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For putting up with me through the chaos and shadows of undercover work, and the mess that followed.

This book is as much yours as it is mine.
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by Paul Manning

"Hey, cop!"

I stepped outside onto the patio of CD Martini, a sleazy Hamilton bar once owned by Mafia boss Pat Musitano, at 232 James Street North, very popular with criminals. Someone behind me yelled "Hey, cop!" and hit me hard with something to the side of my head.

I was in fact a Hamilton Police officer but that was supposed to be a tightly held secret as I was working undercover for almost a year now, among Hamilton's most violent mobsters, bikers and other criminals. I didn't have the time to try to figure out who had blown my cover. 

I could only try to survive this ambush.

The force of the blow staggered me to my left into another person, who immediately punched the left side of my head.

I felt as if I would pass out, darkness dotted with stars creeping in from the edges of my now blurry vision. 

I managed to keep my balance and pushed hard on my wobbling legs to stay upright. 

More punches and kicks rained down on all sides. I counted three? No, four attackers? My mind was spinning but was able to repeatedly tell myself not to let them get me onto the ground or I'd be dead.

Some fucker kept dropping an elbow right on the centre of my back. 

I covered up, widened my stance and continued to take hits, my head starting to clear a little. 

Every time I tried to raise my head to get a grip on what was going on, my face would attract fists, forcing me to look down again.

I got enough of a look up to confirm that there were four hostile males around me. 

I recognized two of them: the Riordan brothers, Tommy and Shane, a pair of local drug dealers I'd been buying crack cocaine from for months. 

The other two I'd never seen before. 

Tommy Riordan was the dominant brother and the one who had just yelled, "Hey, cop!"

I heard one of my assailants breathlessly shout, "Stab him, stab him!" 

I looked towards the waistline of the guy in front and saw him pull a four-inch blade from his pocket. 

Adrenaline kicked in, hard. I wouldn't go out like this, I thought, not this way. I forced myself forward, snapping out my left hand and grabbing his right wrist hard. His left hand came over grabbing my thumb, trying to pry it back but there was no chance I was letting go.

I knew I would likely die if I let go.

I reached forward with my right, intending to insert my thumb into his eye socket but my blinding attempt was beaten back from punches from his friends. 

But at least now I had a grip on one of them. 

Their punches and kicks had stopped hurting now. They were getting tired. 

Head still down, I pulled the knife guy towards me and threw out a massive right hook, connecting square on his jaw. His legs buckled and down he went. With eyes wide open, he lay flat on his back, stabbing up into empty air with the knife still in his hand. I was still taking hits from his friends when he dropped the knife to the patio stones and I gave it a hard kick away.

I turned to face another assailant. He stepped in and I put my entire body weight behind a right straight, hard at his jaw. I mostly missed, just skimming the right side of his face but it was enough to knock him down. I went to stamp on his body to make sure he stayed down but took another punch as I raised my foot, which staggered me.

Then I turned my face and fists towards the standing two, who backed off, not liking the odds anymore.

An on-duty police officer, I had a duty to disengage. 

So I backed off, let them help up their friends and haul them away. 

How could they know I was a cop?

Only other cops knew that I was a cop.

I walked around the corner and went upstairs into my nearby apartment.

I called through to Hamilton Police Detective Gary Heron, my handler for undercover work and explained that I needed help. 

Heron asked me to stay put and said he would call back soon. 

Minutes later he did, saying, "Right, I called through a disturbance call. A cruiser is now at the corner of Robert and James. We've driven the block and they've left the area. You come out, get in your car and we'll meet for debrief."

I told him I was heading out.

I went outside and looked south on James but couldn't see a cruiser parked at the intersection. I assumed it would be parked around the corner on Robert, a nearby east-west street. My car was parked a little further down Robert, in an alley-way. 

I rounded the corner and ran straight into the same four guys who had just attacked me. 

The two unknown males came around the back of me, one of them holding a knife. Tommy Riordan also had a knife and Shane Riordan had a hand in one pocket. 

Tommy screamed at me, "You shouldn't bring a knife to a gunfight!" which made no sense, as they had knives not me and nobody seemed to have a gun, but I guess real criminals aren't as good with the snappy one-liners as the ones on TV.

I sarcastically tapped the pockets of my jeans and jacket as if searching for a knife and said, "I don't have a knife." Reaching out my hand towards Tommy, I asked, "Could I borrow yours?"

He didn't respond but I saw him glance over my left shoulder. I could see the unknown male with the knife in my periphery to my right, so I assumed that the fourth male was coming up behind. I instinctively ducked, expecting a punch, just as half a cinder block came at the back of my head. I felt it skim through my hair, then it hit the roadway with a smash.

I jumped the railing into the CD Martini patio area, putting my back to the wall. Three of them surrounded the railing as Tommy, knife in his right hand, walked into the patio area. 

They were all menacingly moving to me when the CD Martini door beside me opened and Angelo and Tony - two heavyweight Hamilton mobsters whom I had been drinking with earlier this evening, who both thought I was a criminal too - came out of the bar.

They said nothing, just froze.

Had they heard the earlier yell about me being a cop? Even though it was quiet outside I doubt they heard anything with the sound of music in the bar.

And that was when a grey, unmarked Ford Ranger truck that I recognized drove up along Robert Street towards the patio. Behind the wheel of the approaching vehicle, I saw Hamilton Police Constable James Patterson, driving alone. I felt relief. My police back-up was here. Without blowing my cover, Paterson could jump out of his truck, wave his gun around and give a "What's going on here?" and we could all scatter.

As the unmarked police truck drove slowly past the patio, the officer inside turned his head to see me there on the patio, fists up, my head and clothing covered with blood and the six notorious local criminals surrounding me, four of them with obvious hostile intent. 

Paterson's eyes met mine. Then he looked away from his fellow officer and slowly drove past the patio.

The unmarked police truck turned and disappeared onto James North.

And that was when Tommy Riordan stepped to me with that knife, screaming, "I'll fuckin’ kill you!" and stabbed it at my stomach.

I tried to jump back from Tommy's knife, with its tip slicing open my T-shirt —
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CHAPTER 1 

From Simple Beginnings...
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I grew up in Accrington, one of the poorest towns in England, with high crime rates and even higher unemployment. 

It’s in Lancashire, a county about 20 km north of the much bigger and more well known city of Manchester. As a kid, the only time ever I went into Manchester was to take Thai kickboxing lessons with, at the time, world renowned instructor, Master Toddy. 

My father was a violent drunk and used to hit my mother and me, which may or may not have been what later psychologically drove me to become a police officer. The urge to protect the defenseless, people like my mother and I used to be, could be why I became a cop. Who knows?

My parents divorced when I was young. I last remember seeing my father, his face all cut up, after a drink driving accident the night before. I was five and never saw him again.

I had a good childhood in Accrington, with my mother, stepfather and sister, though money was sometimes short and my mother always had to work long, hard in her own business.

At 16 I found a job at a local carpet factory.

My factory job consisted mainly of lifting 90-pound carpet rolls on my shoulders from one place to another, usually for 12 hours a night. I also started working the doors on weekends at pubs and local nightclubs as a bouncer. I had more fights back then than I can remember. 

One of the guys I worked with was kicked to death while working. The cops even watched it on CCTV, as it happened. They didn’t know he was in the door well. The cops thought his assailant was trying to kick in the door. An attempted burglary.

Accrington was a rough place, especially in bars during the weekend and I soon realized that if I stayed there bouncing, I'd likely end up dead or in jail.

*****
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In 1993 I left and joined the army and after almost a year of physical, infantry, tactical, and law enforcement training, I was posted as a Royal Military Policeman to Northern Ireland. I did more training there, passing courses in physical training instruction, arrest and restraint instruction, handcuff and baton instruction and close protection, a course which I would later be told, on the final day, I’d “failed to be recommended for tour.” The latter course included vehicle drills, anti-ambush drills and team tactical firearm drills with live ammunition used in close quarters with team members. 

This was shortly before the 1995 peace deal, a time when the IRA were still bombing and shooting and just making an all round nuisance of themselves. I saw and learned a lot about being a solider, but not much about investigative policing.

After two years I was posted back to England. Catterick Garrison, about 100 km northeast of my hometown. Northern Ireland had been mainly anti-terrorism work, things like going on patrol to find mortar base plates, whereas in Catterick I was introduced to real investigative police work, which is where it turns out, my heart and my skill set lay. 

On my first night on patrol in Catterick, I heard screaming coming from inside a house. I got out of the cruiser and went to the door, which was open enough that I could see a man and woman with flailing arms, yelling at each other.

I said, "Is everything okay?"

The outraged woman came out to stand near me and yelled, "He's having an affair! Just smell his dick!"

The indignant and intoxicated man attempted to prove his innocence by removing his penis from his pants and saying to me, 

"Smell it! I'm not having an affair!"

Of course, I declined the offer, asked him to put the “little fella” away and ended up finding him a cell for the night to sober up.

That kind of petty incident is generally what Catterick represented to me and at the time I found it boring. But that was youth and inexperience. What I now know is, all the routine service calls officers attend, every noise complaint, welfare check and minor dispute, are the true building blocks of their skills, shaping judgement, resilience and adaptability in ways no training room can replicate.

However, I applied to Covert Operations (formally the Drugs Investigation Team), a small section of the Military Police that investigated military offenses but also often worked on civilian criminals on request from police forces, crimes squads and intelligence services all over the United Kingdom. Well, we called it Covert Operations, non-members named it the ‘Covert Undercover Narcotics Team.’ 

I’ll let you work out the acronym.

I was accepted and, after four weeks of undercover and surveillance training, as promised, we were seconded to police services around the country as well as committing to our own projects, working out of Salisbury, Wiltshire. 

I worked under numerous fake identities, but more often than not as someone who had been kicked out of the army for fighting and was now desperate for work, not caring if the work was illegal or not. I started infiltrating drug dealing gangs in various area. We’d meet some dangerous characters, some of whom would end up dead while we were working on them.

I also gained some experience in installing hidden cameras and microphones.

When my two-year posting to Covert Operations was coming to an end, I decided to leave the army and applied for employment with Greater Manchester Police and the Metropolitan Police Service. The former was my preferred choice but because I was six feet tall and weighed in at 235 pounds, according to their calculations I had to be morbidly obese, and so my application was tossed out.

*****
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I joined London's Metropolitan Police and was posted straight to the flag ship station, at West End Central, but unbeknownst to all continued undercover work as a 

U/C for Professional Standards.

As an undercover officer, like most other U/C’s, I have pretended to be a drug addict, a dealer, a hitman, an enforcer, a corrupt cop, a pedophile and more. During my time, I navigated the streets in many contrasting roles: from living as a homeless person to driving luxury sports cars and everything in between.

Working the center of London you couldn’t avoid but have repeated brushes with glamour, like the time in 1999 when I personally put Johnny Depp in a cell, providing him a cup of tea. He had been arrested earlier on Piccadilly for threatening paparazzi with a 2x4 plank he’d grabbed out of a bin. Depp was so apologetic, polite and unassuming, after the decision to only caution him was made by the Inspector, we sneaked him out the back door of the police station, to avoid further paparazzi waiting in ambush out front on Saville Row.

Another time, I was walking back to the station after a particularly long late-turn when a call came out for two men fighting inside the Coach and Horses, on Greek St. I was just around the corner and could always use the overtime, so I volunteered. 

I entered and could clearly see two older gentlemen, disheveled, who had obviously been going hard at each other. Not including the barman, the place was empty. 

One was bleeding slightly from the nose, the other held his head in his large, shovel like hands. I couldn’t see his face. I talked briefly to the barman, who unusually said he didn’t want them thrown out, but ensure from here on in they conduct themselves in a proper manner. 

I approached the table and recognized the first male as Peter O’Toole. I started to engage, and the second male raised his head, there was Oliver Reed. “Sir, and to what do we owe the pleasure of your company?” he blurted out, hands raised to the side, bowing whilst seated, bruises and welts already starting to show on his face. 

A face incidentally that looked like that of a drowning victim, very white and puffy. The stench of booze from the both of them was overpowering. 

O’Toole said, “I must apologize for our behavior...” 

I stopped him mid-sentence, “Listen, just pack it in and grow up.” 

“You sir, are young enough to be my grandson, and there’s a good chance you are!” slurred Reed. 

“But I’m still old enough to stick your bloated, drunken ass in a cell for the night!” I countered. They both looked at each and laughed. 

“Touché! You must join us for a drink!” ordered O’Toole, Reed concurring. 

“Thanks, but I’m going to get changed and go home gents,” I said before leaving.

I got changed, booked off and headed for the underground, home, into my PJ’s, hot chocolate, straight to bed and had a great night’s sleep. 

Yeah. Like fuck I did! 

Like a complete idiot I changed and headed back down to the Coach and Horse, for no other reason than I wanted an epic drinking story. I entered to cheers from the both of them who now had numerous half empty bottles of varying liquor on the table. It was like when you join your mates after work and they’ve been drinking for hours, already pissed, and you’re stone sober. More people had now entered the bar.

I sat and firmly said, “Just one!” O’Toole poured, and poured filling a glass with what must have been six or seven shots of Whiskey. “Just one,” he smirked, raising his middle finger giving me the bird, an action I wasn't expecting from 'Lawrence of Arabia'. 

I went to pick up the drink and Reed covered the top of it with his oversized paw. Like a double act O’Toole said, “I’ve found, whatever happens, don’t second guess it and don’t ask what you did.” Every time they spoke it was like they were delivering a line from a Shakespearian play.

The pain was unbelievable. 

I was lying face down, and struggled to open my eyes. I thought I was being beaten. Was someone constantly rabbit punching me in the back of the head? I tried to get up and hit my head on the toilet I was sleeping next to. Every time, I tried to open my eyes it was like I was staring into the sun. 

I got myself in a seated position and over a period of about thirty minutes slowly gathered myself. I was covered in vomit, might have been mine, but who knows. I was obviously in a disabled washroom, hand rails all over the walls. I tried to get up and could feel pain on my right shoulder. Please don’t be a tattoo, I remember thinking. 

It was a huge blue bruise, of which I had a couple. I’d obviously taken a couple of punches as I also had one on the right of my rib cage and one on the small of my back. I was constantly retching, but just bringing up bile. I centered myself and stumbled out of the washroom, slipping in my own puke.

“Manning, you fucking loser,” I remember saying out loud.  

What the fuck was I doing at Hounslow West Underground Station? I must’ve looked a mess. Some old guy came over and asked if I needed help, and I slurred, “Oliver Reed!” Seriously, I was still wasted and it’s all I could spit out. It was 1 pm the next day.

I was still sick some days after, definitely suffering from alcohol poisoning. The headache and bruises hadn’t even started to fade and for the first time ever I had to phone in sick. 

I remember about 30 minutes after joining those two psychotic, drunken individuals, but nothing more. 

O’Toole told genuinely funny stories, but the kind you shouldn’t really laugh at. 

Reed told stories about “fucking” and “drinking”. The last story I remember was how O’Toole and Richard Harris got so drunk on the way to a friend’s funeral in Ireland, they attended the wrong funeral and in O’Toole’s own words spent, “thirty minutes crying over the casket of a complete fucking stranger.”

Days later, I went back to the Coach and Horses, the same barman was working. He put his hands up in a submissive manner, showing his palms. He told me he wanted no trouble. I asked what the fuck happened and he told me the three of us wouldn’t let him close up finally leaving about 7AM and told him we were heading for “Malta”. 

Malta? 

Well, that would explain waking up in Hounslow, that’s one stop away from Heathrow, but why the fuck was I going to Malta? I still know nothing else about what happened that night, but I am so glad I didn’t have my passport with me. Malta!?!

Not quite so glamorous: the time I had to perform mouth-to-mouth CPR on the blood-covered face of a heroin-addicted prostitute founding hanging in a jail cell. She survived. I had to take anti-HIV medication for weeks afterwards. A few months after that, I found her cold and stiff body in a Soho doorway, the needle on the concrete beside her.

It was around this time that I started to doubt the War on Drugs. It hadn't saved her. Maybe it was making things worse?

*****

[image: ]


In 2001, I went to a fancy London nightclub and met Sabina, who would later become the love of my life and mother of our three wonderful daughters. We ran into each other again in the street a few weeks after that, I managed to get her number and a few weeks later we were in a Las Vegas wedding chapel, saying, "I do." That was twenty-three years ago.

We moved to Kemp Town, in Brighton, right next to the beach. Sabina became a Police Community Support Officer with Sussex Constabulary. The only problem with our new home was that my commute to and from London could take five hours on a bad day. It was a tiring train journey and I'd sometimes just sleep in the basement of Kentish Town police station.

That was when I saw an article in a magazine about a British police officer who had moved to Canada to work there in policing.

I researched Ontario and it seemed attractive. Housing prices and the cost of living were much lower than in England. It took a while to convince Sabina but before long I flew to Toronto and attend a series of interviews with various police departments from Toronto all the way around the Golden Horseshoe, to Niagara.

I was impressed with my meeting with Hamilton Police, which had the idea, and the project already written up to utilize me as an undercover agent. They were especially excited because my previous undercover work meant there were no pictures out there of me in uniform, and nobody in North America would have had dealings with me as a police officer.

But Toronto was a big city and the place I most imagined myself going to. However, I was shocked when the Detective who interviewed me at Toronto Police dropped the “N’ bomb when referring to members of the black community. 

I knew then Toronto and I would not be a good employer, employee fit.

When Toronto contacted me later with a job offer, I kindly refuse, because of that racist slur. The Detective shouted “Fuck You!” Before hanging up. That told me all I needed to know about the culture at Toronto Police Service.

When Hamilton Police Service made an offer, Sabina and I had many discussions about the same. She was reluctant to leave her job and looking back it was clearly a huge sacrifice which I never really thanked her for. 

I explained her disinclination to the Hamilton Police representative, who promised me that he would set up Sabina in a job as a Hamilton special constable at $29 an hour. That was more than I was being paid as a Sergeant with the Metropolitan Police Service.

That won over Sabina and I told Hamilton Police, “Yes!”

*****
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A year later, we were moving into our four-bedroom house in Burlington, a suburb on Lake Ontario between Hamilton and Toronto.

Sabina's job was not yet ready, my Hamilton Police contact told us. "It'll take a few months, but everything’s fine" he assured us. So Sabina had to go out and find a temporary job with a Toronto security company that paid much less than she had been promised as a special constable.

One thing I found strange was that all new Hamilton Police recruits were given a copy of the Bible, autographed on the title page by Chief Brian Mullen. I still have no idea why. Not, “Why a bible?” He didn’t write it, nor from what I remember was he featured in it. So why sign it? God complex maybe? One thing I slowly became sure of; he didn’t follow any of its teachings.

I was not allowed to appear in any class or other photographs. 

Why? 

Because contrary to popular belief, bad guys are fucking smart and love looking at police-related photos and videos in order to memorize faces they may see later in a different context, like a cop pretending to not be a cop. 

Like me.

I did my Canadian police training in Aylmer, Ontario, then came back to Hamilton to start a new chapter in my law enforcement career.

My undercover name would be "Paul Wright.”

*****
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Heron was my handler. He had no handling experience but had carried out a lot of "buy bust" undercover operations. He was gaunt, about 5’11", with scruffy off-ginger hair. He could easily pass for a crack or heroin addict and did most of his buys from the back of a bicycle. 

And fuck, was he smart.

Heron gave me an intelligence report. They wanted to set up a number of "buy busts," but to conduct arrests as a later date so as not to blow my cover. All it said was "Unknown male, known street name 'C' dealing crack cocaine" and then provided his cell number. Heron asked me to set up a buy. This is known as a "cold call," and an extremely difficult undercover operation to pull off.

I’ve done hundreds of ‘buy-bust’ operations. They are far more dangerous than ‘long-term’ infiltrations, as they force officers into high-stakes encounters with unpredictable suspects, giving little time for backup or control over rapidly shifting situations.

I called the number from a payphone and a male answered, "Yeah?"

I said, "C, sort me a billstone."

He asked, "Who this?"

I answered, "Paul."

He said, "I don't know you!"

I responded, "I don't fuckin know you, I just need a billstone. I know you don't know me fella but if you don't wanna sort me then gimme the number of someone who will. I need a fix!"

C paused for a second, before I heard, "Fine, I'm outside the Hasty Market."

I arrived at the Hasty Market on Forest Ave, shortly after. C stood out a mile. A tattooed Hispanic male, about 5'9", with a slight paunch. At his feet, an eighteen-month-old girl in a diaper and nothing else.

I approached, "C, we sorted?"

He said, "Yeah, you got the bill?"

I reached in my pocket, taking out note after note that I'd crumpled up earlier to make the buy look more realistic. He counted.

"It's short twenty!" he said with a smirk, like he’d caught me out.

"Oh, yeah sorry," I reached into my other pocket and pulled out two tens, "My bad."

C reached over, placing his hand in the back of the child's diaper. From there, he pulled a cellophane-wrapped package contain what looked to be just shy of $100 worth of crack. He handed it off to me. 

I wanted to fucking lay waste to him there and then, using a fucking baby to deal drugs. I restrained myself and got the fuck out of there. 

I got back to the car and in shock told Heron where C had got the drugs.

Heron replied with, "That's Hamilton for you!"

At first, my future seemed bright at Hamilton Police. At an early briefing, I made a presentation to the drug squad cover team and then the Deputy Chief stood up, obviously impressed, and said, "Nice work," adding that I might someday be “Chief of Hamilton Police.”

For a while after that, my nickname was “Chief."

I hated that.

That really pissed off some of the other cops, who were jealous of both this praise and my extensive experience in the UK. 

Another cause of conflict that developed between me and some of the officers was probably connected to the way I deal with people. I wasn’t going to suffer idiots not doing their job properly. I'm going to say something at the end of the day. I was only a ‘probationer’ in Hamilton but would gladly tell people with 20 years service how to do their jobs. 

And in policing circles I can tell you that doesn't go down too well, but it was my life on the line, not theirs.

*****
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CHAPTER TWO

It’s All Going ‘Up In Smoke’...
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In the summer of 2005, I sauntered past the storefront on King Street of my latest target, Up In Smoke, a store where the owner Chris Goodwin sold memberships to the back room, where you could burn weed without fear of arrest. The signage to the front said “Up In Smoke” and a smaller sign in the window had "Legal Smoking Café." I didn't want to walk straight in. I needed to build a résumé with others in the locale, and get walked in by ‘friends.’

I saw three guys seated on a bench across the road, all definitely stoners. I went to talk. "Sorry gents, is it legal to smoke over here?"

One who identified himself as Drew said, "Yeah, it's legal. Well, it's not legal but everybody does it."

I asked, "What about the pigs?"

Drew responded, "There's fuck all they can do. They can't get a warrant and when they do they can't get in."

I asked, "How so?"

Drew went on. "There's a second room at the back that's locked. It takes them from one to three minutes to get in and by that time we've got rid of our stash."

"Cops, they're all stupid," I quipped before leaving.

I watched Up In Smoke from a distance. I'd bide my time, no rush if you want to do it right. The cover team would get aggravated at sitting around for hours with no results. What they failed to remember is they came to me asking to close down this business and that's what I intended to do. 

It had become a political hot potato, a store not fifty meters from the Police Station and four hundred meters from City Hall openly advertising the legalities of smoking cannabis. Mayor Larry DiIanni had directly challenged Hamilton Police to close the business.

I'd been there about two hours before Drew showed and as soon as he went through the front door, I was in behind him. I started chatting to him as if we'd know each other years and let the staff assume we were together. 

Goodwin, the owner, was behind the counter. I approached and said, "Hi," before shouting across the store, "Drew, is this the guy I get the membership from?" Drew acknowledged me and told Goodwin I was a "good guy." Perfect!

Goodwin signed me up for a one-year membership and I engaged, "How the fuck do you get away with this? Is it legal to smoke herb over here?"

"No, it's not. It's civil disobedience."

"A big fuck-you to the cops then?" I asked.

He responded with "Yeah" and went on to describe stories of civil disobedience. It became clear that Goodwin had an ego. It just needed a little stroke. Before I left, I bought three Buzz Cookies, each laced with marijuana. 

A trafficking offence, no matter how small, was now complete.

I returned to the car and got in the back. I handed off the cookies to Heron and indicated the time of hand-off. He told me once tested that was enough for a warrant but I suggested a different approach. Why not get Goodwin to explain to us everything about his business model in detail, recorded. Then if another similar establishment cropped up we could close it down before it opened. "What do you have in mind?" Heron asked.

The following Friday I went back in "Up In Smoke" and grabbed Goodwin, feigning excitement.

“Guess what?” I asked.

“You’ve bought an elephant?” He asked back with sincerity.

“What?” I asked, somewhat bewildered. Ah fuck, he stoned. And I don’t mean a little bit. 

He was really fucking baked.

“No! No fucking elephant man. You’re famous man. Everyone's abuzz about you in the UK. My brother-in-law, he wants to do exactly what you do. Civil disobedience. He's already found a place to rent, an old jewelry shop in the centre of London. Automatic buzzer entry, security cameras, then big, fuck-off steel door to stop the cops getting in."

"Cool! What can I do to help?"

"That's the thing. Could he call you from England and you talk him through everything. How to avoid the cops being an issue, where to hide his stash, everything?" I asked cautiously.

"I'd fucking love to," came the response.

We set up the call. Another English-born officer called Jason would be my brother-in-law. The call would be routed through a security company in the USA that would appear to be a London telephone number but the call would be made through a cell phone in a parking lot. 

The call was made and Goodwin answered. He gave up everything. Store hours, when it's busy and when it's quiet. Prices to charge for memberships. How to hide drugs in separate bags in the toilet so they're easy to flush. How to spot a "narc," that kind of thing. Jason thanked him before concluding the conversation.

I met with Goodwin the next day, thanking him for speaking with Jason. I then ordered six hundred Buzz Cookies to supposedly ship back to the UK for Jason to sell out of his new store. I went on I'd need them for the first week of November, when Jason's store was supposedly supposed to open. I also needed some for a party in Toronto.

My plan was to grab the delivery of cookies on the specified date, test sample them quickly and use that sample as same-day evidence for a warrant which would close down Up In Smoke for good.

We immediately deployed to Up In Smoke and I met with Goodwin. After an exchange of pleasantries, I bluntly asked him where my six hundred cannabis are. I know, it sounds like a lame buy but six hundred cookies contain a significant amount of marijuana. My direction was to close the place down and this test purchase would do just that, finishing Goodwin off with a trafficking charge.

He told me it would take a couple of weeks to get an order like that together. I reenforced that I needed some for a party in Toronto at my girlfriend's place, the rest to send back to the UK. He actually asked about her and I gave the name "Caroline" and said she was an accountant for a big bank, and a bit older than me. 

I figured I'd start ‘her’ backstory now. The reason I gave her vocation as "accountant" was because you never know which family might need help hiding money down the line and ask me to ask her for accounting help. After all, accounting is how they got Capone.

We had Goodwin on the cookies. Pretty thin in my opinion but the offence was "legally complete."

I wasn't happy with it. I'd hit him direct for marijuana. After all, enough people have told me he deals and he has actually trafficked, although I’d never seen it. 

I went into Up in Smoke and only Goodwin was in there. 

We exchanged pleasantries. 

I asked directly, "Chris, can you sort me with herb?"

He replied, "Sorry, I don't do that."

"Not even for me," I countered.

"Not even for you," he added.

I left, quite confident that, with the exception of cookies and other edibles made with marijuana, Goodwin didn't deal drugs. The cover team however wanted a different result. They tried to convince me, that I could persuade him that he could make an exception and sell me some cannabis, just this once.

The problem with that was that the appeals court in Canada, the States and especially the UK are littered with overturned undercover cases, where officers have pressured targets to do something they wouldn't normally. My integrity wouldn't permit me to pressure someone to do a crime that they would otherwise not have.

*****
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Beyond the physical dangers, working undercover is rife with ethical and moral dilemmas. Officers must often lie, manipulate, and blur their own identities, navigating situations that challenge their personal values and professional integrity, all while desperately trying to maintain a sense of one’s self in a deceptive world. It’s a world that changes you as a person.

I ended up buying six hundred cookies from Goodwin, more than enough to convict him on drug charges. By this time, however, I had already infiltrated deep into the local Hells Angels and traditional Mafia. To charge Goodwin, the prosecutors would have had to disclose to him that I was working as an undercover officer, which would have blown up my other clandestine investigations. 

So we didn't charge Goodwin. Hamilton's Up In Smoke was closed down after a few months of operations not by police but by local municipal bylaw officers and the fact that Goodwin was losing money and just couldn't afford to keep the place open anymore. 

He shut the Hamilton store and opened one in Toronto.

*****
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CHAPTER THREE

Lawless By Choice...
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––––––––
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During my years working as a cop in Hamilton, I learned about some unethical police practices that were common not just to Hamilton Police, but to Ontario policing.

Much of this book describes police misconduct that negatively affected me. But before we get too into that, I'd like to devote this chapter to instances of police misconduct that I witnessed negatively affecting the general public.

For example, officers were ripping off cash through Crimestoppers.

You would think systems that have been in place for years would be racket proof; however Crimestoppers and police source-handling funds are still surprisingly easy to defraud, due to their need to keep the compensated recipients anonymous. 

The source-handling fund works on a trust basis and nothing more. For example: Officer "A" interacts with Source "A," who has provided genuine intelligence. Office "A" speaks with Supervisor "A" and expresses this information worth $1,000. Supervisor "A" gives Officer "A" $1,000. Officer "A" meets with Source "A" and gives $500 of the $1,000, keeping $500 for themselves.

Now, Officer "A" takes the same intelligence provided by Source "A" and phones it confidentially through to Crimestoppers, being required to provide no personal details. Officer "A" is then provided a reference number. 

Crimestoppers send the tip back through official channels to Officer "A" not knowing he or she is the actual informant and at a later date again contact Officer "A" and ask if the information provided was useful and should they pay a reward. Officer "A" of course confirms the intelligence was of use. 

Officer "A" then calls in to Crimestoppers providing the reference number he was given, is told the intelligence good and he will be rewarded fiscally and told where to collect that reward, with no way of their true identity being revealed.

Another illicit use of Crimestoppers consists of utilizing the scheme to assist in obtaining warrants. For instance, Officer "A" attends a Magistrate’s office and applies for a warrant to enter Suspect "A’”s home and search for drugs. The warrant is refused as all the intelligence in the "Information to Obtain" is circumstantial. 

Officer "A" returns to the station and knowing there is no way to trace the caller, phones Crimestoppers and reports "anonymously" that Suspect "A" is dealing drugs from his home address. 

Unwittingly, Crimestoppers then contact Officer "A" and provide him the information he just provided to them. Officer "A" then returns to the Magistrate’s Office and based on "a new Crimestoppers tip" information is granted a warrant.  The Crimestoppers tip is non-disclosable at trial and the source never questioned. Criminal defense lawyers long ago gave up challenging information received via Crimestoppers. 

This allows officers to flout Section 8 (unreasonable search and seizure) of The Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms. I’m sure this practice common to with our neighbors to the South and across the pond.

*****
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Another police scam consists of categorizing criminal offenses, but most importantly sexual assault cases as "unfounded" instead of "unsolved." 

"Unfounded" implies the department doubts the veracity of the presented evidence.

By marking 90% of their unsolved cases as "unfounded," the department artificially inflates its crime clearance rate. A ratio of 80% cleared and 15% unsolved, and 5% solved appears much more favorable than one with 20% "unfounded" or cleared and 80% unsolved. 

It's a manipulation of statistics to burnish police performance. 

This effectively means victims of rape who come forward are recorded in permanent police files as ‘liars.’

Other rampant problems that I personally witnessed at Hamilton Police include drinking alcohol whilst on duty and time theft.

On Sunday mornings you'll see no cops out in Hamilton. What they do is set up massive breakfasts and call it "training," and disappear for three hours.

*****
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The O.P.P. cover team I would work with had access to a work credit card and they were allowed to use it to buy food on the go. This would be heavily abused and they would only eat at places like The Keg, a higher end steakhouse.
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