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INTRODUCTION


In history 2012 and 2013 will go down as the years which exploded so many myths about the honesty of the police. There were astonishing revelations, including the unbelievable Hillsborough conspiracy, Jimmy Savile, Bryn Estyn Children’s Home, the Cyril Smith MP investigation, the miners’ strike report and finally the Andrew Mitchell Plebgate affair. All high profile and all with one common theme, a deep-seated culture within the British police that they honestly believed that they could write anything, however fictitious, and be believed.

Surely these high profile examples must only scratch the surface of what is repeatedly being revealed with regular monotony in the media as a corrupt culture within the police. Moving on into the present century I opened a Twitter account to run with the initial book, The Biggest Gang in Britain.

The book was advertised and a website opened www.thebiggestganginbritain.com offering other members of the public the opportunity to share their ‘police’ experiences. Before embarking on this public relations exercise I believed I had been badly victimized by the police with regard to a couple of matters. I can honestly say that my knowledge based on my years of police service and personal experiences having left the force actually pale into insignificance. There are many other examples on Google, so many that it is often unbelievable. There are almost endless demonstrations of police corruption in differing forms, ruining the lives of countless individuals: for example just search Ian Puddick on Google and stand back. This man is not a nutter, he has a successful plumbing business. His only offence was for his wife to have an affair with a City of London businessman who had friends in the police and as a result he stirred things up a little to draw attention to this man and various police practices. It is an amazing read. For a wider and fully informed summary of police dishonesty and failings in their many interpretations go to Jean James website and register your interest for her mailing list. It is truly incredible.

As I have repeated so many times, such incidents are not of a rogue element involving a few corrupt individuals, but a deep and ingrained culture in every force. Of course it is to varying degrees, fermented over years with the help of ‘head in the sand’ politicians, refusing to act and publicize the many police failings. MPs have so many skeletons, which clearly continue to proliferate, and these only came to the public gaze with the MPs’ expenses scandal. There was clearly a reluctance to prosecute, but in appeasing the public unrest they were forced to press charges and did so with only a couple of blatantly criminal examples, who in turn received only minimal prison sentences which were further reduced with the so-called tagging system, now itself totally discredited. So many other potential prosecutions were quickly swept away, many more without any further mentions, or prosecutions. Meanwhile, Joe Public continues to be prosecuted and imprisoned on the flimsiest of fabricated evidence on numerous occasions. 

With such an ever-increasing background of very dubious incidents, how can the regularly reported fall in crime figures be believed? Even the hysterical Police Federation has appeared in the media, complaining of these blatant fabrications. The forces involved are generally county forces covering large areas throughout the UK. Forces, which have always had a reputation for failure and sheep-shagging rather than real police work. Such large areas are no longer effectively policed due to the savage cuts in police personnel with more to follow. Small sub-stations have been closed, probably now boutique restaurants. The communications centres are now centralized, covering these massive areas, staffed by civilians with no local knowledge and inevitably a bad attitude. The public is talking with their fingers, they have had enough, they are not reporting petty crime, they are not prepared to dial 999 and wait in excess of 30 minutes for a half-hearted response. In so many areas throughout the UK a pizza is baked and delivered quicker than police respond to an emergency. Crime figures have not fallen, they have not been recorded, and the public has ceased to talk to the police on so many levels. Crime is continuing as it always has, it is probably on the increase due to the economic crisis, but a very disillusioned public who just do not know where to turn for support is not reporting the crimes.

Just as simple examples; how can Nottinghamshire Police show a drop of 21.7%, Northumbria 17.6% and West Midlands 13.6%? How can a typical police constable spend only an average of eight minutes in every hour on the beat and produce such dramatic figures as an average 10% drop has taken place in reported crime? The simple answer is that they can’t, it is impossible and once again the ingrained culture of written deceit and lies within the police throughout the UK is fooling the media and Government alike.

How can a Government naively take genuine comfort from such figures and feel vindicated by the cuts with more to come when it suits and realistically we must ask whether they actually know or at least suspect the truth, but again do not wish to upset the biggest gang in case further skeletons in the MPs’ cupboards appear. They are still reeling from having to instigate the Hillsborough conspiracy investigation in the same year and what will inevitably prove to be a half-hearted whitewash, sorry investigation into that disgraceful conspiracy, Plebgate and so many more. 

David Cameron in a Sky News interview recently stated that ‘The police are relatively honest.’ Look under Stephen Hayes The Biggest Gang In Britain at my You Tube rendition of this un-researched and ludicrous statement – aren’t they supposed to be honest? Not just relatively honest? The figures only go to prove that the public really are losing faith in the police and are now recognizing that, at the wounded heart of all examples is a culture of fabricated reporting, deceit and lies.

In addition to the fabricated reports prepared by the police on the miners’ strike in the summer of 1984, a multitude of arrested miners were found not guilty by a disillusioned Joe Public in the form of the ‘twelve men, good and true’ of the jury. They based their decisions on the many suspect prosecutions supported by so much perjured police evidence. Let us not be fooled by empty claims “that was then” and today all is well and above criticism. Only recently in Culcheth, rural Cheshire, members of the Greater Manchester force shot dead an unarmed car driver said to be conspiring to commit an armed robbery with three other men. The evidence proved to be so flawed against what were known to be active criminals that a jury found them all not guilty, clearly again as a public protest to such corrupt evidence, despite the men concerned being well known to the police.

For so many years the police have relied upon a jury to have what they regarded as commonsense and convict whatever the flawed evidence, believing without question the evidence put before them. But no, the wheel is coming off in regular and dramatic style. However, despite the cracks appearing, how long will it actually be before the police themselves are prosecuted and convicted for perjury in relation to the many examples of fabricated evidence which abound with such regular monotony today? Will the Hillsborough conspiracy be the first?

What has happened to the police of today? Untrained and amateurishly they try to emulate our working practices of the 60s and 70s. The difficulties arise because they don’t have the expertise to choose their deserving targets and the verbals, cock-ups and perjury, which were commonplace are now being questioned by the disillusioned public. Today they have just had enough and are voting accordingly in such public displays. Is it really surprising when with recent humiliation they were proved to be Plebs the title they objected so strongly about and even then were unable to successfully ‘cock-up’ a cycling MP?

The police of today are so badly led and with such limited leadership come the obvious inabilities to detect crime in whatever fashion. To compensate for all these inabilities we continue to be yet again subjected to statistical manipulation at all levels with so many alarming and damaging consequences. Politicians seek to appease the Police Federation, because of the Plebgate affair and the accompanying embarrassment from which all choose to pick and mix the fabricated figures to suit the current need of proving that so many frontline redundancies are having no effect. It is a pity that they didn’t consult the Police Federation before such a statement was issued, because they do not agree and also claim the figures to be fabricated.

So onward and upward, as the wheels of justice continue to grind with Her Majesty’s finest at the pointed end. Not necessarily risking life and limb except for the very rare serious assault on an officer. These fill the TV news and the papers for a day and are then forgotten and it’s back to the everyday big issues of dieting, X Factor, I’m A Celebrity and of course the ever present bent Members of Parliament, yet to be found out but always suspected. Even when eventually caught with their hands in the till they are allowed to wriggle out of any real prosecution. The troops (police) at large continue in their gang-like manner, trying to earn a few quid by fair means or foul, cocking up the evidence, verballing and generally inflicting the ‘Enid Blytons’ on anyone silly enough to deny the reason for arrest whether justified or not. However the wheel is turning and the unending trust is waning.



WHERE DID IT ALL START?

Let us return to 1829 when the Metropolitan Police started from such humble beginnings and rigid ideas to the unsupervised and badly led shambles we have today.

ROBERT PEEL

My thoughts drift to the early days of the police for comparisons and Sir Robert Peel (1788-1850). Of course, with such illustrious beginnings I have to wonder how far the quality of recruited men and their supervising officers in today’s police forces will have to free fall before any drastic action is taken and a total rethink of all aspects is treated as a priority.

Known affectionately as Bobby, Sir Robert Peel founded ‘The Peelers’ - what is now the Metropolitan Police - whilst he was the Home Secretary in Lord Liverpool’s Tory Cabinet.

Prior to this the UK was a lawless conglomeration of crime-ridden towns and cities, much as today, having apparently gone the full circle. We are clearly in need of a strong Home Secretary as the resulting police leadership on the ground is laughable. This of course, has been the case for many years and more recently we’ve enjoyed the form of female Home Secretaries promoted to the position, with no experience of life, only to admit in various forms that they had no idea of what they were doing, having no experience at all in running what is effectively a big business.

Compare and contrast them if you will to Sir Robert, who successfully built the Royal Irish Constabulary in 1812, then confidently built his second new force having passed the Metropolitan Police Act in 1829.

The initial 1,000 men were all dressed in blue tailcoats and top hats and equipped with a truncheon and handcuffs and a wooden rattle to call assistance, which was later replaced with a whistle. The uniform was chosen to differ from the army uniform of red and to blend more into the public way of dress. The Peelers were governed by strict rules. They had to be 6ft tall. They worked seven days a week with only five unpaid days holiday per annum for the princely sum of £1 per week. To prevent public suspicion of being spied upon they wore the uniform whether on or off duty. Their lives were controlled to the point of them being barred from voting, requiring permission to marry and being prevented from dining with a civilian.

From these charming and humble beginnings has evolved the police force of today, the Biggest Gang in Great Britain and through the years since then, the average police officer has ‘raped’ and ‘pillaged’ his way through the unsuspecting public with a level of dishonesty and corruption unthought-of by founder Sir Robert. And by and large this self-serving behaviour with little thought for law and order has been totally disbelieved through the ages by the ever adoring public. Despite so many distasteful incidents there are still many millions who want to innocently believe the content of Dixon of Dock Green, Heartbeat and latterly The Bill. The rose-coloured glasses are clouding and the public are slowly recognizing the fact that today’s police force consists of a scruffy short-arsed rabble very rarely venturing from the safety of their motor vehicle unless accompanied by at least one colleague. And up to the same old tricks as back in my time but without the expertise to avoid detection.

There are so many laughable incidents appearing with unnerving regularity, such as the pensioner being Tasered for carrying a white stick which the half-wit police officer believed to be a Samurai sword, the CS gassing of a good Samaritan assisting in detaining a criminal, the arrest and detention in a cell of a farmer and his mother protecting their property and so many more. Of course these are the tragic incidents which again only prove the failings in training and supervision emanating from the root cause of senior officers with no experience and therefore the inability to pass on any practical and relevant knowledge. Officers have died in firearms training, the shocking instance of two female Greater Manchester Police officers, who were allowed to visit a suspected crime scene in an area where a dangerous fugitive was known to be, a fugitive who had boasted he was keen ‘to kill a copper.’ Before the atrocity Greater Manchester Police had played to the media, showing off their helicopters, their armed response units, the saturation coverage of the area and yet these two women were allowed to continue without any support with the tragic consequences that shocked the nation. And their colleagues must have been absolutely appalled that it was allowed to happen – I’ve spoken to pals still in GMP and they were sickened by the lack of proper supervision and joined up thinking that could have prevented this tragedy. The senior officer in command of this shambles has now been moved from that division.

As such events have illustrated, the police are out of control. They are badly trained, badly led and poorly selected in the first place. From men of real presence and stature, in the days of Sir Robert, through to the generation I now write about. These are often cowards in uniform, who are now small men with all the hang ups associated with men of minimal stature and authority, as they strut along our streets, craving respect, yet failing miserably.

A man 5’6” tall which is the minimum in several forces, adorned in all the accoutrements associated with police authority of today, the essential stab vest, de rigeur telescopic truncheon, handcuffs, tear gas or CS, radio, mobile telephone, not forgetting the Taser and all this topped with an ill-fitting flat cap and high visibility jacket which certainly does not attract any public respect.

With equality came the policewomen. Initially formed in 1917 in Manchester, but without full police powers and it was only in 1940 that WPCs were given powers to assist with the war effort. Today from such humble beginnings they are all decked out with the same equipment, shorter still but expected to perform the same duties despite having the appearance of a kissogram in the case of the rare attractive ones and generally attracting the poor levels of respect one would expect.

It is through such ranks that the promoted senior officers climb. They have spent all their few years of service hiding from real police work, sometimes out of fear, sometimes total incompetence, but always gaining little experience, spending most of their service in administration jobs to facilitate their attendance at various universities and police training establishments. Having been promoted through the ranks they are expected to lead by example and thereby lies the problem and the reasons for such lack of control.

Of course, the success of any business relies on the ‘man/woman at the helm’ and down the ladder through his various supervisory officers. Success thereafter depends on the experience and capabilities of the chosen ‘leaders.’ A police force is no different. Where it differs from business is the fact that it does not have to show a profit to survive, merely produce statistics which hopefully prove at least some element of hard work and proper guidance. Statistics are an art and the detection rate can be fabricated and only since real detectives have been replaced by university graduates has the detection rate fallen dramatically. The honest detection rate has always been abysmal and has always relied on informants and fabricated TICs (offences taken into consideration) as I will relate in some detail later.

In my day the drinking, pillaging and shagging always had to be curtailed occasionally in case it prevented any real police work on too much of a permanent basis. Having had a brief history lesson, a profound and honest comparison, perhaps helping to reduce the already natural disgust and surprise, read on.

Of course in highlighting such failings, what I say is difficult to believe. Even Andrew Mitchell MP of Plebgate fame was quoted as saying that his faith in the police is not, shall we say, what it was before they stitched him up like a kipper. There are now numerous newspaper articles highlighting the many police failings with this particular incident only proving to be a humorous diversion, but with a deep and unsettling message. Mr Mitchell was a member of Her Majesty’s Government and yet uniformed constables, basically put on the simple duty of ‘gate guarding’ and clearly regarded as unsuitable for real police work had the gall to fabricate evidence against such a figure, again in the confident knowledge that they were fireproof in avoiding any real discipline procedures in a culture which has protected the police generally for so many years. Only now, with a serving MP suffering a simple attack of the ‘Enid Blytons’ has the entire corrupt and accepted practice of fabricating evidence to suit come to the fore. This incident has focused all the country’s attention on what must be recognized as a lot more than just a rogue element of an illustrious police force. It is quite sad to note that the internet is bulging with so many examples of police corruption through various websites such as Ian Puddick, Patrick Cullinane, Jean James, Police Stop and so many more and yet it takes an incident of pantomime proportions to raise the public interest. 

It is after all simply a few men merely continuing with an accepted culture that has rotted the innards of the police for many years on a nationwide basis. However, on this occasion it all had such dire consequences for the police, which in the real world should lead to many prosecutions, especially of the ‘old school’ senior ranks who are still living in yesteryear in permitting such stitch-ups to occur.

Yet back to the sunny 70s and 80s when things were looking up for yours truly or perhaps I was being hidden away by the increasing populace of weak and unqualified senior ranks where I could do little damage and continue to ridicule their obvious failings.



A DYING DECLARATION AND
A VERY DIFFICULT TIME


THE BODY was found, a needle beside him, the usual junkie overdose. Only this one had left a little note: ‘I have not killed myself, Hayes has done this. He thought I was dead but I have been able to write this.’

Now that would be funny as a final joke, but it wasn’t going to get laughed off easily and it most certainly wasn’t a gag. They say revenge is a dish best served cold, well the body was very cold indeed and nobody could put a time of death on it as we’d then had a warm snap encouraging the inevitable decomposition. But that scrawled message was a dying declaration and taken very seriously. It carried a great deal of evidential weight. It was a legal document and very worthy of belief, in the desperate circumstances of such a death.

First I knew about it was when I got arrested. It’s not the phrase you want to hear as a policeman: ‘Anything you say may be taken down and used in evidence against you.’ Now don’t get me wrong I didn’t like the Scottish chap who had died, but I wouldn’t be able to give him an overdose without leaving any evidence at all at the scene, or inflicting some marks that would have been picked up in the post mortem. I might have given him a good slap and had in the past, but that was because he was a thieving junkie who preyed on pensioners and terrorized the elderly in pursuit of his next fix.

With the time of death not accurately assessed due to the existing level of decomposition I could not give a strong alibi for the lengthy period involved in the doctor’s assessment. Having said that, there was nothing to indicate I had done anything. The syringe by the body was checked for fingerprints and the only one on it was the victim’s. The Drug Squad’s general use of the giant syringe to extract confessions, seeking an alternative to the wet towel, didn’t help my denials and even gave the note some credibility. Surprisingly, I was not suspended, as I would have been today, even If I had been accused of stealing an orange.

The “powers” didn’t take the claim seriously. It was the days of police versus shitheads and there was only one winner, whatever the circumstances. This was similar thinking to that employed in the preparation of the Hillsborough reports. No one would believe the police could be at fault, so why aggravate the situation with a ‘little truth.’ They allocated my investigation to Chief Superintendent Coyle. A strange decision for what could be a murder charge and it certainly confirmed in my mind that they also believed that the note was not regarded as genuine or serious and, perhaps if it was, the means justified the end. Little Mr Coyle had the appearance of an “Alice in Wonderland mole” – peering out from behind his spectacles. He was not a detective. He had probably never seen an angry man. He was not a policeman, full stop. He was in charge of the force administration, salaries, sickness, and most of headquarters’ other paper-pushing duties.

The appointment pleased me greatly. There was a lot I could read into it - exoneration for one. The report was immaculate and well typed, but everyone with any experience knew it would come to nothing. My star informant came to the nick, which was unusual. He had blown his cover to tell me that he had been drinking with a relative of the victim who had bought a gun. The relative wanted to procure my home address, was offering a large sum of money and intended to kill a member of my family. My star informant believed the threat and if he did, then so did I. Without hesitation I informed my superior, Detective Inspector Eric Jones, who took the unprecedented step of requesting an armed policewoman to escort my wife when shopping. He allowed me all the time at home I needed and I had to tell my wife not to leave the children outside for fresh air, despite the good weather. My daughter was a toddler, but my son still slept incessantly between feeds and still does for that matter.

It was a difficult time and I always had someone with me. They wouldn’t allow me to be armed as they were aware of the consequences. There was absolutely no doubt that I would have shot anyone who threatened my family in this way or even if I thought they would. I was fully prepared to take any action whatever was involved. On one occasion a colleague and I were on Deansgate in Manchester when I realized we were being followed by a family member of the deceased, as we headed for the Manchester Crown Court building.

We led the individual into the court building and upstairs into the corridors of offices. We were able to grab him, establish he wasn’t armed, and push him into the nearest room which proved to be the barristers’ robing room. We gave him a serious good hiding without a visible bruise and all this in front of the learned counsel who never uttered a word. We dragged him out onto the street with a further strong caution. Despite this conclusion to such an incident, still, further attempts were made later to follow me by other members of this family. I was constantly being kept up to date with local information and from the feedback these scrotes believed they had me spooked and were taking considerable pleasure from the situation. I went to Coyle and informed him of the situation. His lack of credible police thinking and the miserable office boy outlook on life ensured that he failed to accept the potential seriousness of the situation and told me I was a police officer and no one would attack me. I then went to see Charlie Horan the Detective Chief Superintendent head of CID for the entire force. He was a real policeman; he had many solved murders to his credit and a history of service at ‘the pointed end’ throughout his career and grasped the situation immediately.

Some weeks before, these unsettling incidents, the IRA had blown up a coach on the M62, killing many soldiers seated at the rear of the coach. The soldiers had all boarded at Chorlton St bus station in the city centre. Before they did so, all the luggage had been piled at the rear awaiting loading into the luggage compartments. Security was abysmal in those days and it was a simple matter for the IRA to add a bag containing 25lbs of explosives to the pile. The investigation was coming to a conclusion. A Stockport lady called Judith Ward was fitted up by all accounts for the nine dead soldiers and three civilians – well she served 18 years before being released on the grounds her IRA bombing convictions were unsafe. The Irish police through real police work and their network of informants had identified some of the culprits and discovered that they had returned to the province. There was little more the squad could do and Charlie Horan put them all on sorting my problem. The deceased prisoner’s family was based in Oldham, but some were traced to Scotland. One was stopped on the Forth Bridge. They knew that we were aware of their activities and had been left in no doubt and in some considerable pain. This was the police protecting its own at its very best. The Biggest Gang in the form that it should operate had come to the fore. This was officers, some of whom who had never met me, doing what came naturally in a ‘there but for the grace of God’ climate. The internal inquiry on me and the post-mortem had been completed. The coroner directed a verdict of suicide and even commented that the suggestion of murder was nonsense. The matter was officially closed.

But it didn’t stop. When we moved to our new house, my wife had dealt with the fitting of the phone and in the nice little world in which she existed never knew of ex-directory numbers. They were not so widely used as today and the number appeared in the directory before I realized. I received a call, asking for me. It was not threatening, it was not particularly suspicious. For no other reason than instinct, alarm bells rang and I knew instinctively what the call was about. My voices warned me in the strange indescribable manner I have enjoyed, all my life. I denied any knowledge of Stephen Hayes, but couldn’t really tell if I was believed. There was nothing more the job could do and realistically, it was left to me. By then I was capable of anything. I was totally capable of committing murder to protect my family. I suppose everyone says this, but in my case it was true. Before I could get myself in deeper, one of my best friends in the force and who will remain anonymous for the purposes of this little story had called in an enormous favour from a serious professional hard man. This is a man who was to appear in the newspapers some months after, being wanted for armed robbery. If I gave all the fantastic details he would be immediately identified and I still owe him much.

When Charlie Horan pulled me in to his office, he was mildly concerned and had an air of disbelief. The family lived in a terraced house in Oldham. The front door had been kicked off the hinges whilst the Horlicks was being sipped during yet another peaceful evening in front of the TV. I was informed that the lounge ceiling had been blasted with a pump-action sawn-off shotgun until the legs of the shredded bed in the room above protruded through the joists. The terrified family, with the now blanched appearance of the Horlicks they were drinking, were made to be silent and pay attention to the warning of future action of a “more serious nature” should their attention on me continue.

I told Charlie the truth. I had no idea this was to happen or who was responsible and, indeed, this was the truth, I had no idea who would pull off such a stunt, though I was extremely grateful to whoever it was. Charlie let a glimmer of a smile cross his face. He said: “I can’t have this Dodge City behaviour. You will get into serious trouble. I want you to calm down and leave Didsbury. Go to the Regional Crime Squad. Don’t do anything. Sit back and just calm down.”

It was to be the beginning of the end of my police career and the dead man was just another junkie scumbag. How I came to know him was purely by chance as smashed out of his head he started robbing little old ladies. We had this nasty spate of thefts from pensioners in Didsbury. They were not simple sneak-ins, but a male pushing a frail old lady back into the house and frightening her into revealing the locations of cash. Even under such duress they were canny enough to deny any knowledge of jewellery, inevitably antique, passed down the generations and of some value.

The culprit had been described on several occasions as tall, with long hair, purple trousers, and looking like a hippy. The offences were continuing on a daily basis all over the division, but the man was never apprehended despite his fashion sense and the purple trousers. He was committing these brazen offences in broad daylight and yet never appeared in our sights as we criss-crossed the section in our cars and even as a desperate measure, actually on foot. Detectives never walked. I called in Dave, the trusty informant, who had built-in radar and he actually had him located within 24 hours - his name, his address and the fact he was a registered drug addict. Without doubt this was all the proof necessary of the value in mixing with villains, drinking with them and discussing all the local gossip and yet in the police of today, this is forbidden. With the address, we gave him some serious attention. We would follow him from home, again resorting to actual walking, provided it wasn’t raining of course, as he staggered through the back streets and entries, oblivious to our presence and only intent on blagging another little old lady for enough readies to score a deal of drugs. We followed until he committed yet another offence. We didn’t wait until he had terrified a lady but in the knowledge that he was about to actually commit some kind of offence we would arrest him. Again fabrication of a few evidential factors would have to be introduced to protect the elderly victim. We believed he had been dissuaded at the nick from committing other offences and despite the bruises, he continued with his criminal activities once out on the streets of Didsbury again. We did this several times and charged him with the offences as we saw them take shape. Of course he didn’t know any better as he suffered the withdrawals from his drug-fuelled existence and would have admitted to anything to get out and score again.

He appeared at court, was bailed, and then simply continued to commit offences. The magistrates wouldn’t listen to our applications to have him remanded in custody. They could see the previous list of offences was growing and that he was extremely pale and weak. What appeared to be pity allowed them to bail him yet again. The magistrates lived in such a rose-coloured world of distorted reality that they took no account of the distress the pensioners had suffered and yet again due to their failure to grasp reality let him out onto the unsuspecting streets. For elderly people to suffer the knowledge of someone going through their personal effects can be a distress which stays with them for the rest of their life.

We quickly realized that we would have to introduce some more realistic police work into this situation and made this man a priority. We all continued to follow him, catch him before he actually caused any distress and arrested him, adding the points of evidence necessary to ensure the offence. If a door was wide open, it would be closed in evidence and the fact he pushed it open without so much as a knock or a shout would prove his dishonest intent. If a window was open on a hot day, the evidence would be that it was only open a couple of inches and that he had opened it wider to gain entry. Rather than waste the time in attending court with him he was placed on police bail, which meant he was immediately released and free to continue with his burglaries and thieving. We were actually stacking up such a volume of offences that the sentencing allowed by magistrates would be seen as insufficient and the case would have to be taken out of the hands of the magistrates and the villain would have to be committed to the Crown Court.

On what I regarded as the final day of this exercise in law enforcement and public protection, I saw him peering through a side window of a house which adjoined a school playground. The window was open and he climbed inside the house. I ran to the window, looked through, but he had gone from view. I climbed in, tripped, and as I fell into the room, the culprit reappeared and made his way to the window as I was falling through it. Luckily, he broke what could have been an awkward fall, and I had him on the floor as the householder entered the room. There was a mild struggle as I lined him up with a few smart punches and a wrestling hold. Luckily I was able to identify myself before the elderly householder brained me with a walking stick, which he was already raising to deliver a blow.

My new friend wasn’t so fortunate and as I struggled to climb to my feet whilst hanging on to him, the pensioner attacked the intruder with his walking stick, with such ferocity that I also suffered a couple of blows. The thief was nicked. Out came the full list of all the offences committed on bail and eventually he appeared at court. My plan had failed as the stupid magistrates quite amazingly made yet another confused decision in relation to his liberty and yet again bailed him until he could appear on the list for his appearance at Crown Court. The general police work was difficult enough without strangely naive magistrates granting unlimited bail to active criminals, so being intent on turning Manchester into a haven for criminals to commit further mayhem.

I never saw him again and couldn’t understand why. I continually searched the area, but to no avail. There were no further reports of similar crimes and so we decided he had left the Division and moved on to pensioner pastures new avoiding the heat in Didsbury. Not so and it was only when I was “arrested” that I discovered that the prisoner had committed suicide by injecting himself with a large overdose of barbiturates. Fair enough, a common method chosen by many addicts. They had no idea what they were doing and often failed to crush and dissolve the tablets effectively. The end result was an embolism or similar blocking their already shriveling veins and often resulting in death. With large volumes of the drug, which was usually Mandrax, the end result could be a simple overdose and again death. Not so in this case. My little friend had taken an overdose, deliberately and in doing so he had left a little note. Very inventive and amusing if it was treated as the joke it clearly was, but the start of an amazing set of circumstances.

But I’m rushing ahead of myself, I was on the job – if you’ll pardon the expression - for a good bit before this. It was a remarkable journey from the beat to so many different bedrooms and back to day-to-day policing as a detective. The beat goes on and so does my journey through the curious world of cops both uniformed and plain clothed.



WHO NEEDS JAMES BOND...NEVER
SHAKEN THEY RARELY STIR


Whilst in the Drug Squad, we were strangely regarded as part of Special Branch for the reasons I have given in book one The Biggest Gang In Britain. Hard drugs were unheard of in the 60s and 70s in Manchester, but in keeping up with the Jones’, in this case the Metropolitan Force and in ticking a couple of apparent efficiency boxes at the Home Office, a Drug Squad was put together. Nobody knew what they were doing, the squad had no officers and so it was put under the control of Special Branch, Manchester’s answer to James Bond. This department had a ranking structure, including a Chief Inspector, a couple of Inspectors, Sergeants and all of them were merely a paper exercise to tick further boxes at the Home Office. The IRA was in its infancy and not seen as the threat it grew to be, or at least not seen as any real threat at all in Manchester by this hardy group intent on tracing only illegal immigrants.

In being part of this department we were regarded as the in-house shitheads and then used for what was described as operational matters. In truth, our assistance involved undertaking some of their typically minor enquiries in the evening, when the Special Branch did not work. I always found it strange that a body of men purporting to be James Bond did not work after 5pm and certainly did not go out in the dark. They were effectively Manchester’s equivalent of the Gurkhas, in so much as they took no prisoners. Today the Special Branch has more to do, even in Manchester where they are claiming to be involved in monitoring terrorism with the abundance of illegal immigrants on the patch. In London, Scotland Yard has had some considerable successes with the help of MI5 and its’ network of informants and undercover operatives, in making the arrests they have to date. Manchester appears to be falling behind in that area, but one hopes they’re keeping calm and carrying on as the old wartime saying goes.

Of course, the present day drug scene has totally changed. There are now warring factions of blacks from the Cheetham Hill and Moss Side areas of Manchester. The whites are well into the cocaine, as of course are the blacks. The Chinese are very civilized, as one would expect from their historical roots and generally keep it amongst themselves. They deal very heavily with their own and only come to the fore when an apparently innocent chef is attacked with a machete on his doorstep, having cooked his drug dealing books rather than the Peking Duck.

Today guns are widely used and it is commonplace to see men in their 20s, or even teens and younger, on a mountain bike with a bulletproof waistcoat in Moss Side. To the bystander like me it is apparent that the PC police of the present have totally lost control, despite, I have to say, the valiant efforts of Superintendent Bill Kerr and his army of well-placed informants. Drug Squad officers have often been threatened by the drug gang leaders. The threats are carefully prepared and relatives identified. Many take the easy way out and both the villains and the police alike would buy a villa in Spain with the ill-gotten proceeds of their trade.

Bill Smyth was a good detective in his day and an ex-Drug Squad officer, who later worked for me as my office manager in my first private detective agency. He was threatened by a big wheel drug dealer who had also established the addresses of his sister and mother. ‘The Job,’ as the police is internally known, couldn’t stop it. The difficulty by then was that all or most of the squads were led, and I use the term lightly, by weak officers as described earlier, being inexperienced but with an ability to study for examinations. It appeared to him that even the hierarchy of the police, just did not know or even care about protecting their own. By this time the supervisory ranks were being drawn from the protected circles of accelerated promotion and university degree courses. They were either frightened, or totally out of their depth – or even both, and generally chose the ostrich approach of burying their heads in the sand or more accurately picking up another sheaf of paper to write crimes around. As a result of this total apathy towards his situation Bill resigned, having lost all confidence in his superior officers and the protection ‘The Job’ offered for the few who were still prepared to stick their necks out. Having moved into the business world I made it my life’s work to employ policemen who were forced to leave the service for a variety of reasons, usually emanating from deplorable leadership. I did not employ anyone dismissed for dishonesty, as if they were stupid enough to get caught then they were no use to me. Having worked for me for many years, Bill went his own way intent on starting his own company with a proven lazy shithead who I also once employed, so there was little hope of success. I have not seen him since he left the company.
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