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            This book is dedicated to the men and women of the British police service past and present. I’m very proud to have been a member of your family.
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ix
            INTRODUCTION

         

         I am no longer a police officer.

         But every single day memories about some of the things that I did over the course of a long career in policing pass through my mind. Running breathless through suburban back gardens, vaulting over garden fences and demolishing some of them in the process whilst chasing a burglar. Rolling around on the pavement with a violent criminal who’s trying to escape, desperately trying to get to my radio to call for help. Sat in the back of my surveillance van in central London, stripped to my underwear on a boiling hot summer’s day with sweat pouring down my face. Patiently watching a doorway through the view-finder of my camera before snapping the image of some terrorists meeting in public for the first time. Crying with laughter at the results of a complex, well-planned and cruel practical joke played on a colleague who was sent on a wild goose chase to the other side of London to pick up a non-existent prize of £500. Removing the soiled clothes from a dead child in a mortuary and taking them to a high-street launderette, before delivering them back to his heartbroken parents. x

         Can you imagine having a job where every day you cannot wait to start work and where every day is completely different? A job where you, and the teams that you are part of, change thousands of people’s lives for the better and you all have incredible fun in the process? Can you imagine having a job where you meet every type of person, from every single part of this rich, diverse, vibrant nation, and offer them the hand of friendship? A job where you can encounter the deep sadness, joy, fear and excitement of life in the course of a single day?

         I had that job for thirty years, between 1989 and 2019. However, somehow, something went very badly wrong somewhere along the way.

         It’s very hard to pinpoint when I thought, for the first of many times, that everything was going wrong in British policing. I don’t know exactly when this realisation occurred, but what I do know for certain is that those tragicomic events began to become so frequent that what had previously felt like isolated moments of pathos quite quickly became the new normal.

         Was it in 1998 when the expression ‘added value’ entered the lexicon of ambitious but clueless senior managers? Such a manager had told me to leave his office after failing to make a decision about a highly time-sensitive piece of terrorist intelligence because I hadn’t ‘added enough value’. This was my first memorable encounter with one of a new breed of senior police manager who could tell you everything about how to get through a promotion process but hardly anything about doing the actual job or catching bad people.

         Was it when the Metropolitan Police Service, where I was serving at the time, was branded ‘institutionally racist’ by Sir xiWilliam Macpherson in 1999? After hearing about the Macpherson Report’s findings we all sat looking at each other aghast with a sinking realisation of what this would mean for an entire generation of police officers who had overwhelmingly acted and behaved impeccably to everyone, regardless of their colour, race, sexuality or social standing.

         Perhaps it was in 2004 when, as a uniformed sergeant, I listened to a pair of senior officers berating one of my sergeant colleagues for failing to find a plausible alternative explanation for what was obviously a domestic burglary in order to hit the ‘reducing burglary’ monthly target?

         Was it in 2009 when my best mate in the police finally decided to throw in the towel after a particularly pompous corporate chief inspector said to him, ‘We need to get buy-in on the forward-looking piece’? My very capable and experienced friend told that chief inspector that he had ‘no fucking clue’ what he was talking about and resigned shortly after in complete exasperation. By the way, that nonsensical expression was quickly included in a hilarious Gilbert and Sullivan-style mini operetta penned by a talented but equally frustrated detective sergeant.

         Maybe it was in 2010 when Theresa May delivered crippling cuts to police budgets and made it crystal clear that she was going to ‘sort out’ the police? To be fair, whilst this was awful, the rot had well and truly set in by this stage, and May, in her own unique, soulless and robotic way, was simply delivering the coup de grâce.

         I don’t know exactly when I realised it had all gone wrong, but on Friday 29 March 2019 at 5 p.m., I took my work mobile phone out of my pocket and switched it off before walking out of police xiiheadquarters for the last time as a serving police officer. I had completed my contracted thirty years of service and very soon the organisation would class me as a ‘police pensioner’.

         In this book I will take you through my incredibly varied career from the start right to the very end. Perhaps then you will form your own judgements as to what went wrong, because it’s you, and people like you, that I joined the police to help. It’s you that I care about. I also care deeply about my police colleagues past and present (well, maybe not all of them, but most of them), and I’m writing this for them as well as for you.

         Over a period of thirty years, I was a uniformed constable, a detective constable on counter-terrorism investigations, a photographer on a counter-terrorism surveillance team, a uniformed sergeant, a detective sergeant in a criminal investigation department, a uniformed inspector, a detective inspector in child abuse investigations, a detective inspector in counter-terrorism, a detective chief inspector in an intelligence department, an operational superintendent and a superintendent running a national data analytics project. Phew!

         I started my career typing reports in triplicate using carbon paper and old typewriters and I ended it running a predictive analytics project that used artificial intelligence, supercomputers and cloud storage to analyse 500 million lines of data relating to millions of individuals in seconds.

         I want to try to explain what it’s really like to be in the police service. And not the telly drama police with their completely improbable storylines involving detectives who single-handedly sort everything out in forty-five minutes; nor, for that matter, the xiiipolice in fly-on-the-wall TV shows who self-consciously ham it up for the benefit of the cameras.

         I also want to write about what it’s been like to be in the police over the past thirty years. How has the job changed? When and why did those changes happen? What was it like to live through this tumultuous period in the history of British policing?

         But, perhaps more than anything else, I want to try to understand how the British police service, that I joined thirty years ago and that I love so much, came to be so horribly damaged within what feels like quite a short period of time. Neighbourhood policing is now almost non-existent because of the loss of tens of thousands of police officers, police staff and the closure of hundreds of police stations. Detection rates for crime solved by police have plummeted and are now at an all-time low. The charge and prosecution rate for total recorded crime in England and Wales sat at a relatively stable and respectable rate of around 16 per cent in the years leading up to 2015. This figure has steadily fallen year on year to a rather dismal and embarrassing rate of 7 per cent in 2019/20. The statistics for fraud are even worse. In 2018/19, there were 227,667 victims of fraud living in the three largest force areas in England: London, the West Midlands and Greater Manchester. Only 2,164 of these (or 0.95 per cent) resulted in any sort of prosecution. This means that, today, any member of the British public that is unfortunate enough to become a victim will have little expectation that the police will catch or charge the criminal who was responsible, and for criminals there has never been a better time to commit crime in the UK. xiv

         The number of murders in England and Wales rose by 35 per cent between 2013 and 2017. Hospital admissions for assault with a sharp object in England and Wales rose by 41 per cent from 2014 to 2019 and offences involving firearms increased by 42 per cent from 2013 to 2019. This increase in murder is despite the huge improvements in emergency medical care that is now routinely delivered by highly trained paramedics at the scene and the A&E doctors who learned so much about keeping people alive from colleagues returning from the Iraq and Afghanistan conflicts in this period. God only knows how many murders we would have had if those paramedics and doctors were ill-equipped and badly trained.

         From 2015 to 2019, the cuts to police numbers really began to bite. Drug-related violence was identified as the single biggest cause of the rise in homicides, increasing from 232 in 2009 to 319 in 2018. Coincidence? I don’t think so. This was the period in which I and my colleagues in the West Midlands, London and Manchester were all running around as if our hair was on fire as we didn’t have enough people and resources to do our jobs properly.

         Ten or fifteen years ago, a victim of burglary would have received a rapid response from uniformed officers, who would have conducted an initial investigation, taken statements and preserved forensic evidence on the scene. This would have been followed up that day by a visit from a forensic scene investigator, who would have retrieved forensic evidence, followed by a more comprehensive investigation conducted by a detective. In those days, we solved and prosecuted about 13 per cent of domestic burglaries. Today, it is common for a serious offence xvlike burglary to be recorded over the phone, for there to be no attendance by police and, therefore, for no proper investigation to be carried out.

         Chief constables and Home Office civil servants will argue that the volume of ‘traditional’ property crimes like burglary and car theft have fallen in the past ten years and that technology has changed crime and offending in that time. That is true. However, what they won’t admit is that the police are now just as unlikely to solve ‘old’ types of crime, such as burglary, as they are to solve the ‘new’ crimes committed on the internet.

         In 2019, Boris Johnson realised that they’d screwed up badly and he made a commitment to recruit 20,000 new officers. However, with retirements and an increasing flood of resignations, over 50,000 new officers need to be recruited just to get back to pre-2010 levels. Flooding the service with rookies in the next three years will create its own headaches and trying to solve the problem in this way feels rather like Boris trying to put the toothpaste back in the tube after Theresa May already squeezed it out.

         There has also been a corresponding collapse in the criminal justice system, which is generally evidenced by a dramatic reduction in cases coming to court. This was bad before the Covid-19 crisis, but now, in 2021, due to a massive backlog in cases, it is unlikely that even a fairly simple case will see the inside of a court for several years after a defendant is charged. This then further reduces the likelihood of a conviction because victims get fed up waiting and withdraw their cooperation, witnesses forget what happened and suspects walk free.

         The final straw for me, and what propelled me to write this book, was the shameful sight of police officers running away xvifrom protesters, many of whom were just kids, in Whitehall during the Black Lives Matter protests in June 2020. The police service were then routinely lambasted by the media and politicians for either intervening or failing to intervene after the chaotic implementation of constantly changing Covid-19 restrictions.

         How did we get to this very unhappy situation?

         When I joined the police in 1989, I was confident that the organisation I worked for and wider society would support me in my role. The law-abiding public trusted the police to exercise considerable discretion in deciding how to respond to calls for service. We told time-wasters to stop wasting our time, and we prioritised those who needed our help most. Crucially, there were enough of us to confront and control lawlessness on the streets and provide a visible presence to reassure the public.

         Thirty years later, I left a fearful, enfeebled service that had been decimated by a combination of government cuts and twenty years of political meddling. The police are now often too busy trying to sort out pathetic squabbles on social media to deal with serious criminality. Furthermore, officers now have almost no expectation whatsoever of being supported by the courts, the media, the government or, for that matter, their own organisation if they make an honest mistake.

         Today, it’s much more likely for members of the public to stand and film a police officer struggling with someone in the street and then upload the footage to YouTube rather than do the more courageous and decent thing of trying to help them.

         There is also something of a chasm between front-line police officers and many of their senior ‘leaders’. There are hundreds of examples of really fantastic senior police officers nationally xviibut, generally speaking, front-line officers don’t trust many of their own leaders. They despise a lot of them as being ‘weak and woke’, vying to outdo one another with virtue-signalling Twitter posts promoting their latest gimmicky initiative, pandering to people who hate the police and putting their own career prospects before the best interests of the public, the organisation or their own people. Uniformed officers and investigators will often roll their eyes behind the backs of senior managers who talk in riddles about ‘customer journeys’, ‘future visioning’, the latest ‘statement of strategic intent’ or ‘multi-stakeholder partnership engagement’. The police officers under their command would much rather hear about how they plan to catch and convict more violent criminals and drug dealers.

         When I joined the Metropolitan Police in London in 1989, I soon became familiar with the often-repeated refrain from officers that ‘the job’s fucked’. That expression, always shortened in conversation simply to ‘TJF’, has been in constant usage since I joined and is often used by British police officers in a similar way to ‘FUBAR’ (the US military expression for ‘fucked up beyond all repair’) or ‘SNAFU’ (‘situation normal: all fucked up’).

         TJF would generally be said contemptuously by an officer ordered to do something pointless that didn’t make any sense. Alternatively, an officer might say it in response to some new policy announcement that would tie everyone up even further in red tape. A policy in all likelihood dreamt up by someone at HQ who wanted to make a name for themself and get promoted, or perhaps someone from the small army of bean counters at the Home Office.

         Many years ago, early in my service, I met a very elderly gent xviiiwho, to my delight, told me some fascinating stories about how he had served for thirty years in the police in London and had retired in the 1950s, after serving throughout the Blitz. Quick as a flash, he asked me, ‘Is the job still fucked?’ I laughingly confirmed that yes, it was.

         The point here is that British police officers have been using the expression ‘TJF’ for a very, very long time. Therefore, it’s tempting, particularly for certain disreputable politicians or senior officers, who are in a state of institutional denial, to argue that everything’s fine. However, only the most deluded, disingenuous or wilfully blind commentator could try to claim that the British police service is in a good place. It’s not. It’s in a terrible mess after more than twenty years of political meddling from parties on both sides of the political divide.

         In this book, I will describe what it was like to work through the years when police officers were able to use a lot of discretion to protect the public and focus on fighting crime, albeit in a way that was arguably lacking in accountability and transparency. Then I will talk about the cash-rich years of policing under New Labour when policing did well financially but became tied up with all sorts of Home Office performance measurements that resulted in a culture of trying to hit a variety of bizarre targets that had almost nothing to do with keeping the public safe.

         I will finally describe the painful and horrible years when Theresa May was Home Secretary and then Prime Minister and the impact of losing 20,000 officers and 23,000 support staff on the police’s ability to protect the public. I will consider whether the British police service has now gone beyond a tipping point from which it may be difficult or impossible to recover. There is now xixa definite sense that the British public no longer knows what to expect from their police, and the police no longer understand what anyone expects of them.

         Society has changed beyond recognition in the past thirty years and attitudes to all sorts of things have changed for the better. It would therefore be silly to suppose that the police could or should be exempt from any of those changes. The UK’s police service is an infinitely more professional, inclusive, tolerant and enlightened organisation today than it was in 1989. Still, clearly, something has gone badly wrong. So, in this book, I will consider whether the job is actually fucked and, if it is, how and why did that happen?

         I need to make it very clear that the views that I express in this book are my own opinions; however, these opinions are shared by pretty much everyone I know well who has worked in policing, past and present. Those who have left policing are generally very relieved indeed to have gone, and those who still serve feel unable to speak out and powerless to change anything. I accept that this book will make for uncomfortable reading for some – particularly those ex-chief constables who conspired in all this, caved into political pressure and then presided over an increasingly dysfunctional organisation.

         I am not a political person and I have no affiliation whatsoever to any political party. I am rather boringly centrist on pretty much every political issue. Growing up in the madness of Northern Ireland in the 1970s and 1980s was quite enough to put me off politics for life. I have tried to be as even-handed as possible in this regard. Both Labour and Conservative politicians created this mess and, on that basis, this book will make xxthe argument for keeping politicians and clueless civil servants well away from public protection. I will also make the argument that we need to start listening to what the majority of the public want the police to do. Not a tiny, vociferous subset of the public – i.e. self-appointed ‘community leaders’, left-wing activists and the chattering classes in north London dinner parties. I mean the actual British public.

         Some will accuse me of looking back at a bygone era of policing through rose-tinted spectacles. Certainly, I am nostalgic about those days when I first joined the police, but there were many things that badly needed to change when I first joined. Nonetheless, in those days, unlike today, at least British police officers knew what they were actually expected to do.

         When I started writing TJF I had no real intention of it becoming a book; however, once I started writing, the words began pouring out of me in a way that took me by surprise, and I quickly realised that there was more to this than just leaving a legacy. So, having now had nearly two years to reflect on the previous thirty, here are the reasons I have written this book.

         Firstly, in keeping with my original intentions, I wanted to write it for my four kids: to educate them, hopefully inspire them and ensure that they never fall into the trap of lazily stereotyping police officers or unfairly criticising them without being in possession of all the facts.

         I then quickly realised that writing was becoming a cathartic process; helping me make sense of some of the craziness of the past thirty years: the different jobs that I had done, what those jobs had taught me, the great memories of the mostly wonderful colleagues and managers and the bad memories of the truly xxiterrible ones. I wanted to record my memories of the fun, the fuck-ups and the fear.

         Furthermore, I discovered that I was holding inside me a great deal of what psychologists might describe as ‘unprocessed trauma’. I had never really had time to think about it properly. I had dealt with so much death, much of it violent or gory, and all of it sad and tragic. Coming back to the police station and finding tiny pieces of human tissue caught in the laces of my boots and blood splattered all over my trousers. Memories of horrible road traffic accidents, suicides, murders, industrial accidents and, worst of all, the many dead children from when I was working on child protection. Sitting with a mother and father as they cuddled and talked to the body of their dead child, having to gently explain that the doctors needed to take the child away to obtain tissue samples and evidential swabs. Watching babies being dissected and cut apart by pathologists until they no longer even looked like a baby; more like a raw chicken being cut apart and prepared for the pot. Helping a doctor to undress a dead ten-year-old child who had committed suicide by hanging. The crunching sound of walking through millions of dead flies that had completed their entire life cycle, having fed on the decomposing body of an old man who had died alone in his flat. Desperately trying to keep someone alive using CPR and having to give up after realising it wasn’t working. And other memories that are just too disturbing to be shared with you in this book. I wish that those protestors who get out their black marker pens and scribble ‘ACAB’ on their pathetic, shitty little cardboard placards would have a think about that side of policing.

         When writing, I also realised how angry and frustrated I had xxiifelt for years about the scandalously unjust way that UK policing has been treated by politicians and many parts of the media, which has undermined public confidence and the morale of police officers and put the British public in a very great deal more danger as a result. Trashing the police is completely perverse, self-defeating behaviour, rather like ripping all the smoke alarms out of your house, discarding the fire extinguisher and then letting the kids run around with lit sparklers in the middle of the night. It’s never going to end well.

         Over the past ten years or so, all this reckless damage has resulted in the completely unnecessary and avoidable murders of dozens of children and young men up and down the country who have been the victims of knife crime. Many of them would almost certainly still be around today, growing up, sorting themselves out, maybe raising a family, but their names are now forgotten by everyone apart from their own families and friends. The police service has become unable to function effectively in inner-city communities and no longer works with young people in schools building strong, trusted relationships with their teachers, social workers and their families. We no longer have enough people to identify the young people who are going off the rails and help them to access support services. We no longer have eyes and ears in the community to gather intelligence on knife crime and gang membership, nip things in the bud and disrupt serious criminality before it spills over into fatal stabbings and shootings or the exploitation of children by County Lines gangs.

         Through a combination of arrogance, incompetence and reckless indifference, a small number of politicians and their advisors xxiiihave created a public safety crisis in the UK. This may become something of a national security crisis over time, with a significant loss of experience and talent leaving the service and no longer moving up into the units responsible for investigating terrorism and the most serious types of crime. I spent thirty years being trained and equipped to manage critical threats to public safety and national security, so I know what I’m talking about in this regard. The brutal truth is that this government has probably done more to undermine public safety in England and Wales than any hostile foreign power, terrorist organisation or organised crime group could ever dream of. Who needs Russia, North Korea and Al-Qaeda when our politicians are responsible for our safety?

         Finally, through writing this book I was confronted with the stark truth, reinforced over the past four years of working as a voluntary hospice chaplain, that life is not a dress rehearsal. I have sat and talked with hundreds of terminally ill people of all ages during that time who have described their sadness and sense of loss in the face of their own mortality. Many of them talked about their regrets but I never spoke to anyone who regretted not making enough money or wished that they’d spent more time at work. Many of them regretted not following their dreams or putting up with situations that were damaging to their happiness or to their mental or physical health. They regretted broken relationships and wished that they had swallowed their pride and reached out to people who they cared about. It would have been much easier for me to just walk away from policing and get on with the rest of my life when I retired. However, I want to try to speak for police officers in the UK because it feels xxivlike very, very few people are doing that, and I don’t want to have the regret of not having done so one day.

         If I try, and nothing changes, then at least I can look myself in the mirror and say that I tried. I didn’t join the police for an easy life, so why should police retirement be any different?
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            CHAPTER 1

            TV COPS VS REAL-LIFE COPS

            
               [image: ]

            

         

         Before I take you on the journey through my thirty-year career, I first need to debunk a few TV myths. This is mainly a cathartic process for me, but if you find it helpful too then all the better.

         There is a relentless focus on policing in the British news media. Police officers are portrayed as heroes when they tackle terrorists or save sick children from runaway trains on a Monday and then as villains when they’re caught up in some sort of high-profile, controversial incident on a Wednesday. This will be a recurring theme in the book, but there is also an endless fascination with the British police in TV dramas, films, fly-on-the-wall documentaries and sitcoms. This media obsession inevitably shapes public perceptions of real police officers for better and for worse.

         I’m not a fan of any of the police dramas broadcast in recent years. Most of them are nonsense but thankfully fairly harmless nonsense most of the time. However, some of them are harmful nonsense and the worst offender, Line of Duty, is sadly one of the most popular. It’s fair to say that the degree to which the British 2public loves Line of Duty is only surpassed by the degree to which most British police officers hate it. But why do the police hate it?

         
	It’s inaccurate in so many ways – far too many ways to mention.

            	The plots are nonsensical and fantastical.

            	The characters patronise each other as if their colleagues had all joined the police earlier that day.

            	Death by three-letter acronym – most people in the police don’t understand or use any of them.

         

However, the thing that makes police officers really annoyed is that such shows portray a dystopian version of British policing that is completely riddled with corruption. Inevitably, this will lead many viewers to believe that it must bear at least some relation to reality. Sorry, but no, it doesn’t. Have there been instances of genuine corruption in the British police? Yes, there have. However, thankfully those instances have been extremely rare, and as the saying goes, ‘nobody hates a bent copper more than a good copper’, and most coppers are good people. Therefore, when such programmes come on most of us just roll our eyes and change the channel. As my author friend and ex-colleague Dominic Adler recently commented, ‘It sticks in my craw when the series is lauded for its hard-hitting realism simply because the characters say “CHIS” a lot. As far as real policing goes, Line of Duty might as well be Game of Thrones with warrant cards and stab vests.’

         A medical equivalent to Line of Duty would be a TV drama 3that suggests that most doctors are sexual deviants and predatory paedophiles who just can’t wait to get their grubby hands all over patients and install spy cameras in the toilets. Doctors wouldn’t be happy about that characterisation one little bit and that’s exactly how police officers feel about Line of Duty.

         I’m really sorry if you love Line of Duty but the police advisors really should hang their heads in shame. However, I suspect that the scriptwriters completely ignore what the police advisors tell them and insist on characters doing and saying ridiculous things.

         So, in the spirit of helping you understand more about real policing, here are my top twenty TV police drama irritations that conspire to make watching any of them quite a tense experience for my wife if I’m in the room. At best I sit rolling my eyes, and at worst I end up shouting at the TV.

         The following points are explicitly directed at TV scriptwriters, directors and producers who have been making these basic errors for so long now that I suspect that they have become unquestioned facts in the minds of the general public.

         
	Uniformed officers standing at attention either inside or outside a room where a suspect is being interviewed. I have never, ever seen a uniformed officer stood at attention, like a spare prick at a wedding, outside or inside a police interview room. In case anyone hadn’t noticed, the police service in the UK has barely got enough officers to deal with a burglary any more, never mind stand around outside interview rooms for no reason. Yet, scriptwriters and TV producers seem to have decided, unquestioningly, that uniformed constables have 4absolutely nothing better to do than stand mute, sentinel-like and useless outside an interview room.

            	Uniformed officers wearing their hats inside the police station. Police officers do not wear their hats inside the police station. Why would you do that? The police station is their territory, their sanctuary. They can relax, chill out, take the piss out of each other and take their hats off, because they’re hot, sweaty and pretty uncomfortable. Indeed, to my considerable irritation, I very rarely see real police officers wearing their hats outside the police station these days, never mind inside.

            	Blue lights left flashing on a stationary police car. This is even more annoying when it’s parked on the gravel drive of a wisteria-clad house in the Cotswolds responding to yet another middle-class pretend murder in the village. Blue lights on a police car are only ever used to facilitate progress through moving traffic when responding to an urgent call or to warn of an accident ahead or a dangerous obstruction in the road. Once you get to where you’re going, you switch them off. Otherwise, you will get a flat battery and your colleagues will quite rightly take the piss out of you.

            	Senior officers pompously addressing junior officers as ‘constable’. Senior officers generally refer to junior officers by their first name, e.g. Paul or Sarah. There are only three categories of people who ever use that expression when addressing uniformed police officers. Firstly, government ministers at the gates of Downing Street or upper-class twits trying to avoid getting arrested for drink-driving by name-dropping that they were ‘speaking to the chief constable earlier that 5day’. Secondly, certain pompous barristers in court who are psychologically and procedurally stuck somewhere between 1850 and 1911. Finally, left-wing students at demonstrations who think they’re absolutely hilarious. In this last category, they tend to pronounce it ‘cuntstable’, with the emphasis on the first syllable.

            	Senior officers interviewing suspects in custody. Senior officers (including senior detectives) never interview suspects in custody. That would be done by a detective constable or a detective sergeant – i.e. someone who knows what they’re doing. I had many skills as a superintendent, drawn from a long and varied career; however, I knew my limitations, so, unlike Adrian Dunbar in Line of Duty, I would never have wanted to sit on the opposite side of a desk and interview a suspect.

            	Senior uniformed officers directing serious crime investigations. Uniformed officers do not direct crime investigations. Detectives run investigations, generally detective inspectors or detective chief inspectors; however, the lion’s share of the work is done by detective sergeants and detective constables, all of whom wear plain clothes. Uniformed officers mostly work in the community, managing day-to-day policing services to the public or in corporate departments. I have nothing against uniformed officers as I was one myself at many ranks. However, they do not investigate serious crime.

            	Several uniformed officers of various ranks (often a couple of police constables (PCs), a sergeant and a completely random chief superintendent thrown in for good measure) following the detective around like extras from The Walking Dead, 6sitting in meetings but never saying anything or contributing anything. See point 1 above regarding the loss of 20,000 officers.

            	Suspects in interviews crumbling under pressure and confessing their guilt. Suspects almost never tell the police what they have done or admit that they are guilty. Ninety-nine times out of a hundred, on legal advice, they answer ‘no comment’ to every single question asked of them, apart from confirming their name and date of birth. Sometimes, amusingly, they even answer ‘no comment’ to that until their solicitor advises them that they can answer that question.

            	Surveillance officers sticking out like sore thumbs and making it completely obvious to anyone in a 200-yard radius that they’re a surveillance officer. Surveillance officers are highly trained to blend into pretty much any environment. They do not wear dangly radio earpieces, speak into handheld radios or sit in cars in broad daylight watching someone through binoculars or photographing them with a long-lens camera. In reality, it is extremely difficult to spot a good surveillance team unless you have been trained as a surveillance operative yourself.

            	Characters following a suspect in a car on their own, driving directly behind them for miles until they eventually gain the crucial evidence that they need. It is almost impossible to successfully follow someone driving a car without a full surveillance team of at least ten people. You certainly couldn’t do it on your own because you’d get stuck at the very first set of traffic lights. If you need to follow someone on your own your best bet is probably a helicopter, if you have one handy.7


            	Corrupt officers everywhere you look. Corrupt officers are thankfully extremely rare and anti-corruption units identify and weed them out pretty quickly – unlike in Line of Duty where pretty much everyone is corrupt.

            	Actors wearing police helmets that are far too big for them, which makes them look like complete idiots.

            	Actors wearing police caps at a jaunty angle, which also makes them look like complete idiots.

            	Actors wearing police helmets with the chin strap fastened. Doubly annoying if combined with point 1 above. Chin straps are generally only fastened in a situation where the helmet is likely to get knocked off – e.g. in a volatile crowd-control situation/pub fight/football match when it’s starting to get a bit ‘lively’.

            	The pathologist getting involved in the criminal investigation – e.g. BBC’s Silent Witness. The pathologist is a doctor who conducts post-mortems on behalf of the coroner to establish a cause of death. If it’s a crime or a potential crime they will be a highly trained forensic pathologist; however, the role remains the same. That is all. They do not get involved in the criminal investigation in any way.

            	The coroner getting involved in the criminal investigation. The coroner is a legal entity, who represents the state, and their role is to establish the facts surrounding how a person came to die regardless of whether the death resulted from a crime, an accident or an unexpected medical emergency. They don’t roll their sleeves up, jump in their car and start investigating what happened.

            	A prosecuting lawyer or barrister (or God forbid Judge John 8Deed) getting involved in the criminal investigation. The role of a lawyer is to assess whether there is enough evidence to have a realistic prospect of a conviction at court and then to present the evidence during the court process. That is it. My mother-in-law becomes very frustrated that Judge John Deed seems to get it all sorted out pretty quickly, so why on earth can the police not manage to do the same? To be fair, I suspect that her thinking is somewhat clouded by the fact that she has the hots for Judge John Deed.

            	Scriptwriters completely ignoring all of the most basic legislation – e.g. the Police and Criminal Evidence Act, which has been in use since 1984 and dictates every aspect of what the police can do and how they are allowed to do it. Every dramatic representation of a police investigation that I have seen in TV dramas would get thrown out of court on the first day. In truth, it would never get to court in the first place because of the cavalier approach to the rules of evidence taken by TV scriptwriters.

            	Crime scene investigators examining and photographing a crime scene, correctly wearing their white forensic suits, paper bootees and face masks, followed by the senior detective wandering in wearing his suit and tie, with (probably) dog shit all over his shoes, who starts picking things up. A crime scene manager decides who enters a crime scene and anyone who they permit enters and leaves via a pre-defined route wearing a forensic suit. They touch nothing whilst they are in there, and there are no exceptions regardless of rank. Forensic examiners are highly trained to do a challenging and unpleasant job. They don’t need any ‘help’, and senior 9investigators rarely enter the crime scene because they are too busy trying to identify, locate and arrest the culprit.

            	Cops shouting, ‘Oi, you! Come here!’ when they see the person they’re looking for in the street, alerting said person and giving them a head start. They then run away, resulting in a totally unnecessary chase on foot, by car or both. If a police officer is looking for someone who is wanted for questioning and sees them in the street, they discreetly and nonchalantly get as close as they can, so as not to alert them, and then they take them firmly by the arm to stop them running away. It’s much easier but admittedly less dramatic than huffing and puffing around the streets, across rooftops, over garden fences and jumping between railway carriages.

         

The question for me is this: to what extent do these TV misrepresentations of policing influence the public perception of and trust in real police officers and investigators? I don’t honestly know how much, but I suspect it is quite a lot. I suspect that either it creates unrealistic expectations when the police haven’t solved a given crime inside forty-five minutes or it makes people believe that all police officers are bent like in Line of Duty. On the other hand, maybe I and every other police officer in the country just need to switch our brains off and chill out.10
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            CHAPTER 2

            WHAT AM I GOING TO DO WITH MY LIFE?

            
               [image: ]

            

         

         My introduction to uniformed life in a disciplined service was not an encouraging one and was certainly not something that set the scene for a long and generally enjoyable career in the British police service.

         Like many undergraduates anticipating the end of student life, when considering my post-university career options all of the ‘typical’ professions bored me to death. I dipped my toe in the ‘milk round’ – the process whereby the big corporates visit university campuses and try to woo graduates with the promise of ‘structured career paths, company cars and an “exciting” working environment’. But frankly the idea of spending my life working for a company that churned out breakfast cereals or car tyres made me want to throw myself under a bus. No, business life definitely was not for me!

         I was, and still am, an outdoor type and someone who thrives on uncertainty. I don’t enjoy routine and I’m never happier than when I’m out in the fresh air, ideally being a bit lost and having no idea when I’m going to get home or how I’m going to get 12there. Therefore, the army seemed a good choice and, after doing a bit of homework, I decided I wanted to be a British Army officer, ideally in an infantry regiment. In the army I could get my outdoor fix and, in the best traditions of the British officer class, I could get every other poor bastard under my command lost outdoors too.

         And so it was that I found myself suited and booted one morning, walking to the Army careers office in Birmingham city centre to have an interview with a colonel from the Irish Guards, which was my regiment of choice.

         Arriving promptly at 8.45 a.m. for my interview at 9, I introduced myself to a burly, ginger-haired uniformed sergeant on the reception desk. He seemed an amiable sort of chap and he apologetically advised me that the colonel hadn’t arrived yet and that he wouldn’t be there until 10 a.m. He was then joined by an equally burly sergeant, who had overheard the exchange, who also suggested that I was too early and needed to come back later that morning. The ginger-haired one suggested that I go and get myself a cup of coffee and come back at 9.45 a.m., at which point the colonel would have arrived and I could have my interview.

         Therefore, I did as he suggested and wandered off to what was then, back in the 1980s, the thoroughly depressing Pallasades Shopping Centre, and what is now the swanky Grand Central. I bought a newspaper and sat down with a cup of coffee to pass the time.

         Before telling the next part of the story it’s important to point out that throughout the course of my life my timekeeping has 13generally been spot on. Lateness in others has always been one of my bugbears and, in the vast majority of occasions, if I say I will be somewhere at a particular time, I will definitely be there. There are other personal shortcomings that I am very aware of, but bad timekeeping is not one of them.

         Finishing my coffee, I started wandering back towards the army careers office in New Street and walked through the door at exactly 9.45 a.m. as directed. The same burly, ginger-haired sergeant was on the desk and the exchange went something like this:

         ‘Hello, has the colonel arrived yet?’

         ‘Sorry, what do you mean?’

         ‘The colonel… for my interview… you said he hadn’t arrived yet… and that I should go and have coffee and come back in an hour.’

         ‘Sorry, mate, I have no idea what you’re on about.’

         Feeling thoroughly confused by this point, I said, ‘I came here for my interview at 8.45 with Colonel Jones and you told me to go away and have a coffee because he wasn’t here yet.’

         The ginger sergeant then called behind him into an office and the second sergeant emerged.

         ‘This bloke says he came here at 8.45 for an interview. Do you know anything about that?’ the ginger sergeant said.

         ‘No, never seen him before. What did you say your name was, mate?’ enquired the second sergeant.

         Feeling completely baffled and starting to get annoyed, I said, ‘I told you both what my name was earlier. It is Iain Donnelly!’

         ‘Iain Donnelly?’ said the ginger sergeant. ‘You should have 14been here an hour ago for your interview! The colonel’s upstairs and he’s been waiting for you for over an hour and he’s not best pleased!’

         By this time my head was properly spinning. I stood there in front of these two clowns in my new suit and the penny suddenly dropped that they had completely stitched me up.

         Quickly climbing the stairs, I then knocked on the door of the interview room. A gruff voice from within bade me enter and I walked in to find a middle-aged senior officer sat behind a desk. He didn’t look happy.

         I introduced myself and said, ‘Listen, Colonel, before we start can I just apologise for being late. In actual fact I was here at 8.45 but the sergeants downstairs told me that you weren’t here yet and that I should go and have a cup of coffee and come back in an hour. However, when I walked in again five minutes ago, they said that they’d never seen me before and denied telling me to go away and come back in an hour. That’s why I’m late.’

         The colonel began to look as confused as I had been feeling and asked me if I was sure about all this. I insisted that I was completely sure.

         He picked up the phone on the desk, dialled a number and then said, ‘Sergeant, can you please come up to the office?’

         After a few seconds, and with a growing sense of dread, I heard the sound of heavy boots climbing the stairs from below, followed by a knock on the door. The colonel called the sergeant into the office, and he stood at attention in front of the desk.

         ‘Mr Donnelly, can you repeat to Sergeant Harris what you have just told me?’

         I then repeated word for word what had happened. 15

         ‘Sergeant, is this true?’ the colonel asked.

         ‘Sir, this man walked into the office downstairs ten minutes ago and, as God is my witness, prior to that I’d never set eyes on him before. He then made up a cock-and-bull story about coming here earlier today.’

         ‘Well, Mr Donnelly,’ said the colonel, ‘what have you got to say to that?’

         ‘That’s not true and he knows it!’ I blurted out angrily.

         ‘Mr Donnelly, are you trying to suggest that one of my longest-serving NCOs is a liar?’

         I looked at the sergeant square in the eye. He glared back at me defiantly.

         ‘Yes, I am.’

         The colonel was now looking thoroughly irritated by the whole thing. ‘Sergeant, you can go now,’ he said. ‘This is most irregular and frankly I don’t know what to make of it.’

         At this, the sergeant spun on his heel and left the room, leaving me alone again with the colonel.

         He told me to take a seat and suggested that we get on with the interview. But, of course, by this time I was fuming. My head was spinning and I was so angry that my voice was actually shaking. I could feel my eyes beginning to burn and was suddenly terrified that I would start blubbing.

         Pulling myself together, I answered the first couple of questions as if in a daze. Then, on a sudden impulse, I stood up and said, ‘I’m sorry, I don’t think I want to be in the army after all. I can’t believe what has just happened and to be honest, if that’s what I can expect in the future then I’m not interested.’

         The colonel made a half-hearted attempt to persuade me to 16carry on with the interview but I think he could see that my head was gone and I was never going to be able to give a fair account of myself.

         I walked out of the room and down the stairs. Both sergeants were standing behind the desk smirking at me. I said to them, almost in tears of rage, ‘What a pair of arseholes you both are, you bastards!’

         At this the ginger sergeant’s face darkened, ‘What did you call me?’ he shouted. I called them both bastards again as I walked out onto the street. At this point the ginger sergeant literally vaulted over the counter and came after me at a run.

         At the time I was strong but skinny, weighing about eleven stone dripping wet. My potential assailant was the same height but about fifteen stone of solid muscle. I therefore made the sensible decision to make a tactical withdrawal, legging it away from him up New Street in my suit and slippy leather-soled shoes.

         Being a runner, I pulled away from him fairly easily after about fifty yards despite my slippy shoes. He stopped running and watched my escape. At a safe distance, I turned around and, standing in the middle of New Street in Birmingham in broad daylight, I gave him the middle finger. I could see him laughing as he turned and walked back towards the army recruiting office.

         Sometimes I tell people that I had the shortest career in British military history, but in truth I never even got off the starting blocks. I can laugh about that incident now, but at the time and for a long time afterwards I was really pissed off about it. It was outrageous that those idiots had stitched me up like that, and many times afterwards I asked myself why they did what they did. Could it have been because my surname is Donnelly 17and because I came from Northern Ireland? After all, this was 1988 and the height of the Troubles. Could it be because they had served in Northern Ireland and perhaps they had some bad experiences out there and didn’t want someone like me in their beloved regiment? Who knows really? It’s probably more likely that they were simply a pair of tossers who fancied livening up a dull Monday morning at my expense.

         Either way, it was back to the career drawing board.

         Once I had licked my wounds and moved on from this unpleasant episode, I began to consider other options. My brother had joined the Metropolitan Police in London a couple of years earlier and I found the stories that he told about life on the beat amusing and interesting. It struck me as an unpredictable job, which appealed, and also a career where you could actually make a positive difference to the lives of other people. My grandfather had been a police officer in the Royal Irish Constabulary, which had preceded the Royal Ulster Constabulary, so clearly policing was in the family DNA.

         It all seemed to make sense, so I sent off for an application form, which I promptly filled in and duly waited for a response.18
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            CHAPTER 3

            FAMILIARISATION
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         Back in those days, there were two ways of joining the police. You could apply in the normal way or you could apply to the Graduate Entry Scheme.

         The Graduate Entry Scheme allowed undergraduates or graduates to apply to the police and follow a fast-track process. The scheme would more or less guarantee that you would rise to the rank of chief inspector within approximately five to seven years of joining. You still needed to sit and pass the sergeants’ and inspectors’ exams along the way; however, you could progress your career much faster and, in many ways, the scheme was a bit like a military officer selection process.

         For the vast majority of people wanting to be police officers, the other process was to apply to be a police constable and to progress your career, if you wanted to, in your own time.

         The common denominator was that everyone, regardless of how they joined, would spend a minimum of two years on the beat in uniform as a police constable. This was and is seen as a necessary period without which it is almost impossible to understand what front-line policing involves. 20

         I toyed with the idea of joining under the Graduate Entry Scheme. I found out that there was a familiarisation course lasting about three days which would allow you to gain an insight into the organisation and decide if it was for you. Therefore, I applied to do this familiarisation course and they gave me a date to come down to London.

         On the allotted day, I arrived in London and met a few other people on the same course. They put us into pairs and my buddy, whose name was Paddy, seemed a decent sort. He was a burly rugby player type and the way he spoke suggested that his family had a few quid and that he probably had a private school education.

         The general idea was that the Met would spend several days showing us around various departments of the force, which would presumably help us to decide whether the police was for us or not. I can’t remember all that much about some of the duller sessions we had over those few days. Many of them were delivered by rather earnest sergeants and inspectors on the scheme and tended to focus on policing areas that didn’t exactly inspire me. It was a bit like wanting to join the Parachute Regiment to jump out of planes but then being taken to see the finance department that procured the bloody parachutes. However, there were a couple of sessions that I remember very well.
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