovery between them, including Steve Keogh. The first priority was those close to the blast hole. The reason for this was twofold. First, these bodies will have more remnants from the device embedded in them, and identifying the source of bomb parts was a key line of investigation. Second, pathologists needed to establish if any of the dead were suicide bombers.

			Keogh was assigned a body that lay headfirst down the crater in the train floor, his legs poking up to the surface, one of them with a tourniquet tied to it. In order that no forensic evidence was lost, plastic bags were placed over the head and hands of each fatality before they were lifted into a body bag.

			‘He wasn’t a small man,’ says Keogh, ‘so physically getting him out of the hole in the most dignified way, it wasn’t easy.’

			Evening

			Downing Street, London SW1

			Across town, Tony Blair had returned to Downing Street from Gleneagles and day two of the G8 Summit. Just two days earlier, Blair’s aim to secure increased aid for Africa and a new global deal on climate change were, in his words, ‘very much hanging in the balance’. Today, he’d managed to push them through. ‘In a strange way,’ he says, ‘the tragedy of 7/7 meant that everyone wanted to come together behind Britain at that moment.’

			Blair poured himself a drink and decided to check on his five-year-old son sleeping upstairs. ‘I’d spent all day just trying to do the job of being prime minister. But you are a human being. People often forget this about leaders and politicians. That night I was very reflective. I remember going and seeing Leo sleeping and just thinking, What does it all mean for him, for his generation, for the country he’s going to grow up in and for the future?’

			19:50

			Edgware Road tube station, London NW1

			Steve Keogh was at the edge of the bomb crater on all fours, trying to figure out how to deal with the next fatality. This one had been pushed through the floor with the force of the impact. As the train had been moving, the body had become wrapped around the axle and wheels.

			Keogh took a garden hoe, bent down through the hole and started flicking the remains so that they fell from the wheels onto the ground. The man’s heart and a few other organs dropped onto the pile of flesh under the train which he scooped into a plastic bag, ready for the mortuary.

			As he walked back along the rail, he noticed a crater in the ballast gravel between the tracks. He reckoned this must have been the site of the explosion. Within the crater was a Visa credit card. With gloved hands he picked it up. The name read Mr M S Khan. The card was photographed, logged and bagged, and the information immediately shared with the Yard. It was a development that sent a bolt of excitement through the 15th and 16th floors.

			Unbeknown to Steve Keogh and the team at Edgware Road, the previous night two bank cards had been found in a brown wallet near the Aldgate bomb crater, both bearing the surname of Khan. Of course, Khan is a common name and the initials on the cards were not identical. It could either be a compelling piece of evidence or just a coincidence.

			Pulling another late night in his office, the normally cautious Peter Clarke recalls feeling ebullient: ‘What does it tell us? It tells us that somebody called Khan had left property at two scenes of terrorist attacks. If two bits of property belonging to one person are found at two terror attack scenes, clearly, it’s significant.’ But the wallet at Aldgate didn’t just contain identification in the name of Khan; there was also that membership card to a snooker club in Leeds under the name of S Tanweer.

			‘This became a priority,’ says Clarke. ‘We needed to know who these people were, how they had got to their locations. Then the challenge was to work out where they’d come from.’
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			Saturday 9 July 2005

			Reading, Berkshire

			The police had at last connected with Julie Nicholson, who still had no idea if her 24-year-old daughter Jenny had been killed or injured in the attacks. She hadn’t heard from her since 6 July, but now Family Liaison Officers Colin and Pauline had asked to meet her at Jenny’s home in Reading, 40 miles west of London. Finally, thought Julie, some accountability. These people couldn’t just fob her off.

			Julie reached the house first and unlocked the door. In the hallway were Jenny’s shoes, haphazardly lying where she’d kicked them off. Their stillness surprised Julie. ‘They just didn’t move and we didn’t have the heart to move them. I can still see those empty shoes inside the door.’

			When Colin and Pauline arrived, they asked Julie to sit in the lounge. Within the role of the family liaison officer is an inherent tension. On the one hand, they have been sent to explain the process of the investigation to the family and offer ‘tea and sympathy’. On the other, they are there at the behest of the senior investigating officer to discover information.

			At one stage, Pauline headed upstairs to Jenny’s room, leaving Julie listening to the odd sounds of someone rummaging through her daughter’s life. They took away Jenny’s toothbrush, hairbrush and comb. Before leaving, Colin and Pauline promised that they’d be in touch every day, even if they had no update to report. They also said that, in the event of significant news, they would both come together, in person, to deliver it.

			‘You won’t be receiving bad news over the “phone”,’ they assured Julie.

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Overnight on 8 July, detectives made enquiries about the bank cards found at Aldgate and Edgware Road in the name of Khan. They discovered that the cards were registered to a Mohammad Sidique Khan of Gregory Street, Batley, West Yorkshire, about nine miles south-west of Leeds city centre.

			As a matter of course, officers entered this name and address into HOLMES, the Home Office Large Major Enquiry System database into which all information about people, vehicles, telephone numbers and addresses is added during major inquiries.

			Remarkably, Mohammad Sidique Khan’s name was already in the database – connected to Operation Crevice. In February and March 2004 – 17 months earlier – Khan had been seen with Crevice plot leaders on four separate occasions. Surveillance officers recorded a conversation between Khan and Crevice suspects in which he spoke about travelling to Pakistan for terrorist training. Twice detectives had tailed him all the way back to his home in West Yorkshire.

			Khan hadn’t been alone. Photographed with him during these meetings was a man called Shehzad Tanweer, which matched the name found on the snooker club membership cards found inside the wallet at Aldgate. This was the counter-terrorism police’s first solid lead in the hunt for the 7 July bombers, with the presence of Khan and Tanweer on the fringes of Operation Crevice giving the vast Operation Theseus investigation a welcome focus.

			One of the first to get the news was Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman, who felt torn. ‘On the one hand, you feel elated that actually I’ve got a sniff of a particular person who could be a perpetrator. But on the other hand, you’ve got colleagues who may or may not have had responsibility to have flagged that individual up. If they were in the system, that’s awkward to have to explain.’

			Hayman immediately phoned his counterpart in West Yorkshire Police, John Parkinson.

			‘John, you’ve got a job on.’

			Bradford, West Yorkshire

			John Parkinson joined West Yorkshire Police as a cadet in 1979. Energetic and enthusiastic, it’s easy to imagine him as that bouncy teenager. Parkinson’s day job in 2005 was head of the Homicide and Major Enquiry Team at West Yorkshire Police, and, after specialist training, the restless and ambitious cop also acted as head of the North-East Counter-Terrorism Unit.

			Watching the news of the 7 July attacks unfold on a large TV screen screwed to the wall of his office in Bradford, he was shocked but had some degree of detachment. ‘That was all 300 miles away in London,’ he says. ‘I never expected it to end up on our doorstep.’ When the names and addresses of Mohammad Sidique Khan and Shehzad Tanweer were passed onto him, Parkinson sensed he was facing a defining moment of his career.

			The information he’d received was that Khan and Tanweer lived close to each other in West Yorkshire, yet died at two separate bomb scenes in London. ‘I just don’t believe in coincidences,’ says Parkinson. His antennae were further piqued by the fact that Khan’s identity documents had been found at two of the bomb sites.

			The imminent arrival of the manhunt in West Yorkshire brought with it a sense of danger. Had the suspects gone to ground on their home patch? Would they be preparing a second wave of attacks in Leeds or against other high-density conurbations in the north? Because of the high stakes, Parkinson had to be discreet. If people in Leeds learned that the police were hunting two potential bombers it might lead to panic, and the suspects themselves must certainly not get wind that the authorities were closing in. Besides, despite Parkinson’s scepticism about coincidences, perhaps the two of them really were just unlucky victims on an awayday in London.

			Initially, only five officers knew of the operation. They watched the known addresses of both men and searched existing police databases. Parkinson also asked for the details of anyone from West Yorkshire reported missing since 7 July. He now became aware that 18-year-old Hasib Hussain’s mother Maniza had called the casualty bureau on the night of 7 July to ask about the whereabouts of her son. Hasib’s home address in Holbeck was less than a mile from Beeston, where Tanweer currently – and Khan formerly – lived. ‘That was a bit of a lightbulb moment,’ says Parkinson.

			The fact that Hasib Hussain had been reported missing – unlike Khan and Tanweer – opened up an opportunity for the investigation. Given that Mrs Hussain had watched the events unfold and then become worried about precisely where her son was, she’d expect the police to turn up at her home to ask questions, receive a full description and discover any travel plans. Such a plan, however, came with its own risks. Parkinson was concerned that Hasib’s family might be involved as co-conspirators. Were the police being drawn into an ambush, just as they had been a year earlier in Madrid? Then, just three weeks after the bombing of four trains in Madrid, Spanish police tracked down suspects to an apartment in the suburb of Leganés. As officers moved in, the suspects set off suicide bombs inside the apartment, killing themselves and a police officer.

			Nonetheless, Parkinson instructed Cate Booth, an experienced family liaison officer, to visit the family of Hasib Hussain. ‘I knew if anyone could get to the bottom of this, Cate would,’ he says.
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			Saturday 9 July 2005 – 13:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			More than 48 hours had passed since the bombs had exploded but in the CCTV viewing room they hadn’t discovered a single frame that looked even close to a lead. The fledgling unit had entered a kind of half-lit netherworld, a room of flickering screens, eyes unwavering on the images, everyone looking for the ‘golden nugget’. The work was relentless and the same faces had not moved for days. CCTV co-ordinator Marcelle Stroud had grabbed a few hours’ sleep beneath her desk, while others had camp beds next to their viewing stations. Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman looked in and saw ‘a lot of badly bloodshot eyes’.

			All the while, the trawl team was gathering VHS tapes and hard drives from tube stations, banks, jewellers and corner shops. These poured into a central London warehouse, where floor-to-ceiling racking was already overflowing with bags. According to Stroud, ‘London was running out of hard drives.’

			By the third day, the adrenaline levels were falling. The team was tired, its leader, Dean Lawrence, weighed down by the pressure. ‘We were frustrated,’ he says. ‘You’re aware everyone is waiting on you.’ Stroud describes it as Where’s Wally? meets ‘spot the difference’ – ‘You’re looking into a sea of faces or a sea of hats or coats or umbrellas.’

			Occasionally, someone caught a glimpse of something worth a second look. The sound of rewinding tape started with expectation but – so far, at least – followed by disappointment. By day four, the team repaired to hotels around Victoria for a few hours’ sleep, only to return to the half-light at six in the morning.

			‘You have to just keep telling yourself, it’s only a matter of time,’ says Stroud, her instinct at the time being that the team needed something more specific to look out for. One group of officers drove all over southern England taking statements from hundreds of witnesses from the four bomb scenes. Perhaps they might hear a recollection that would be useful, or maybe those officers still in the tunnels would discover a fragment of evidence that would direct the teams to look for something in particular. ‘If we know we’re looking for specific items like branded clothing or a type of cap or bag,’ she adds, ‘that can really narrow down the scale of our task.’

			The scale of Operation Theseus meant that the senior cops were often a beat behind the investigators on the ground. On the 16th floor of New Scotland Yard, they still needed to determine whether these were bombers on the run, primed to try again, or suicide bombers. Hayman considered the possibility of the latter as simply ‘unthinkable’.

			‘I still felt the UK was a safe place and that wouldn’t happen,’ he says. ‘I might be naive, but that’s how I saw it.’ Suicide bombers had, of course, carried out the atrocities on 9/11, but nothing like that had ever taken place in western Europe, so Hayman found it hard to integrate such absolute barbarism into his cognitive framework.

			Acting Detective Superintendent Jon Boutcher was leading the ‘proactive’ investigation to find the bombers. He too struggled to contemplate the prospect of suicide attacks in London. ‘How are we supposed to protect society if we’re faced with people who are not only willing to die, but actually want to make that sacrifice?’ he asks. ‘They want the martyrdom. That was something that we probably never expected to happen in the UK.’

			On the ground, the details being discovered were beginning to suggest that – however unthinkable – the 7 July attacks might indeed have been the work of suicide bombers. Late on Saturday at Aldgate, the team removed the three final corpses – all women – from close to the bomb crater. This enabled them to inspect exactly where the bomb had exploded. Directly behind the crater they found a piece of spinal column, which they promptly dispatched to the temporary mortuary, along with other remains discovered beside it.

			The suspiciously light body bag was driven in an unmarked van to the Honourable Artillery Company. Here, four separate tunnels led into the complex, each dedicated to an individual crime scene to avoid cross-contamination of the evidence. The bag was wheeled along the canvas walkway allocated to the Aldgate scene. Inside, in what looked like an operating theatre, it was met by a tall man in overalls, overshoes and a hat that struggled to cover a mop of thick white hair. Veteran senior detective Jim Dickie was head of Disaster Victim Identification (DVI), with eminent pathologist Professor Vesna Djurovic standing next to him. The body bag was unzipped. Inside, the gory fragments were so unlike a complete corpse that it took them a moment to understand what they were looking at – a section of spine, a pelvic bone, a rib cage and some flesh. ‘That’s got to be one of the bombers,’ said Dr Djurovic. ‘The bomb must have either been in their lap or at their feet because there are no lower limbs.’

			The reports of these findings finally convinced senior officers that they might – after all – be dealing with four suicide bombers. But Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch, needed to be 100 per cent certain. ‘If we were going to come to the judgement that British citizens had become suicide bombers and killed their fellow citizens, the only level of certainty I was prepared to accept was forensic.’

			To make this definitive call, a lead anthropologist was appointed to Operation Theseus. Dr Julie Roberts faced the grisly task of putting back together the bodies of the suspected suicide bombers from Aldgate, Edgware Road and Tavistock Square – forensic investigators were still recovering bodies from Russell Square. By analysing the precise injuries suffered, Dr Roberts could make a final judgement on whether or not they were suicide bombers.

			Saturday 9 July/Sunday 10 July, night-time

			Bristol

			Unable to sleep, Julie Nicholson – mother of Jenny, who was still missing – paced through her house, alone in a desert of agony and uncertainty. ‘I remember being like a wandering soul. I’d lie on the sofa looking out at the night sky, full of stars. I’d gaze into the universe, in my heart just pleading for Jenny to come back to us.

			‘The words of a psalm go over and over in my head, “The Lord is my shepherd”, but I just didn’t want it in my head. It refused to go away. There was a moment where I did get down onto my knees and I did start to pray. Then I stood up and I thought, This is pointless. I think I knew that what I was about to pray for wasn’t going to be possible.’

			Faith gave Julie no comfort. Only the flesh and blood of Jenny, walking through the door, could do that.
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			Sunday 10 July 2005

			Holbeck, Leeds, West Yorkshire

			Colenso Mount is a street of red-brick terraces that was built to house mill workers a century ago. From the top of its gentle slope you can see across Leeds, its rustbelt chimneys, modern tower blocks and minarets.

			Cate Booth, the family liaison officer, stepped out of an unmarked police car. Dressed smartly in civilian clothes, she was joined by Sean McGowan, a young detective constable from the Metropolitan Police. The purposefulness of her walk gave the impression that nothing fazed her, yet both officers knew there was an unmarked vehicle at the end of the street with armed officers primed to dig them out if something went wrong.

			Back at headquarters, John Parkinson, in charge of counter-terrorism in the north-east of England, was pacing his office. He was worried, and staff knew to keep out of his way. He’d spent years weighing up the risks of dangerous operations targeting drug runners, murderers and other violent criminals, but the home address of a suicide bomber possessed no obvious calculus. He had no previous experience to give him insight as to whether Cate Booth was walking into an al-Qaeda-style ambush or just a pleasant, close-knit family dwelling. He thought of Booth’s two young daughters.

			In one of those eerie coincidences, an event had been long planned for that night in memory of PC Ian Broadhurst, a 34-year-old colleague who’d been shot dead in Leeds on Boxing Day 2003. Was it some sort of omen?

			As Booth crossed the street, the balmy heat of July made her chest feel tight and breathless. Her main concern was not alienating the Hussain family. She didn’t want to pre-judge them. She knew nothing of Hasib, what he’d been doing in London or whom he’d gone with – perhaps it was just tourism.

			She knocked on the front door to be greeted by Hasib’s dad Mahmood and his elder brother Imran, 24. Inside a neat front room, Booth and DC McGowan sat opposite Mr Hussain. His wife Maniza, who’d made the missing person report, was nowhere to be seen. The first questions Booth asked were about Hasib’s height, size, eye colour, hair colour, any identifying features. She took notes as Mr Hussain told her how Hasib was a good son, prayed five times a day, went to mosque, wanted to marry a good Islamic girl and was a good student. ‘He was basically the perfect son,’ says Booth.

			Booth and McGowan pressed Mr Hussain on why Hasib had travelled to London. Had he gone on his own? Mr Hussain said his son had been sightseeing in London with some friends, he wasn’t sure who, and then he listed some possible names. Booth’s well-practised antennae twitched. Mr Hussain hadn’t asked Hasib how they’d be getting to London, why they were going or where they were staying. Something’s not quite right here, she thought.

			While the questioning had been going on, Imran sat on the floor next to his dad, not saying anything. The officers pressed Mr Hussain again. Would sightseeing be something that he’d normally do? Had he done this before? It seemed that Mr Hussain, like a lot of parents with 18-year-old kids, genuinely didn’t know what his son had been up to. Without emotion or tears, Mr Hussain simply wanted to know where his son had gone.

			As the patriarch dominated the conversation, Booth and McGowan kept glancing at Imran, who avoided their gaze. ‘We got the sense he wasn’t always agreeing with what his dad was saying,’ says Booth. Perhaps he had more to tell, but chose not to reveal it out of respect for his father.

			Eventually, the officers got up to leave. Mr Hussain led the way to the front door, leaving Booth at the back of the narrow hallway with Imran. She palmed him her mobile phone number that she’d written on the corner of a piece of paper, whispering, ‘If you want to tell me anything, give me a call.’ Remaining silent, Imran took the number. His face revealed nothing.

			Back on the 16th floor of New Scotland Yard, a small team of highly experienced officers sifted through every piece of information coming in. Set up by Acting Detective Superintendent Jon Boutcher, the Intelligence Fusion Cell’s task was to pan the stream of incoming data for priceless investigatory ‘golden nuggets’.

			Reviewing the statements of witnesses at King’s Cross and on the number 30 bus on the morning of 7 July, they began to spot a pattern. A passenger on the ill-fated number 30 bus described a burly young Asian man getting on at Euston with a large, dark-coloured rucksack on his back and sweating profusely. He caught the attention of several passengers by bumping into them as he headed towards the stairs. Another passenger on the top deck described a large, young Asian man ‘dipping in and out of a rucksack in an agitated state’ moments before the explosion. This ‘bag dipper’ had been sitting in the area where the bomb had gone off.

			Other commuters walking through King’s Cross station reported seeing a well-built young man sat on a bench with his head in his hands and wearing a large rucksack on his back. One person described a large Asian man of about 20 charging into him with such force that he knocked a cup of coffee clean out of his hand. Swearing, he turned to see that the man was wearing a dark blue rucksack on his back.

			A hypothesis that the bus bomber had begun his journey at King’s Cross started to form. Detectives checked London Underground records for the morning of the 7th. At about 08:35 serious delays led to overcrowding on Northern Line platform 7. Had one of the bombers intended to detonate his device on the Northern Line tube, only to be forced to abandon that plan because he couldn’t get onto a train? Was this the man on the bench with his head in his hands? Might this explain why one of the bombers had set off his device on a bus almost an hour after the first three explosions? Meanwhile, forensic examiners at Aldgate found pieces of rucksack close to where, the previous night, they’d recovered the section of spinal cord and other remains. All this seemed to suggest that the bombers mimicked the Madrid terrorists by smuggling their devices on board the tubes and bus in large rucksacks, although the proliferation of lower limb injuries seemed to suggest that the bombs had been detonated at ground level, not on the backs of the bombers.

			Ignoring this anomaly, the CCTV viewing team was told to start at King’s Cross and look for four men with rucksacks. Marcelle Stroud felt mightily relieved. ‘It made the Where’s Wally? aspect of locating these people that much easier.’

			Bradford, West Yorkshire

			Cate Booth was attending a memorial for PC Ian Broadhurst, shot in the line of duty in 2003. The event was solemn and heartfelt, until her mobile phone started ringing. She didn’t recognise the number but answered regardless.

			‘This is Imran, Hasib Hussain’s older brother.’ He told her that he’d been in Hasib’s room and found a ‘burner’ phone, one which he didn’t know existed. It only contained a single number, which he’d rung. The voice on the other end said that he rented a property to Hasib at 18 Alexander Grove in Hyde Park, the heart of student land in Leeds. Imran told Booth, ‘You’d better get round there quick.’

			On being told the news, John Parkinson immediately sent plainclothes officers to the flat to covertly check it out. One of four apartments in a single block, the windows were blacked out so the officers couldn’t see inside. But they noticed something odd in the garden. Directly below the kitchen window the plants were all withered and dead, as if poisoned by fumes. Or, perhaps, by the cooking of ingredients for a bomb. Parkinson feared that the flat might be packed full of volatile explosive material and possibly even booby-trapped. Neighbours hadn’t seen the occupants for several days. Overnight, officers kept watch, to satisfy themselves that nobody was inside. Meanwhile, Imran agreed to meet DC McGowan of the Met at Holbeck police station the following morning.

			The information relating to Hussain soon filtered down south to New Scotland Yard. Andy Hayman privately celebrated: ‘We’re actually getting to the bottom of this now.’

			Monday 11 July – 00:20

			Russell Square tube station, London WC1

			By now, in the steaming aluminium baking tin that was carriage 346a, the remaining bodies and body parts were decomposing fast. With the tunnel still plugged at either end, the mercury tipping 50°C and the recovery entering a fourth day, everything was melting.

			The stench of death and decay permeated all defences. Forensic investigators found it seeping into their undergarments, under their nails, into their hair and, indelibly, into their subconscious minds. The forensic investigators at the scene – and odd couple pals Dave Skiffins and Clive Holland – still say the smell will never leave them. But they received frequent reminders of the humanity behind the gore. Earlier in the day, Holland took a bag of exhibits up to the surface.

			‘That’s when the phones started to go,’ he says. ‘When they picked up the signal, all the text messages started coming through and the phones actually began ringing. It’s family members, isn’t it? Husbands, wives, mothers … it shocked me because I’d never even give that a thought.’ Holland didn’t even consider picking up. ‘What could I have said if I’d have answered it?’

			On their fourth gruelling night in the carriage, they finally reached the last body. Mala Trivedi, 51, was the 52nd and final fatality removed from the four scenes and the 26th from Russell Square. The mum-of-one had been travelling from her home in Muswell Hill to Great Ormond Street Hospital for sick children, where she managed the radiology department.

			Of all the bodies, one removed a few hours earlier had sent a ripple of anticipation through the investigators. Given the DVI number 60022242, these remains were recovered very close to the seat of the bomb, and had a circuit board and a piece of cut-out plastic bottle embedded within them. Whereas all the other bodies had suffered lower limb trauma, this one had facial and upper-torso trauma.

			Convinced it was the suicide bomber, forensic investigators fast-tracked the remains to the temporary mortuary. There they’d be tested for DNA and reconstructed by Dr Julie Roberts, the anthropologist tasked with putting together the body parts of the suspected suicide bombers.

			Although the police refused to officially confirm it, by now the media had got wind that the bombings were almost certainly four suicide attacks. For those tasked with protecting us, it shattered all certainties. ‘Suicide bombers in London,’ says Jon Boutcher, ‘that had never happened. It felt pretty much an Armageddon. This is awful. What has happened to our society? It was a watershed moment for not just British policing but for the security forces in the United Kingdom.’

			To Commissioner Sir Ian Blair ‘it was like a door had been opened into a new kind of terrorism. I mean, we’ve been in involved with the IRA and the Loyalists for a very long time, but never did they do anything the size of this. This was a step change. And once that door has been opened, we would be aware that it can never be shut again.’
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			Monday 11 July 2005 – 09:00

			Leeds, West Yorkshire

			West Yorkshire Police received the information that ID documents belonging to Hasib Hussain and Mohammad Sidique Khan had been recovered from the scene of the bus bomb at Tavistock Square, among them Hussain’s provisional driving licence. Meanwhile, Cate Booth recalls receiving another call from Hussain’s elder brother Imran.

			He’d been making enquiries in the local area. He was pretty certain now that Hussain had travelled to London with two friends known as ‘Sid’ and ‘Shez’ – Westernised abbreviations of Sidique and Shehzad. DC Sean McGowan spent time with Imran and learned how, over several months, Khan had radicalised his younger brother Hasib.

			Taken together, these fragmentary pieces of information convinced police that Khan, 30, Tanweer, 22, and Hussain, 18 – all from Leeds – had carried out suicide attacks on three of the London targets.

			But there were four bomb sites, so who was the fourth bomber? Was it another young male from Leeds? What this particular blind spot revealed was that the police’s emerging knowledge formed just the corner of a much larger canvas, the as-yet-undiscovered bigger picture. Who supported these bombers? Who trained and financed them? Who radicalised them? And within these unanswered questions was the suggestion of a further threat. Were there more bombers, waiting in the wings to strike again?

			To help build this broader picture, John Parkinson was in the throes of organising 24 simultaneous dawn raids on addresses and vehicles connected to Khan, Tanweer and Hussain, including the suspected bomb factory at 18 Alexandra Grove. For each raid, he needed to secure an individual warrant signed by a magistrate, gather a team and brief them.

			‘We needed to know as much as we could about each of these addresses,’ says Parkinson. ‘Who lives next door? Who are their friends? Was there any risk around those? We didn’t know to what extent, if any, family members or friends had been involved and so continued to pose a threat.’

			The most obvious risks lurked inside the flat in Alexandra Grove, so explosives officers were still calculating the safest way in. Fearing that the front door to the property might be booby-trapped, these officers wanted to go in through a window. Prior to any entry, police would need to evacuate the whole block and several others in close proximity, because there was a very real fear that the whole of Alexandra Grove might go up.

			There was also another set of concerns that worried Parkinson – what if this collection of raids ignited civil disturbances across West Yorkshire? Just four years earlier, in the largely Asian community of Harehills on the other side of Leeds from Beeston, riots had erupted when police were accused of being heavy-handed with a Muslim man over a suspicious tax disc. Now the sight of predominantly white police officers descending upon another predominantly Asian area might rekindle tensions.

			Quietly, Parkinson and his team invited community leaders into the circle of knowledge about these planned raids. While the raids were taking place, police would be relying on these respected local figures to explain their actions and quell any flashpoints. One of these leaders was Shahid Malik, the Labour MP for Dewsbury, a town on the outskirts of Leeds that had recently become home to Khan, his wife Hasina Patel and their young daughter.

			To the outsider, Dewsbury appears fractured, a town divided between two communities – white and Asian. Thousands of Muslim immigrants, mostly from Pakistan and Gujarat in India, arrived during the 1950s and 1960s to answer a shortage of low-cost labour in the woollen mills. In 2005 about a third of Dewsbury’s 55,000 population were British Asians. Home for many of them is Savile Town, where terraced homes, businesses, schools and mosques occupy a loop of the River Calder to the south of the colourful town centre. To the west is the mainly white Dewsbury Moor estate, which gained national infamy in 2009 when Shannon Matthews, 9, went missing on her way home from school. In the 2005 general election, Dewsbury produced the highest BNP vote – more than 5,000 – of any constituency in Britain.

			‘I, and probably every Muslim on the planet,’ says Malik, ‘was praying that the people who carried out the attacks on 7 July weren’t going to claim that they were Muslims.’ He had, however, already received a call from Tony Blair warning him that Islam and Dewsbury were about to become part of the story. ‘I couldn’t comprehend it,’ Malik states frankly. He feared there were elements within his constituency ripe for right-wing agitators to exploit. ‘I needed to be out there, making it clear that the people who did this are criminals and they might call themselves Muslims, but their actions are anti-Muslim and they’re against Islam.’

			In the shorter term, Malik knew these raids and the inevitable media influx would create anxiety and tensions for a community that preferred to remain insular. ‘I wanted to be the person that was keeping temperatures down, trying to keep people together and making it clear to the media that this doesn’t reflect on Dewsbury. Mohammad Sidique Khan could have come from anywhere.’

			14:00

			Reading, Berkshire

			Julie Nicholson had decamped to her sister’s house in Reading as she felt it was closer to her daughter Jenny – wherever she may be. She spent the days watching and waiting for news. Just as they’d pledged at that first meeting, Family Liaison Officers Colin and Pauline checked in at least once a day, even if there was no news.

			Jenny and her clan found the officers compassionate, a lifeline for information and honest; they always honoured their promises. Today was another ‘no news’ day. As they left, Pauline mentioned to Julie that tomorrow was her day off so Colin would be coming alone.

			For the Nicholsons, it was as if the slow-burn agony of waiting for the worst possible news had become part of their domestic routine.

			23:20

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Sitting in her office on the 15th floor – now the nerve centre of the CCTV hunt for the bombers – Marcelle Stroud took a call from a member of the viewing team. A piece of CCTV footage from King’s Cross station on the morning of 7 July had caught his eye. In it, four young men were seen to be carrying rucksacks and heading towards the tube barriers.

			The man sounded confident in his assessment: ‘I don’t like it. There’s four of them together and they’ve all got the same rucksacks and they’re in two pairs. It’s like they’re walking infantry-style, two-by-two,’ added the viewer, himself ex-military. ‘On top of that, it’s July and they’re all wearing heavy clothes under these large rucksacks.’

			Stroud got the footage biked over. When she looked at it, the shoulder-length, black curly hair of one of the men was immediately reminiscent of the image she’d already seen of Shehzad Tanweer. She could also identify Khan and Hussain from their driving licences, which had been found at the scenes. ‘That’s when we realised we had them,’ she says. ‘It was that golden moment that we’d been waiting for.’

			The image was immediately passed up the chain. Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman remembers the moment – ‘It was a real feeling of elation. We were confident we’d found our bombers’ – while for Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch, ‘My reaction was, Good, we’ve got a starting point. Now the challenge was to work out where they’d come from.’

			The CCTV teams were already poring over maps of camera positions at King’s Cross, working backwards from this initial sighting to find out how the four had arrived at the station that morning. But it was troubling that the fourth man was still unidentified. According to Stroud, ‘he appeared to be of Caribbean origin rather than Asian. So, what was the connection there? There was still so much that we didn’t know.’
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			Tuesday 12 July 2005 – 06:00

			Leeds, West Yorkshire

			John Parkinson, head of the North-East Counter-Terrorism Unit, describes the raids on 24 properties and cars across West Yorkshire on the morning of 12 July as ‘fast and furious’, with hundreds of officers recruited for the task. The stunned reactions of those who got the knock, together with the lack of media presence, showed that operational security had remained watertight.

			Raiding the homes of Khan, Tanweer and Hussain meant breaking the news to their loved ones. Family Liaison Officer Cate Booth was tasked with telling the Hussains. ‘I had to tell them that Hasib is dead, he’s potentially a terrorist and that we’re convinced he’s blown a bus up. The day before, their son was a missing person.’ She also asked them to vacate their house so that it could be forensically searched; they might, after all, be co-conspirators. The Hussains were devastated.

			‘I’ve never told anybody that their son’s a suspected mass murderer before,’ says Booth. ‘They didn’t believe it – and they never believed it, really. Their grief was very deep because, not only did they lose a son, but their son murdered all those people. And they’ve got to live with that.’

			Parkinson had sent explosives officers into 18 Alexandra Grove – the suspected bomb factory – and he waited in dread for news. If something did go wrong, not only were his officers in grave peril, but the entire world was on hand to watch it unfold on live TV. Eventually the officers called from inside number 18. They said it was a mess. In the living room lay discarded mobile phone boxes and empty hydrogen peroxide containers, while all over the flat were the distressed saucepans, hot plates and oven rings used to boil down the peroxide. There were multiple domestic room fans and plenty of evidence of their ineptitude – peeling paint on radiators and doors, and half the plants in the garden below looking like they’d been strangled.

			‘It was so toxic,’ Parkinson recalls, ‘it’s a miracle really that the whole lot didn’t go up when they were making the bombs.’ The carpet crackled beneath the officers’ feet like Rice Krispies because explosive had been matted into its fibres. This posed a real danger; a couple of granules could quite easily blow someone’s toes off. Next, the team moved into the bathroom, where they found the bath full of a porridge-like grey sludge that they assumed was explosive material. Were it to detonate, it would destroy the building and take out some of the neighbourhood too.

			In response, Parkinson extracted his officers from Alexandra Grove and ordered an immediate evacuation from nearby homes and businesses, affecting some 1,500 people. Stunned locals poured out of their homes wearing just the clothes they stood up in, some holding young kids. The TV cameras were on hand to catch the range of emotions: amused disbelief, upset and raw panic. As one reporter put it, ‘It’s chaos, and there’s a real sense of shock and fear here.’

			07:00

			New Scotland Yard, SW1

			Dean Lawrence, Marcelle Stroud and the CCTV team rewound the King’s Cross footage from the morning of 7 July, methodically backtracking the movements of the four bombers. Their starting point was the CCTV frame of the four heading towards the tube lines, spotted late the previous night. The task was challenging because the entire station was undergoing large-scale reconstruction, so much of the footage had been disrupted. They couldn’t, for instance, isolate the moment when the four men parted ways.

			They did discover, however, that the bombers had alighted at King’s Cross that morning on the Thameslink platform. The four could clearly be seen stepping off a delayed southbound mainline train that arrived at the terminus at 08:23. Based on this information, Stroud sent the trawl teams to the nearest main railway stations along the route north – Bedford, Luton, Harpenden and St Albans – to retrieve their CCTV from five days earlier.

			10:00

			Dewsbury, West Yorkshire

			Inside the Dewsbury home of Mohammad Sidique Khan, officers found a multitude of recordings by extremist preachers, including Sheikh Faisal, also known as Abdullah el-Faisal. When seeking connective tissue within the amorphous world of Islamic extremism, counter-terrorism police realised that preachers like el-Faisal often proved the common denominator.

			Born Trevor William Forrest, the son of Salvation Army devotees, el-Faisal converted to Islam as a teenager in his native Jamaica. After studying the hard-line Salafist branch of Sunni Islam in Saudi Arabia, Faisal arrived in Britain in the early 1990s, where he quickly gained a reputation at Brixton Mosque for his fiery sermons and somewhat beguiling charisma. Faisal’s early disciples included Zacarias Moussaoui, the so-called ‘20th hijacker’ in the 9/11 attacks of 2001, and Richard Reid, the shoe-bomber who tried to blow up a transatlantic flight later the same year.

			El-Faisal delivered sermons all over Britain until, in February 2003, he became the first Muslim preacher to be prosecuted in the UK, found guilty of soliciting murder and being sentenced to nine years. His hate-filled speeches urged followers to murder all non-Muslim ‘cockroaches’, including Jews, Hindus, Christians, Americans and other ‘unbelievers’.

			13:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Reviewing footage from Luton train station on the morning of 7 July, the CCTV viewing team spotted the four suspects going through the ticket barriers into the station at 07:22, carrying their hefty rucksacks. A platform camera captured them boarding the packed and delayed 07:25 train to King’s Cross.

			The viewing team next turned to footage from the car park to find out how the bombers had arrived at Luton station. A rewind found the four meeting up near a ticket machine at 06:51. A minute earlier, a blue Nissan Micra had pulled up into a parking space. Khan, Tanweer and Hussain got out. Detectives checked out the Micra’s registration plate. Three days earlier, on 4 July, it had been hired from a Leeds rental company by Tanweer.

			Back in London, the CCTV team turned its focus to how the mysterious ‘fourth man’ got to Luton train station that morning. Rewinding CCTV from the car park, they finally found him getting out of a Fiat Brava at 05:07. He wandered into the station before returning to the car and making a call. He then appeared to take a snooze. As he slept, an eager traffic warden slapped a parking ticket on his car. Officers now called in the Fiat Brava’s details to the Driver and Vehicle Licensing Agency (DVLA) and awaited news.

			Meanwhile, Senior Investigating Officer Doug McKenna – a quietly spoken, thoughtful presence, whom colleagues affectionately call ‘Posh Jock’ – went to Luton station. The Scot searched for the Brava and discovered that it was no longer there. The CCTV team returned to the footage, winding it forward to find out what had happened to the car. They discovered that, on the afternoon of the 7th, the ticketed Brava had been towed away to a car pound.

			The other car, however – the bombers’ rented Micra – remained parked close to the main train line. McKenna immediately shut down the station and the train line until that car could be made safe. ‘We were anxious,’ he says. ‘The car had been used by suicide bombers and we were about to break in. Was it booby-trapped? Was there a bomb in it or anything else that might cause harm to people?’

			At 14:45 police erected a 200-metre cordon around the Micra and evacuated hundreds of workers and residents from the surrounding area. The bomb disposal officer forcibly opened the car. Nothing went boom. As he gingerly lifted the boot lid, however, he saw devices that appeared primed to explode. On closer inspection, he realised that the 12 tennis-ball-sized objects, which had nails and bolts taped around the outside, were homemade bombs designed to act like anti-personnel hand grenades. Inside each, a petri dish of white powder later identified as a volatile homemade explosive that detonates on impact. ‘What was their purpose?’ asks McKenna. ‘To carry out random attacks against the public? In case they’re stopped by police? Either scenario is pretty dreadful.’

			Inside the Micra, they found phones, thermometers, a receipt from B&Q for three pairs of pliers that had just been found at Khan’s Dewsbury home and, fished out of the Micra’s door pockets, the discarded packaging of three Ginsters savoury pasties. Marcelle Stroud thought that the Ginsters might have been bought from a motorway service station, so she sent trawl teams to retrieve the CCTV from services on the M1 up towards Leeds.

			Later that afternoon the Fiat Brava was tracked down to a car pound in Leighton Buzzard, a town 15 miles from Luton. Inside police found a semi-automatic handgun, telescopic sights, a magazine and six rounds of ammunition. Later, traces of hexamethylene triperoxide diamine (HMTD) were identified all over the car’s interior. Meanwhile, the DVLA revealed the name and address of the owner of the Brava: Germaine Lindsay of Northern Road in Aylesbury, a picturesque town 24 miles west of Luton. The photo on his driving licence matched, beyond any doubt, the man recorded on CTTV at Luton train station.

			Officers arrived at Lindsay’s house, where his wife Samantha Lewthwaite, a devout Muslim wearing a headscarf, told officers that she hadn’t seen or heard from husband ‘Jamal’ – a 19-year-old carpet fitter – since the morning of 7 July, when he bade farewell to their 14-month-old baby son. According to her, however, Lindsay frequently disappeared for days, which is why she’d only just reported him missing.

			Lewthwaite admitted that she and Lindsay were friends with the Khans in Dewsbury, whose home she’d recognised on TV that morning during the raids. They’d stayed there the previous winter. She blamed radical preachers in London and Luton, including Sheikh Faisal, for ‘poisoning’ Lindsay’s mind.

			Inside their home, officers found the rental agreement for 18 Alexandra Grove in Leeds, signed by Lindsay. On the police database they also discovered that the Brava car had been involved in a suspected armed robbery some weeks earlier – a puzzling event in the life of someone apparently so devout. Officers removed Lindsay’s toothbrush to extract a DNA sample, to be compared against body fragments found at the scenes.

			Back at Luton train station it took ten controlled explosions over 14 hours to make the Nissan Micra safe. The following morning, at 04:30, the hire car was hoisted onto the back of a flatbed truck and taken away for forensic examination.

			At New Scotland Yard, senior officers awaited confirmation that the DNA profiles of Khan, Tanweer, Hussain and Lindsay matched those of the suspected bombers at each scene, although by this point the media were in no doubt that all four bombers had been identified. ‘Several big developments in the hunt for the London bombers,’ announced the BBC. ‘Police have established that the four terrorists were British, and they’re increasingly convinced that these were the first suicide bomb attacks ever seen in Western Europe.’
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			Tuesday 12 July 2005

			Reading, Berkshire

			For five long days Julie Nicholson had lived in an unimaginably cruel limbo, desperate for news about her eldest child Jenny, who’d been missing since the morning of 7 July. At the same time, she froze in bleak dread at the prospect of what this news might be.

			While staying at her sister’s home in Reading – to be closer to London – she got a phone call from Colin, the family liaison officer, who told her, ‘We’re on our way to see you.’ Julie seized on the word ‘we’. The day before, Pauline, the other family liaison officer, had said that she’d be taking the following day off, leaving Colin to come alone. The first promise of their relationship was that, if there was any significant news, they’d only come together. Julie barely had time to process all of this when she heard the crunch of gravel in the drive and a car drew up. The family now gathered around the kitchen table. At one end, the family liaison officers said plainly that Jenny had now been identified through her DNA and dental records.

			‘And that’s when this big, metaphoric tsunami hit us and it took away all our hope,’ says Julie. ‘And although we’d had five days to think about it, we weren’t prepared. I wasn’t prepared. It’s pure emotion. It’s pure trauma impacting on body. There’s no way in that moment that any of us could control what was happening to us. I was aware of feeling really still, of feeling that I was in the centre of something and all around me was destruction. I could hear cries. I could hear sobs. I could hear all sorts of noises. But everything felt so still. And I just waited. I was aware of hands on my shoulder and the weight bearing down.

			‘It was as if something came down and engulfed me. Then suddenly, I rose beyond it. I had questions. As I came out of that state, I discovered a resilience and a sense of purpose I didn’t know I had. I wanted to see my daughter.’

			Julie was the first to speak. ‘Well, where is she? Where is she?’ she demanded. It was the same question she’d been asking for five days. ‘Where are you, Jenny? Where are you?’ She’d asked the universe. She’d asked the phone. She’d asked Jenny in her mind – Where are you, Jenny? There had been no answer. So now, Julie’s expectation was that she could finally have an answer.

			‘Where is my daughter? Where is Jenny?’ she asked. ‘Please, can you take me there? I’d like to see her.’

			Julie remembers Colin and Pauline’s defensive procrastination. ‘I was told that might not be possible. That they would have to get permission for that to happen. That it wasn’t advisable. Then I started to demand that it was possible. I needed proof. I needed to see her. I needed to be able to say to those people that loved her, “I have seen her body. I know she is dead.” Because if that couldn’t happen, then how could we believe? I needed to see and I needed to touch. And I needed to know.’

			Colin and Pauline promised to do their best. The two liaison officers were also able to give the family an explanation for something that had long perplexed them: why was Jenny on a Circle Line train heading west that morning? She normally took the train to Paddington station, then the Bakerloo Line east to Oxford Circus.

			Enquiries revealed that, on that fateful morning, a train had broken down at Piccadilly station, disrupting the Bakerloo Line. Jenny had travelled east on the Circle Line for just one stop, to Edgware Road, before disembarking with a new plan. From Edgware Road, she’d take the Circle Line west to Notting Hill Gate, then change for the Central Line to Tottenham Court Road. Like Martine Wright, Thelma Stober, Danny Biddle and so many others that morning, Jenny Nicholson should never have been on that tube train at that time.

			Jenny had been standing by the doors, reading The Magician’s Nephew by C. S. Lewis, when the blast blew her out of the carriage and into the path of an eastbound tube train. When investigators, including Steve Keogh, arrived just before midnight on 7 July, she was the first body they came across on the tracks. A tube worker had covered her in a towel and some tarpaulin to preserve her dignity.

			Jenny was one of 52 commuters killed in the attacks. The dead ranged in age from 20 to 60. The fact there were no children among the fatalities came down to random chance. The overground train that brought the bombers from Luton had arrived at King’s Cross 23 minutes late. Had they detonated their bombs on the Underground 23 minutes earlier that day, at about 08:26, the trains would have had children on board heading for their 9 a.m. school starts.

			Of the 52 fatalities, 32 were UK citizens, with three from Poland and one each from Afghanistan, France, Ghana, Grenada, India, Iran, Israel, Italy, Kenya, Mauritius, New Zealand, Nigeria, Romania, Sri Lanka, Turkey and Vietnam, and one with joint Australian/Vietnamese citizenship.
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			Wednesday 13 July 2005

			So far, the police investigation’s short-term goals had been achieved. They’d identified who the bombers were and established that they weren’t able to carry out more attacks. But this was only the end of the beginning. They still needed to prove incontrovertibly that Mohammad Sidique Khan, Shehzad Tanweer, Hasib Hussain and Germaine Lindsay had set off the bombs on 7 July. The coroner would need to know what had happened, and the police would need information about who else might have been involved in the conspiracy.

			Work started at the Alexandra Grove bomb factory in Leeds, where investigators spent more than five weeks removing some 900 exhibits. Through phone records, they discovered the secondary bomb-making location on Chapeltown Road, a couple of miles to the east. All four bombers were linked to the bomb factories through DNA, fingerprints and handwriting. Hussain had the most fingerprints at Alexandra Grove, suggesting he’d been head chef, but what precisely was the murderous concoction that they’d cooked up? None of the four had any chemistry or other scientific qualifications, so how did they learn to construct such devastatingly destructive devices?

			Until the discovery of these bomb factories, scientists at the Met’s Forensic Explosives Lab had struggled to understand the make-up of the devices, as no remote detonators or traces of conventional explosives had been found at the bomb scenes. Now, they could see the terror cell’s homicidal handiwork first-hand. The mysterious sludge in the bath proved to be of two types: the first, a darker grey, wasn’t energetic, but the second, a lighter-coloured sludge, proved highly explosive. The results from the lab confounded them. The sludge contained piperine, an alkaloid found in black pepper, mixed with concentrated hydrogen peroxide.

			They’d already determined that central to the bomb-making endeavour in Leeds was the boiling down of hydrogen peroxide to increase its concentration. They found records noting concentration levels, as well as links – on phones and in paperwork – between the bombers and 45 outlets that sold the chemical compound. Next, they discovered traces of the homemade explosive HMTD in a vacuum bag and on surfaces around the house. Remnants of HMTD had been found at three of the scenes.

			Taken together, this information enabled them to work out the mechanism of the devices. Hydrogen peroxide was the explosive in the main bomb. Explosives need a fuel and an oxidizer to provide oxygen to sustain the reaction, functions performed by the piperine. In the detonator, the homemade HMTD explosive had been the key ingredient. But what ignited the HMTD? It was then that the dozens of domestic lightbulbs found at the bomb factory, many of them smashed, made sense. The HMTD had been connected to the filament of a smashed lightbulb. A 9-volt battery needed to be pushed into place and wires touched to complete the circuit for the lightbulb filament to heat up. This was enough to set off the highly sensitive HMTD detonator.

			Discoveries at Alexandra Grove solved other mysteries, like why plastic cool bags made by ice cream manufacturer Mackie’s of Scotland had been found at the scenes. They had held the ice packs used to keep the devices from overheating and triggering an unwanted explosion. The forensics team also recovered white plastic insulated twin-flex wires – similar to those you’d use to connect audio speakers – from Alexandra Grove, the same type of wire that had been recovered from the bomb scenes close to the seats of the explosions and thought to be part of the detonators.

			These forensic finds indisputably connected the bombers to the locations where the devices had been made. But they had to know for certain that it was the bombers who were at the bomb scenes. A DNA test of the section of spine found near the bomb crater at Aldgate – DVI reference 60021972 – identified it as belonging to Shehzad Tanweer. Between 13 July and 28 July the temporary mortuary received 88 body parts from that scene, 66 of which were Tanweer’s, and traces of HMTD were found on his brown leather wallet and on the remnants of his clothing.

			Anthropologist Julie Roberts spent days reassembling what remained of the bodies of the suspected suicide bombers. Tanweer was missing his entire cranial vault and facial bones, both wrists and hands, his breast bone and the bottom half of his pelvis on each side. Almost missing entirely were the front and sides of his ribs, his lower jaw, his right radius and the shafts of his right and left lower limbs, as well as several toes. This clearly showed that the blast had taken place at his feet and that he’d been looking down onto the device at the time, presumably during the act of detonation.

			The scientists next looked at what connected Mohammad Sidique Khan to the bomb scenes. At Edgware Road a tiny piece of flesh had been attached to the Visa card in his name, and a DNA test confirmed that the flesh belonged to him. A main body part recovered from the axle of the carriage – DVI reference 60021456 – also matched his DNA, while traces of HMTD were detected on the remnants of a piece of denim and a green hoodie worn by Khan that morning. ID documents belonging to Khan were found at three of the four scenes, including his driving licence, bank cards, Leeds City Council driving pass and a Zurich Insurance card. It was clear that Khan had wanted to be recognised as ringleader of the entire plot. His remaining body parts showed he suffered similar injuries to Tanweer, suggesting that he too had been looking down at the bomb when it exploded.

			Germaine Lindsay’s DNA matched the most disrupted body at Russell Square, and Hussain’s the torso that landed on the pavement outside BMA House on Tavistock Square. Both left identity documents at the scenes with their name, address and image. Lindsay also suffered injuries consistent with detonating a bomb on the train floor – facial lacerations and lost toes – but Hussain’s partially restored body told a different story. His pelvis survived and his rib cage appeared to have been blown out rather than in. This confirmed the theory that the bus bomb had detonated beneath the seat on which Hussain had been sitting.

			At each of the scenes the bombers left behind another bountiful source of intelligence – their phones. These were all untraceable ‘burners’, and all calls from these phones had been made to each other or to parties directly related to the bombing mission, such as the rental car company in Leeds. More phones belonging to the four were found at their homes and at the two bomb factories. Records showed that between May and July 2005 Lindsay changed his phone and sim card three times, the other three bombers four times each.

			Some of these phones revealed calls to and from Pakistan. The calls were traced to unregulated public call centres with no records. Had this been the source of their bomb-making expertise, as arranged by al-Qaeda fixer Rashid Rauf? Scientists from the Met’s Forensic Explosives Lab insisted that some instruction and practical demonstration must have played a part in the construction, deployment and detonation of these devices. The mixture used was entirely unique; even in the darkest corners of the internet in 2005, nothing remotely like it could be found. Getting this mixture and the HMTD to explode required scientific precision way beyond high-school chemistry, and the use of ice packs to keep the devices cool demonstrated an intimate understanding of the bombs’ foibles.

			Their phones provided other answers, such as why Hussain had blown up a bus almost an hour after the tube explosions. His phone records from 7 July showed that just before – and sometime after – 09:00 he’d tried to call Khan, Tanweer and Lindsay, who were already dead. Mobile phones don’t work underground, so he must have made these calls somewhere in or around King’s Cross station. Detectives set the CCTV team the task of tracing Hussain’s movements before the bus bombing, courtesy of the blanket camera coverage at King’s Cross.

			Marcelle Stroud and Dean Lawrence had already enjoyed a breakthrough, thanks to the Ginsters savoury pasty packaging found in the door pockets of the Nissan Micra at Luton train station, with the CCTV trawl team subsequently retrieving footage from all service station forecourts between Leeds and Luton for the relevant times on 7 July. Lawrence learned that at 04:53 that morning, the Micra had been spotted pulling in to Woodall Services, 50 miles south of Leeds. What the CCTV footage revealed defied all logic.

			Tanweer got out of the car and filled up with petrol, while Hussain sat in the front passenger seat and Khan in the back. Tanweer went into the store to pay, and, on the way to the counter, picked up some Ginsters cheese and onion pasties, crisps and lemon-flavoured mineral water. He paid and then made to leave. But, at the door, he suddenly stopped and turned. Remembering there was a deal on Ginsters, he walked back to the counter and quibbled about the 50p discount he should have had. The assistant put up little resistance before handing over the change. ‘I was amazed,’ says Lawrence. ‘You’ve got someone planning to come to London to commit a suicide attack and he’s querying fifty pence in change. Utterly bizarre.’

			The CCTV viewing team spotted something else that made no sense. At Woodall Services, Tanweer was wearing a pair of white trousers. By the time he walked into Luton train station a few hours later, his trousers were dark. When and why had he changed them between Woodall Services and Luton train station?

			Meanwhile, the CCTV viewing team uncovered chilling footage of Hasib Hussain in and around King’s Cross train station that morning. At 08:54 he emerged onto the station’s concourse, passing within yards of two police officers as he carried his rucksack of destruction on his back. He then dawdled around the station, trying to ring each of his fellow bombers in turn, twice, between 08:58 and 09:19. Just after 09:00 he searched his bag in the doorway of WH Smith before, three minutes later, buying the 9-volt battery.

			At 09:07 he left the station area, crossed York Way and dived into a McDonald’s. Although there’s no footage from inside the restaurant, detectives assume he used the time to insert the fresh battery into the device. At 09:13, as the first fire engine arrived at King’s Cross to deal with a reported derailment, Hussain emerged from McDonald’s wearing sunglasses. He re-crossed the road and headed west along Euston Road.

			The last CCTV images of Hussain are from 09:22, as he walked past Burger King and Barclays Bank, almost directly across the road from King’s Cross. He stepped onto the number 91 bus, getting off at Euston Square, where he boarded the number 30 alongside scores of innocent passengers.
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			Thursday 21 July 2005 – 12:26

			Hammersmith and City Line, west London

			One of the curious anomalies of the London Underground is that more than half of its 272 stations are actually above ground. One of those is Latimer Road, near Ladbroke Grove in west London.

			With her pull-along shopping basket, it took local woman Eunice Olwa a few seconds longer than other passengers to step up into the sparsely occupied fourth carriage of the westbound C66/77 train. Right away, she felt the impatient glare of a nervous young East African man already inside the carriage. ‘He seemed agitated, like he was late,’ she recalls. ‘He kept on looking at me and the time on his phone, like I was holding him up.’

			As the tube trundled towards Shepherd’s Bush, an ear-splitting boom reverberated around the metallic carriage. Instinctively, the 16 passengers on board turned towards where the sound came from. The nervous man fell on his back, onto a smouldering rucksack, eyes closed and arms outstretched like Jesus on the cross.

			‘Some girls started screaming,’ says Eunice, ‘the emergency cable was pulled and everyone started running away from him towards the front of the train.’

			Everyone, that is, except Eunice. She wasn’t going anywhere.

			12:30

			Northern Line, south London

			The Northern Line is officially the loudest, most crowded route on the tube, with the worst air quality and highest crime rate. This afternoon, as London Fire Brigade instructor Angus Campbell, 41, boarded the tube at Tooting Bec station to head to work, he wasn’t bothered about any of that. A dad-of-three, his youngest born just six weeks earlier, Angus was relishing a rare break from noisy children. It didn’t last long.

			Angus could scarcely believe his eyes when, at Clapham North station, a woman with a toddler and a buggy got on the quarter-full carriage and plonked herself down directly opposite. Within seconds, the small boy was bouncing up and down on the seat in full voice, drowned out only by his mother’s vocal objections. Finally, she lost patience, scooping the boy up and strapping him into the buggy.

			Watching all this, Angus hadn’t noticed a young East African man getting on at Stockwell with a large rucksack on his back, standing with his back to Angus and the mum with the buggy. Happily for all, the toddler sulked quietly, so Angus was able to sit back and think about the lectures he was delivering later. The train had just re-entered the tunnel when there was an almighty bang.

			‘I jumped a mile,’ recalls Angus. ‘I don’t jump very much. But I jumped. It was really, really loud. The carriage was full of white smoke. I was completely engulfed. There was a huge amount of screaming coming from my left. There was panic and pandemonium all around me.’

			It had been just two weeks since the 7 July attacks. Everyone travelling on the Underground feared a follow-up attack and no one was in any doubt that this was it.

			12:45

			Victoria Line, Warren Street tube station, London NW1

			Warren Street sits at a crossroads in north London between the historic grandeur of Fitzrovia to the south and the grungy office blocks of Euston Road to the north.

			That afternoon, train 1967 had just left Oxford Circus on its way to Warren Street on the Victoria Line when a massive bang rang out in the second carriage. Passenger Marcelle Jermide looked up to see a man in mid-air. ‘In this snapshot, he was elevated, there was smoke, the whole place was cloudy and there were particles like cotton wool falling down. He landed with his legs apart. He was unsteady. He kept looking at his legs in surprise, as if he didn’t expect them to be there.’

			Hammersmith and City Line, Shepherd’s Bush tube station, London W12

			Train C66/77 stopped just short of Shepherd’s Bush station where, for more than a century, the railway arches have sheltered an array of bustling market stalls below. Eunice Olwa had been on her way to the market to do some shopping, but now she stood in the carriage watching a man lying on his back on top of a smoking rucksack. He opened his eyes, saw Eunice and closed them again. ‘It was like he couldn’t believe that he was still alive,’ she recalls.

			Everyone else had run away, thinking that the man was a suicide bomber, but Eunice furiously confronted him. ‘What do you think you’re doing?’ she shouted, spotting a bubbling yellow substance leaking out of the rucksack. ‘What’s that in your bag?’

			The man scrambled to his feet, exited through the door between carriages and tried to clamber onto the roof of the train. When that failed, he jumped onto the tracks and casually walked away. He climbed over a wall and jumped down into a residential garden backing onto the elevated railway line. He then entered the rear of the house through an open dining-room window.

			Lola Henry, a nurse, was inside when she heard noises. ‘This man’s voice said, “I won’t hurt you, I’m just passing through.” He then opened the front door and left before I even knew what was happening.’

			Victoria Line, Warren Street tube station, London NW1

			The man stopped looking at his legs in surprise, got to his feet and scurried through a connecting door into the next carriage. Passengers saw the smouldering rucksack he’d left behind, shrieked and fled in the opposite direction, with some being pushed over in the rush.

			Once the train pulled into Warren Street station, the bomber was first out of the automated doors. Those behind him saw a hole in the back of his T-shirt, with two wires protruding. The man sprinted up the platform and escalator, vaulted the ticket barrier and hared away outside.

			He asked a passing woman to call him a taxi. Noticing his dried, peeling skin and the white staining on his hands, she immediately rushed away. He then approached two women in traditional Muslim dress. ‘He said he’d been in a train crash, then a bomb attack,’ one of them recalls. ‘He asked, “Can you take me to your home?” I said no. He said, “What kind of Muslim are you not to help another Muslim?” And then he walked off.’

			Northern Line, Oval tube station, London SE11

			Angus Campbell’s instinct was to try to take control of the situation. After all, as a fire brigade instructor and ex-soldier, pandemonium was something he was almost certainly more used to dealing with than anyone else in the carriage. To his left, where the bang had taken place and from where smoke continued to billow, he could see a man in a black hoodie with ‘New York’ emblazoned across the chest and a black baseball cap. He was screaming.

			Angus told everyone to walk away from the man and into the unaffected neighbouring carriage. The woman with the small boy panicked because the buggy appeared to be stuck. Angus could see that the handle had got caught in the stanchion of the glass partition, so he gripped the buggy and tried to release it.

			‘She actually hit me. She struck me. She was screaming. She thought I was part of her problem. I said, “No, no, I can help you. Let me help you.”’ He grabbed the buggy, wriggled the handle free and then spun it round. Shuffling backwards away from the screaming man, he shepherded mother and child towards safety. Along the way, Angus saw the alarm cord and pulled it. The train slowed to a crawl.

			In the carriage, Angus was now alone with the frenzied man and the smoking rucksack. Wearing brown sandals, blue shorts and a white T-shirt, at least Angus didn’t appear threatening. He shouted: ‘I want to help you, but you need to lie down. You’re frightening us.’

			Angus moved forward and the man shouted at him to ‘fuck off’. Campbell kept coming. Now he could see the remnants of the rucksack. ‘There’s this yellow foam-like substance that’s fizzing and popping,’ he says. ‘I think, Oh, for God’s sake. It’s still trying to detonate. It’s still trying to go off.

			‘Now I can see what’s in it, nails, pieces of metal, nuts and bolts. And then fear. Real, real fear. It’s difficult to put into words. It’s that sort of hollowness when you’ve been winded. A need for air. It’s your brain not being able to cope because there’s so much going on.’

			Angus suddenly took stock. He was 50 feet underground, on a moving train, in front of someone who’d just tried to commit mass murder and was now threatening to kill him. He started to back off.

			‘Yeah, go on, fuck off,’ shouted the man.

			Pointing to the rucksack and debris, Angus responded: ‘Look, you tell me what the fuck that is. I want to know what that is, now.’

			The man almost laughed: ‘‘You are wrong. You are wrong.’ Looking at the mess on the floor, he added: ‘This is bread. This is bread.’

			‘Of course it’s not bread. It’s a bomb.’

			The train pulled into Oval station and a bored voice came over the tannoy: ‘It’s the driver, whoever pulled the alarm, will you please make yourselves known. I need to know who you are.’

			Angus walked over to the two-way communication system and spoke into it very clearly. ‘Yes, it’s me. Don’t open the doors. Don’t open the doors. We need the police. We’ve got him. Don’t open the doors.’

			The man responded furiously and started kicking the doors. And then – to Angus’s astonishment – the doors opened and the man fled. ‘I didn’t realise he was so full of adrenaline,’ Angus says. ‘He just took off.’ Several commuters, staff and a plucky flower-seller set off in pursuit of the suspect as he fled Oval station. He outsprinted them all and was last seen running towards Brixton.

			Angus considers himself incredibly fortunate: ‘Not many people have looked a suicide bomber in the eyes and lived to tell the tale.’

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Reports of suspected bomb attacks on three tube trains quickly reached Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman. Sitting in his neat and tidy 16th-floor office, Hayman felt it in his stomach; more deaths, more injuries. How would they cope? They were still completely tied up with the events of 7 July.

			Then he had a moment of sickening realisation. Co-ordinated bomb attacks on three tube trains bore all the hallmarks of a copycat attack. That could mean only one thing – one of London’s 8,000 buses must be next.

			13:06

			East London

			Few bus routes take in as many of the city’s landmarks as the number 26. The Victoria to Hackney service stops at Westminster Cathedral, Westminster Abbey, Whitehall, Trafalgar Square, the Royal Courts of Justice and St Paul’s Cathedral.

			Pulling up at Bank station, having just passed St Paul’s, driver Mark Maybanks opened the doors and a man in an eye-catching white baseball cap stepped on and started waving his pass around while staring intently at the driver. ‘I just thought, Oh, I’ve got a funny one here. Go and take a seat and leave me alone,’ he recalls.

			Fourteen minutes later, as the bus entered the junction of Hackney Road and Shoreditch High Street, a shuddering bang jolted everyone on board. Mark instinctively braked hard. Suspecting he might have hit something, Mark got out to check the outside of the bus. As he did so, most of his passengers exited through the open door, including the man in the jaunty white cap.

			By now, Mark had heard over his radio about reported explosions at Shepherd’s Bush, Oval and Warren Street tube stations. The bang he’d heard didn’t sound loud enough to be a bomb, but he still didn’t know what had caused it. When an inspection of the lower floor failed to enlighten, Mark headed upstairs. In the back seat of the upper deck he spotted an abandoned rucksack. As he got closer, he saw a bubbling, yellow, ‘butter-like’ substance oozing out. He then noticed a battery and realised he was standing next to some sort of a bomb.

			Bradford, West Yorkshire

			As news broke of an explosion on a London bus – making this four-pronged attack a perfect mirror image of the events of a fortnight earlier – counter-terrorism chief John Parkinson, sitting in his office in Bradford, was feeling waves of sickening dread. He feared that he and his team might have failed to identify part of the 7 July cell, who had now gone on to do this. ‘How could this have happened off-radar,’ he asked himself, ‘given the intensity of the investigation so far? Is there something that we should have known or that we’ve not seen?’

			At New Scotland Yard everyone was in shock. Ironically, a day earlier on the 20th, senior police had sent many of the investigators home for a rest. ‘It did worry me that when people start getting this tired,’ says Commissioner Ian Blair, ‘they might make mistakes.’ Now they were recalling officers who hadn’t even opened their suitcases.

			Forensic examiners dreaded being sent to deal with yet more unspeakable gore and horror. Simon, whose baptism in forensics had been at the scene of the bombed bus at Tavistock Square, was told to go with a senior colleague to Shepherd’s Bush. ‘I grabbed my bomb bag,’ he says. ‘We jumped in one of the call-out vans and off we blue-lighted down to west London. He’s driving, and I’m just sitting there thinking, It can’t be another one. Would it tip me over the edge? I wouldn’t be shocked if it did.’

			Dewsbury, West Yorkshire

			For Shahid Malik, Labour MP and Muslim, the bombings on 21 July represented his ‘worst nightmare’. He and other local leaders had worked tirelessly to prevent the British National Party from exploiting the previous bombings, and now this.

			‘These 21/7 attacks, it was off the Richter scale. At that stage, all bets were off. Was there now going to be a huge backlash? What were the limits of tolerance in modern Britain? We didn’t know the answer.’

			13:45

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			News trickled in from the four scenes. Mercifully, it seemed that the devices had only partially detonated and there were no reported deaths or serious injuries. The police on scene, however, still didn’t know what they were dealing with. Was there unexploded material still inside the abandoned rucksacks? Tube passengers reported a strong ‘burning rubber’ smell before the devices went off, causing many of them to move to different parts of the trains. From both the tube and the solitary bus also came descriptions of the rucksacks left at the scenes oozing a yellow, porridge-like substance. Fizzing and smoking, it had caused eyes to water and, in one case, provoked an asthma attack.

			‘What was this horrible, boiling, bubbling substance left at the scenes?’ wondered Andy Hayman. ‘Was it a dirty bomb?’ New Scotland Yard called in scientists from Porton Down, the top-secret military lab based in Salisbury that specialises in chemical weapons and deadly diseases.

			But there was a more urgent challenge – the men who had detonated the bombs had fled the scenes. ‘By definition, suicide bombers either kill themselves or get captured,’ says Sir Ian Blair. ‘Suicide bombers don’t run away. These four failed bombers had already passed the psychological point of actually attempting to carry out a suicide bombing. There was nothing to say that they weren’t going to come back in the days ahead, having altered perhaps the make-up of the bombs in some way, and do it again. We had to find these people. We were suddenly faced with the most urgent manhunt in the history of Scotland Yard.’
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			Thursday 21 July 2005 – 13:00

			Oval tube station, London SE11

			Ian Jones had been obsessed with explosives for as long as he could remember, and had the skin grafts to prove it. Aged 16, and already a scarred veteran of DIY bomb-making, baby-faced Ian joined the British Army and became an ammunition technician. He completed two tours of duty in Northern Ireland as captain of a bomb disposal team before joining the Met.

			In a corner of the explosives’ office sat a large red phone. At 12:40 it rang with the inescapable searing tone of an emergency. The caller reported a small explosion on a train coming into Oval station and said that the passengers inside the affected carriage had suffered adverse reactions to a pungent yellow substance left at the scene. Although specialists from Porton Down were on their way to investigate, getting to central London from the very edge of the West Country would take hours. In the meantime, Jones and his deputy were told to go to Oval station and ‘deal with it’.

			The urgency was because officers from the Anti-Terrorist Branch needed any information that might have been left on the three tube trains and the bus to accelerate their manhunt. After all, the 7 July bombers had planted identity documents at the scenes. But before they could send forensic officers in, they needed an explosives officer to give the all-clear.

			Jones rushed outside to his Range Rover, which carried protective equipment, respirators, full PPE, a chemical agent monitor to detect nerve agents and a HazMatID gadget to identify individual chemicals – all the kit, in other words, that’s needed to tackle what’s known in the trade as CBRN, a chemical, biological, radiological or nuclear threat.

			On arrival at the police cordon, Jones was briefed by the duty officer: the train was on platform 1, the device went off in the second carriage, the station had been evacuated and the driver had closed the door of his cab but left the key.

			Jones was then introduced to witnesses from the affected carriage. Angus Campbell was the fire brigade instructor who’d confronted the failed bomber, Nadia the mum with the buggy and, mercifully asleep inside it, her young son. They convinced Jones that this hadn’t been an attack with a chemical or nerve agent because all three of them remained unaffected, especially the toddler. Besides, according to their accounts the bomber had stood in this gloop before he sprinted off out of the station and halfway to Brixton. If this had been any kind of ‘dirty’ device, he wouldn’t have been sprinting anywhere.

			Jones and his deputy stepped through the barriers, the first time for Jones that he’d been in a completely abandoned tube station. He walked down platform 1 until he reached the second carriage; through the glass in the doors he could see the yellow gloopy mess mixed with nuts and bolts. The liquid looked very similar to that found at the bomb factory in Leeds, while the pieces of metal resembled those found in the anti-personnel devices recovered from the Nissan Micra at Luton train station.

			To get a closer look, Jones let himself into the driver’s cabin, then walked back down the train’s interior. ‘When I got close to the gloopy mess,’ he says, ‘I could see it was bubbling away.’ Using a pipette, Jones took two samples of the liquid and got a 99 per cent hit for high-strength peroxide. Hydrogen peroxide had been one of the main components in the bombings from two weeks before.

			Jones was being asked to clear the scene for the forensic teams to move in, but at the moment he felt unable to do so. He didn’t know whether the bubbling explosive was becoming more potent or less, so they’d all have to wait for the arrival of the scientists from Wiltshire.

			Shepherd’s Bush tube station, London W12

			Forensic officers walked along the tracks to carriage 4 of train C67/77 above Shepherd’s Bush market. Looking in through the thick glass of the carriage door, rookie forensic officer Simon saw a rucksack oozing a fizzing substance that looked like ‘a cross between baby porridge and apple sauce’.

			Alongside the smoking sludge, some papers had spilled out of the rucksack, including what appeared to be some sort of ID card. This seemed to mirror the modus operandi of the 7 July bombers, and it certainly excited Simon and his partner Andy. But to their intense frustration, they couldn’t enter the carriage until the scientists declared it safe.

			London had never been a city that panicked easily. For almost a century and a half, the UK capital had been the preferred mainland target of Irish Republican terrorism. This culminated in the Provisional IRA’s bombing campaign of the 1970s, 1980s and early 1990s, which claimed the lives of 175 people, injured more than 10,000 and caused property damage exceeding £1 billion. So prevalent were bomb scares that Londoners had grown somewhat numbed to the security alerts at tube stations and shopping centres, which usually provoked little more than a collective eye roll and a begrudging trudge towards the exits.

			In July 2005, however, the spectre of further suicide bombs frayed the city’s nerves. Perhaps these copycat attacks signalled the dawn of a chilling ‘new normal’ of regular, co-ordinated suicide bombings targeting ordinary people.

			Londoners now felt vulnerable as firefighters and cops with bomb-sniffing dogs sealed off city blocks and evacuated rows of restaurants, pubs and offices – all against a soundtrack of wailing sirens and pounding police helicopters. And as news of these latest bomb attacks filtered through the media, hundreds of citizens called in suspect devices or people behaving suspiciously.

			At 14:24, armed officers raced to University College Hospital on Euston Road after credible reports that the failed bomber from nearby Warren Street had run into the building. An internal memo at the hospital told employees to look out for ‘a black male, possibly of Asian origin, about six feet two inches (188 cm) tall, wearing a blue top with wires protruding from the rear.’ Five tube lines were suspended on 21 July, spilling thousands onto the streets. On Hackney Road, a police cordon around the abandoned 26 bus brought east London to a standstill.

			At Number 10 Downing Street, Tony Blair broke off from a meeting with his Australian counterpart for a briefing about the attacks. On police advice, he cancelled that afternoon’s planned visit to an east London school, instead calling a COBRA meeting. On his way into this meeting, Commissioner Sir Ian Blair told the media that London’s entire Underground system was to close. He added: ‘It’s very important that people in London stay where they are. Clearly this is a very serious incident.’

			As COBRA sat, just 100 yards away armed police drew their weapons on a man of Asian appearance at the gates into Downing Street. In full view of TV cameras, they ordered him at gunpoint to undo his shirt, presumably to check for a hidden bomb belt. He then obeyed barked commands to lie face down on the ground as he was handcuffed and arrested. The BBC confirmed further arrests on Whitehall and Tottenham Court Road, while explosives officers were dispatched to bomb scares on the number 37 bus between Putney and Peckham and at St Albans train station 20 miles north of the capital.

			At 15:45 the prime minister held a press conference, in part to reassure the public.

			‘We know why these things are done,’ he said. ‘They are done to scare people and to make them worried. In this incident there appear to have been no casualties. We have to react calmly and continue as much as possible as normal. The police are fairly clear about what has happened. We will get the transport system back running as soon as possible.’

			At New Scotland Yard, senior officers were briefed by the explosives officers who had earlier attended the scenes. The expos confirmed that at all four locations only the detonator or initiator had gone off, failing to set off the main explosive. They warned, however, that these bombs were far from amateur; all they needed was a slightly more powerful initiator and the bombs would have detonated, causing mass casualties.

			This analysis reinforced police fears that the failed suicide bombers were holed up and perfecting their detonation techniques for a series of follow-up attacks. ‘With potential failed suicide bombers on the run,’ says Hayman, ‘I called the military. There was no time for being precious about who owns this investigation. We needed all hands on deck.’

			Senior Investigating Officer Jon Boutcher, a specialist in manhunts, agrees: ‘This was unique. We had failed suicide bombers in London who remained at large, with the obvious risk that they were going to come back and kill countless people. These people were not going to walk into a police station with their hands up. So we put all the architecture in place for a manhunt and for one or more armed confrontations.’

			At the centre of this architecture was a control room from where the manhunt would be led. A key element was the Intelligence Fusion Cell, where investigators were already sifting through incoming information. This was arriving via the counter-terrorism hotline, early witness statements at the scenes and from forensic officers on standby. The CCTV unit were quick to start picking through video footage and feeding in anything of interest, while MI5 agents were once again trawling their records, quizzing human sources and sharing anything of potential value.

			The idea behind the control room was that it should function as the clearing-house and decision-making forum for the live manhunt. At its disposal was an array of physical assets to track down suspects. These included the Met’s tech unit, which specialised in tracing mobile phones; surveillance teams, on standby to track suspects, vehicles or covertly observe addresses; and firearms teams ready and waiting. Senior officers ran through the most likely scenarios in which firearms officers would confront suspects. High on the list was during a follow-up suicide-bombing attempt, most likely on a crowded tube carriage or bus.

			Advice was sought from a senior firearms officer about how to negate the risks to the public. This officer confirmed that, if fired, their standard-issue 9mm jacketed soft-point bullets would pass through the suspect, putting others at risk. Senior officers agreed that – for this manhunt – firearms officers would be issued with hollow-point 124-grain bullets that flatten on impact, like those used by US air marshals. When fired at the head, rather than passing through, they dump all of their energy into the subject’s brain stem, causing instant incapacitation.

			‘Firearms capability is really key,’ insists Boutcher. ‘We needed to be able to deal with the threat that they’re presenting.’

			17:00

			Hackney, east London

			One of the Met’s specialist firearms officers who’d undergone training to deal with suicide bombers – known as Operation Kratos – was Andy Halliday. A super-fit marathon runner and hockey player, Halliday cuts a tall, lean, restless figure. That afternoon he was supporting a surveillance team on a drugs operation in Hackney. On the car radio, the 2005 Ashes cricket series – arguably the most exciting games ever played between old rivals England and Australia – captivated Halliday and his colleagues, but the commentary was suddenly drowned out by their police radios. A string of shocking reports was coming through. ‘We had failed suicide bombers,’ says Halliday, ‘running free on the streets of London.’

			From his Kratos training, Halliday knew the protocol: to follow the orders of the Designated Senior Officer (DSO) in the control room – furnished with all the intelligence – to execute one or more of these suspects before they detonated a device. Halliday well understood the principle: ‘We have to trust those who are probably in a better position than us to assimilate that type of intelligence.’

			Halliday and his team felt convinced that a confrontation with one, some or all of these suicide bombers was inevitable and imminent.
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			Thursday 21 July 2005

			As they had with the bombers two weeks earlier, senior detectives now focused on three key lines of enquiry: forensics at the bomb scenes, witnesses and tracking the movements of the suspects on CCTV.

			As the rest of the investigation waited for the scientists from Porton Down to clear the scenes, Dean Lawrence and Marcelle Stroud from the CCTV team sent trawl teams to the tube station control rooms to harvest footage from the foyers, escalators and platforms. On the streets around each tube station and along the Hackney Road bus route, they retrieved CCTV tapes and hard drives from local authority cameras and businesses.

			As the tapes and hard drives arrived at New Scotland Yard, the viewing team found it straightforward to spot the three failed tube bombers who’d fled, either running down the road (Warren Street, Oval) or across the tracks (Shepherd’s Bush). As for the number 26 bus, there had been just a handful of passengers on board and only one of them – the would-be bomber, helpfully – sported a white baseball cap. The task now was to backtrack the movements of the would-be bombers to discover where their journeys had started, and to prospect for information about their forward arc in an attempt to discover their current location.

			Senior officers agreed on an ‘overt’ strategy to identify the suspects. The CCTV team had until 04:00 the following morning to isolate clear images of all four suspects. At 04:30 the Met planned to release these images and a hotline number to the first editions of the national newspapers and the early morning news bulletins. Marcelle Stroud was looking forward to the challenge of finding those clear CCTV images: ‘It was exhilarating. It’s a race, because we wanted to catch up with these people before they could do anything else.’

			By the evening, the CCTV teams reported dramatic breakthroughs. They’d isolated strong facial images of the suspects from two locations – the bus and Oval tube station – as well as identifying where these two, along with the third suspect from Warren Street, had joined the tube system that afternoon: Stockwell tube station in south London. The trawl teams had also retrieved the hard drives from the Stockwell CCTV system, recovering evidence from every camera inside the station, as well as those outside the entrance and at nearby road junctions.

			The viewing team’s quest to trace the movements of these three suspects after the explosions, however, proved less rewarding. The Oval bomber had fled up Brixton Road towards Brixton, then seemingly vanished. It was the same with the Warren Street bomber, last seen walking up Hampstead Road towards Camden, and the bus bomber captured walking in the direction of Shoreditch High Street. Where did these suspects go next? Their trails were not yet obvious.

			Meanwhile, the suspect from Shepherd’s Bush was discovered – pre-bombing – entering the tube system alone at Westbourne Park station in west London. Post-detonation, footage captured him calmly walking across the tracks and jumping into the garden of the house he then walked through. He was next traced on CCTV at Wood Lane near the BBC’s HQ, helpfully stripped down to a dazzling white vest that made him hard to miss. He caught a number 220 bus and sat at the back of the top deck for some five miles before getting off in Wandsworth, south London. Then he too simply disappeared. The CCTV team tried to second-guess where he went next, seizing footage from other local buses and businesses.

			By 18:00 the Porton Down scientists had declared the scenes at Warren Street and Oval safe, allowing forensic officers to retrieve CCTV from the trains. The footage from carriage 2 at Oval station provided a chilling insight into the mindset of the would-be bomber. On boarding at Stockwell – bound for Oval – he spotted the mother with her toddler in the buggy and deliberately stood close by, turning away so that that the rucksack faced them directly.

			At 17:45 the boffins from Porton Down finally arrived at Shepherd’s Bush station, where forensic officers Simon and Andy had been on site for hours, desperate to get to the rucksack and the enticing documents close by. But the scientists weren’t for rushing; it was almost 21:00 before the scene was handed over. Simon and Andy then had to wait for the scene-of-crime photographer to hose down every inch of the carriage for posterity. To their utter exasperation the snapper’s camera failed, so he had to send off for another.

			By the time the forensics investigators finally got inside that carriage, it was well after midnight. But at last they could retrieve what had spilled out of the rucksack.
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			Friday 22 July 2005 – 06:00

			New Scotland Yard, London SW1

			Friday morning’s newspaper headlines reflected London’s volatile mood – part defiant, part sitting duck. ‘Britain will not be beaten,’ vowed the front page of the Daily Express. ‘Is this how we must now live?’ asked the Daily Mirror. The Independent splashed with a photographic montage carrying the grave epithet ‘City of Fear’.

			Commissioner Sir Ian Blair spoke to the BBC about the events of the previous day with his now-customary foreboding. ‘Clearly, the intention must have been to kill. You don’t do this with any other intention. I think the important point is that the intention of the terrorists has not been fulfilled. This was not the B team. They made one mistake – they all made the same mistake – but the atrocities would have been on at least the same level.’

			What wasn’t in the media, however, were CCTV images of the four suspects. At 04:20, minutes before the images were due to be shared with the newspapers and TV networks, the senior police officer in the investigation decided to withhold them. The reason was that at Shepherd’s Bush, Simon and Andy had gone directly to the documents beside the rucksack, where they found a photo membership card to the South Bank Gym in Wandsworth, south London. This tallied with the CCTV, which showed that after the failed bombing, the Shepherd’s Bush attacker had got off the number 220 bus in Wandsworth. The name on the card was Hussain Osman and the accompanying image was of the same person as the Shepherd’s Bush bomber as seen on CCTV.

			While the gym ID card provided a name and a face, it did not give Osman’s home address, but a resourceful detective tracked down a contact number for the gym’s manager. Despite it being three in the morning the manager answered, quickly agreeing to go directly to the gym and dig out Osman’s membership application.

			The gym card wasn’t the only item of interest from the discarded rucksack at Shepherd’s Bush, as Simon and Andy had also found parts of a ripped-up photograph in an envelope. Piecing it together, they discovered it was the same man as on the gym ID card – Hussain Osman – apparently on his wedding day with his new bride. They also came across a letter from the Department of Work and Pensions to someone called Yeshi Girma, with an address at Blair House, Stockwell.

			Meanwhile, the South Bank Gym manager called the police back with two names and addresses linked to the gym ID card: the first, Hussain Osman of 21 Scotia Road in Tulse Hill, London SW2; the second, Abdi Samad Omar of Portnall Road, Maida Vale, London W9. The manager explained that both men shared a single membership. This key piece of evidence was the reason that police opted not to send those CCTV images of the bombing suspects to the newspapers or TV. Instead, the investigation turned from overt to covert.

			That morning, the game plan for the surveillance teams was to surreptitiously watch the addresses and, with the support of firearms officers, apprehend the suspect if he emerged. They needed to make the arrest at a safe distance from the building, however, just in case any accomplices were watching from inside. The surveillance officers were further instructed to follow any non-suspects leaving the address until it felt safe to stop them, as they might be able to provide intelligence on Osman or the other bombers.

			At one of these addresses – Scotia Road in Tulse Hill – the ten-strong ‘Red’ surveillance team was supported by the military. Among them was an SAS man known only as ‘Frank’, who was in the back of a blacked-out van video-recording everyone emerging from number 21.

			Meanwhile, at Scotland Yard, senior officers were summoned to a meeting on the 15th floor to be briefed about the dramatic overnight developments. They learned that Commander Cressida Dick had agreed to come into the control room to act as Designated Senior Officer (DSO) for the day’s manhunt, supported by senior detectives, including Jon Boutcher and a tactical advisor from the firearms team.

			By 08:20 Commander Dick and her team had taken their places in the control room, only to learn that the surveillance officers in Tulse Hill weren’t happy. First, 21 Scotia Road wasn’t a single address but a three-storey communal block of nine flats known as Scotia House, with only a single main door in and out. To cover everyone coming out, they were going to need a back-up surveillance team.

			Second, they were worried about a nearby bus stop. A suspect could come out of Scotia House, walk a few hundred yards to the road – Upper Tulse Hill – and get straight onto a bus, leaving surveillance officers empty-handed in their wake. They wanted the stop temporarily suspended. Cressida Dick made her first major call of the day. Fearing that a closed bus stop might prove a red flag to a hyper-vigilant terrorist, she elected to leave it open.

			Last, they told the control room that half a dozen people had already left the building, all covertly filmed by Frank, but they hadn’t been able to follow or intercept these potential sources of intelligence because they were still waiting for a firearms team to arrive.

			So, where were the firearms team?

			One of the firearms officers being deployed to Scotia Road that morning was Andy Halliday, who’d arrived at his unit’s base in Leman Street, east London, just after 06:00. After kitting out cars and booking out weapons, his ‘Black’ firearms team was sent to an old police section house on Nightingale Lane in Clapham South, some three miles from Scotia Road.

			Here, at 08:50, the officers were briefed by their Silver commander and shown the grainy gym-card image of Osman. For this operation, the suspect Hussain Osman would go by the codename ‘Nettle Tip’. Codenames were used to ensure that anyone from the public overhearing police radio comms remained unaware of the suspect’s name.

			‘Certain elements of that briefing really stood out,’ says Halliday. ‘We were told these suspects were “deadly and determined” and “they were up for it”. That really struck a chord. I was feeling really tense. At some point there was going to be confrontation. This was an extremely serious situation where we might have to face suicide killers who would take us and everybody else with them if they could.’

			They learned about the specialist hollow-point ammunition and that Commander Dick had been appointed DSO in the control room. ‘The phrase “unusual tactics” was used,’ recalls Halliday. ‘I interpreted this as there might be a situation where Operation Kratos comes into play. We could possibly be called by the DSO to deliver a critical shot. I remember the tension. I would be lying to say that there was no fear.’

			Also at the Nightingale Lane briefing was Ken McAulay, the veteran Scot who’d been part of the forensic search team at Aldgate after 7 July. That morning, McAulay was part of a forensic arrest team who’d be shadowing the firearms unit. In the event of a suspect being detained at gunpoint, the arrest team would place him in a forensic suit, hat, gloves and shoes to safeguard any trace evidence of chemicals or explosives. ‘There was a lot of tension in the room,’ says McAulay. ‘We all thought that London was under attack and in the grip of a continuous series of coordinated terrorist attacks.’

			The briefing now delivered another surprise twist for the firearms officers. ‘We were told not to expect rucksacks,’ Halliday says, ‘as the bombers would know that’s what we’d be on the lookout for. They can have explosives in belts or concealed in other ways on their person. We were told they could detonate a suicide bomb by just linking two wires together. We would have to be covert. We’d have to somehow get very, very close to them in whatever situation we were in.’

			Halliday and his team were dispatched to the Territorial Army (TA) centre on Upper Tulse Hill, a holding base just 300 metres from Scotia House. ‘As we were leaving, we got reports that the subject had come out of Scotia House. We weren’t using blue lights, for fear of compromise. So, we were trying to get up to the TA centre as quickly as we could. But, as we pulled up at the TA centre, we were told that the subject was getting on a bus.’
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			Friday 22 July 2005 – 09:33

			Scotia House, London SW2

			The surveillance team’s Cougar radios crackled into life. A young man was leaving Scotia House through the communal front door. Unfortunately for Frank – the SAS soldier based in the back of a surveillance van – filming the man was out of the question as at that precise moment he was urinating into a bottle. With his one free hand he radioed through a description of the subject – white, five foot eight, dark hair, beard/stubble, blue denim jeans, blue denim jacket, light blue trainers and no bag. Frank said that the man was ‘worth a second look’. A second surveillance officer followed the subject to a nearby main road, Upper Tulse Hill, and described him as ‘light-skinned, north African’. A third reported him behaving ‘in a wary manner’.

			As anticipated earlier by the ‘Red’ surveillance team on the ground, the subject walked to the nearby bus stop and, at 09:39, boarded a number 2 bus heading towards Brixton. In adherence to their tradecraft, none of the surveillance officers followed him onto the bus; the golden rule of surveillance decrees that the loss of a suspect is always better than ‘showing out’.

			The police now had a problem, as the subject might be a suicide bomber on his way to commit an atrocity. They needed to get somebody onto that bus. The most experienced surveillance officer in the vicinity was ‘Ivor’, who, in a strange twist, was wearing a blue denim jacket, jeans and light blue trainers, just like the subject.

			Ivor performed a swift U-turn in his car and set off in pursuit of the number two bus. Surveillance cars look unremarkable for obvious reasons, but they come equipped with powerful engines. Ivor quickly caught and overtook the bus, parked up on a side road and sprinted back to a bus stop just as the number 2 bus pulled up.

			At 09:42, as he boarded, Ivor immediately clocked the subject, wearing identical clothes to him, who’d taken a seat at the rear nearside of the bus facing forward. Ivor chose a seat midway down, facing the same direction. At 09:43 Ivor received a mobile phone call from a colleague seeking an update. In guarded, hushed tones, Ivor said he couldn’t positively identify the subject as Nettle Tip (Hussain Osman).

			Back at the TA centre on Upper Tulse Hill, Ken McAulay sat in a car with his forensic arrest team when he received a call from the control room. They wanted the team to catch up with the number 2 bus to make a ‘stop’ on the subject as soon as possible. ‘He was, at that time, most definitely not a suspect,’ says McAulay. ‘The idea was to place him into our car and ask him questions, as he might be able to provide further information on Hussain Osman or other residents of Scotia House.’

			Back at New Scotland Yard, Andy Hayman popped his head into the control room to see how the surveillance operation – led by DSO Cressida Dick and supported by Acting Detective Superintendent Jon Boutcher – was going. ‘It was frenetic and noisy,’ says Hayman. ‘Previous operations, you might only have a handful of people, but this operation, probably triple that. The room had all the facilities but it was too cramped.’

			The main section of the control room – room 600 – had three banks of desks that between them were meant to seat 13 people, all facing a row of screens high on a wall. But there were more than 13 people in there that morning, including loggists, whose job was to record key details from radio transmissions, instructions and other conversations.

			Hayman recalls the details of the scene: ‘You could hear the noises of people on radios calling in, giving information, and the people who were actually controlling it were trying to detach themselves from all the noise to make ice-cold decisions. It was a very, very difficult scenario.’

			Meanwhile, the ‘Black’ firearms team remained parked up at the TA centre on Upper Tulse Hill, adhering to a so-called ‘traffic light’ policy. This was currently Code Green, which meant that they should keep a distance from the surveillance team so as not to blow their cover. If Code Amber were declared, they’d need to start making their way through the surveillance teams towards the target. At State Red, the firearms team would take control of the operation and deal with the target.

			At 09:47 the number 2 bus approached a bus stop across the road from Brixton tube station. Surveillance officer Ivor, sitting in front of the subject on the bus, sensed him getting to his feet. As he walked past, Ivor got another look at his face, but he couldn’t positively identify him as Nettle Tip. The subject left the bus, talking on a silver flip-top mobile phone and started to cross the road towards the tube station. A surveillance officer in a car tailing the bus secured a decent view of his face. This officer, ‘James’, reported that the subject was a ‘good likeness’ for Nettle Tip.

			The subject now stopped, turned around, walked back towards the number 2 bus and reboarded – all of which was reported over the radios into the control room, then out to the firearms, arrest and surveillance teams. To many listening, his behaviour was interpreted as a classic counter-surveillance manoeuvre to lose a tail, and he’d managed to do just that. The number 2 bus resumed its journey with the subject on board, but no surveillance officers.

			Back at the control room, the loggist working for Cressida Dick described the subject as ‘nervous’ and ‘twitchy’. A check of bus routes revealed that, just over a mile away, the number 2 bus would stop at Stockwell tube station. This had ominous implications as, the day before, it was where three of the four failed bombers had started their journeys on the London Underground.

			Now, Andy Halliday and the firearms team left the TA centre and drove in an unmarked six-vehicle convoy towards Brixton. ‘There was a lot of information coming through over the radio, phone calls being made, a little bit of confusion,’ says Halliday. ‘At this point, there was some clarity around “this is definitely our man”. So, certainly to me, it became fairly clear that the subject was one of the bombers from the day before. Whether the words were, “it’s definitely our man” or “it’s Nettle Tip”, I can’t remember. But I do remember thinking, this is a suicide bomber from yesterday.’

			Meanwhile, Ken McAulay prepared to board the number 2 bus on Stockwell Road to make a ‘stop’ on the subject. His phone rang. ‘We were told to stand down, that the firearms team would perform a stop on him, not us,’ he says. ‘I could only assume that the subject had been identified as one of those responsible for the attacks the previous day.’

			By 09:57 – 24 minutes after he’d walked out of Scotia House – the subject was on the number 2 bus travelling towards Stockwell tube station. Directly behind, Ivor and colleagues followed in a snake of surveillance vehicles. A mile or so back, the ‘Black’ firearms team convoy battled through heavy traffic, at one stage driving on the wrong side of Clapham Road to make progress. At 10:03, another surveillance officer, codename ‘Adrian’, reported the subject getting off the bus and walking towards Stockwell tube station.

			Back at the control room, a loggist’s notes indicated what Commander Dick was being told: ‘It’s him, the man is off the bus. They think it is him and he is very jumpy.’

			‘As the subject was walking towards the tube station,’ recalls Halliday, ‘the comment was made on the radio like “He mustn’t be allowed to get on the tube.”’ Meanwhile, surveillance officers Ivor and Adrian had anticipated the subject’s arrival and were already waiting in the foyer of Stockwell station.

			Although not trained in tackling suicide bombers, surveillance officers were armed, and they were practised in making forcible arrests. Adrian sent a message through to the surveillance team leader asking whether they should make an intervention on the subject. ‘The surveillance team leader phoned the control room,’ says Adrian, ‘and asked the question, “Do you want us to do it?”’

			In the control room, Cressida Dick wanted the firearms team to carry out the arrest. After all, their officers had training in dealing with suspected suicide bombers. But the firearms team wasn’t there. Dick was asked whether the person should be stopped, to which she replied: ‘Yes, stop him.’ Someone asked who should stop him, and it was decided that the armed surveillance officers must intervene.

			While this discussion was taking place back at the control room, Ivor and Adrian – inside the foyer of Stockwell tube station – observed the subject picking up a free Metro newspaper and using an Oyster card to let himself through the ticket barriers. They set off in pursuit, stepping onto the escalator a dozen or so steps behind him. Halfway down, the subject moved to the left-hand side of the escalator and broke into a jog.

			‘Ivor transmits that,’ says Adrian. ‘I transmit it and I can hear a motorcyclist from the surveillance team relay it, so I know that someone’s heard it elsewhere, that he is running down towards the platforms.’ The deeper Ivor and Adrian descended into the tube station, however, the less well their radios functioned.

			The surveillance officers insist that they never got the message from the control room to intercept the subject, now racing towards a waiting tube train.
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			Friday 22 July 2005 – 10:05

			Stockwell tube station, London SW9

			A northbound Northern Line tube train rumbled in to platform 2. Running down the escalator to catch it, a man described as ‘a good likeness’ to failed suicide bomber Hussain Osman. Behind him, also now running, surveillance officers Ivor and Adrian. Neither had positively identified the suspect as Osman. They couldn’t be certain, either way.

			The suspect turned left onto the platform and jumped aboard the train. Tube trains usually idle for only a matter of seconds with their doors open, and Ivor and Adrian needed to make that train. They listened for the door-close chime.

			On reaching the platform the surveillance officers heard no chime, and they slowed to a brisk walk. Ivor boarded first. Adrian followed shortly after and took a seat close to the doors, facing out to the platform. The suspect had turned right and was walking up to the next set of carriage doors. Passing these, he sat at the end of the row of seats on the left, right up against the Perspex sheet, and also faced out towards the platform. Ivor sat three seats short of him, just six feet from the suspect, facing the same way.

			Unusually, the chime didn’t yet sound and the automatic doors stayed open, so the train remained stationary. Passengers began to fidget, sigh and harrumph. ‘It’s a pause in time which we haven’t had so far,’ says Adrian. ‘You start going over the options. It’s the old “Oh fuck” moment, really.’

			Ivor and Adrian realised they were about to go on an Underground train ride with a potential suicide bomber. Inside their heads, terror and adrenaline slowed time itself, amplifying every tiny sound, tunnelling their vision so that the carriage appeared narrower, hotter, sweatier. Yet still those automatic carriage doors didn’t close.

			Upstairs, outside the entrance to Stockwell tube station, the firearms team had gone ‘State Red’. They would now deal with the suspect. In Andy Halliday’s mind, they were about to follow a failed suicide bomber from the day before down into a tube station. ‘It’s the very place that we don’t want to be,’ he says. Over several years, Halliday and his team had drilled exhaustively for every possible armed emergency, but nonetheless his hands clammed up, his mouth went dry and his heartbeat pounded in his ears.

			Halliday powered the car across the A3 junction towards the tube entrance and squealed to a stop. CCTV cameras in the station foyer recorded the first firearms officers charging in. They reached the ticket barriers 94 seconds after the subject. The officer up front – codename ‘Charlie 12’ – had been a cop for 22 years and a firearms officer for nine. In all that time he’d never fired a weapon during a live operation. As Charlie 12 vaulted the ticket barrier he was challenged by a member of London Underground staff. One flash of metal and the staff member melted away. Charlie 12 ran down the escalator, reassured by the scuffling feet and bellows of colleagues in his wake.

			On platform 2, the train doors remained open, giving Ivor and Adrian more time to fret. ‘You start thinking, What the hell are we doing down here without any direction or any idea of what we’re going to be doing?’ says Adrian. Suddenly, a third surveillance officer appeared on the platform. He stepped onto the train, looked up and down the carriage, then returned to the escalators. ‘I thought, Well, that’s unusual …’ recalls Adrian. ‘So, I moved forward next to the open double doors and just stood there, waiting to see if he’d come back.’

			Firearms officers now burst onto the platform. They wore plainclothes, held their weapons poised and had a look of intense purpose in their eyes. ‘I was just in complete shock at what I was seeing,’ says Adrian. ‘The operation went from covert to overt very quickly. I’m thinking, Christ, what are they doing here? What do they know that we don’t know? Which makes me then question, What the hell am I doing here if this has gone to a level where they’re now involved?’

			Further up the carriage, Ivor had also seen the armed officers. Assuming they were acting on fresh intelligence, he walked over to the doors and planted a foot down to prevent them closing. This, in turn, ensured that the train couldn’t leave the platform. The officers started peering inside the carriages and shouting for people to ‘get down’. Inside an already tense train, the shouting triggered total, unalloyed terror. Passengers scrambled towards the exits, abandoning belongings in their desperation to get away.

			The firearms officers made eye contact with Adrian, who still stood at the carriage doors. ‘They recognise me,’ says Adrian. ‘I put my hand across my chest to indicate, go that way, trying to direct them towards the other set of double doors where the subject is. Very quickly, they make their way over.’

			Standing at the next set of doors was Ivor. He frantically pointed to the subject, saying, ‘It’s him, it’s him.’

			But Ivor was wearing the same clothes as the subject the officers were hunting. They think it’s him. ‘The firearms officers believe that Ivor is the subject that we’ve been following,’ says Adrian. ‘His clothes match. His description matches. So they come up into the aim with their firearms and are literally just about to pull the trigger and shoot my colleague. At that moment, one of the firearms officers notices that Ivor has got his foot against the door of the train carriage, to ensure they don’t shut. And they pick up on that, and they come off aiming at him and begin scanning the carriage again, looking for the person who we’ve been following, which saved Ivor’s life.’

			According to Adrian, at this point the man they’re searching for stood up out of his seat. ‘He leapt from his chair is how I describe it, because it was that instant panic of “I’ve got to get out of here.” At the time … it was a very strange thing to do, to leap from a seat and run towards the danger rather than go an alternative way.’

			Ivor was not going to let the subject get off that train. He grabbed him in a bear hug, forcing him back into the seat. ‘So you’ve now got two guys,’ continues Adrian, ‘the subject and my colleague Ivor, who look very similar in physique and clothing, entwined in an embrace where the subject clearly has no idea what’s going on and is fighting to escape.’

			Adrian says that, at this point, Ivor was trying to restrain the man’s arm movements. ‘That’s our doctrine, that’s what we’re told. Keep the hands safe and they won’t be able to detonate anything. So he’s pinning his arms to his side and they’re rolling around. Ivor had forced him back into the chair, his head around the sternum area of the subject, so almost in a rugby tackle position.’

			The firearms officer Charlie 12 had been trained to fire a single, critical shot to the base of the target’s skull from close range to cause instant immobilisation. But Ivor was blocking the way. So instead, Charlie 12 put his gun against the subject’s temple and started firing. At the same time, his colleague Charlie 2 reached over Ivor, and, pushing him down, held his Glock pistol to the subject’s head and started firing. A total of nine shots were dispatched at close range. Seven entered the subject’s head, one his shoulder, while another misfired.

			Meanwhile Andy Halliday was running down the escalator. ‘It was absolute pandemonium,’ he says. ‘People running for their lives. I heard gunshots. You surmise there’s two separate sets of fire and I’m hoping that they’re police gunshots.’

			Surveillance officer Adrian stood three feet away from the man who’d been shot, feeling helpless. ‘I put my police cap on, my weapon’s drawn and I’m helping clear the carriage. But it’s not quite over yet, because one of the firearms officers still assesses Ivor to be a threat and grabs him.’

			Fresh from the shockwaves of gunshots fired directly above his skull, Ivor now felt himself being dragged to the floor, rolled over and a gun pressed to his temple. Ivor threw open his arms, shouting ‘Police’. He found himself bundled out of the train onto the platform, where it soon became clear he was one of their own.

			Inside the carriage, body debris had spread over the floor and seats, and over the cops and witnesses. ‘I was really confused and upset by what I’d seen,’ recalls Adrian, ‘and just really questioning, What the hell has just happened?’ He turned around to see two commuters still sitting there in total shock, having witnessed the whole incident.

			Ken McAulay was on his way down the escalators, past dozens of hysterical passengers fleeing in the opposite way. ‘They were shouting, “They have blown his head off.”’

			Meanwhile, six miles away in Maida Vale, Steve Keogh was part of a forensic arrest team supporting a raid at the second address linked to Hussain Osman’s gym card. The counter-terrorism investigator, who’d worked at Edgware Road station in the aftermath of the 7 July bombing, was listening to the events at Stockwell via a radio link. ‘It came over the radio that a suspect believed to be Osman had been shot,’ he says. ‘I feel awkward saying this, but there was a sense of almost, not jubilance, but a sense of satisfaction, certainly among those of us that had been at the previous crime scenes having to deal with the devastation caused by those first bombs. The thought that someone else is trying to do that and this is what’s happened to them. There may even have been a high five or two. This person has got what was coming to them.’
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			Friday 22 July 2005 – 10:07

			Stockwell tube station, London SW9

			Firearms officers believed they’d just shot dead failed 21 July suicide bomber Hussain Osman. Seconds after the shooting, Andy Halliday reached the scene and got a brief glimpse of the dead man slumped in his seat, covered in blood. Fearing that the subject was carrying a device, the officers withdrew to the central hub of the Underground station and called an explosives officer, the escalators almost soundlessly grinding on behind them.

			For Halliday, his primary emotion was one of relief. ‘The team had done what it had been asked to do. After the screaming, the shots, everybody literally running for their lives, there was a very eerie quiet. And the smell of gunpowder that you get used to on the range.’

			By 10:30 news of the shooting reached senior officers at New Scotland Yard, among them Acting Assistant Commissioner Brian Paddick, a native of south London whose trailblazing views on policing often put him at odds with his superiors. As Police Commander of the Borough of Lambeth between 2000 and 2002, he’d instructed officers not to arrest or charge people found with cannabis so that they could focus on crimes that affected the quality of life for locals.

			He still remembers the moment he heard about the shooting at Stockwell station. ‘Well, the initial reaction is you hope that this is one of the would-be suicide bombers who has been shot. I was always very concerned – I still am very concerned – whenever I hear that the police have shot someone.’

			Meantime, explosives officer Ian Jones arrived at Stockwell to check if the subject was carrying a device. Having attended Oval the previous day, this was his second trip inside a virtually deserted tube station in as many days. He was surprised to find a knot of police officers standing at the bottom of the escalator, their forlorn silence betraying an almost palpable tension. Jones spoke to Charlie 12 and Charlie 2, the firearms officers who’d shot the subject. ‘They explained to me that they’d shot dead a terrorist and his body was on the train,’ says Jones. ‘I asked if he had a bag or anything with him and they said no.’

			Jones found the doors of the train open. He walked in, turned right and saw the man slumped over the seat with his bloodied head resting low against a vertical handrail. The dead man wore denim jeans, a denim jacket and a T-shirt. Jones checked for a body belt or any sort of device beneath his clothing but detected nothing. However, to conduct a thorough head-to-toe search, he and a colleague laid the body out on the train floor.

			In the man’s pockets Jones found a wallet and a mobile phone. He placed both on a tube seat. An exhaustive hunt revealed nothing else. Yet everyone seemed so certain that this man was a bomber that Jones decided to get both his phone and his shoes X-rayed, just in case. He concluded that the dead man wasn’t carrying anything suspicious.

			‘I just knew then it was absolutely disastrous,’ says Jones, ‘firstly for him, his family, and then for everything that the Met had done. The Met had tried really hard to stop another terrorist incident and it had obviously gone disastrously wrong. I felt very sad that someone had been killed.’

			By now, the media was outside, which for firearms officers was unfortunate, as anonymity is critical. They had to get out and away from there as quickly as possible. Meanwhile, the rolling news channels interviewed witnesses, including one to the actual shooting.

			‘I saw an Asian guy run onto the train,’ said bystander Mark Whitby. ‘He had a baseball cap on, and he had quite a sort of thickish coat, like a padded jacket. He might have had something concealed under there, I don’t know. One of the plainclothes police officers was holding a black automatic pistol in his left hand. They held it down to him and unloaded five shots into him. I’m distraught, totally distraught, it was no less than five yards away from where I was sitting. He basically looked like a cornered rabbit. He looked absolutely petrified.’ Other witnesses also described the subject as Asian, claiming he’d jumped over the ticket barrier and appeared to have a bomb belt and wires hanging from him.

			Detective Superintendent John Levett was the head of specialist investigations for the Met’s own Directorate of Professional Standards (DPS). For fans of the TV series Line of Duty, Levett might bring to mind Ted Hastings from the anti-corruption unit AC12, sharing the fictional superintendent’s passion for getting to the truth, no matter how awkward or embarrassing it could prove for his superiors. In the event of a police shooting, his team was charged with carrying out the initial investigation.

			That morning, he was driven by blue light from the DPS office in Putney, south-west London, directly to the scene at Stockwell. ‘I didn’t feel uncomfortable investigating another police officer,’ says Levett. ‘Some people might have done, but I never did. You’re there to do the right thing, to get to the truth.’

			But even such a fearless champion of truth as Levett recognised the perils of the Stockwell job. ‘I could see straight away it was going to be very big, potentially career-ending. Mess up the investigation and it would be seen as some big conspiracy. We, the British police, had shot dead a person without any warning in public, using a tactic never used on the mainland before. The enormity of that was not lost on me. It was a watershed moment in policing, I can’t state it any higher.’

			Although the DPS would carry out the initial investigation in 2005, the burden of establishing the truth fell upon a body established just a year earlier called the Independent Police Complaints Commission (IPCC). As the name suggests, the IPCC was not part of the police force, but while Levett was being taken at speed by car through the streets of south London, he received a phone call from his boss to say that the IPCC was to be excluded from the scene. What was unusual about this injunction was that, under the Human Rights Act 1998, the state had an obligation to investigate police shootings. ‘The public didn’t trust the police investigating themselves, so the IPCC was a body designed to ensure independent investigation,’ recalls Acting Assistant Commissioner Brian Paddick.

			Levett felt uneasy with the instruction to exclude the IPCC, wondering if it was even legal, so he questioned it. ‘I was told that it had come from the highest authority, from Mr Blair. I said, “The commissioner doesn’t have that authority.” I was told it wasn’t Sir Ian Blair, the police commissioner. It was the prime minister, Tony Blair, and that there had been a meeting between the commissioner and the PM to say that, in the event of a terrorist incident, the IPCC was to be excluded from the scene.’

			There were four people in the car. Relatively new to the Met, Levett wanted to make sure he was covered. ‘I made sure that everyone had heard what was said and that I’d questioned the decision. I made sure it was written down.’ Sir Ian Blair denies that the prime minister was involved in the decision; Tony Blair has no recollection of having such a conversation with the Met commissioner.

			News of the IPCC’s exclusion reached Paddick at the Yard. According to him, he went directly to the deputy commissioner to express his concern. ‘I said, “That’s the most stupid decision I’ve ever heard in my life.” He smiled at me and said, “I’m the deputy commissioner and it’s my job to support the commissioner.”’

			Assistant Commissioner Andy Hayman, in overall charge of counter-terrorism, describes Sir Ian’s decision to ban the IPCC as ‘just bizarre’. ‘If you shut the door in the IPCC’s face,’ he says, ‘they’re going to smell a rat, something isn’t quite right, and they’d sense that we were going to be embarrassed or awkward about it. But we certainly didn’t want to hide anything from anyone.’ Hayman denies he’d been party to the Met commissioner’s decision. ‘He certainly didn’t consult me. I’m not aware he consulted with anyone else.’

			Home Secretary Charles Clarke heard about the shooting and the decision to exclude the IPCC when he was at his constituency in Norfolk. ‘I do believe it was from a wrong-headed defensiveness.’ His private secretary tried to have the decision reversed, but to no avail.

			Sir Ian defends his decision to bar the IPCC from the scene. ‘This was probably the most desperate afternoon that we ever had. I didn’t want anything getting in the way of that.’

			On arrival at Stockwell station, Levett requested the CCTV from the train and the platform, hoping to see the shooting first-hand. He was told that neither existed. The only CCTV available was from the ticket hall. ‘Why was the other CCTV missing?’ Levett wonders. ‘I worried that people would start to think there’s a conspiracy.’ Meanwhile, senior officers were ‘constantly’ ringing Levett, saying, ‘We need to know who this individual is who’s been shot.’

			Levett rebuffed the pressure. Not only that, but in the absence of the IPCC he refused to attend the scene without some independent corroboration to protect his credibility. Despite the pressure, he told senior officers he would only go down to the carriage if accompanied by a video team and a coroner: the video team to record everything, so he couldn’t later be accused of tampering with the evidence; the coroner as an irreproachable witness.

			Lunchtime had passed by the time Levett and his team descended the steps to platform 2. The first thing that struck him was the sheer volume of discarded personal belongings on the platform, clear evidence of the existential panic felt by members of the public. On arrival at the carriage he saw the man laid face down. ‘It was a scene of carnage,’ Levett recalls. ‘He’d been shot in the head.’ Levett had been given a photograph of Osman, but the damage to the flesh made identification impossible.

			‘I could see his wallet was on the seat of the tube train, and we opened it. Inside, there was identification to suggest that it belonged to a Jean Charles de Menezes, who was born in São Paulo in Brazil.’
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			Friday 22 July 2005

			Sometime before John Levett agreed to head down to carriage 53613, rumours began to swirl that the dead man might not in fact be Hussain Osman. When explosives officer Ian Jones removed the subject’s phone, detectives took the opportunity to check it for recent calls and contact numbers. After all, it might reveal the details of the other suicide bombers. But the messages were all in Portuguese, not a language or people associated with al-Qaeda or terrorism of any sort.

			Doug McKenna was one of those receiving regular updates: ‘I got a phone call from the scene saying, “I’m not convinced that it’s Hussain Osman”, so I got a bit of a sinking feeling.’ And as Steve Keogh remembers it, about an hour after the shooting he received word that ‘it looks like the wrong person’. ‘We were thinking, Oh, my God, what is going on?’

			At New Scotland Yard, when it became clear that the body in the carriage was not Osman, Andy Hayman was shocked and ‘very concerned’. But there was no clarity as to what had actually happened. ‘Was this another terrorist?’ he wondered. ‘An associate? Did the dead man steal that ID? He’d been shot in the head, so visual identification wasn’t possible.’

			Sometime after 14:00 that afternoon, Brian Paddick walked down to the commissioner’s office on the eighth floor of the Yard to find out what was going on. ‘The commissioner’s staff officer said to me, “You’ll never guess what we’ve done now?” And I said, “No.” He said, “We’ve shot a Brazilian tourist.”’ (Sir Ian Blair’s staff officer denies having this conversation with Paddick.) As they spoke, Paddick says he noticed the commissioner walking past in full uniform on his way to the Queen Elizabeth II Centre in Westminster to conduct a press conference. ‘I thought to myself, Well, this is going to be interesting. So I went back to my office to watch the press conference on television.’

			A little before 15:00, Sir Ian Blair and Andy Hayman walked into the QEII Centre. Comparing notes, they agreed that the purpose of this news briefing was to release the CCTV images of all four 21 July suspects. The ongoing manhunt couldn’t afford to wait any longer, with the Anti-Terrorist Branch needing to build a comprehensive profile of the suspects, as well as those supporting them. Hayman insists that at this stage he had no idea who’d been shot. According to Sir Ian Blair, Hayman had said nothing about the Brazilian identity documents found on the dead man or the fact that his phone messages were in Portuguese. By his own admission, Hayman didn’t want to distract the commissioner or the media from the all-important manhunt.

			The pair walked on stage, with the logo of the Metropolitan Police on the wall behind them, along with enormous blown-up images of the four suspects. Journalists, photographers and TV crews packed the space, including several crews from abroad. Some channels were taking the whole conference live. Blair and Hayman wearily took their seats at the dais and looked out at the throng, the frenzied whirring of camera motor drives ratcheting up the sense of anticipation.

			Sir Ian admits he felt rattled. ‘In my entire life I have never seen so many cameras. It takes a moment or two to gather your thoughts.’ The commissioner opened with a reminder as to why they were all there:

			Thank you for coming. As you are aware, there is a lot of police activity going on today in relation to the Underground and bus incidents of yesterday.

			I can say that as part of the operations linked to yesterday’s incidents, Metropolitan Police officers have shot a man inside Stockwell Underground station and the man was pronounced dead at the scene. The information I have available is that this shooting is directly linked to the ongoing and expanding anti-terrorist operation.

			Hayman appeared startled, shuffling uncomfortably. ‘I have to say,’ Hayman reflects, ‘it was a very big shock to then hear the commissioner going off-piste and start talking about the shooting. We had a very clear brief. He went beyond that brief, basically inferring that we’d shot someone that was a terrorist. That information, as far as I was concerned, was not known.’

			Sir Ian continued with his statement: ‘As I understand the situation, the man was challenged and refused to obey police instructions.’

			For those officers who’d heard directly from the scene at Stockwell that firearms officers had shot ‘the wrong man’, Blair’s claims made no sense, while Brian Paddick, watching from his office, felt confused: ‘It’s the head of the organisation saying that this shooting is directly connected to the terrorist incident. I was sitting there thinking, The Brazilian wing of al-Qaeda wasn’t very well developed in those days; in fact, it was completely non-existent.’

			The commissioner then handed over to Hayman, who appealed to the public for help in identifying the failed bombers from the day before. He was already concerned that the revelation that police had shot a terror suspect would turn the media’s attention away from the manhunt and the request for public assistance. His news instincts proved spot on.

			Understandably, the media seized upon the development. Rolling news reported it repeatedly, spliced with those eyewitness descriptions of the dead man appearing to be ‘Asian’, running away from police officers, jumping over the ticket barrier and, on a warm July morning, wearing a thick coat. At about 16:30 Andy Hayman met with members of the Crime Reporters Association. Off the record, he told them that the man shot dead at Stockwell was not one of the four suspects from the failed attacks a day earlier. Then at 17:07 BBC News 24 reported: ‘A line just in about the shooting in Stockwell earlier. The man shot dead at the tube station is not thought to be one of the four men shown in CCTV pictures released this afternoon.’ Eleven minutes later the BBC reporter added: ‘We don’t know any more than the police have said for sure that he was challenged, he refused to obey instructions, he was subsequently shot and he was not one of the four people whose images were released by police a little earlier.’

			At Stockwell tube station John Levett received word at around 20:00 that the Anti-Terrorist Branch had no further interest in Jean Charles de Menezes. All day, Levett had been expecting someone from senior management to turn up and assess the scene for themselves. As far as he was concerned, none of them did. But here was the decision being formally made that he was a completely innocent man, a victim of a police shooting.

			Levett now faced the challenge of getting the body of Jean Charles removed from the scene with dignity. What he didn’t want beamed all over the world was footage of a body bag coming out of a London tube station, but the media remained encamped outside, their cherry pickers and long lenses hovering over and around the police cordon. Levett drafted in a team of scaffolders to cover the front of Stockwell tube station except for the entrance. All the media saw was an unmarked van reverse in to the entrance of the tunnel and then, minutes later, drive away.

			At about 21:00 Levett left the scene and headed back to the DPS office in Putney. The last job of the day was to write a press release, which he deliberately kept bland. As he explains: ‘I wrote it without any description of what de Menezes was wearing or how he was behaving, because you can’t have an independent investigation if you start attributing blame to the victim. It undermines the whole thing.’

			The statement read:

			During a counter-terrorism operation at Stockwell tube station, a 27-year-old Brazilian man was unfortunately shot dead. Our condolences go to the family. The Department of Professional Standards is currently carrying out an investigation into the circumstances.

			The name of the victim wouldn’t be released until his next-of-kin had been informed. Levett submitted the press release before heading to the nearby Premier Inn. He set his alarm for 06:00 and, exhausted from a long and intense day, climbed straight into bed without flicking on the TV.

		

		
			9

			Saturday 23 July 2005 – 06:00

			Premier Inn, Putney, London SW6

			As soon as he woke, John Levett switched on the TV to watch the news. Quoting a police source and witnesses, the bulletins repeated claims that the unnamed man shot dead at Stockwell the previous day had leapt over the ticket barriers and run from police while wearing an unseasonably heavy jacket. The rolling news channels wheeled in former senior officers and security specialists to comment. All agreed that a combination of intelligence and the dead man’s behaviour and dress must have left officers with no choice but to gun him down.

			But John Levett had examined the body. He knew that Jean Charles de Menezes was wearing a light denim jacket, not a thick coat, so as soon as he arrived at the office, he decided to investigate the line taken by the news media.

			The only CCTV footage available from Stockwell station during the shooting covered the foyer and the escalators. A day earlier, Levett had been told that the hard drives from the train and the platforms at Stockwell had been removed as part of the investigation into the failed bombings from the day before. Doubting the veracity of this claim, he deployed detectives to trace those hard drives and records – but all was above board. The fact that the drives were removed from Stockwell on the 21st because three of the failed bombers had started their journeys at Stockwell has been confirmed by CCTV lead trawl officer Dean Lawrence and Marcelle Stroud

			The footage from the foyer and escalator at Stockwell station on the morning of 22 July, however, was enough to discredit the news reports. ‘You see him walking into the ticket hall,’ says Levett. ‘What he’s wearing or doing is in no way suspicious. He grabs a copy of the Metro newspaper, puts it under his arm, uses his Oyster Card to go through the barrier and then goes down the escalator. At no point is he running. But, shortly after that, you see police officers bolting the ticket barriers and running after him.’

			What he saw contradicted the press release issued by the Met Police, which stated: ‘He was then followed by surveillance officers to the station. His clothing and his behaviour at the station added to their suspicions.’

			‘It’s disappointing and not helpful,’ says Levett, ‘because we’re saying that we’re carrying out an independent investigation. People are adding stuff that just isn’t based on any fact. Part of the top of the organisation is probably trying to justify what’s taken place to minimise the reputational damage. And it’s just wrong.’

			Levett contends that senior officers hadn’t checked their facts with him, or with officers involved in the shooting. He demanded a meeting with Deputy Assistant Commissioner John Yates, during which he spelled out the inaccuracies. But it seemed the damage had already been done. To this day, many still believe that Jean Charles de Menezes had been wearing a bulky jacket, jumped the ticket barriers and ran from the police before he was shot dead, none of which is true.

			For reasons that remain unclear, on Saturday morning Commissioner Sir Ian Blair seemed to be one of the only people based at New Scotland Yard ignorant of the fact that the force had shot an innocent man. Bafflingly, he’d been in meetings the evening before with his closest direct reports, and they’d failed to pass on this vital piece of information. When confronted by journalists on his way to the office that morning, he declared: ‘I actually believe that the Metropolitan Police is playing out of its socks and I think it’s a fantastic investigation and a fantastic response.’

			Says Sir Ian now: ‘I said what I said, because that’s what I believed. But I didn’t know anything more than I did the night before. And then once I walked into the Yard, within five minutes, I realised that we’d got a disaster on our hands. And it was a shock. It was a very bad shock for everybody.’ At about the same time, Andy Halliday and his firearms team were learning the news at their base in Leman Street. ‘It was probably the worst thing that I could ever have been told,’ Halliday admits.

			That morning, police released a statement saying they were ‘now satisfied’ that the unnamed dead man had nothing to do with the events of 21 July, although they reiterated their opinion that his ‘clothing and behaviour’ had caused suspicion. By the time nightfall came, at 21:28, they put out another statement, revealing the identity of the man they’d shot almost 36 hours earlier. The following day Sir Ian admitted his officers had made a mistake, telling Sky TV’s Sunday show: ‘This is a tragedy. The Metropolitan Police accepts full responsibility for this. To the family, I can only express my deep regrets.’

			By now the media had tracked down Patricia and Vivienne, cousins and flatmates of Jean Charles de Menezes in Tulse Hill. They revealed that Jean been very happy living in London, indeed one of the things he liked most about the city was the fact that the police weren’t armed and were always courteous.

			Friend and work colleague Gésio César D’avila had been on the phone to Jean just minutes before he was shot as they were supposed to be doing a wiring job together in Kilburn that morning. Jean had called him from outside Brixton tube station to say it was closed and that he was getting a bus to Stockwell tube instead. ‘We were together on Thursday the 21st, when we saw the attempted bombings,’ says Gésio. ‘Jean said he wanted to buy a motorbike to avoid the Tube from now on.’

			In the days that followed the shooting, a makeshift memorial to Jean sprouted up outside Stockwell station. The shrine of flowers, candles, pictures and newspaper articles became a gathering point for campaigners seeking answers about the incident. One of their questions was why, in the days after the shooting, Sir Ian Blair and the Met Police continued to denigrate Jean’s reputation by implying that he’d behaved suspiciously.

			Although naturally devastated, Jean’s loved ones were also angry. They made clear to the British media their determination to see those culpable for this ‘cold-blooded murder’ brought to justice. Top of their list, the Metropolitan Police commissioner. ‘He’s the person who’s most responsible for what’s happened,’ says Patricia. ‘It was a series of errors which began at the top and then ended up with an officer killing my cousin. I think that all of them, without exception, should be prosecuted. They judged my cousin, and sentenced him, all in the space of a moment.’

			Sir Ian Blair, now 71, holds his hands up to a series of misjudgements around the shooting. His first had been on the morning of the 22nd when Andy Hayman told him that someone had been shot at Stockwell tube station. ‘Because the Met had never, to my knowledge, shot an innocent man or woman in a pre-planned operation, I just assumed that we’d shot a bomber. And a lot of the things that went wrong thereafter came from that early misunderstanding. And it indicates, again, that people were probably getting very tired.’

			Blair’s next admission is why he’d said ‘This shooting is directly linked to the ongoing and expanding anti-terrorist operation’ during the QEII press conference that afternoon. ‘I wasn’t told that he was a Brazilian. And then, of course, the next part of the drama is that the press office drafted me a statement which ends with the words, “he was challenged and refused to obey”. You don’t challenge a suicide bomber. You don’t give them the chance. You shoot them. But of course, that meant it sounded as though I was now deliberately telling a lie about what had happened. I wasn’t, but I should have seen that, and I just didn’t realise the significance of that line.’

			Brian Paddick, Sir Ian’s acting assistant commissioner on the day, feels, however, that the Met could have taken measures to remedy this mistake. ‘The problem is that the Met didn’t retract what Ian Blair said. And, in fact, I saw the press releases on the day of the shooting which described Jean Charles as dressing and acting suspiciously. Unfortunately, in the past the Metropolitan Police have had a policy of trying to besmirch the character of people they shoot to make it look like he wasn’t a very good guy. So there was the usual police campaign to try and undermine the character of the person who’d been shot to make it look slightly less of a problem. It’s absolutely disgraceful.’

			‘I’m the head of that organisation, I’m accountable for that death,’ concedes Sir Ian Blair. ‘I’m quite clear that I could have done it better, but lots of times people can do things better. I mean, it’s difficult to recreate the atmosphere. But it was frantic, and neither I nor anyone else was thinking terribly straight. We just knew we had to do everything we could to find those other people.’

			And after all the drama surrounding the Stockwell shooting, on 22 July 2005 counter-terrorism police still had four failed suicide bombers on the run.
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			Saturday 23 July 2005 – 10:00

			Little Wormwood Scrubs Park, London W10

			Park-keeper Jackie Whitcombe was picking up litter when he came across a plastic container discarded in the bushes. He’d initially tried to lift the object with his litter-gripping device, but it proved too big and awkward. Bending down, he grabbed it in his gloved hand and suddenly spotted dozens of screws, washers, nuts and bolts taped around the outside. ‘I slowly put it down and briskly walked away.’

			Within 25 minutes an explosives officer was on the scene. He cut into the tub, emptying the contents onto an anti-static sheet. It was wet, sticky, bubbling gloop identical to the explosive mix found at all the bomb scenes two days earlier. Tests confirmed that the substance was homemade hydrogen peroxide, 5 kilos of it. The officer identified and detached a detonator packed with the volatile homemade explosive triacetone triperoxide (TATP), primed to set off the explosive mix. It had all the elements of a viable device, designed to replicate the carnage wreaked two weeks before.

			The discovery naturally disturbed the police. ‘Now we have five failed suicide bombers on-the-run,’ says Andy Hayman. ‘Then you start to speculate – is there going to be a sixth or a seventh? Are there devices planted in other parts of London? It just adds to the tension and anxiety of the moment. What is it we’re dealing with now?’

			After the previous day’s appeal for information, more than 500 calls from the public came into New Scotland Yard about the four suicide bombers. Muhammad and Esha Said Ibrahim of Stanmore, north London, had immediately recognised their 27-year-old son Muktar as the failed bus bomber. They phoned the police and helped them build a comprehensive profile of one of the nation’s most wanted men.

			In November 1990 Muktar Said Ibrahim arrived in Britain aged 12 with his parents and siblings as refugees from the civil war in Eritrea. He left school in 1994 with two GCSEs, went to college in Harrow to study leisure and tourism but dropped out after less than a year, taking a job at the local branch of Fatty Arbuckle’s as a waiter.

			Ibrahim had already been in trouble with the police. In June 1993, aged 15, he pleaded guilty to an indecent assault on a girl of the same age whom he’d lured into an alleyway. By 1994, aged 16, he’d fallen out with his family, was smoking cannabis heavily and sleeping on friends’ floors, his life spiralling rapidly downwards. Late at night, outside New Southgate tube station in north London, he and an accomplice violently robbed a 77-year-old woman, pushing her to the ground before snatching her handbag.

			Ibrahim was also part of a gang of north London youths that travelled to Welwyn Garden City and Stevenage in Hertfordshire to carry out a series of vicious street robberies. Early in 1996 Ibrahim was sentenced to five years for the attack on the elderly woman and the robbery spree. According to friends, while detained at various young offender institutions and prisons, he’d turned to radical Islam. On his release, he grew a beard, adopted Islamic dress and became devout.

			After a period in a probation hostel, Ibrahim was given a housing association flat in Stoke Newington, north London, and he worked on market stalls while claiming income support and housing benefit. He started attending Finsbury Park Mosque and listening to sermons by Abu Hamza and Sheikh Faisal, the preachers who, it would later emerge, had so influenced the 7 July bombers Mohammad Sidique Khan and Germaine Lindsay. He regularly sublet his flat, the proceeds of a three-month let at the beginning of 2003 funding a trip to Sudan. On his return he boasted to friends of jihad training and learning how to fire rocket-propelled grenades.

			The following year, 2004, Ibrahim came to the attention of the authorities on four separate occasions. Counter-terrorism police identified a pattern of known radical Muslims taking groups of young men on outbound camping and hiking trips. These excursions appeared to function as recruiting, training and bonding exercises. On the first Bank Holiday weekend of May 2004, surveillance officers photographed Ibrahim on one such expedition, on a picturesque farm in the Langdale valley in the Lake District. It was only after 21 July that anti-terror police realised that all four failed bombers had attended this camping trip. During the summer, surveillance officers covertly filmed Ibrahim outside Finsbury Park Mosque. A few months later, while distributing Islamic literature outside Debenhams store on London’s Oxford Street, Ibrahim became involved in a violent confrontation with a police officer that led to him being arrested and subsequently charged.

			In December 2004, while on bail, Ibrahim headed to Heathrow Airport with two friends to catch a plane to Islamabad. When Special Branch officers stopped and questioned the three men, Ibrahim told them he was unemployed. However, when searched, he was found to be carrying more than £2,000 in cash, a brand-new video camera and a video phone. He also had a sleeping bag, cold-weather clothes and anti-malarial tablets, along with notes on dealing with ballistic injuries. The officers asked why he was going on the trip, and Ibrahim insisted it was to attend the wedding of one of his travelling companions, even though he couldn’t name the bride. The three men were allowed to complete their journeys and went on to attend jihadi training camps in Pakistan.

			As a result of the information provided by Ibrahim’s family and their own investigations, counter-terrorism police had the name, address and image of the would-be bus bomber 48 hours after the failed attacks. But they had no idea where he was.

			In addition, they had the name, address and images of Hussain Osman from the rucksack found at Shepherd’s Bush on the morning of 22 July. In the rucksack had also been a letter from the Department of Work and Pensions to Yeshi Girma with an address at Blair House in Stockwell. Detectives had now established that Girma was Osman’s wife and mother of his young children. What police lacked were the names of the other two suspects caught on CCTV that day and the ‘fifth’ bomber who dumped his device in Little Wormwood Scrubs Park.

			The previous night – 22 July – a council block caretaker called William had been dozing on and off in front of the TV news when a set of mugshots shook him awake. He immediately recognised three of the 21 July suspects.

			Five years earlier, William had been drafted in as caretaker of Curtis House on Ladderswood Way, New Southgate, dubbed ‘The Little Block of Horrors’ by locals. Now demolished, 13-storey Curtis House had been built in the 1970s, the building’s grey, brown and beige exterior a masterpiece of drabness. Its 78 flats had been beset by problems: broken lifts, leaking roofs, graffiti, pirate radio aerials and undrinkable water, reaching a macabre nadir when residents found a full-sized coffin standing empty on the stairwell.

			Caretaker William, who asked us not to reveal his surname, remained committed to cleaning up Curtis House. Now, a smudgy image of one of his favourite residents was being displayed on prime-time news, wanted in relation to a failed bomb attack. In recent months, William had become friendly with Yassin Omar, a man in his 20s who lived at number 58 on the 9th floor. They’d developed a running joke: William is a Christian, Yassin a Muslim. ‘Whenever we met, we spoke about who was going to convert the other first. He would say he’d convert me first, I would say that I’d convert him first. That was the kind of chat we had.’ Just a few weeks earlier, William had loaned Yassin his wheelbarrow. ‘As he was a friend,’ he says, ‘I didn’t even ask what he needed it for.’

			Blinking in disbelief at the TV screen that Friday night, William recognised two of the other suspects as frequent visitors to flat 58. He grabbed a piece of paper and a pen, made a note of the hotline number and called in with this information. By midnight he was surprised not to have had a call back, and he went to bed.

			Next morning, William spotted Yassin Omar’s car parked outside the block and made a note of its registration plate. Now on high alert, he observed that in the communal refuse area, dumped around the bins, were numerous bin bags full of plastic containers. Searching inside, he discovered dozens of empty bottles of hair dye. He called the hotline and shared the information about the bottles and the car. Again, he heard nothing back.

			Later, he noticed that Yassin Omar’s car was gone, but by early afternoon it had returned. William was now uneasy. Were Yassin and the other suspects holed up inside number 58? He called the hotline for a third time. On this occasion William received a call back from the police. Officers were on their way to Curtis House.
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			Saturday 23 July 2005 – afternoon

			Curtis House, New Southgate, London N11

			Two days after the failed attacks, Doug McKenna had been made Officer in Charge of the investigation. Leading an unprecedented, high-profile manhunt for four – or potentially five – homicidal suicide bombers was not a job any of the senior officers coveted. By McKenna’s own admission, ‘I didn’t duck in time.’

			The calls from Curtis House suggested that two or more of the failed suicide bombers could be inside number 58. In addition, the discovery of dozens of empty containers of commercial-strength hydrogen peroxide in the communal bin indicated that the New Southgate flat, high up in a tall building, could be the cell’s bomb factory. Two weeks earlier the Beeston bombers had plenty of explosive material left over after departing Alexandra Grove for London, and they’d developed anti-personnel devices that McKenna himself had seen in the boot of the car that had been abandoned at Luton station. They’d seemed prepared for a small war.

			There was no reason to believe that this new set of suspects hadn’t made similar provisions. The challenge for the police was how to approach the flat, because if any of the failed bombers were inside, they’d be watching their every move. Any hint of police activity might provoke them to go out in some kind of blaze of glory. As a consequence, the police acted cautiously, disguising their evidence-gathering around the refuse area as humdrum building maintenance. In the communal bins, undercover officers discovered over 200 empty containers of hydrogen peroxide, as well as other unspecified components for bomb-making.

			Meanwhile, McKenna drafted in a firearms unit, whose task would be to contain the flat. Mirroring John Parkinson’s anxiety a fortnight earlier around the visit to the Hussain household in Leeds, at the back of all their minds was the ambush in the suburb of Leganés, Madrid, the preceding year, in which the suspects blew themselves up and killed a police officer.

			Among the firearms officers was an inspector who prefers that we call him ‘Tony’. Because the shooting of Jean Charles de Menezes the previous day had taken two operational officers off the roster – Charlie 12 and Charlie 2 – Tony had stepped up from instructing to plug the gap. He had signed off from operational duties a couple of years before, and both he and his wife worked full-time while bringing up their three-year-old daughter. Being an instructor gave Tony fixed working hours and a more settled domestic life, although in the macho world of firearms his decision raised a few eyebrows among colleagues. Now he wanted to show his bosses and peers that he still had what it takes.

			Tony had spent 26 years as a firearms officer. Up until this point, the criminals he and his colleagues came up against had wanted to escape, or at least they’d wanted to live. Something altogether new now confronted them at Curtis House – people who didn’t care if they died. ‘In the back of your mind,’ says Tony, ‘there’s a reality that you might not come home that night.’

			As police planned the operation, they realised that they had no definite idea as to what the precise threat was inside flat 58. If failed suicide bombers were in there, it would almost certainly lead to armed confrontation. If the flat was empty, it should be far easier to contain and control, even though there was always the risk of booby traps. On the evening of 23 July, two days after the failed attacks, McKenna decided that police should watch and listen for 24 hours, so he placed covert surveillance on the flat for that entire period. Technicians also ensured that they could hear any movement or conversations inside number 58.

			Within 24 hours, they’d decide whether or not to launch an armed raid.

			At the same time as the Curtis House stakeout, the investigation continued its hunt for the failed bombers – Hussain Osman (Shepherd’s Bush), Yassin Omar (Warren Street), Muktar Said Ibrahim (number 26 bus) and the unnamed fourth suspect from Oval.

			Despite the four’s best-laid plans, they had all survived. Immediately after their fruitless bombing attempts they found themselves alone, yet they managed to disappear into the city, somehow remaining at large even though their faces were all over the media. The hypothesis in New Scotland Yard was that they’d secured help by contacting trusted loved ones and associates, probably by phone, using either their own mobile device or public pay phones. And while the bombers were using untraceable burner phones, the people they were contacting most likely weren’t.

			To trace these helpers, the investigation’s intelligence cell built up a profile of each bomber – their loved ones, friends and associates, former homes, places of work and worship. Phone companies then provided the mobile numbers of every known associate and address, which, in turn, the police passed on to MI5. In cahoots with the Met’s Tech Support Unit, spooks set about tracing the phones of these associates – and logging all calls made and received by them.

			One of the detectives working for the Tech Support Unit was Steve Barker. He’d spent the 1990s tackling Jamaican ‘Yardie’ gangsters in Brixton, where he gained the nickname ‘John Wayne’ for his robust approach. But the toll the job took is perhaps best illustrated by his life today, living in the hills overlooking Los Angeles, where he teaches tai chi and works with dogs. ‘I’m a long way and a long time from my policing days,’ he reflects.

			Back in 2005 the methods used by Barker and the tech team to trace mobile phones were about as rudimentary as the Nokia 3310 brick phones most people were then using. These early mobile phones sent out a signal every minute or so, which was picked up by the nearest cell tower. In the back of Barker’s black Transit van was a small version of one of these towers. ‘I’m not sure how healthy it was,’ says Barker, ‘but that’s what we had, with a couple of engineers and a little laptop.’

			The security services would give Barker an address and the number of a mobile phone they thought someone might be using at that address. Barker would get the van as close as possible to the property, enabling the little cell tower to capture all the numbers sending out signals in the immediate vicinity. If the target phone was switched on and pinging, its number would register, confirming its presence there.

			The intense, almost desperate pressure to track down these suspects and prevent further attacks saw Barker and his boffins racing all over London, day and night. As a result, many of the usual protocols, such as health and safety, and risk assessments, ‘went out of the window’.

			‘We had to get things done as quickly as possible,’ he says, ‘because that phone might only be turned on for ten minutes. So there were no restrictions. It was a case of do what you have to do. It was like going back to the 1970s for a while. It was nice while it lasted.’
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			Sunday 24 July 2005

			Royal London Hospital, London E1

			Nine days had now passed since 7 July survivors Martine Wright and Thelma Stober, two of the seven amputees receiving treatment at the Royal London, emerged from their induced comas. Olympics lawyer Thelma Stober found herself flip-flopping between waves of anger and guilt. ‘Part of my anger was losing my foot,’ she recalls. ‘I left the Church because I was very angry with God. It caused me to question everything that I’d believed in.’ But she was also exhibiting symptoms of survivor guilt – ‘Two people were thrown from the train onto the tracks. He died and I survived. We’re both human beings. I’m no better than him. Why did I survive and he didn’t?’

			The man who died on the tracks behind Thelma had been standing on the 204 train just a few feet up from Martine Wright, who was still trying to come to terms with losing both of her legs. ‘I was in very different world,’ says Martine. ‘I was in a bomb victim’s, amputee world. I just kept thinking, Last week I was dancing to Basement Jaxx in Hyde Park. Now I’m a bomb victim and a 33-year-old amputee.’

			Also at the Royal London was mother-of-two Kira Mason, 44, who’d been sitting opposite Martine on the Aldgate train and lost her left arm, and Andy Brown, 49, the father-of-three and airport worker from the Wirral who’d been sitting in the seat next to Martine and lost both legs in the blast. It was Andy whom Martine had leaned on as they waited to be rescued. Now all seven leaned on each other, creating an informal ‘7/7 club’.

			‘I joke and say, “7/7, the club you’d never, ever choose to belong to in a million years”,’ says Martine. ‘But once you’re a member, it’s a club like no other. The understanding … all you’ve got to do is walk into a room and see that person’s eyes, and you know what they’ve been through. You know what they’re feeling, because you’ve got an understanding, a shared story that you can’t communicate. I’m talking to you now, but I can’t really communicate what happened that morning. And I think if I hadn’t had that club, I don’t think I’d be here talking to you now.’

			Monday 25 July – 01:00

			Curtis House, New Southgate, London N11

			Counter-terrorism police had spent the past 24 hours neither seeing nor hearing anything at the suspected bomb factory. Despite this, they still couldn’t be certain that the flat was empty, and nobody could tell if the doors and windows had been booby-trapped.

			As armed police prepared to launch a raid – including some of those who’d rushed into Stockwell station two days earlier – other officers discreetly began the evacuation of the eighth, ninth and tenth floors. Neighbours were shocked to learn that the friendly guys at number 58 were implicated in the previous week’s attacks, as they’d often helped elderly neighbours with their shopping and played football with local kids. They recalled how the suspects never entered the lift if it was already occupied. And, come to think of it, they always seemed to be carrying unspecified objects in plain plastic bags …

			Meantime, firearms officers braced themselves for a long climb. Armed cops don’t use lifts – a longstanding policy – so at 03:00 they began to painstakingly trudge up 18 sets of steps to the ninth floor, each carrying about 20 kilos of gear. As the team reached the ninth floor and edged towards the front door of number 58, Tony felt his chest tighten. He couldn’t help thinking about what had happened at that apartment in Leganés. ‘The vulnerability was very real,’ he remembers. ‘I thought, If they detonate an explosion, I’m not in a great place.’ Back at New Scotland Yard, Doug McKenna anxiously awaited news. ‘You feel responsible, of course you do. These are family men and women and you just want them all to go home safely after their shifts.’

			Tony watched as the officers took a battering ram to the door. BANG! They all feared a massive flash and blast. BANG! The door flew open. ‘We looked around,’ says Tony. ‘We’re all still here, so that’s good.’ The officers charged in, hoping to encounter the failed bombers. But no one was home.

			This two-bedroom flat bore uncanny similarities to the bomb factory found almost two weeks earlier in Leeds. There was also evidence – including copies of the Evening Standard from 21 and 22 July – that the bombers had returned here after the failed attacks. Tests later revealed the fingerprints and DNA of Yassin Omar and Muktar Said Ibrahim throughout the flat as well as traces of the homemade explosive TATP.

			Also found were notes in Ibrahim’s handwriting. One of these was his mission statement, written in Arabic, which spoke of ‘a clear and defined goal’ and a ‘realistic ambition’ to achieve ‘martyrdom in the path of God’. On another sheet was some rudimentary arithmetic. Closer inspection revealed that Ibrahim, who’d failed his maths GCSE, had slightly miscalculated the ratio of ingredients for the explosive devices. The failed bombers had been one simple multiplication step away from killing and maiming countless innocent people.

			12:00

			The police’s excitement at uncovering the bomb factory was somewhat marred by the growing media backlash over the shooting of Jean Charles de Menezes. The media could now not only put a name and face to the tragic victim; they’d also tracked down his dignified and quietly bewildered parents grieving their eldest son in rural Brazil. Matozinhos and Maria were the embodiment of proud, noble people eking out a living on a small farm some 300 miles north of Rio de Janeiro.

			According to his visibly crushed dad, Jean made electrical toys with batteries, copper and matchboxes as a boy, then, at the age of 14, he moved to São Paulo to live with his uncle and fulfil his dream of becoming an electrician. ‘Jean couldn’t earn a decent wage because people here are poor,’ Maria explains. On leaving for London, their son had made them a promise. ‘I’ll send you everything I earn from my job in London. And after I’ve been working there for a few years, I’ll come back to Brazil and live here.’ In 2002, aged 24, he joined the estimated 100,000 Brazilians living in London and quickly learned to speak English. As promised, he sent home what he could to his parents. ‘He wanted to stay for another two years to save money,’ says Matozinhos, ‘so he could come back and invest in a ranch.’

			At the same time, the Met Police were beginning to feel London’s growing sense of shameful disbelief. Firearms officer Andy Halliday was travelling on the Underground on 25 July when he saw a newspaper headline: ‘Tube Police to Be Charged with Murder’. Sir Ian Blair feared that the media’s preoccupation with the shooting was undermining the manhunt. ‘Most of the press had been right behind us and, suddenly, this was the main news. We needed to remain laser-fixed on finding those other people.’

			Sensing growing anger against the police, Tony Blair took an unusual step. In the cabinet room in Downing Street he delivered a statement: ‘We are all desperately sorry for the death of an innocent person. But we also have to understand the police are doing their job in very, very difficult circumstances. And I think it is important that we give them every support.’ Twenty years on, the former PM explains his stance. ‘I was anxious that they continued to feel they had political support in doing their job. We were still in a situation where we didn’t know whether further attacks would occur. I didn’t want them to be hesitant about taking action.’

			Four days since the failed bombings, police had yet to track down a single suspect.
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			Tuesday 26 July 2005 – 07:00

			Vauxhall, south London

			Steve Barker of the Metropolitan Police’s Tech Support Unit received a call from the security services. They wanted him to check if a particular phone was at a residential address in the Vauxhall area of London, just south of the River Thames. MI5 believed that Hussain Osman – the failed Shepherd’s Bush bomber and the man police thought they’d shot at Stockwell – might be using a phone belonging to his brother-in-law. Their reasoning was based mostly on the work of the CCTV team.

			After Osman failed to blow up himself and a train on 21 July, the CCTV viewing team quickly latched on to his trail. He’d fled on foot to Wood Lane before catching a number 220 bus to Wandsworth in south London. Once he got off the bus in Wandsworth, he seemingly vanished. Checks of CCTV footage on buses and around nearby train stations at that time drew a blank. The CCTV trawlers and viewers turned their attention to Blair House in Stockwell, where Osman’s wife Yeshi lived with their children. They found footage of Yeshi and a male leaving the block’s car park in a Vauxhall Astra just after 13:00 on 21 July, about 30 minutes after the failed bombings and around the same time Osman had reached Wandsworth on the 220 bus. Via CCTV they were able to follow the car driving all the way from Blair House to the Wandsworth area. Later, they picked it up again, heading south out of London on the M23.

			A check on Yeshi Girma revealed that her sister lived with her boyfriend in Brighton on the south coast. Detectives concluded that, after getting off the 220 bus on the 21st, Hussain Osman rang his wife at home, was picked up in Wandsworth and then driven down to his Brighton-based in-laws. Security services monitored the movement of mobile phones connected to the Brighton address, one of which now pinged in the general area of Vauxhall. Could it be placed at a specific address?

			Barker knew none of this backstory as he parked up his trusty black Transit van a few doors away from the house on Newport Street, close to the junction of Black Prince Road in SE11. In the back of the van, the engineers crouched over the mini cell tower like mystics over a crystal ball, waiting for the number to come up. ‘That phone’s in there,’ one of them confirmed. Barker decided to move the van to a less conspicuous place where he could still see the front door. He then called his superiors with the news.

			From the control room, they called the firearms team. Tony – fresh from the raid on Curtis House in north London the previous day – was less than two miles away. He and his colleagues piled into their gunships and headed towards Newport Street. At 08:30 Barker reported two young men leaving the property, and although the firearms team wasn’t yet in place, a surveillance unit had arrived. They clocked a man bearing a strong resemblance to Osman walking up Black Prince Road towards Albert Embankment, which runs along the southern side of the River Thames.

			As Tony approached Newport Street, he received information that the suspect had boarded a bus heading along the river towards Waterloo train station. The surveillance officer was also on the bus. Turning right in his gunship off Black Prince Road onto Albert Embankment, Tony spotted the bus ahead and felt his adrenaline ratchet up. ‘Would he detonate?’ Tony wondered. ‘Was his intention to kill those people seated around him? We were starting to plan for an intervention.’

			Tony understood that the intervention might be a Kratos operation, meaning that he’d have to approach the suspect to shoot him in the brain stem. Having not been on active duty for some years, his emotions were running high. ‘I was pleased to be in the thick of it,’ he recalls, ‘but I did feel I had to prove that I was capable of taking on these roles.’

			The bus drove onto Lambeth Palace Road, approaching St Thomas’ Hospital to the left. In its slipstream, Tony and his team were silent. All they needed was confirmation. If Osman was on that bus, then it was ‘go’. ‘And then, all of a sudden,’ says Tony, ‘we were stood down.’

			At 08:40 the man who hadn’t been positively identified as Hussain Osman walked into Waterloo train station. Thirty-five minutes later, Steve Barker was back near the Tech Support Unit HQ in Clapham, south London, when he received a call from the security services. ‘They told me that the phone they believed was Hussain Osman’s had pinged again near Newport Street,’ he says. Confused, Barker turned to drive back to the address. But almost immediately, the security services called him again. They told him that the phone was moving from cell tower to cell tower through south London. ‘We couldn’t work this out,’ recalls Barker,’ because that would have meant it was travelling very, very fast.’

			He grabbed his roadmap of London. ‘It just dawned on me. He was on the Eurostar. Unfortunately, my old Transit van couldn’t keep up with the Eurostar.’ After a few minutes the Osman phone stopped pinging, so the investigators couldn’t be certain that he was on his way to Paris. To determine if he had indeed taken the Eurostar, a trawl team was sent to Waterloo station to seize CCTV footage from around the Eurostar terminal.

			When the tapes arrived at New Scotland Yard, the viewing team spotted someone who looked like the suspect entering the station at 08:41. He strolled across the concourse in a stylish light-blue shirt, not tucked in, white trousers and smart shoes, carrying a black duffel bag, with one hand tucked nonchalantly into his left trouser pocket. Queueing to buy a ticket, he leant casually on the counter, at which point they could clearly recognise the unmistakable face of Hussain Osman. At passport control he stopped and chatted to officers for a few seconds before breezily walking on.

			Osman passed through passport control using the documents of his elder brother, Abdul Sherif. As the Eurostar glided through south London, Osman called three people: the brother whose passport he’d just used, the man whose flat he’d stayed in the night before and someone called Wahbi Mohammed. Police needed to work out how this last man fitted in to the picture. Then, at 09:16, Osman dumped his sim card.

			Senior counter-terrorism officers were aghast. ‘It was enormously frustrating that he’d managed to slip through our fingers and make good his escape,’ says Doug McKenna. By the time the police received confirmation that it was indeed Osman, the Eurostar train had almost arrived in Paris, so there wasn’t enough time to mobilise Parisian police. At New Scotland Yard, Acting Detective Superintendent Jon Boutcher, the manhunt specialist, was feeling the pressure. ‘We are human beings, we’re not robots. We were all nervous actually about missing the clue, not pursuing the right lead. Because if we did fail and they came back, the consequences in all our minds were almost beyond comprehension. So it was a difficult time for everybody.’
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			Tuesday 26 July 2005 – 15:00

			East Finchley police station, London N2

			A man of Ghanaian heritage called Manfo Asiedu walked into East Finchley police station in north London, claiming that he’d dumped the ‘fifth’ explosive device, the one found in a west London park on Saturday morning. Doug McKenna sent his best debriefer to fillet Manfo for information, particularly anything that might lead them to the other four suspects.

			At the same time, a member of the public called the counter-terrorism hotline. He said he’d called once before and was insistent that this time he wasn’t going to be fobbed off. The information he had was that one of the suspects, Yassin Omar, was staying at an address on Heybarnes Road in Small Heath, west Birmingham. The caller said that Omar had been picked up at Digbeth coach station late on Friday night, the 22nd, then dropped off at the address.

			McKenna rang Detective Chief Superintendent Matt Sawers at West Midlands Police, the head of its emerging counter-terrorism unit. Sawers is quietly spoken, serious, someone not quick to excite. He sent surveillance officers to covertly watch the one-bedroom ground-floor flat, but by evening these officers had yet to see any sign of life. Some thought Omar had probably already moved on, but not Sawers. ‘Where else would he have gone?’ he asks.

			To resolve the issue, the obvious course of action was to send in a firearms team to deal with whatever it found inside. Sawers appointed two tactical commanders for the operation, one of them Chief Inspector Dave Sturman. ‘This was my first terrorist job,’ says Sturman, ‘so I had some trepidation, a little bit of fear. We knew that this individual had tried to detonate a bomb. So pretty damn dangerous.’ If Omar was inside the flat, police had no idea what weapons or explosives he’d have brought with him or had managed to get hold of since his arrival four days earlier. Sturman drafted in one of his more experienced firearms officers to lead the raid. We’re calling him ‘Sean’ to protect his identity.

			A Dubliner, Sean is laid-back, warm and possesses a biting wit, honed during his no-frills inner-city upbringing. He’s a big man with a shaved head, often likened to Irish comedian Dara Ó Briain, though Sean insists he’s better-looking, and funnier. ‘This was terrorism,’ he says. ‘I hadn’t seen it before. We had somebody prepared to take his own life to take the lives of other people. That’s a different level of threat.’ Sean had undergone the Kratos shoot-to-kill training and appreciated that, in the next few hours, he and his team might face a life-or-death moment.

			Using a scale drawing of the flat’s interior, he drafted a plan – eight officers, two allocated to each room inside the flat, with the raid taking place at dawn. He chose the most experienced officer and himself to take the bedroom, where they figured Omar was most likely to be. Using the same rationale, he delegated the bathroom to the two least-experienced members of his team. ‘We knew we were going to somebody who was extremely dangerous,’ he says, ‘probably the most dangerous person we ever went after.’

			The operational commander briefed Sean and the team, urging them to block out the depth of public feeling against the suicide bombers. The job of the police was to deal with whatever presented itself, and to do so in the manner in which they’d been trained. Crucially, they needed to hold their nerve in the face of the gravest threat.

			Rome, Italy

			Lamberto Giannini is a dapper and charismatic law graduate, born and raised in the Eternal City. As the head of Rome police’s counter-terrorism unit in 2005, when he was 41, the horrific images of the attacks in London had left him feeling uneasy and bewildered. He still vividly remembers the ravaged red double-decker bus, the white body bags and the young woman emerging from Edgware Road in a gauze mask to hide her facial burns. ‘We were very worried that – being the capital of Christianity – some kind of attack might happen in our city,’ he says.

			Giannini’s sense of foreboding deepened when he received a call from Italy’s counter-terrorism centre in Milan informing him that New Scotland Yard had been in touch. The technicians monitoring Osman’s phone told Giannini that he’d called a number in Rome several times, an internet café based at Roma Termini, the city’s main rail station.

			‘We didn’t know if he was armed, if he was carrying explosives,’ recalls Lamberto. ‘There was definitely a concern that he might have accomplices here or that there might be a cell ready to be activated at any moment. Should he enter Italy, we needed to catch him at all costs.’ Giannini instructed his team to put the internet cafe under covert surveillance. In a stroke of luck, officers noticed rooms to rent directly across the road, enabling them to observe 24/7.

			‘The only thing was,’ he says, ‘we didn’t know exactly what it was we were looking for.’

			Wednesday 27 July – 01:00

			Heybarnes Road, Small Heath, Birmingham

			About an hour after midnight, the police van carrying Sean and the firearms team parked up behind a DIY store, out of sight of the public and a minute’s drive from the target address. Dave Sturman was in a command car at the scene of a simultaneous raid, listening in on the radio. ‘You’re sat there,’ says Sturman, ‘almost fingers crossed that you’ve got it right. It’s a tense moment.’ After a long wait, the firearms officers were ordered to ‘stand to’, or make themselves ready. Minutes later, a codeword signalled that the operation should begin.

			‘As we drove, there wasn’t much said,’ recalls Sean. ‘People were very quiet. I remember looking into the eyes of the others: Are you thinking what I’m thinking? This is serious. We’re going to earn our money tonight.’ On arrival at the address, the officers bundled out of the van and ran to the back door of the flat. Two officers forced the door open. ‘Police! Police!’ they shouted. The rest flooded in, each pair heading directly to their appointed room.

			Sean followed his partner, who cracked open the bedroom door. Sean tossed in a stun grenade and the pair charged in, immediately scanning the room from top to bottom, left to right. There was no one there. Thinking his job for the night was over, Sean walked back to the kitchen. But elsewhere in the flat he heard screaming. Sean turned to face out of the kitchen, and at the end of the darkened passage he saw light coming from the bathroom. Just inside the bathroom door he could see the outline of two of his officers yelling at the top of their voices. Sean rushed over to check it out.

			His first sight was the toilet shattered by the stun grenade, then he saw Omar standing in the bath with a backpack on, wires hanging from its pockets. He was screaming at the officers, they were screaming back and pointing their Glock 17 pistols at him. ‘I thought he had a bomb on his back,’ says Sean. ‘For a split second I remember thinking, This is it. He’s going to set that off and I’m done. We’re all done.’

			He pushed into the room towards the bomber. The other officers grabbed both of Omar’s hands to ensure he was unable to detonate anything and Omar struggled hard. Sean couldn’t risk him setting off a device. He reached for his gun, pulling it slightly out of the holster. Time slowed, and in those lingering moments he made a radical decision. He reached for his Taser, an electric weapon that immobilises subjects with 50,000 volts. ‘I fired into his neck,’ Sean recalls, ‘to avoid the backpack as much as possible and incapacitate him.’

			Omar slumped backwards against the wall. Another officer stormed in, wrestled the rucksack from his back and ran through the flat to the back door, where he threw it towards some bushes. ‘This is a family man with children,’ says Sean, ‘who would potentially sacrifice himself to protect the rest of us.’ Officers ripped open Omar’s shirt and yanked down his trousers, checking for anything else. Once satisfied that Omar was unarmed, Sean ordered them to leave in case there was a secondary device somewhere in the flat. He then dragged Omar close to the back door. Within minutes, two Metropolitan Police detectives in white forensic suits walked in and took Omar away in their car. ‘We gathered our stuff up,’ says Sean, ‘got in the van and drove back on a bit of a high.’

			A search of the rucksack revealed it didn’t contain explosives – the hanging wires belonged to phone chargers. Thinking back, and given his lack of munitions, Sean found Omar’s behaviour perplexing. He’d tied the bathroom light cord to the inside door handle so, as soon as the officers pushed the door open, the light clicked on. Not only was he standing in the bath wearing a rucksack with wires hanging out, he also had a mobile phone in his hand. ‘I think he wanted us to kill him, suicide by cop,’ says Sean. ‘For those two officers to show that restraint is such professionalism. We all put that down to the briefing we’d received earlier.’

			Later, it emerged how Omar had made it from London to Birmingham incognito. He’d shaved his arms and dressed in his wife’s full burqa while clutching a white handbag. The viewing team identified him courtesy of something poking out from beneath his burqa – a pair of decidedly unfeminine size 12 shoes. Upstairs at the Yard, news of Omar’s arrest received a somewhat muted response. ‘Great news, we got someone arrested,’ recalls Hayman, ‘but we couldn’t rest. All the perpetrators needed to be in custody.’

			At Paddington Green police station, Manfo Asiedu – who’d dumped his device at Little Wormwood Scrubs Park – was feeding officers a pack of lies. Down the corridor, failed Warren Street bomber Yassin Omar was refusing to co-operate. Osman was somewhere in Europe using a different sim card. ‘We had no idea where Muktar Said Ibrahim was,’ says Hayman. ‘We didn’t even have a confirmed name for the suspect from the Oval. So, the pressure on us remained well and truly on.’
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			Wednesday 27 July 2005

			In the midst of the ongoing manhunt for three suicide bombers, counter-terrorism police received intelligence suggesting another imminent, multi-site suicide bombing attack in London. ‘My first thought was, like 7/7 and 21/7, is it another Thursday attack, tomorrow on the 28th?’ says Andy Hayman. The Anti-Terrorist Branch set in motion what Hayman described as ‘the biggest operation of my career’.

			The ambition was for armed coverage at every train and tube station in London, as well as every station leading into London. Sir Ian Blair and Andy Hayman presented the plan at a COBRA meeting to Prime Minister Blair, the heads of the intelligence agencies and the relevant ministers. There were two options: spend a vast sum on this major security operation or shut down the rail and tube networks for the day. Once again, the final decision came down to the prime minister. Mr Blair declared that the overground trains and the Underground must keep running, so by 06:00 on Thursday the streets of London were flooded with over 4,000 officers, many of them armed. ‘If the last five days have been crazy,’ said Hayman at the time, ‘the next 48 hours will be off the radar.’

			With the UK’s biggest ever manhunt still grinding on, the atmosphere in London was growing febrile, with police responding to numerous sightings of the failed bombers. A credible report from Luton Airport resulted in the enforcement of an air exclusion zone, effectively closing the immediate airspace over the airport until the suspect was apprehended. Armed officers intercepted suspects on a train to Newcastle and swooped upon more on the packed concourse of Liverpool Street station. They were all false alarms. ‘There were many other addresses and arrests that went unreported,’ recalls Jon Boutcher, ‘and we were putting our people at risk at every address we went to.’

			One of the properties raided on 27 July was the home of Hussain Osman’s family at Blair House in Stockwell. Police arrested three women, including Osman’s wife Yeshi Girma, and inside the flat they found extremist propaganda and instructions for making a suicide bomb vest. Although Osman had dumped his sim card on the Eurostar, Italian security officials in Milan were able to trace his actual phone whenever it was switched on. They discovered that the phone was ‘roaming’ in Italy, but because Osman kept it off most of the time it was impossible to trace it to a specific location.

			This phone continued to make calls to Milan and Rome, suggesting that Osman was on his way to one of those cities. Rome’s counter-terrorism police chief Lamberto Giannini had to figure out a way to intercept Osman before he reached either. Thanks to anti-Mafia legislation, Italian police were able not just to trace mobile phones but to bug calls – powers that were much more restricted in Britain. Learning that Osman was a Somali national who’d arrived in the UK in 1996, Giannini drafted in interpreters to listen in on and translate his conversations.

			Later that day, Giannini found himself listening in live on a call made by Osman. ‘The interpreters looked flummoxed. Osman and whoever he was talking to spoke a particular dialect that wasn’t Somali. They couldn’t even recognise what it was,’ he says. All they could glean from the call was the time it was made and to whom, and where Osman’s phone was located at the time. The call had been made south of Milan and to a number in Rome. ‘That created a huge frenzy,’ recalls Giannini, ‘as it was clear he was now on his way to Rome.’

			Thursday 28 July

			London

			In addition to the 4,000 officers making London safe, hundreds more remained focused on the manhunt for the failed bombers. Two further addresses in south London were raided and nine people arrested, but none of the bombers was among them. Police also interviewed the former neighbours of Hussain Osman in the eight other flats at Scotia House in Tulse Hill. A woman resident who was a passing acquaintance of Osman remembered being introduced to a friend, Ramzi Mohammed. When the woman was shown images of the Oval bomber, she confirmed that this was the man she’d met called Ramzi. Police made another connection to Ramzi Mohammed. One of the three people Osman had called from the Eurostar during his escape on the morning of 26 July had been Wahbi Mohammed, someone they now realised was Ramzi’s brother.

			The police database revealed that Ramzi Mohammed, 23, had arrived in the UK from Kenya in September 1998 and lived in west London with a girlfriend and two children. A trawl through his financial records showed a connection to an address at K Block in Dalgarno Gardens, Notting Hill, so surveillance officers were sent to the sprawling Peabody Trust estate to covertly observe any comings and goings.

			Rome, Italy

			The police identified Osman’s phone making another call, this time from the outskirts of Bologna, about a half a day’s travel by train south to Rome. It now seemed beyond any doubt that he was heading for the capital.

			Surveillance officers were still watching the internet café at Roma Termini train station round the clock. Police suspicions fell initially upon its Pakistani owner, but then surveillance officers noticed that the owner of a neighbouring shop that sold clothes, jewellery and dried foods from East Africa was constantly popping in and out of the café. A record check revealed the man to be Remzi Adus Issac, known as Issac. Unlike Osman, he was Ethiopian, not Somali, and he had no criminal record. ‘We had no link whatsoever between him and Osman, but we provided his name to the British authorities,’ says counter-terrorism chief Lamberto Giannini.

			In the absence of any other leads, Giannini decided to place Issac under covert surveillance. A dive into his financial records revealed that he owned a house in the Aurelio area of Rome, near Vatican City, where he appeared to live alone. The officers on his tail shadowed him to a neighbourhood in south-east Rome called Tor Pignattara, however, where he appeared to be staying in a multi-occupancy block housing mostly immigrants. ‘It became obvious he was either renting a flat here or staying as a guest of someone in the block,’ recalls Giannini.

			Because the block had multiple flats and entry points, all with remote-control gates, it proved impossible for surveillance officers to establish precisely which flat Issac was staying in. Officers following him reported that he made a trip to a supermarket, where he bought several bags of groceries. Was he expecting company? More than half a day had passed since Osman’s call from Bologna, so was he now in Rome? Giannini deployed surveillance officers to watch the flat complex overnight. ‘We had no way of knowing where Osman was,’ he says. ‘We just had to hope that his phone would ping and tell us. Waiting for further phone activity was hectic. Everyone was really worried by the danger posed by this person who had tried to blow himself up, a suicide bomber.’

			15:00

			Flat 14, K Block, Dalgarno Gardens, London W10

			Behind the flat’s closed curtains, surveillance officers reported shadows flitting back and forth, indicating that at least one person was inside. Later they described someone bringing provisions to the front door. The security services now believed they had the number of a mobile phone being used sporadically by failed Oval bomber Ramzi Mohammed. They sent Steve Barker of the Tech Support Unit to check if this phone was inside flat 14 of K Block.

			Dalgarno Gardens is a traditional red-brick housing estate made up of 24 blocks, each four or five storeys high, built in the 1930s. As soon as Barker and his engineers pulled up outside K Block, however, they spotted a problem. Number 14 was on the fourth floor. Barker manoeuvred the van as close to the building as possible, but from ground level the flat was simply too far away for them to be able to detect a phone inside.

			His engineers told him they might have a solution back at base. They’d been developing a portable device that could detect a specific mobile phone number, but only at very close range. For this handheld system to work, Barker would have to walk right up to the front door of number 14, which might contain one or more of the failed suicide bombers. To get to this front door, he’d need to walk past the flat’s kitchen window. Although the blind was down, someone inside could see his shadow or hear his footfall on the concrete walkway.

			Back at base, Barker explained the situation to a senior officer, who offered a firearms team as back-up. ‘I thought about it,’ says Barker, ‘but I’d have to be right up against the front door, and behind that door might be one or more of the suicide bombers. Behind me would be lots of people with guns. So if the door opened, I’d be in the one place that you don’t want to be, ever.’ He declined the offer of firearms support.

			Instead, he decided that he and a colleague would go to K Block dressed as council workers, complete with clipboards, hi-vis singlets and hard hats. One of them would carry the gadget that detected a mobile phone. ‘If anybody did come out,’ he says, ‘we’d tell them there’s been a gas leak reported and we’re just checking it out with this gas-detecting device.’ Barker and his colleague donned their outfits and headed back to Block K. They walked around the entire estate, past several people. A handful asked what they were doing. ‘We said, “Well, there’s been a report of a gas leak”, and they just accepted it.’

			Barker now headed for the target door. Once he reached the top of the concrete flight of stairs, he turned right and walked towards number 14, the first front door on the right-hand side of the balcony. To be absolutely certain the phone was inside, Barker needed to record at least two ‘pings’, each about a minute apart. This meant he might have to spend nearly 120 long seconds with his nose almost pressed against that black door.

			‘I stood there for a while,’ he recalls. ‘Nothing. Every second feels like a minute. I’m dreading hearing any noise coming from inside, someone maybe coming to the front door.’ He tried to focus on the device and the little bars on its screen. As it got closer to the mobile phone, the bars increased in size. Move away and they went back down again. ‘And then it worked! It registered a strong signal generated from that phone.’

			Barker now had to wait sixty seconds or so for the second hit. He couldn’t help counting in his head. Every second ground by, each feeling slower than the last. ‘It was very painstaking. But the urgency of the operation, what was riding on it, kept me going.’ Then the second ping registered. Barker returned to the van and rang his boss. Ramzi Mohammed’s phone was behind the door to number 14.
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			Friday 29 July 2005 – 08:00

			Flat 14, K Block, Dalgarno Gardens, London W10

			Firearms officer Tony had just come off shift. He called his wife to let her know he was heading to a hotel for a sleep, but as he set off, his phone rang. A change of plan. He and his team needed to check out an address at K Block, Dalgarno Gardens, a couple of miles away. Cue the moans of his exhausted team. Tony reassured them it would be a quick job. ‘We’d done so many addresses that week that turned out to be empty,’ he says, ‘so I guessed it was probably another one.’

			On arrival, Tony immediately sent rifle officers up to the fourth floor of the nearly identical blocks to the front and rear of K Block. With their powerful telescopic sights, they could check out the windows of number 14.

			Minutes later, the rifleman to the rear radioed in. He could detect two figures inside the sitting room of the flat, one of whom had just snatched a glance through the closed curtains. The rifle officer recognised him as Ramzi Mohammed. Tony asked if he was absolutely certain. The officer confirmed. ‘Everything changed from that moment,’ says Tony. ‘The adrenaline is flowing. The tiredness disappears.’

			Next, Tony led his team up the concrete staircase to the fourth-floor walkway of K Block. For all they knew, Mohammed had been in there for days busily constructing explosive devices and was ready to mount an ambush. What if Mohammed was planning to go out in a blaze of glory, just like the Madrid bombers in Leganés?

			At the top of the stairs, Tony asked an explosives officer what would happen if Mohammed detonated a bomb inside the flat. ‘Well, we won’t know much about it, Tony,’ came the reply.

			09:00

			Tor Pignattara, Rome

			Lamberto Giannini, the head of Rome police’s counter-terrorism unit, waited for Hussain Osman to turn on the phone, the only way they could establish his whereabouts. A call came in from the tech team in Milan. The mobile phone had just pinged at an address in the Tor Pignattara suburb of Rome. ‘You need to get officers there,’ the tech team advised. To Giannini’s intense satisfaction he was able to respond, ‘We already have officers there.’ Osman’s phone had been tracked to the communal blocks in Tor Pignattara that they’d been watching all the night before and into the morning.

			Finally, a car emerged, driven by Issac, the man they’d been shadowing since the previous day. A second man sat in the passenger seat, but with bright sunshine bouncing off the car windows, it was impossible to tell if it was Osman. The phone he’d been using was switched off. Some of the surveillance teams followed Issac’s car discreetly and at a distance.

			Giannini received reports that the car had parked up outside the mosque in nearby Centocelle and the two men had walked in. After 45 minutes they emerged and the car returned to the flat complex. They still couldn’t say for certain that the second man was Osman. ‘Again, we can’t see the building in which they actually enter, so we don’t know which apartment they’re in,’ Giannini was told

			It was a scorching hot July morning. Giannini worried that too many surveillance officers and vehicles were now hanging around the compound. If Osman was inside, he’d be hyper-vigilant and checking for any signs of police activity. Giannini told them to keep circulating so as not to arouse suspicion. He was frustrated by the stasis – and the waiting. It also irked him that the immediate situation lay outside his control, as he was unable to send an armed team inside the complex because they didn’t know which flat was being used by Issac. In any case, Osman might be preparing an ambush. Their only option was just to wait outside in the sweltering heat for one of the pair – or both – to emerge.

			10:00

			Flat 14, K Block, Dalgarno Gardens, London W10

			The very real possibility that a serious quantity of explosives might detonate meant that Tony and his team evacuated the entire K Block before addressing whatever awaited them behind the door to number 14. Fearful locals were ordered to immediately vacate their homes, with many leaving in tears or not dressed for the day, while others carried young children.

			As the evacuation was progressing, Tony received a call from one of his officers clearing the flat next door to number 14: the raid was being covered live on Sky News. The channel’s camera was pointing directly at the fourth-floor walkway of K block.

			‘Are you sure it’s live?’ asked Tony.

			The officer leaned out of the front door of flat 13, waved and saw it on TV: ‘Yes, guv, it’s live.’

			Tony felt sick with the dawning realisation that the suspects might be watching the rolling news and be aware of exactly where his officers were located. ‘If they’d had explosives,’ he says, ‘this would have helped them to cause maximum casualties and the death of our officers. It was quite scary.’

			On hearing that the raid was being broadcast live on TV, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch Peter Clarke was furious and phoned the channel head. ‘Broadcasting that without even speaking to us was hideously irresponsible and dangerous,’ says Clarke. ‘I made it clear that if anything tragic happened because of their activities, I’d make sure the public were made aware of their accountability for that.’ The news channel agreed to put a time delay on their coverage, at least until the operation became overt. Live or not, the presence of news cameras unsettled Tony. He felt it exposed him and his team in their most difficult hour.

			Focusing on the operation, he decided that his officers were not going inside number 14 after all because it could be booby-trapped or the suspects might have weapons. The safest option was somehow to force them outside and make arrests on the balcony. Trained negotiators arrived on site, and at 11:05, using a megaphone, they opened dialogue with the people inside. One addressed Ramzi Mohammed by name, reassuring him that he and the others would be safe if they came out stripped to their underwear, hands in the air. Another warned them that the cops were armed and ready to storm in. Neither approach worked. The tense stand-off developed into a siege.

			‘Why won’t you come out?’ a neighbour heard a policeman ask.

			‘I’m scared,’ replied a male voice from within the flat. Clearly referring to the shooting of Jean Charles de Menezes a week earlier, he added: ‘How do I know you won’t shoot me?’

			For Tony, the longer the suspects remained inside, the greater the threat, as it would give them time to prepare to deploy whatever munitions they might have. Quickly, he devised a plan to protect his men on the balcony. From evacuating neighbouring flats, they knew the layout of number 14. As you walked off the balcony through the front door, there was a hallway with a door to the bathroom and to the kitchen on either side. Further along the hallway, towards the rear of the flat, were doors to a sitting room on one side and a bedroom on the other.

			The rifle officer to the rear had identified that Ramzi Mohammed and his unidentified friend were based in the sitting room, at the back of the flat. For them to come out onto the balcony at the front, they’d need to walk out of the sitting room into the hallway, then past the kitchen and bathroom to the front door.

			Tony checked with the rifle officer facing the front door. He was confident that, were Mohammed or any of his cohort to emerge into the hallway with a device, he could take them out before they reached the front door, provided there was no front door. That meant that to secure the balcony, they needed to remove the front door. But the door couldn’t just be battered down by conventional rams, as doing so would expose the officers. Fortunately, SAS personnel were on hand with explosives in their kit, and they agreed to take down the front door.

			At 12:08 a deafening bang rang through Dalgarno Gardens. Locals behind the cordon jumped, then winced, thinking it was a bomb.

			‘My son’s in there!’ screamed one woman.

			The explosion set off by the SAS demolished the front door, shattering it into pieces, with a wood splinter from the frame penetrating the arm of one of the SAS team. As the raid was no longer covert, Sky News switched to live. ‘There was a bomb that went off,’ reported Lisa Davis, a neighbour who’d been called in to provide a running commentary. On the other side of the cordon, TV crews could hear the police instructions – ‘Mohammed, take your clothes off.’ Through their megaphone, police kept asking, ‘Is there a reason that you shouldn’t leave the flat?’

			But still the men refused to come out.

			12:00

			Tor Pignattara, Rome

			Italian counter-terrorism police were convinced that Hussain Osman was in an apartment that formed part of a housing complex in the Tor Pignattara district. Trouble was, they didn’t know which one. At about midday, Osman’s associate Remzi Adus Issac once again emerged from the complex in his car, so surveillance officers followed in discreet pursuit. After a short drive he parked up and walked into a shop, soon coming out with supplies and then driving back towards the complex.

			At a set of traffic lights, two of the officers tailing Issac got out of their car and jumped, unopposed, into his. They found him, understandably, both surprised and scared. Taking control of the car, they drove to a secluded side street where counter-terrorism chief Lamberto Giannini was waiting.

			‘You have someone with you,’ Giannini said. ‘Who is he? Is it Hussain Osman?’

			‘I don’t know who Hussain Osman is,’ replied Issac, seemingly baffled. ‘Who is Hussain Osman?’

			‘He was with you this morning, he went with you to the mosque,’ Giannini told him.

			‘No, no, he’s not Hussain Osman. He’s my brother, just my brother visiting me.’

			‘And where has your brother come from?’

			‘From London.’

			‘And why has he come from London? What did he do?’

			Issac looked bemused, so Giannini flashed a photo of Osman, then said, ‘Is he your brother?’

			‘Yes, he’s my brother.’

			‘Why has he come from London?’

			‘I don’t know.’

			This back and forth went on for a bit longer, but Issac soon started to crack. ‘After a while,’ Giannini says, ‘he told us that Osman had fled from London because the police were looking for him. But, according to him, his brother hadn’t told him what he’d done.’ Giannini asked Issac if his brother was armed or had explosives. Issac said no to both. ‘I told him that this was a very dangerous situation,’ says Giannini, ‘and that the most important thing was that neither your brother nor any of us got hurt.’

			Issac agreed to return to the complex with Giannini and point out the flat where his brother was staying. He then handed over the keys to the front door.

			12:37

			Flat 14, K Block, Dalgarno Gardens, London W10

			Officers approached the gaping hole where the front door used to be and fired a CS gas canister towards the rear of the hallway. No one emerged. Eight minutes later, they fired in another.

			Needing a response from inside, Tony asked his officers if they could fire a CS canister directly into the fourth-floor sitting room from the rear of the block. Given that there was no rear balcony, the officers had to attempt a direct hit from ground level. At 13:33 they fired two plastic capsules that smashed through the sitting-room window up into the ceiling, so the capsules would then disperse CS gas directly into the room.

			Again, no movement. Tony now worried he’d gone too far. CS gas depletes oxygen levels. There’s an algorithm about how much can be safely used without putting lives at risk, and going through Tony’s mind was the calculation: how many canisters have been fired and what’s the size of the room?

			As Tony panicked about chemistry and room volumes, the rifle officer in front of K Block reported movement in the hallway of number 14. Everyone froze. Were they coming out, stripped down with their hands in the air, as instructed? Tony and his team peered into that hallway, poised and ready.

			Broadcast live on rolling news, viewers first of all saw a bare arm, then a face peering out, red and puffy. The police recognised the distinctive features of Muktar Said Ibrahim, who emerged naked to the waist, arms aloft, tears and snot running down his face. Ramzi Mohammed, the terrorist they’d come for, walked out immediately afterwards, stripped down and looking resigned to his fate. These were the last two suicide bombers on the loose in London, and they were surrendering in front of the media.

			Tony felt exultant. ‘We were showing the world that these two terrorists were no longer a threat to London and the public,’ he says. ‘What a great feeling that was among the team.’ Jon Boutcher had been running the raid from the control room and recalls: ‘It was a huge moment. It was two people who, days before, had sought to blow up innocent people in London. To get them under control was an incredibly good feeling.’

			17:00

			Tor Pignattara, Rome

			Issac led Giannini through the corridors of the communal blocks in Tor Pignattara to the front door of his apartment. He then stepped out of the way. Backed by armed police, Giannini approached the front door. Noiselessly, he slid the key into the lock. He took a deep breath and turned it anti-clockwise. The click sounded like a pistol being cocked. He winced, then slowly pushed the door open. ‘I have to say that we were very worried because we didn’t know what we were going to find,’ he recalls. ‘Of course, we also remembered what had happened the year before in Madrid.’

			The hallway was empty and silent. Issac had described the flat’s layout and where his brother would be – in the living room, lying on the couch. ‘We burst into the living room immediately,’ says Giannini, ‘but he wasn’t there.’ The counter-terrorism chief indicated for everyone to be silent, and they crept back into the hallway. An officer pushed open another door. There, asleep on a bed, naked and alone, was the suspect – Hussain Osman.

			‘He is very well-built, physically athletic, but we restrained him immediately,’ says Giannini. ‘We let Issac in. Issac started telling him to keep calm, that we weren’t going to hurt him.’ As the suspect was pinned down to the ground, the police immediately started scanning the apartment for weapons or explosives. There weren’t any.

			Giannini asked him questions in English but remembers him responding in Italian. ‘He told us that he’d come to Italy with his family as a child and had come from Ethiopia.’ It turned out that Osman’s real name was Hamdi Adis Issac. The name ‘Hussain Osman’, as well as his Somali roots, had been invented to boost his UK asylum bid. Giannini asked the suspect if he was connected to the failed attack on London’s tube system. ‘He said that it was him, although he claimed that he didn’t want to blow anything up. He just wanted to scare people.’

			News immediately reached New Scotland Yard that the fourth – and final – failed suicide bomber from 21 July was in custody. For senior officers like Doug McKenna, Andy Hayman and Sir Ian Blair, their overwhelming collective sense was one of enormous relief, followed by exhaustion as the last dregs of their adrenaline melted away. ‘I think for many of us, and certainly for me,’ reflects Jon Boutcher, ‘there was the question of whether this was actually the beginning of something, as opposed to the end of something – a new normal of suicide bomb attacks coming to the UK in waves. And we didn’t know what the answer to that was going to be.’

			Some years later, evidence emerged connecting the 7 July and the 21 July attacks. The information came from the 46-page internal al-Qaeda document discovered by German cryptologists in 2012, which first revealed the role that Birmingham-born al-Qaeda operative Rashid Rauf played in the 7 July attacks. The same memo – thought to be written by Rauf – reveals how he met Muktar Said Ibrahim and two other members of his UK radical circle shortly after they arrived in Pakistan in early December 2004.

			Ibrahim and his pals had travelled to Pakistan to fight US and coalition forces in Afghanistan. However, like 7 July bombers Mohammad Sidique Khan and Shehzad Tanweer, the trio were driven to the tribal areas of Pakistan and introduced to a senior al-Qaeda operative known as Haji. Whereas Khan’s group successfully detonated a 300-gram hydrogen peroxide bomb during training, Ibrahim watched a test device kill his two friends. According to Rauf, the martyrdom of his friends had a profound effect on Ibrahim. Haji, who had been supervising the test detonations, was able to persuade Ibrahim to return to the UK to conduct ‘operational work’.

			When the abortive 21/7 attacks took place, Rauf wrote of his regret that he had been unable to pass on to Ibrahim the technical fixes he had provided to the 7 July bombers. ‘It was their lack of technical knowledge that caused the problem,’ Rauf wrote of the failed bombers. Rauf himself is thought to have been killed in a drone strike launched by US forces in Pakistan in November 2008.
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			On the morning of 22 July 2005, Commissioner Sir Ian Blair infamously barred the Independent Police Complaints Commission (IPCC) from attending the scene of the Jean Charles de Menezes shooting at Stockwell station. However, by 25 July – as per legal requirement – the IPCC had taken over the investigation into the shooting of de Menezes from the Met Police’s Directorate of Professional Standards (DPS).

			The task was complex because of the peculiar position of the IPCC within the ecology of the state. The institution had only been established 15 months earlier as a result of police failings. The 1999 Macpherson report into the racist murder of teenager Stephen Lawrence in 1993 found that, in their search for justice, the Lawrence family had faced a police complaints system that actively shielded officers from scrutiny. The report concluded that, without independent oversight, public confidence in the police – particularly for minority ethnic communities – would continue to suffer.

			The IPCC was the British state’s inaugural attempt at an independent police watchdog, with the de Menezes investigation representing their first big test, especially as the police weren’t exactly enamoured by being investigated by outsiders. As John Cummins, one of the IPCC’s senior investigators in 2005, puts it, ‘If we messed it up, then it would mean serious repercussions for the organisation and for myself. It was going to be one of those investigations that would define the IPCC.’

			Cummins hired Steve Reynolds, a retired chief superintendent from Essex Police, as a fellow senior investigator. Reynolds had always wanted to be a cop, and one of his earliest memories is walking home from school aged about five and coming across police officers dealing with a minor car accident. Young Reynolds ran home, donned his police uniform costume, grabbed his black flip notebook and returned to the scene to see in what ways he could help. It was a testament to how much both investigators loved the police that they’d dedicated the autumns of their careers to weeding out bad apples.

			By the end of Monday 25 July – three days after the shooting – John Levett of the DPS had handed over his case files to the IPCC. As soon as Cummins and Reynolds started scanning through them, they encountered police cultures and behaviours that they found troubling.

			The first of these were post-incident procedures. After the shooting at Stockwell, the firearms officers returned to their base at Leman Street. They handed in their weapons and ammunition, and after taking showers they were immediately provided with legal advice. This was they should not provide any account of the shooting at that moment, but reconvene the following day to make their detailed written statements.

			What surprised Cummins and Reynolds was that, when making these statements, the firearms officers were allowed to write their notes together and confer. In Reynolds’s experience, the families of people shot by police see conferring as totally wrong. ‘Families, and those representing them,’ he says, ‘ask why police officers who have shot somebody dead are treated differently to any other suspect. If the police attend a house where someone’s been murdered, and it looks likely that the person responsible for that murder is a partner, then that person will be arrested there and then on suspicion of murder and taken into custody. Why is it different when the police shoot somebody dead?’

			The next issue that concerned the IPCC investigators was how the 17 civilian witnesses of the shooting had been interviewed. After the incident, most of them had fled through a short tunnel to a neighbouring Victoria Line platform, jumping on a northbound train that left shortly afterwards. A group of them alighted two stops later at Pimlico, just south of Victoria, and went to the White Swan pub, from where they called the police. One of the witnesses was covered in blood and body tissue from the shooting.

			According to Cummins and Reynolds, those who saw the shooting in the carriage should have been treated as ‘significant witnesses’. Then, as a matter of routine, their statements would have been taken in a sterile environment and recorded on audio and/or video tape. Instead, uniformed officers arrived and interviewed these witnesses inside the pub, despite the fact that a TV was on, reporting live from the scene. ‘You do not interview a witness when there’s a live broadcast from the scene,’ says Cummins, ‘as you don’t know what’s going to be mentioned during that broadcast that could have an impact on the witness.’

			As Reynolds points out, many of the witnesses interviewed on TV directly after the shooting were saying things that later turned out to be untrue. But the influencing of witnesses didn’t end there. In addition, a police officer was heard to say: ‘You shouldn’t be saying things like that, an officer could lose his job.’

			As Cummins and Reynolds continued their investigation, they discovered that there appeared to be a concerted campaign to damage the reputation of the victim. Official police press releases described de Menezes coming out of a building that was under observation, wearing suspicious clothing and acting unusually, even after it was known that he wasn’t a terrorist. A couple of days after the shooting, several newspapers quoted a Home Office claim that de Menezes’s UK visa had expired and that, at the time of his death, he’d been carrying a forgery. The inference was clear – this must have been why he ran from police. In fact, he hadn’t run from the police and, as Reynolds points out, ‘Sometime later, evidence was produced to actually prove that he was entitled to be in the country at the time of his death.’

			It wasn’t only the institutions that appeared to be trying to shape the narrative, however. The IPCC discovered that the police gunmen in the carriage claimed they’d shouted warnings of ‘armed police!’ several times, and that de Menezes then stood up and walked towards them. However, not a single civilian witness from the carriage recalls hearing a warning. Furthermore, witnesses insist that de Menezes never got out of his seat. They remarked on how calm he remained, even as a gun was being held to his head, as if he were waiting for instructions. Later, the IPCC report suggested that these officers be referred to the Crown Prosecution Service on the basis that they ‘conspired to pervert the course of justice’. But no further action was taken.

			In order to carry out the investigation, Cummins and Reynolds took possession of every piece of paperwork related to the investigation, including the logs from the control room and from the surveillance team detailing exchanges and decisions. The IPCC’s task was to piece together the events that had taken place in the three hours between the briefing of the surveillance and firearms teams and the killing of de Menezes. As they methodically went through the boxes, they discovered what they considered a ‘troubling’ alteration in a surveillance team log.

			On the morning of 22 July, surveillance officers had followed de Menezes almost all the way from Scotia House to the carriage at Stockwell tube station where he was shot. What the control room and firearms officers had wanted to know throughout the pursuit was whether there was a confirmed identification for Nettle Tip – the codename for failed bomber Hussain Osman. The surveillance officers insist that none of them had positively identified the subject as Nettle Tip, and this was accepted by the IPCC in their reports on the shooting.

			As in all such operations, the de Menezes surveillance team members kept a log of events. At the end of the surveillance, the team assembled and debriefed. As part of this, the team inevitably made amendments to the log to improve its accuracy. Any such amendments are usually made in a transparent way and initialled. In the case of the de Menezes follow, team leader ‘James’ had been keeping the log and had made the majority of entries regarding what he heard from his team. But IPCC investigators had a major concern regarding a surveillance log entry describing a ‘split-second’ view of the subject.

			The statement appears to initially say: ‘I slowly drove past him whilst he walked along the nearside footpath. Looking back, I had a split-second view of his face I believed it was N T.’ The ‘N T’, of course, stands for Nettle Tip. However, the statement appeared to have had two words inserted – ‘and’ and ‘not’ – so it subsequently read: ‘I slowly drove past him whilst he walked along the nearside footpath. Looking back, I had a split-second view of his face and I believed it was not N T.’

			‘The “not” and the “and” stood out because of the spacing,’ says Reynolds. ‘They were squeezed in, and had clearly been inserted into the entry. When we read it and saw the insertion, it seemed that the surveillance team members were trying to distance themselves from an identification. It had changed the narrative from a positive identification into no identification. There were no initials from the officer who’d had made the alteration, as would have been the policy. If that alteration had been initialled, I’d have been much more comfortable with it.’

			When investigators discovered the timing of the surveillance team debrief – during which the alteration was made – it raised their suspicions further. ‘We learned that the debrief had taken place quite late in the evening of 22 July,’ says Reynolds, ‘by which time there was information coming through, certainly within New Scotland Yard, that the person who had been shot dead was not a terrorist, let alone somebody who’d been involved the day before. So indications were then emerging that this may be an innocent man who’d been shot dead.’

			The suspicious log entry was subjected to forensic examination. One expert thought that the words ‘and’ and ‘not’ had been written with a different pen. ‘When we got a second opinion,’ says Reynolds, ‘the second scientist couldn’t be certain and believed it could have been by the same pen.’ The IPCC finally got some clarity on the altered log. According to Reynolds, ‘Later in the investigation, one of the surveillance officers actually admitted that he had made the alteration. He couldn’t really explain why, but suggested that it must have been during the debrief when, from what he heard, he realised that the log wasn’t an accurate recollection of what had happened, so he made the alterations to make it more accurate. Perhaps understandably, people are looking to cover their own backs and teams are looking to cover their own backs. And I think the surveillance team were very keen to point out that nobody had said they were 100 per cent sure that it was Hussain Osman.’

		

		
			18

			The IPCC’s ultimate challenge was to work out the key failings that led to armed police shooting dead an innocent man on a London Underground train. There was so much to unravel, but they tried never to lose sight of the context. Clearly, this had been an unprecedented situation for everyone involved. The stakes – to protect the public from suicide bombers intent on mass murder – couldn’t have been higher. The three principal parties involved – surveillance, firearms and the control room – shared a single objective that morning, which was to prevent a failed suicide bomber from the previous day getting on a mode of public transport.

			There was confusion from the get-go, however, although that was hardly surprising given the essential speed of the response. Hussain Osman and his former address had been identified just hours before the surveillance team was sent to Scotia House. Only on arrival at the address did anyone realise that 21 Scotia Road was a block of nine flats with a communal front door. The surveillance officers were trying to identify a suspect from a grainy, poor-quality photograph. Perhaps the control room should indeed have heeded the advice of officers on the ground and temporarily suspended the bus stop on Upper Tulse Hill.

			Then there was the pursuit itself. The time between de Menezes leaving Scotia House and getting shot was just 34 minutes. In that time, he’d got on and off a number 2 bus, almost joined the tube at Brixton, before finally rejoining the number 2 bus to Stockwell. The firearms unit seemed to be constantly playing catch-up. Commander Cressida Dick and Acting Detective Superintendent Jon Boutcher in the crowded control room were juggling radio communications with surveillance officers, a forensic arrest team and the firearms unit as well as consulting colleagues alongside them.

			So many lines of communication, so many minor confusions and an accumulation of small mistakes all contributed to the ultimate error. But, from this swirling fog of confusion, a number of key questions emerged. Why wasn’t de Menezes stopped before he got on the number 2 bus? If he wasn’t positively identified, then why did firearms officers think he was Osman? Was an order given to firearms officers to shoot the subject?

			The first mistake of the morning, says the IPCC, was the fact that there was no firearms team in place at Scotia House to support the surveillance officers. The strategy had been for firearms officers to support surveillance officers on two fronts. First, to tackle Osman if he emerged from Scotia House. Second, to support surveillance officers in intercepting anyone else emerging from Scotia House to gather intelligence on Osman.

			The first surveillance team, codenamed ‘Red’, arrived at Scotia House at 06:04 on the morning of 22 July. De Menezes left Scotia House at 09:33, by which time a firearms team still hadn’t arrived. De Menezes was the ninth person to walk out of Scotia House following the arrival of the ‘Red’ surveillance team. None of them had been stopped.

			According to Cummins, ‘The “Red” surveillance team leader, “Derek”, was asking, “Where’s the firearms backup? Where are they? People are leaving the premises. Where’s the back-up?” Because you need back-up to follow the strategy.’ Andy Halliday’s ‘Black’ firearms team came on duty at 07:00. Before then, a specialist firearms team on overnight standby had been called into New Scotland Yard, but they went off duty at 07:00. By the time Halliday and his ‘Black’ firearms unit made it to Tulse Hill, de Menezes was already getting on the number 2 bus.

			‘There should have been a firearms team in that location,’ says Cummins. ‘Once Frank, who was in the observation van, said that de Menezes was worth a second look, he should have been stopped, questioned or even arrested, until his identity was obtained. But the fact that there was no firearms team meant that the surveillance team had to continue with the follow.’

			The second significant mistake, in the IPCC’s view, took place outside Brixton tube station. Twenty-six minutes after leaving his flat, de Menezes stepped off the number 2 bus and onto the street. ‘The surveillance officer, codename “James”, had with him a copy of the photograph from the gym card that was found at Shepherd’s Bush,’ says Cummins. ‘He covered up the beard on the photograph and said, “I think it could be him”, or words to that effect. And that is as far as it really went in relation to identification. “It could be him”, which was interpreted in the control room as “They think it’s him.” And that’s how the status of Jean Charles became raised.’ Another surveillance officer in the car with James, codename ‘Lawrence’, thought that de Menezes did not look like Nettle Tip. But this opinion wasn’t shared with the control room.

			De Menezes, who’d been on his mobile phone at the time, stopped short of Brixton tube station, turned and walked briskly back to the number 2 bus, reboarding just before it set off. ‘This was interpreted as an anti-surveillance manoeuvre,’ comments Cummins. ‘Unfortunately, what was never established by the officers following him was that Brixton tube station had been closed because of a security alert. No one ever checked that.’ De Menezes was simply calling his Brazilian workmate, Gésio D’avila, to say he’d be late for the electrical job they were due to start in Kilburn that morning. ‘The bus is now heading towards Stockwell,’ Cummins says. ‘A day earlier, three of the failed bombers actually boarded the Underground network at Stockwell. So, you’ve got a bus now with a person, potentially Hussain Osman, heading towards Stockwell tube station.’

			The third inflection point in the shooting of de Menezes occurred when he walked into Stockwell tube station, and it depends on the nature of the order given by the control room DSO Cressida Dick to the firearms team. ‘I interviewed Commander Dick following the incident,’ recalls Cummins. ‘I asked her in relation to the order that the suspect must be stopped, her words, “Don’t let him get on to the tube. He must be stopped.” And this was coming from a DSO on a Kratos command structure. This was interpreted certainly by some of the firearms team that she ordered the critical shot.

			‘However, it was never, ever declared as a Kratos situation. Commander Dick was firmly of the view that to “stop somebody” is a well-known police term. “Stop” is a four-letter word used in many different police incidents. She was of the view that the order she gave was to physically stop him from getting down onto the tube train, whether this was by an armed intervention by the surveillance team or by the firearms team. It was in no way, in her mind, an order to take a critical shot.

			‘A number of the firearms team were certainly of the view that the order had been given to take a critical shot. They heard, “He must be stopped at all costs.” They heard that over the radio. They interpreted that as a critical shot. But Commander Dick and people in the control room are clear that no critical-shot order was ever given.

			‘By this time, control had already been passed over to SO19 [the firearms unit]. They’d gone State Red. I am firmly of the opinion that when those firearms officers entered Stockwell tube station, they believed that they would be facing Hussain Osman on the tube train.’
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			THE AFTERMATH
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			What did the events of July 2005 mean to the UK? What lasting effects did they have on the country? How did they change the institutions charged with protecting us, and our relationships with them? And, 20 years on, how did these tragedies affect the lives of those who lost most?

			By the evening of 29 July 2005 the immediate national crisis was over. Failed suicide bombers were no longer at large. The situation in Leeds – base of the 7 July bombers – appeared to be under control. But three pillars of state – police, secret services and the government – faced serious questions about their performances both during July 2005 and in the years and months preceding them.

			The public, too, wanted answers. Judging by the radio phone-ins, TV current affairs output and burgeoning online forums of the day, one issue particularly exercised the British public. Was government foreign policy the catalyst for this new menace of home-grown extremism? There was a growing sense of anger that the 2003 Iraq War – which Prime Minister Tony Blair had ‘dragged’ Britain into ‘kicking and screaming’ – had left the country at the mercy of suicide bombers.

			Many were saying so, including the 7 July bombers themselves. A few weeks after the attacks, Al Jazeera TV broadcast the so-called ‘martyrdom video’ of ringleader Mohammad Sidique Khan in which he said:

			Your democratically elected governments continuously perpetuate atrocities against my people all over the world, and your support of them makes you directly responsible, just as I am directly responsible for protecting and avenging my Muslim brothers and sisters. Until we feel security, you will be our targets. Until you stop the bombing, gassing, imprisonment and torture of my people, we will not stop this fight. We are at war and I am a soldier. Now you too will taste the reality of this situation.

			On the eve of the first anniversary of the 7 July bombings, the same TV network broadcast a video address made by Shehzad Tanweer:

			What you have witnessed now is only the beginning of a string of attacks that will continue and become stronger until you pull your forces out of Afghanistan and Iraq, and until you stop your financial and military support to America and Israel.

			Eliza Manningham-Buller, MI5’s former director general, has made no secret of her belief that the war in Iraq contributed to the radicalisation of young British Muslims. However, Tony Blair, the former prime minister, continues to deny that Iraq was a motive for the 2005 attacks. Indeed, two decades on, he still gets spiky at the very suggestion. He points out that ringleader Mohammad Sidique Khan had attended jihadi training camps before the invasions of Afghanistan, Iraq and even 9/11, and argues that if the invasion of Iraq was a motive, why then did al-Qaeda launch attacks against countries like France and Germany, which were vocally opposed to the war.

			‘I think it’s not just a mistake,’ he says, ‘but a dangerous mistake, to end up thinking that it’s specific decisions that provoke the terrorism. Because actually, when you look at the terrorism, when you trace it pre-9/11 and post-9/11, you realise it’s a very widespread ideology and there will always be a justification given. But it’s important we don’t end up semi-validating that argument, because if we do that, we’ll just … all we do is indirectly and unintentionally, we actually support the narrative that they’re advancing.’

			Back in 2005, Blair simply refused to countenance the idea that Iraq had been a motive for the 7 July bombings. However, in response to the public’s other primary concern – national security – he swiftly and decisively set out a raft of muscular plans to prevent further attacks. He proposed counter-terrorism laws that once again put his government on a collision course with the Law Lords and its own party members. Proposals included extending the maximum period for detention without charge from 14 to 90 days and the banning of fundamentalist organisations. Although the 90 days proposal was defeated in parliament, the Terrorism Act 2006 extended the maximum period of pre-charge detention to 28 days, providing judicial approval had been secured. In addition, it became a criminal offence to publish statements that encouraged or glorified acts of terrorism, or to commit acts in preparation for terrorism.

			The most controversial piece of counter-terrorism legislation remained the use of control orders against terror suspects. Introduced months before 7 July in the Prevention of Terrorism Act 2005, control orders were issued at the discretion of the home secretary against individuals deemed a threat to national security. Their aim was to contain that person’s freedom of movement, communication and association so that they were unable to participate in the planning of terrorism. Those who supported control orders presented the government’s position in stark terms: when there’s insufficient evidence for a dangerous person to be prosecuted, the authorities must have some way of protecting the public from them.

			There were two controversial elements to control orders, however. The first was the procedure according to which they were issued. For a control order to be granted, all it needed was for the home secretary to have ‘reasonable grounds to suspect’ that a person might pose a terrorist threat. The orders were made in secret hearings based largely on security service ‘assessments’, and the evidence that secured the order was never disclosed to the recipient.

			The second element testing civil liberties was the breadth of powers that control orders gave the home secretary. Recipients were electronically tagged, relocated to other parts of the country and placed under curfews lasting up to 18 hours per day, effectively placing them under house arrest. The orders forbade them from using the internet and phones, other than the landline phone in their home. Their passports were confiscated and they could be banned from using public transport. In addition, they had to check in daily with the police, who in turn could visit their home unannounced at any time.

			The system was criticised for its damaging psychological effects and denial of fundamental rights, such as the presumption of innocence. The legality of almost every element of control orders was challenged by the Law Lords and, in 2006, a High Court judge ruled that they were incompatible with the European Convention on Human Rights.

			Despite the considerable opposition, 52 people in the UK had been subjected to control orders by 2011. After July 2005 the Blair government didn’t just impose this controversial legislation, it increased government funding that enabled MI5 staff numbers to grow from about 2,000 on 9/11 to in the region of 3,600 in 2011, with a target of 3,800. The number of counter-terrorism police also vastly expanded during this period, from a few hundred officers to 1,500.

			The increased resources and powers were largely welcomed by those charged with protecting us, as revealed after the high-profile prosecution of the failed 21 July bombers. The four would-be bombers were convicted of conspiracy to murder, with each sentenced to 40 years. During the trial, it emerged how ringleader Muktar Said Ibrahim had appeared on the radar of security services several times during 2004, including being arrested and charged following a confrontation with a policeman while he was distributing extremist literature on London’s Oxford Street, being photographed outside Finsbury Park Mosque, and flying to Islamabad with camping gear and a considerable amount of cash.

			Speaking after the trial, a security source told the media that, having learned the lessons of July 2005, someone like Ibrahim would no longer be able to slip through the net. ‘This just wouldn’t happen now,’ he said. ‘The understanding of the problem is better.’ He cited several reasons, including control orders, the fact that figures peripheral to terrorism investigations were constantly being reassessed, legislation banning acts ‘preparatory’ to an attack and the increase in resources.

			The combination of more money and an increase in their powers saw the security services and counter-terrorism police thwart some deadly al-Qaeda spectaculars, including one that would have potentially dwarfed the 7 July bombings. In the summer of 2006 Operation Overt successfully disrupted what became known as the Transatlantic Airline Plot. Al-Qaeda had planned to place suicide bombers on board seven flights leaving Heathrow for cities in North America. The bombers planned to kill themselves and thousands of passengers in mid-air by detonating liquid explosives hidden in plastic bottles. The legacy of the plot is still felt today, with airline passengers prohibited from carrying more than 100 millilitres of liquid on board a commercial flight.

			As in 2005, the members of the Transatlantic Airline Plot were home-grown, British-born terrorists. Tony Blair now realised that the authorities must do more than disrupt extremist plots as and when they took place. They needed to get ahead of the problem. Somehow, the government had to find a way to identify British people who were either already radicalised or at risk of becoming so, and intervene before they turned to terrorism.

			The Prevent strategy – the italics are part of its branding – was set up with a straightforward aim: to stop people becoming terrorists or supporting terrorism. At the heart of the Prevent approach is a hotline number where teachers, lecturers, social workers, healthcare practitioners, police and the public can report a person they believe to be radicalised or at risk of it. Local police forces have specially trained Prevent officers, and local authorities train staff such as teachers and social workers to spot signs that children or the public are being radicalised.

			Once someone is identified, a panel of representatives from agencies such as local authorities, mental health, education and community organisations will assess the case. Some 95 per cent of reports result in no further action and, according to Prevent, those people aren’t even aware that they’ve been referred. If an intervention is deemed necessary, the panel agrees on a tailored package of support. The focus of the package is to channel the would-be radical in other directions. The process is voluntary and anyone selected for a package must give their consent.

			And yet Prevent, initially launched with the cautious backing of many Muslim organisations, has been largely discredited. Talha Ahmad, former treasurer of the Muslim Council of Britain, has been saying for years that Prevent is ineffective and ill-designed. ‘It doesn’t engage with the Muslim community with mutual respect,’ he said in an Al Jazeera interview. ‘Instead it treats Muslims as a suspect community. It feeds into existing mistrust and alienation and makes it worse.’

			The dissatisfaction climaxed when laws introduced as part of the Counter-Terrorism and Security Act 2015 meant that all workers in the public sector, including teachers, healthcare and social workers, now had a statutory responsibility to collaborate in the programme and ‘prevent people from being drawn into terrorism’. Jahangir Mohammed, a consultant studying the impact of Prevent on Muslim communities, was stinging in his reaction: ‘Public sector officers now have a duty to look at Muslims and see if they are somehow going to be a potential terrorist in 20 years’ time. It is the institutionalisation and legalisation of McCarthyism. This is going to destabilise community relations totally. We are going to see a complete breakdown in trust.’

			Two hundred and eighty academics, lawyers and public figures signed a letter arguing that the Prevent duty would divide communities, clamp down on legitimate dissent and have a ‘chilling effect on free speech’. One of the UN’s special rapporteurs said the programme had ‘created unease and uncertainty around what can be legitimately discussed in public’ and ‘could end up promoting extremism rather than countering it’. In 2024 an Amnesty International report slammed Prevent as ‘a dangerously broken system’ and called for it to be scrapped. Stories of children being hauled up by the authorities for casual comments at school don’t help. There was, for example, the ‘terrorist house’ that turned out to be a terraced house, and the ‘cooker bomb’ that turned out to be a cucumber.

			A string of high-profile failures totally undermined public confidence in the Prevent programme. The case of Ahmad Hassan – who planted a bomb on an Underground train at Parsons Green, south-west London, in 2017, injuring 51 people – had been discussed by a panel in the weeks leading up to the attack. Also referred to Prevent but not been deemed a terrorist threat were three men who went on to kill people in knife attacks: Khairi Saadallah, who murdered three men in a park in Reading in 2020; Ali Harbi Ali, who killed the Conservative MP David Amess in Leigh-on-Sea, Essex, in 2021; and Axel Rudakubana, who stabbed three young girls aged six, seven and nine, at a Taylor Swift-themed dance class in Southport in July 2024.

			For British Muslims, the introduction of new, restrictive laws and punitive enforcement policies, combined with the flawed pseudo-psychological assessment of their community by Prevent, has had a lasting impact on their lives and culture. Says Shahid Malik, former MP for Dewsbury, ‘Almost 20 years later, a lot of Muslims still feel as if they are being targeted for something that was nothing to do with them whatsoever. There has been a conflation between the crimes of July 2005 and the whole religion of Islam. That’s impacted on them as a kind of trauma. It’s very difficult to get a community that feels this kind of trauma to put their head above the parapet and speak.’

			Meanwhile, in their search for justice, the family and friends of Jean Charles de Menezes took on the Metropolitan Police. In 2006, almost a year after his killing at Stockwell tube station, the Crown Prosecution Service announced that no police officers would be prosecuted over his death. Under health and safety laws, a criminal prosecution was brought against Commissioner Sir Ian Blair as head of the Metropolitan Police for failing to protect members of the public. The Met Police pleaded not guilty to the charge, thereby taking it to trial.

			According to senior sources, the ‘not guilty’ plea had been at the insistence of Sir Ian. ‘He was advised by several senior officers, people close to him, to plead guilty, take the beating and move on. But he insisted that we must plead not guilty in the face of opposition from all around him,’ says a senior figure. The Met’s defence team mounted a brutal character assassination of the dead man at the trial, suggesting that de Menezes might have been high on cocaine and therefore jumpy and paranoid, that he had acted like a suicide bomber, and had been aggressive and threatening. In addition, the Met released a composite picture intending to show how alike de Menezes was to Hussain Osman. But it emerged that the picture had been distorted, stretched or resized, creating a misleading match.

			On 1 November 2007 the force was found guilty at the Old Bailey of endangering the public and fined £175,000, with £385,000 costs. Mr Justice Henriques criticised Blair’s force for adopting ‘an entrenched position’ in refusing to admit any failures in the operation. The jury additionally inserted a caveat into the verdict, stating that Cressida Dick had ‘borne no personal culpability’.

			The Met’s robust defence of its actions once again upset the de Menezes family in 2008. During the inquest into his death, the Met claimed that their officers had lawfully killed the Brazilian as part of a counter-terrorism operation, a defence that was rejected by the inquest jury. The jury also made clear that it did not believe some of the evidence from the police marksmen. The officers had claimed that de Menezes moved towards them in a menacing fashion before they opened fire. Officer C12 – the first to shoot – even claimed he shouted ‘armed police’. But the jury unanimously decided there was no warning and that de Menezes did not move before he was grabbed in a bear hug by surveillance officer Ivor, then shot at point-blank range.

			However, the coroner prevented the jury from returning a verdict of unlawful killing by police, provoking accusations from several quarters that the inquest was a whitewash. The five men and five women of the jury decided on an open verdict – the most critical available to them. In 2009, the Met Police settled a damages claim with the family of de Menezes. The amount of compensation paid was not revealed.

			The shooting of an innocent man had a profound impact on how the British public saw the Metropolitan Police and, for several years, coloured a litany of other missteps. Ever since, the force has struggled to recapture the trust of Londoners. But those three weeks in July revealed two sides to the organisation. According to Acting Assistant Commissioner Brian Paddick:

			The 7/7 bombings showed the Metropolitan Police at its best, the way that it reacted to that situation. The way that normality was restored very quickly. The bravery and the courage of the officers going down and recovering the bodies from the Underground trains. You wouldn’t want to ask anybody to do that. And yet officers did their duty without flinching. On the other hand, two weeks and a day after, when an innocent Brazilian was shot, you could argue that we saw the Met at its worst. The failure of the policy, the failure of logistics and the way they tried to make out that he looked more like the real suspect than he actually looked. Public trust and confidence are essential to policing by consent. Openness and transparency, in my police experience, have always been the best way to win public trust and confidence.

			These epochal three weeks in July also put MI5 in the spotlight. Grieving relatives and survivors from 7 July wanted to know precisely what knowledge the authorities had about the bombers prior to the attacks, and they sought an independent public inquiry into the bombings. The Home Office denied their request.

			Then, in April 2007, it emerged that Mohammad Sidique Khan and Shehzad Tanweer had frequently appeared on the radar of MI5 and counter-terrorism police over a year before the attacks. This dramatic revelation followed the successful conviction in April 2007 of five men for plotting to blow up the Bluewater Shopping Centre and the Ministry of Sound nightclub with massive fertiliser bombs. During the operation against the suspects in 2004 – codenamed Crevice – surveillance officers observed plot leader Omar Khyam meeting future 7 July bombers Khan and Tanweer on four separate occasions. Surveillance officers covertly took photos of these encounters and, on one occasion, managed to record a conversation between Khan, Tanweer and Khyam in which Khan talked about travelling to jihadi training camps in Pakistan. Twice, surveillance officers tailed the Yorkshire contingent back to their homes in Leeds. These meetings between two of the 7/7 bombers and terrorist Omar Khyam couldn’t be revealed until after the prosecution of the Crevice suspects in 2007, however, for fear of prejudicing the latter’s chances of a fair trial.

			The revelation that Khan and Tanweer had been in the intelligence system some 17 months before July 2005 both stunned and angered those directly affected by the bombings. Unsurprisingly, relatives and survivors sought a judicial review of the Home Office decision not to hold a public inquiry into the attacks. Sections of the national media supported their demand, speculating that the security service had made mistakes and must be held accountable. Everyone was asking the same question – having seen Khan and Tanweer consort with known terrorists, why didn’t MI5 place the pair under surveillance?

			We put this point to Eliza Manningham-Buller, MI5 director general at the time. ‘We had extremely good coverage of the Crevice plot,’ she says. ‘And we rightly judged that Mohammad Sidique Khan and Tanweer were not part of that plot. They were put to one side, with the hope that we could come back to them when we had time.’ After the arrests of the Crevice suspects in March 2004, MI5 discovered that the terror gang had about 4,000 contacts. ‘At the time,’ says Manningham-Buller, ‘we prioritised a dozen contacts who looked more serious [than Khan and Tanweer]. Those are judgements that you have to make based on what you know at the time.’

			She reminded us of the scale of extremism facing the authorities at that time, pointing out that Operation Crevice alone resulted in 34,000 hours of surveillance and 45,000 hours of material to monitor. ‘It’s important to see 7/7 in context,’ she says. ‘MI5 had hundreds of different networks of people who they believed were wishing to engage in terrorism, comprising nearly 2,000 individuals. The state simply didn’t have the resources required to track every potential suspect who had some connection with others.’ As Peter Clarke, head of the Anti-Terrorist Branch at the time, says, ‘It’s about choosing priorities and most importantly, where does the immediate threat to the public rest? And during Crevice, it did not sit with Sidique Khan or Shehzad Tanweer.’

			Had MI5 put Khan and Tanweer under surveillance in February 2004, would it have prevented the 7 July bombings? Manningham-Buller says not: ‘In the spring of 2004, there was no 7/7 plot. The planning of the attack took place later, in Pakistan around the turn of the year 2004 to 2005.’

			The grieving families and survivors were denied a public inquiry. However, in 2010, inquests were held into the deaths of the 52 people killed on 7/7. This enabled relatives of the dead to call witnesses to give evidence, including MI5. For some of the families of those killed, here was their chance to establish exactly what the security service knew in advance of 7 July – and whether they’d scotched chances to prevent the atrocities. MI5 clearly saw this judicial challenge as potentially compromising their commitment to national security and protecting sources. They asked to give evidence in private, a request refused by the coroner, Lady Justice Carol Hallett.

			Perhaps predictably, the result was a complete clash in expectations and cultures. The families complained that they didn’t get the clarity and answers they sought and deserved. The security service said they revealed everything they could without breaching their legal commitments to the security of the nation.

			Broadly, the debate surrounds sightings of – and intelligence references to – Mohammad Sidique Khan from 2001 until July 2005 that, ultimately, the authorities claimed failed to flag him up as a terror threat. The inquest heard how, in January 2001, Khan had been photographed at a Lake District training camp run by a known jihadi recruiter. However, when his image was shown to informants, they didn’t identify him, despite being able to name nine of the other 44 men present. Two years later, MI5 requested that West Yorkshire Police covertly observe a known jihadi recruiter in Leeds. He was spotted getting a lift in a blue BMW, and checks on the car revealed it was owned by Mohammad Sidique Khan of Batley, Leeds. Yet, somewhat inexplicably, West Yorkshire Police opted not to pass this information on to MI5.

			In June 2004, post-Crevice, MI5 asked West Yorkshire Police to search its records for a ‘Sidique Khan’ of Gregory Street, Batley. The security service explained that Khan was the registered keeper of a Honda Civic that had travelled from Batley to the Sussex home of Omar Khyam, the head of a terror cell that was planning to kill hundreds with a giant fertiliser bomb. West Yorkshire Police, however, didn’t pass on to MI5 details of contacts between Mohammad Sidique Khan of Gregory Street, Batley, and the known Islamist extremist in Leeds from the previous year. They claimed that the information was recorded on the force’s Special Branch computer system, but that the name did not turn up during the search they undertook for MI5. Assistant Chief Constable John Parkinson told the hearing that the system appeared to be working correctly and the force could find ‘no technical reason’ why the name had not appeared. Clearly, had Khan’s links with a jihadi recruiter been made known, he would have been prioritised in some way.

			The relatives and survivors also heard of another seemingly inexplicable blunder just months before the 7 July 2005 attacks. In March 2005 an al-Qaeda operative called Junaid Babar had turned informant in the US. Babar had organised the jihadi training camp in Makaland, Pakistan, in July 2003 that was attended by Khan, who, for the duration of the trip, went by the alias ‘Ibrahim’. Babar told the US authorities about two extremists from Bradford, England, he’d met at the training camp, including ‘Ibrahim’.

			MI5 had an image of Khan and Tanweer that undercover agents had taken at Toddington Services during the Crevice investigation in 2004. In the photo, both men are clearly recognisable. It’s safe to assume that had Babar recognised Khan as ‘Ibrahim’, then MI5 would have bumped Khan up to very high on their list of dangerous suspects. But the 2010 inquests learned how an agent had set about doctoring the surveillance photo to conceal the circumstances in which it had been taken, to protect MI5 methods. The edited version cuts out most of Khan, rendering him unrecognisable. An agent at the inquest agreed that the finished image was probably of too poor quality to be shown to Babar.

			The now familiar debate of ‘conspiracy versus cock-up’ flared, fuelled as ever by the lack of evidence on both sides and complicated by the public’s deep-seated belief in the competence of those charged with protecting us. In May 2011 it was ultimately down to coroner Lady Justice Hallett to pass judgment. She found that all 52 people who died in the 7 July bombings had been unlawfully killed. She ruled that the attacks could not be blamed on failures by MI5. She also said it was unlikely that any of the dead would have survived had the emergency services responded more swiftly.

			After the verdict, a number of bereaved relatives insisted that important questions remained unanswered and lessons unlearned. Once again, they called for an independent public inquiry to investigate how Khan and Tanweer had ‘slipped through the net’. But Peter Clarke reiterates the point that the authorities can’t possibly put surveillance on every single person who comes into a huge terror investigation spreading over many months. He says that this issue ultimately comes down to political judgements about what sort of society we want to live in: ‘Do you want to live in a country where every single person could be put under surveillance? Where every single public space is watched with technology and individuals? You’re asking there for a level of surveillance and control that, frankly, is unacceptable to the majority of the British public.’

			For MI5, the story of these three weeks in July 2005 began back in September 2001 and the 9/11 attacks against the United States. Nearly 25 years after those events, it’s perhaps fitting that we hear the echo of the conversation in the garden of the British embassy in Washington, DC, on the night of 12 September 2001. As Eliza Manningham-Buller talked late into the night with colleagues and senior diplomatic staff about the uncertain future that now suddenly lay ahead, they all agreed on one thing that she stands by to this day: ‘Terrorism is resolved through politics and economics not through arms and intelligence, however important a role these play.’

			Julie Nicholson, the parish priest who lost her daughter Jenny at Edgware Road, has a very clear idea where responsibility ultimately lies for the events of July 2005. ‘I was asked on the Today programme once about who did I blame. And I thought, well, it’s the wrong question, isn’t it? You know who I blame? It was Mohammad Sidique Khan and anybody that’s involved in that whole process. But if you ask the question, “Who’s responsible?” Well, that’s a different answer because, you know, we’re all responsible for the world we live in. But maybe governments have to take a bit more responsibility than the likes of you and me.’

			Jenny’s funeral took place on 17 August 2005 at Bristol Cathedral, attended by over a thousand mourners. Beforehand, Julie said a final goodbye. ‘I felt I needed to put her to bed and to tuck her in one last time. And so I took her pyjamas with me, and a bedtime book. I read to her and then I left her with the book.’

			Julie is still a priest, currently serving a parish near Tetbury in Gloucestershire. Did returning to God mean forgiving the man who killed her eldest daughter? ‘I think that’s where I’ve had difficulties with faith, because faith suggests that all things are forgivable. I don’t seek revenge. I don’t blame the whole of a culture or a religion for what happened. But do I forgive that person? I don’t. I think sometimes there are things that are unforgivable. If, at the end of my life, there is a God, and I am called to judgement, then I will, my hand on my heart, still hold to that.’

			Some 770 people suffered physical injuries in the four 7/7 attacks, dozens in a way that utterly changed their lives. The number who suffered psychologically is impossible to estimate. Four of the survivors featured in this book now work in fields related to their experiences from that day.

			Danny Biddle, 46, the six foot five former construction manager thrown from the train at Edgware Road, subsequently lost both legs and his left eye. He has kept no photographs of himself from before 7/7. ‘I had to say goodbye to that person and try to reinvent myself to be the person that I am now,’ he says. ‘The whole essence of who I was, footballer and boxer, was gone. I wasn’t that person, I’ll never be that again. I needed to start afresh.’ After almost seven months of ‘horrendous and painful’ treatment, he felt ready to return to Edgware Road tube station, where he so very nearly lost his life.

			For over an hour he dithered outside in the car park, terrified. Eventually, his future wife Gem grabbed his wheelchair, declared they were going to do it and took him down to the platform. ‘Every train that passed, I was scared that something was going to explode. Memories kept flooding back,’ he recalls. Accompanied by the station manager, they eventually got on board a tube train, with Danny being placed exactly where he’d stood on 7/7. ‘I was sweating and shivering, while Gem had tears running down her face. The train went through a tunnel, it went all dark, and that’s when I got really scared. And then suddenly, the train came to a sudden stop in the tunnel, and that’s when I was literally about to freak out.

			‘The station manager turned to me and said, “Tell me, what was the first thing you saw, the first thing you remembered?” ‘I said I remembered the number 4 painted on the wall, and I didn’t know why. He looked at me and pointed at the number 4 on the wall – he’d told the train driver to stop the train exactly where the bomb had gone off. I was literally looking outside the train at the floor where I’d been dying a few years back.

			‘As the train pulled away, it felt like someone had unlocked this big weight that I’d been carrying. I was going to finish that train journey and I was going to get off that train with the woman I absolutely adored and head into the beautiful sunshine in London. It was then that I wanted to live the life that I live now and not be shackled by the past.’ They got off at the next stop, Paddington. Danny has set up a company called the National Diversity Employment and Advisory Service (NDEAS), which works to provide equal opportunities for people with disabilities and offers a diverse talent pool for clients.

			In the same carriage as Danny that morning was dad-of-four Bill Mann, who suffered cuts and bruises. A couple of weeks after 7/7 he was walking from Paddington station to work when he had something of a Damascene moment. ‘It suddenly occurred to me,’ he says, ‘that I might not have lived to see this day. You might think, “Well, wouldn’t that have been obvious a couple of weeks earlier?” But, in that moment, it just struck me that I might not have been here. Then I thought, how important is it to make every day count? I’ve lived to be here today. What difference have I made to anybody? You’re not going to impact everybody all day, every day. Life isn’t like that. But if you’ve made a difference to at least one person today by being here and doing something for them, then you’ve made a difference. I still measure every day on that basis.’

			As a natural extension to this commitment, Bill decided to become a life coach. ‘To be able to help people through what I’ve learned is incredibly satisfying. I want to make a difference, and that’s how I do it.’

			Martine Wright, 53, is now a motivational speaker, and it’s easy to understand why. If she could rewind the clock, would she change what happened to her at Aldgate on 7/7? ‘I wouldn’t get back in that time machine because my life now is just so enriched in so many different ways, so much better. That’s not just because I talk for a living. I do like talking.’

			Since 2005, she married, had a son and competed in the Paralympics at the 2012 London Games. ‘Life doesn’t get better than when you turn around to your mum and dad, who are complete royalists, and say, “Do you fancy coming to Buckingham Palace because I’ve been awarded an MBE?” I truly believe that I was meant to be there that day. I feel guilty saying that, because I’m here and there are 52 people, and that might not have been their fate and they’re not here. But I truly feel that was my fate that day.’

			Like so many 7/7 survivors, Thelma Stober, 56, felt overwhelmed by guilt. But then the lawyer got a stern talking-to from her mum. ‘My mother said to me, “God had a purpose for your life. Use your second life to make a difference, not just for yourself, but in honour of the 52 people who passed away. Make a difference to those who will suffer from these kinds of incidents in the future.”’

			Thelma has thrown herself into advocating for survivors of terrorism. She currently co-chairs the Grenfell Memorial Commission, acts as a Trustee of the National Emergencies Trust and chairs its Survivors Advisory Forum. One of her key messages is that the injuries from terrorism – physical and mental – aren’t a one-off event. They can linger and recur. She knows this better than most, having undergone surgery in 2010 and 2015 for complications related to her injuries from 7/7. In 2019, it caught up with her again when medics discovered shrapnel on her brain. ‘It’s a slow leak. As a result, now I only have 20 per cent hearing in both of my ears. So, injuries can manifest themselves many, many years later.’

			But like her fellow survivors, Thelma has no plans to quit fighting. ‘We want to stand shoulder to shoulder. We want to show terrorists in the future that we will not be beaten. We will stand up to them. We will defeat terrorism. They will not break us. Not at all. They will not.’
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