
An observer’s point of view from the Cardiff Court number 9’s public gallery 
 
 
Cardiff Crown Courts are contained within an imposing Edwardian building in Cathays Park 
just an arrow's flight away from the ancient picture-book keep of Cardiff Castle atop a mound 
and surrounded by a moat.  Climbing to the very top, I overlooked the Principality Stadium, 
that just a few years ago, replaced the pride of Cardiff Arms Park. I was in Wales, look you! 
And it felt like a different country.   
 
All the old songs came back, Bread of heaven, Sosten Bach, and What a funny place is 
Wales.   
 
Oh I had a cousin Rupert 
And he played fly half for Newport 
And they thought so much about him 
That they even played without him 
Have you ever heard, have you ever heard, 
Have you ever heard such a funny thing before. 
 
Oh I had an auntie Hannah 
And she played the grant piannah ...... 
 
But I am digressing. We were here on serious business. Maurice, aviator, adventurer and my 
old Taunton School friend and climbing buddy, stood accused of breaking a restraining order 
and was worried.  'I am facing five years!', he reminded me. 
 
 
Maurice parked his van and mobile bedroom in a space in front of the building, not bothering 
to pay.  'Why should I worry about a parking fine if they are going to lock me up?'   Leaving 
me to get his bag of documents through the security check, he stomped off up the steps.  'I 
don't want you to be seen with me. Just follow some way behind like an Arab wife!'  I trudged 
down municipal corridors occasionally overtaken by barristers and other court officials, who 
passed in a swish of gowns though doors held open for them. It reminded me of being back 
at school.   
 
I had expected a larger court room.  Court number 9 seemed a little cramped.  Her honour, 
the judge, in a black gown with red and blue flashings and a token wig that barely covered 
her hair, which was pulled back in a pony tail, sat behind a raised bench. The wig must have 
been itchy because she kept grimacing and dislodging it to scratch her head.  In front of her 
on the floor of the courtroom sat the clerk of the court, a somewhat dishevelled and 
overweight youngish woman, who wrapped herself in her gown and sat throughout the whole 
proceedings gurning at her computer screen.  Then there were the benches for the 
prosecuting counsel and the defence counsel and their assistants.  The jury sat in two rows 
behind elevated benches to the left.  The press bench faced them on the far right and 
contained a single free-lance journalist.  Maurice, as the prisoner, sat in the elevated dock to 
the left at the back of the court almost in touching distance of the jury.  He was dressed 
smartly in a light green hacking jacket, red corduroy trousers and a yellow shirt set off by his 
red blood sports bow tie, and had shaved and cut his hair for the occasion. I and three other 
supporters sat at the same level to the right.   
 
The judge had not long been appointed.  If she was expecting an easy case, she was soon 
disabused.  First, Maurice's defending counsel strode into the court minus his wig and gown 
and asked to see her in Chambers, where he explained that Maurice would be defending 
himself.  It is Maurice's 13th appearance in court; the courtroom is Maurice's theatre and he 
usually excels - so why spoil a winning combination?  Next, Maurice made an application for 



disclosure of medical records, which was ruled irrelevant together with three further 
applications for witnesses including the psychiatrist who claimed he had brain damage.  At 
that, Maurice asked for the case to be transferred to Bristol, where he felt he would get a 
fairer hearing.  This was also refused.  Finally, Maurice objected to one of the jurors, who 
was a doctor and may have known the psychiatrist who had applied for the restraining order.  
This was also refused.    
 
The jury was at length sworn in, the judge explaining that they were there to judge the facts 
of the case while she was there to explain the law.  The prosecution case was seemingly 
very straightforward.  A restraining order had been issued to prevent Maurice from harassing 
his one time forensic psychiatrist and the chief officer of the South Wales Police for wrongful 
arrest and imprisonment concerning what I understand was 'threatening behaviour with an 
offensive weapon. Maurice had removed the machine gun that was mounted on a vintage 
WW1 aircraft he had purchased and had posted an image on Facebook brandishing the 
weapon and threatening the police.  The fact was that the gun was decommissioned; it's 
barrel was blocked, and Maurice had posted the image as a prank.  That did not stop the 
police from storming his house and arresting him in front of his 10 year old daughter, whom 
they threatened to take into care to protect her from her dangerous father.  He was then 
charged, tried and taken into custody.  At the subsequent trial, Maurice was labelled MAPPA 
level three, the most dangerous category and confined in Ashworth high security psychiatric 
prison, the Welsh equivalent of Broadmoor, where they diagnosed he was suffering from a 
paranoid delusional state, caused in part by damage to the right frontal lobe of the brain, as 
observed on an MRI scan of his brain. He was eventually released from Ashworth and 
incarcerated in Cardiff and Swansea prisons before being set free. Maurice claims that he 
has been the victim of police harassment and a gross miscarriage of justice, as a result of 
which he lost his ability to practice as a vet, lost his pilots licence and lost his marriage.  He 
has not seen his daughter since that time.  It is not surprising that he harbours a 
considerable grievance against the police and the psychiatrist and is therefore unlikely to 
stop fighting to clear his name and bring the perpetrators to justice.   
 
Breaching the restraining order is one way of getting an appearance in court that would allow 
him to publicise his grievance.  Apart from the technicalities of whether or not he was 
properly issued with a restraining order, Maurice's case is that he had reasonable 
justification in order to expose criminal activity on the part of the police and the psychiatrist.  
In other words, 'they stitched him up'. 
In that respect, the context of why and how the order was issued in the first place is critically 
important, but the judge clearly wanted to tackle the simple issue of whether Maurice had 
broken the restraining order and did not wish to explore whether it was justified or not.   
 
The prosecution called just three witnesses, the police officer who took screen shots of the 
'Wanted, dead or alive' posters on Maurice's website and Facebook pages, the officer who 
arrested Maurice after he had taken a video of himself in the foyer of Cardiff police station, 
and the officer who interviewed Maurice. In what seemed to me to be a brilliant display of 
cross examination, Maurice managed to get the judge to quash the Facebook evidence on 
the grounds that it was taken out of context.  Although she was showing signs of irritation 
and the jury seemed tired, it had been a good day for Maurice.  His supporters were excited.  
Merion said that he had not had such a good time in court for years and Terry commented, 
'You've got some bollocks, Maurice!'  He was in good spirits and looking forward to a drink 
when he dropped me back at the railway station to get the train to Sheffield.   
 
The trial dragged on for another three days.  Maurice managed to get audiovisual evidence 
of the police interview and presented his case, but was prevented from calling any 
witnesses, though he told me by phone that the jury seemed sympathetic to the fact that his 
marriage had broken up as a result of police harassment and he had not seen his daughter 
since.  But the outcome was inevitable and might even have been welcome.  The jury found 



him guilty.  He was convicted of breaking the restraining order.  Sentencing will take place 
on the 12th of November after Maurice has been assessed by a psychiatrist, which is ironic 
seeing that it was the psychiatric report that instigated all of this.  He is now preparing his 
appeal.   
 
This morning on the Hoaxted Website, I had sight of the psychiatric report.  It said that his 
history is complex, confusing and difficult to understand.  
 
'The clinical picture is of a man who has always had minor cognitive difficulties (poor writing 
and spelling). He developed a personality characterised by narcissism (an abnormal sense 
of entitlement), grandiosity (believing that normal rules do not apply to him) and paranoia 
(believing he is the victim of persecution). He also shows evidence of poor judgement, 
impulsivity and a willingness to hold himself hostage by way of hunger strike in an attempt to 
manipulate his environment. While these personality characteristics have undoubtedly 
overshadowed his life and probably had a negative effect on his family and social 
functioning, they appear to have been reasonably stable throughout his life.  However, 
Maurice and the evidence both suggest that over the past two years, his functioning has 
deteriorate and his beliefs have become more intense and overwhelming and at some times 
but not others are clearly abnormal. Maurice now shows clear evidence of some degree of 
neuro-cognitive damage (brain damage), probably as a result of normal ageing, previous 
heavy alcohol misuse and deceleration following plane crashes. The specific area of brain 
damage affects his ability to monitor and control his behaviour, decreases self awareness, 
judgement and decision making abilities and have compounded his paranoid beliefs to the 
extent that when subjected to further stress his beliefs intensify to the extent that for periods 
they have a quality of a paranoid delusional disorder (mental illness characterised by fixed 
false beliefs unamenable to reason and of a paranoid nature).' 
 
'Risk is always difficult to quantify especially in highly complex cases such as this and it is 
also impossible to consider Maurice's risk in isolation from those he encourages to act on his 
behalf.  The risk of him continuing with his action against South Wales Police and acting in a 
way he feels justified to act to achieve his needs is high, though whether Maurice would 
himself he involved in interpersonal violence is less, it cannot be discounted nor can the risk 
that others may act violently with his encouragement.' 
 
It seems that Maurice's incarceration was based on this psychiatric report plus MRI evidence 
of brain damage, which I understand consisted of a localised lack of perfusion in the right 
frontal lobe and did not appear on repeat brain scans.  Brain scans are notoriously difficult to 
interpret and I am reminded that after trauma and during intense emotion the right frontal 
lobe can go off-line while victims may behave irrationally.  In other words, it is likely that such 
appearances can come and go.   
 
Turning to the psychiatric report, are we understand that Maurice has a paranoid delusional 
disorder - in other words, he is mad and potentially dangerous?  I have known Maurice for 
more than 50 years during which he has tackled extreme climbs in North Wales, canoed 
across the channel in a severe gale, flew to Australia single-handed in his veteran piper cub 
and then continued round the world, ditching in the Caribbean and subsequently landing 
outside President Bush's ranch to thank him for being rescued by the American coastguard, 
and finally last year crash landed in Southern Sudan during a civil war. While Maurice's 
exploits show an impulsive nature and an extreme degree of self belief, they are not 
indicators of madness.  On the contrary, the fact that he has survived against enormous 
odds must denote an amazing amount of sanity and sangfroid. If Maurice is mad, what about 
Ranulph Fiennes, Edmund Hilary or Jo Simpson, not to mention our current crop of 
politicians and world leaders?  Our friend, Jack, who also climbed with Maurice in North 
Wales said he was a man living at the wrong time and that if his own life was in danger, he 
would want Maurice with him.   



 
Madness implies having beliefs that are delusional and do not conform to reality. With regard 
to Maurice's court appearances, this must beg the question, 'are Maurice's beliefs abnormal 
or is it possible that he has at times been victimised by the police force?'.  As Maurice 
himself might say, 'I'm not paranoid; it's just that they're all against me'.  Was Solzenitzen 
just paranoid or was he the victim of Stalinist persecution?  If the environment is so 
persecutory, one is constantly having to watch one's back, they might appear crazy in a 
world (and a courtroom) that is sane, but they nevertheless quite sane if the world has gone 
mad, though in time, the constant struggle to survive might cause anybody to question their 
sense of reality. Maurice has spent a large part of the last few years incarcerated, during 
which he has been abused, beaten up and disbelieved. This must constitute severe trauma 
that would affect anyone.   
 
The psychiatric report seems correct in concluding that there is a high risk of him continuing 
with his action against South Wales Police and acting in a way he feels justified to act to 
achieve his needs. Maurice is fighter and the more access to medical records and court 
records is prevented, the more he will persist in publicising his grievance in order to obtain 
justice.  Perhaps the court should allow him the freedom to bring his case against South 
Wales Police to a satisfactory conclusion.  
 
 
 
 
 


