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Jim Smith in London

EXTRACT FROM WHISTLEBLOWER – The first encounter with Guido, the Italian fraudster, by Jim Smith’s recruit Jan Kerkman Location: Delft, Holland.
"This is my invention,” Quido said playing with his silver iPad.
“We know about the awards before the people far away who bid for the money. We can even put in our own bids if we so wish. Then we start work. We are so efficient now. We can track these processes, step by step to Latvia to Bulgaria, to Sierra Leone, Bangladesh, Pakistan, Libya, Ghana, Gaza or a hundred other places that are the lucky recipients of European and American tax-payer’s money. But then, just as the money is transferred - bingo! - something even more magical happens I t disappears." 
Guido waved a little white hand in the air like a magician with a wand. "Puff - the magic dragon, lives here," he giggled, "In Delft." 
“This is our new system, Mr Kerkman. I call it 'Puff' because it is magic and it makes money disappear like a puff of smoke.  We have another system called 'Slush' that replaces what was taken out. No-one notices, of course, because it is not real money. It is electronic money.”
Suddenly, the Italian's whole demeanour changed. 
He stood, waddled across to the door and gripped the door handle. Jan sensing that the meeting might be over or that Guido was leaving him alone, stood. Guido beckoned him to come to the door leaving only enough space for Jan to squeeze past. 
As he did so, Jan looked down onto Guido's round face and rose bud lips, at the strands of straight, greasy black hair that hung across his shiny forehead. How old was Guido? Even at close quarters, Jan could not tell. The skin of his face was smooth, clean, pink and free of wrinkles. Was he forty, fifty, sixty even? But there was no childish laughter from the Italian now. Instead, he looked up at Jan and frowned. 
"Mr Kerkman," he said, opening the door, “I just transferred a little gift of twenty thousand Euros into your private bank account. For Belgian tax reasons and your bank, you may need to invent an explanation for where it came from. You have, as yet, done nothing, so it is just a small gift - a token. In the future you can expect a bigger share in our business but you will need to earn it. I understand you like earning commission. Well, you can become very rich by working with us. Meanwhile, consider your position very carefully."
Guido was staring up, unblinking, at Jan. 
"With your sheltered little life as a middle ranking bureaucrat who shuffles paper for a living," he said, "You should know that living in the world outside where one dog eats another dog is more difficult. Survival is hard. So, we will start how we will continue. If you tell anyone about me or this meeting or this place, you will find you and your family are in serious trouble. You will never find Guido because no-one knows Guido. But I will find you.
"We already have a growing international team of what I call 'Members', but along with these Members and others not in our team, you are already implicated. You said you wanted to earn money. Well, you have already started. But you are now up to your fucking neck in it, Mr Kerkman. So, go very carefully. Tell no-one. Go back to work, do as you are told and wait to be contacted. But show the slightest sign of incompetence or make even the smallest mistake and you are finished. We are undetectable. But upset the system that we have perfected or even be tempted to upset it and you will be made to disappear. Understand?" 
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