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Not everyone understands the working life of a confidential informant, but they play a 
crucial role in law enforcement and the shaping of world events. Informants pose as 
criminals so they can provide information to the police or some government agency. 
Theirs is a secret and largely unregulated world where there aren't any clear rules. 
Anything can happen. As “Norma” a former DEA informant put it “you don't know 
whether you will get out of an operation alive. There's nothing fun about it, and the 
fear is constant….”. 

For some confidential informants, the motivation for informing is cash reward, but 
for many others, including me, the risks taken and the work asked of you doesn't have 
a price or a cash value. The transaction is much more simple than that. You are 
expected to do what you are asked to, whatever the cost. 

I became an informant as I believe in some kind of justice. In my eyes, I was doing 
something good. Something necessary. Something we might all pay a price for in the 
case of hesitation or inaction. 

My reasons for acting as an informant have always been honourful. Since my first 
disclosure as an informant, I felt a duty to do what was right and to expose hypocrisy 
and corruption where I saw it. However, the consequences of this unique 
'employment' have never been straightforward. 

Some consequences of my work have been life-changing. In the aftermath of exposing 
South African Deputy President Kgalema Motlanthe (in office 2009-2014) and Gugu 
Mtshali, I've faced politically motivated 'fraud' charges. After two assassination plots, 
one after I exposed a Pakistani heroin smuggling operation and another while in 
custody in July 2015, when my wife and child were targeted, and the stress of living 
amid a media frenzy I've spent many years living without that sense of equanimity; a 
“true freedom” many of us can take for granted, because it's never been lost, or lived 
without before. 

In writing this book I want to show people what life as a confidential informant is 
like; the highs and lows; the drudgery and the excitement. I'd like to contribute 
something to the thin, necessarily sketchy patchwork of first-hand accounts we 
already have of what life is like for a confidential informant. 

I also want to pay tribute to the unacknowledged work of informants and U.S. 
intelligence agents everywhere who have made excruciating sacrifices in the 
realization of that simple transaction every informant of an intelligence agency is 
faced with – the expectation that you will do what is asked of you, whatever the 
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personal cost to you, with no going back and no medicine for the deep wounds that 
are often inflicted. Right now, there are hundreds of people living their lives in these 
conditions and I want to pay tribute to these people. Their courage and selfless 
sacrifice. They don't wear uniforms, and there are no shiny medals of honour for 
them to leave to grandchildren. There is no end of a working day; no time off and 
often, no going back. But in every hour that passes, they sacrifice what's precious and 
irreplaceable to them, in the service of a yet to be realized, greater good.

January, 2011 
Cape Town, South Africa 
 
I was just back from a Christmas holiday in Thailand and making my morning cup of 
coffee when my cellphone rang. The Blackberry's screen showed Unknown Number 
and I was hesitant to answer but picked up the call anyway. 
 
"Hello" 
"Can I speak with Mr Barend Oberholzer " the female voice replied in a strong 
American accent. 
 
Anytime someone asked for me by my full name it was either a creditor or a cold 
caller selling stocks from a boiler room in Hong Kong. However, this time was 
different. I could tell by her tone of voice. 
 
"This is him speaking" 
"This is Kerry Jones, [CLASSIFIED INFORMATION HAS BEEN REMOVED] at the 
U.S. Embassy in Pretoria, we would like to meet with you as soon as possible." 
 
Unbeknown to me at the time she was the CIA [CLASSIFIED INFORMATION HAS 
BEEN REMOVED].  
 
The CIA office is normally located in the Embassy, as it is in most of the other 
countries in the world. By Presidential Order, the State Department is responsible for 
hiding and housing the CIA. Like the intelligence services of most other countries, the 
CIA has been unwilling to set up foreign offices under its own name. So American 
embassies provide the necessary cover. The State Department dress up the agency's 
operatives with the titles and calling cards that give legitimate diplomats entree into 
foreign government circles. 
 
In a third world country like South Africa, intelligence operatives recruit locals as 
informants, to help in the agency's manipulation of a country's internal affairs. I was 
about to find myself at the fore of this battleline. 
 
"Yes. Ma'am, I'm available anytime this week". 
 
I was still on Christmas break and only due to start work again the following week at 
my aviation firm, which I shared with three other partners at that time. 
 
"Thank you, please meet me at the U.S. Consulate in Cape Town, Friday at 11 a.m." 
"I will see you then."  
Just like that, the phone rang off. I knew that this call was not an American Citizen 
Services courtesy call from the Embassy. Something was up and my mind began to 
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race while I tried to take a sip of my, now cold, coffee, staring over my perfectly 
landscaped garden with the smell of fresh cut grass in the air.  

The uneasy intuition that caused my mind to race was correct. That phone call 
changed my life. Irrevocably. And forever.

 
U.S. Consulate, Cape Town 
Friday at 11 a.m.
 
As I pulled up in my black BMW 650i to the newly built U.S. Consulate in the 
southern suburb of Tokai, a security official flagged me down. I waved my U.S. 
passport and was shown a parking bay right in front of the entrance.  
 
My car was searched and I was allowed to proceed to the building. As per normal, I 
walked over to the visa section. 
 
“I'm here to see Kerry Jones” 
 
With a confused face, the guard asked for my I.D. and walked to a phone to make 
enquiries. Eventually, he returned,
 
“Sir, please make your way to the main entrance of the building, someone will meet 
you there and escort you to your meeting” 
 
At this stage I was a bit nervous as to how this would play out. I knew this meeting 
could only be about one thing – our Iranian clients.
 
Politically, this was a time when relations between Washington and Iran were at a 
very low ebb, not least because the Iranian President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad had, in 
2010, publically accused the USA of complicity in 9/11. Stricter trading sanctions 
limiting trade between the U.S. and Iran followed which saw sales of U.S. 
manufactured goods to Iran outlawed under U.S. and international law. 

Even more controversy flared when the South African Deputy President, Kgalema 
Motlanthe's now wife, Gugu Mtshali discussed acceptance of cash in exchange for 
secretly allowing South African 'front' companies to broker sales of helicopters to 
Iran, flouting international and U.S. law. This is information I exposed in my role as a 
confidential informant of U.S. intelligence agencies. Ultimately, what emerged was a 
murky picture of South African politics in which the A.N.C.'s fledgling democratic 
state really struggled to uphold the kind of democracy envisioned by Nelson Mandela. 
In fact, what I witnessed was a world away from Mandela's legacy of democracy, 
integrity and transparency in South Africa. 

I walked over to the main entrance, where a consular official was waiting to escort me 
through. 
 
I proceeded through the security checkpoint, handed in my cellphone and wallet and 
followed the consular official. 
 
As the doors flung open the sun shined so brightly I had to shield my eyes. Scanning 
the area I could see lush rolling lawns, benches strategically located next to paved 
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walkways under manicured trees, providing some relief from the scorching African 
summer heat.  
 
“Mr. Oberholzer, thank you for coming. Follow me please.” 

Cape Town, South Africa
Sep. 2015

I want people reading this book to know who I really am and, more importantly, who 
I'm not. That's a difficult thing to convey because, for years my identity didn't belong 
to me at all; it was the property of U.S. and other intelligence agencies, and it was 
steered by circumstances, events and faceless bureaucrats. 

I would like this book to be read by people of all religions and by people who don't 
have any religion or beliefs. Ultimately, I would want people reading to see what God 
is really like and what His love will do in your life if you give yours to Him, like I did.

Mine is the testimony of someone who has been through it. I testify to the truth of 
what I recount here in this book. I have no reason to lie.  

"There's nothing better than a real, good, living, testimony from someone who has 
actually been through it". – Joyce Meyer
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