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FOREWORD


by Andrew Scipione


The 12th of January 2016 is a day that forever changed the life of Luke Warburton. The events of that day are what any police commissioner dreads – the near death of one of our finest.


Luke is an officer of the NSW Police Force and was, at the time, serving with the Police Dog Unit. His career is well illustrated in the pages of this book.


Over the course of his working life, Luke has had an enormous impact on making the state of New South Wales a better – and safer – place to live. But it was his actions on that day in 2016 that define him as a man and a police officer and what stand him apart from the community that he serves and protects.


In a hospital emergency ward Luke came exceptionally close to losing his own life in order to save one of those that he – to this day – protects.


Written by one of Australia’s leading crime journalists, Simon Bouda, Man’s Best Friend captures Luke’s life from growing up in Sydney’s suburbs, through his career, to the day of his shooting and beyond. It recounts his miraculous recovery and subsequent return to duty to once again serve and protect.


The human side of Luke, his family and colleagues touched my heart. His love for his wife and children motivated him to stay strong and survive. The support of his workmates kept him focused on recovering from his injuries and returning to the job that he loves.


His bravery on the day was exceptional in responding to an armed offender. He and his fellow officers at the scene displayed incredible courage and selflessness when faced with extraordinary circumstances, which saw them put their lives on the line.


Man’s Best Friend is both a compelling and inspirational story that I would commend to readers. It puts into stark perspective what it is that our Police do in order to keep us and our loved ones safe.


I am proud to have awarded Sergeant Luke Warburton the Commissioner’s Valour Award for conspicuous merit and exceptional bravery in the line of duty.


Andrew P. Scipione, AO, APM


Commissioner (Retired)


NSW Police Force




A WORD ABOUT LUKE WARBURTON


by Helen McMurtrie


It is well known in the force that your Field Training Officer (FTO) is the most important person in your work life once you attest. You are their shadow, they show you how to put into practice everything that you have learned at the Police Force Academy. Years on, police still talk about their FTO, you’re judged by who your FTO was, and your FTO is judged by how you turned out.


In 2002, straight after attesting at the academy in Goulburn, I headed to Glebe Police Station to work General Duties on Team Green. Goulburn to Glebe is approximately two hours’ drive and I spent the whole time wondering who my FTO was going to be.


Enter Constable Luke ‘Warbo’ Warburton. Hang on, I hadn’t expected him to be a ranga! I also hadn’t expected he’d have a much-needed sense of humour, the patience of a saint, the ability of a kindergarten teacher to educate and the bravery of David (slayer of Goliath). For the next six weeks I emulated Warbo. I listened to every word he said and I watched every move he made. What he told me to say I said and what he told me to do I did. I appreciated his encouragement, I took on board his criticism, and I bettered myself to be a police officer he would be proud of and feel safe to work alongside. The police officer I am today can be attributed to him.


A few years later, Warbo transferred to the Dog Unit, one of the units in the police requiring extreme fitness and bravery. It is these police officers and their well-trained ‘partners in canine’ that go in before anyone else to get the baddie, and they are normally well in front of us General Duties officers because they have to keep up with their very fast partners. Don’t tell Warbo this but his name was used on a few jobs: ‘Right, mate, if you don’t come out we’re sending Warbo and his dog in’. Surprising how many baddies were scared of Warbo and Chuck coming in to get them, when in reality the two of them weren’t even there.


On 12 January 2016, a NSW police officer was shot. I felt sick to my stomach and angry that another one of us had been seriously injured – possibly killed – while doing their job to protect the community. We all seem to think it won’t happen to us or to someone we know, and I believe we think like that to protect ourselves from the harsh and sad realities of this job. Then to find out that it was Warbo – I was in complete shock. One of our best was down. The more information I found out the angrier I became, and the more useless I felt. Although he had lost a lot of blood, I knew how physically and mentally strong Warbo was. He was down but not out. This strong, brave, committed, persistent man fought the odds, beat some medical opinions, stuck it in the face of evil and not only survived but – so inspiringly – has returned to the job that has changed his life forever.


Warbo, you are a credit to this job, and an inspiration to all police. It was my absolute pleasure and luck to have been taken under your wing, and with great pride I tell anyone who asks: ‘I was trained by Warbo’.


Helen McMurtrie


Senior Constable


NSW Police Force
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PROLOGUE


127 SECONDS


This is it. I’m bleeding out. A strange calmness sweeps over me. I’m seconds away from death. Is this what dying feels like? Sandra … Angus … Max … Charlotte – my wife and kids. Someone please tell them I love them. Tell them I always will. There’s so much blood on the floor. It can’t be all mine. I don’t feel the bullet – just the warm spread of my blood across the lower half of my body.


‘You’ll be okay, mate,’ a paramedic assures me.


I’m not so sure. In just 127 seconds my life is becoming my death – and I am an eyewitness to it.


Near-death experiences – people talk about white lights; they talk about their lives flashing before their eyes; they talk about last rites. For some reason none of that is happening to me – I am too busy trying to stay alive.


How did this all happen so quickly? One minute I am trying to calm a drug-crazed lunatic … the next I am bleeding out on the floor of a cubicle in a hospital emergency department.


I remember his eyes. Cold, dark eyes. Devoid of any reason. Manic eyes, threatening eyes, glazed eyes. Dilated pupils.


In his hand he held a pair of scissors, which were at the throat of a terrified Dr Ma Guinto. I remember her eyes. Pleading eyes. Terrified eyes. She thought she was going to die.


•


I was the first police officer on the scene that night after a regular call-out to what should have been a regular job. Well, as regular as you can get when an ice addict goes berserk in the emergency department of a busy Sydney hospital.


I am a dog handler in the New South Wales Police Force. My partners are my dogs – Chuck, a burly German Shepherd who’s afraid of nothing and no-one, and T-Bone, an English Springer Spaniel bomb detection dog who just wants to play and to love everyone. I couldn’t ask for better partners. Loyal, devoted and faithful. I know both would die before surrendering. It’s what makes the dog man’s best friend.


After ten years in the NSW Police Dog Unit I’ve discovered I’m happiest working alongside these animals. I am as loyal, devoted and faithful to them.


‘Standing by for a St Marys car,’ the police radio in my Ford Falcon squawked. ‘Car in the area for a siege situation at Nepean Hospital emergency department. Male POI has taken a female doctor at knifepoint. St Marys car … car in the area.’


I responded. I was literally seconds away, waiting at a set of traffic lights right outside the hospital. I jumped on air. ‘Radio, Dog Four-One, put me off at the hospital, radio.’ Normally a call such as this fizzles out … they usually don’t amount to much.


As I drove into the ambulance bay there were doctors and nurses frantically waving for me to stop. I left both Chuck and T-Bone in the car. Taking Chuck into a volatile environment inside a hospital could be a recipe for disaster. His instinct – his job – was to protect me, so I thought it best I leave him behind for this one. When I rushed into the emergency department, I was one down.


In one of the cubicles I spotted a patient holding a doctor hostage … He had a pair of scissors at her throat. His name was Michael De Guzman and he was incoherent – shouting and swearing. Reasoning with him wasn’t an option.


The doctor was pretty frantic. She was screaming and crying – it was clear she was in fear of her life. Both of them were on the floor. She was being held in a headlock and he had wrapped his legs around her, preventing her from squirming.


‘Put the scissors down, mate!’ I shouted. ‘Put them down!’


I was talking to him but all I got back was a blank stare. No matter what I said to him he would just mumble and rave. Nothing he said made any sense whatsoever. It was impossible to communicate with him. He didn’t want to talk … there wasn’t much going on inside at all.


He had the scissors pressed right up into the side of Dr Guinto’s throat, so I knew, there and then, that he was prepared to use them.


Dr Guinto was hysterical, understandably. That wasn’t helping the situation, but I could understand her position. She was scared for her life. She was terrified.


It was clear De Guzman was drug affected. You could tell by those eyes. He was in his own little, violent world. As a cop you get a feel for this sort of thing; I’d dealt with so many drug-affected people over the years, I recognised the signs. At one stage he appeared to lower the scissors. But something behind me spooked him and he thrust them back towards Dr Guinto’s throat.


I thought, If we don’t do something here she’s going to be stabbed.


I was soon joined by Constables Tim Duffy and Lisa Myers. One had a taser stun gun and the other a baton. That gave us a few more options in case it all went pear-shaped. We all had our Glock Semi-Automatic pistols.


‘We’re going to have to go hands-on,’ I told them. ‘We’ve got to get her out of there.’


I hit De Guzman with a burst of my Oleoresin Capsicum (OC) Spray, which initially had the desired effect. He was startled. But it was only a short burst and he quickly recovered. So I gave him a longer hit.


With that we dived in. My priority was those scissors. I lunged at that arm with both my hands. My main concern was to get the doctor out of danger. It was a violent and frantic struggle. We were wrestling on the floor. I knew I had to control that arm and keep the scissors away from us and the doctor.


De Guzman wasn’t a big man but, drugged up, he had amazing strength. There was Tim, Lisa and me, as well as hospital security guard Barry Jennings, who had joined the fray, trying to overpower him. In normal circumstances you would think you would be able to control someone like that on your own. Not this bloke.


We had De Guzman pinned in a corner at the time, so we wedged him further into the corner and that gave him little room to move.


You’ve got to remember this was all unfolding in split seconds.


We managed to wrestle De Guzman to the floor. Someone behind us grabbed hold of Dr Guinto by the legs and dragged her to safety.


Suddenly, a gunshot rang out. At first it didn’t make much sense. De Guzman didn’t have a gun.


Another shot.


‘Gun,’ I called out. I knew I hadn’t fired it … I had no idea where the shots had come from. I rolled off De Guzman and pushed myself back out in the middle of the cubicle and reached to grab my Glock from my holster, which I wore on my thigh. It wasn’t there.


There aren’t many worse feelings for a police officer than to discover that their pistol isn’t where it should be. It’s sickening.


This could only mean one thing.


I looked across the floor and I could see De Guzman just a few metres from me, holding my gun. How the hell did he get hold of it? Because my Glock had been in a thigh holster I didn’t feel him grab it. I just didn’t feel it.


Barry Jennings had been wounded … he was shot in the leg.


This had all gone to shit.


Tim Duffy immediately leapt on De Guzman’s hand. He grabbed at the gun for dear life and then he didn’t let it go. I could see De Guzman was still trying to pull the trigger, but once Tim had a hold of it that was not going to happen.


A Glock holds fifteen rounds in the magazine. De Guzman had let off two, leaving thirteen rounds to go, which was potentially catastrophic in a hospital emergency department. Tim was an absolute hero.


I stood up to get back in to give Tim a hand and felt a warm sensation running down my leg. It was at that point I realised I had been shot – shot with my own gun.


I grabbed my police radio and put a Signal One call in. Officer in trouble. ‘Dog Four-One … Signal One … I’ve been shot.’ I knew that would get the cavalry heading my way. With that I collapsed to the floor.


I quickly figured out where I had been hit, about five centimetres below my navel. I knew I had to get pressure on the wound to stem the blood. ‘Quick, put pressure on this,’ I pleaded with a security guard who was near me. ‘I can’t get enough pressure.’


Someone grabbed me under my shoulders and dragged me away … I looked down and saw the blood trail I had left behind. It was large. I went into survival mode. All I could do was focus on myself. I knew I was in a whole lot of trouble.


It did occur to me how close the bullet had come to my manhood. Only about five centimetres from disaster. It’s strange what blokes think about in certain circumstances. But, seriously, I knew I was in a bad way. Given the amount of blood flowing down my leg I guessed my femoral artery had been hit. Normally when that happens you have only minutes left.


I thought I was going to die on that floor. This was it, the end of it all. I thought I had a couple of minutes to go.


You’d think that when confronted with dying you would panic, but, strangely, I remained remarkably calm. I was more concerned with grabbing my mobile phone and ringing Sandra to let her know what was going on.


The security guard was still trying to put pressure on my wound and a paramedic by the name of Andrew Spasic came from nowhere and jumped on my wound as well. I remember him applying an immense amount of pressure by putting his knee into my groin. Whatever works!


Suddenly I was bundled into the resuscitation area. I remember describing to the doctors and nurses what I was wearing beneath my overalls, what sort of protective vest I was wearing. I even managed to explain the type of bullet that I had been hit with. That in itself posed massive problems: cops use bullets designed to stop crooks.


‘Hollow-point bullets are designed to enter the body and not come out,’ I told them. ‘Once one goes in it does great damage – be prepared to find some fairly serious injuries inside.’ But luckily, for whatever reason, this bullet had come out leaving an exit wound on my left buttock.


A medical lesson: the femoral artery carries blood into the leg, the femoral vein takes it out. My femoral vein had been hit.


Lying on the gurney in resus I tried calling Sandra. The mobile phone signal inside the hospital was hit and miss (excuse the pun), so every time I dialled her number it was breaking up.


A detective from St Marys came in and asked me what I needed. I gave her my mobile phone and my passcode. ‘Listen, you have to get hold of my wife – she has to get down here.’ I honestly thought that Sandra wouldn’t make it in time, that by the time she got here I’d be on ice somewhere.


My thoughts switched to my dogs. I could hear Chuck barking out in the car. I grabbed the nearest police officer and said, ‘You’ve got to look after my dogs, they’re in the back of the car.’


Chuck would have sensed something was wrong – hearing the gunshots would have put him into ‘drive’. Police dogs live and breathe that sort of stuff. In many ways, I’m glad the dogs were in the car. If Chucky had been in the hospital with me he would have attacked anyone who came near me once I’d been injured. He was trained to protect his handler. That could have killed me.


The doctors were scrambling to pump blood into me, but as quick as it was going in it was coming back out of the wound.


My thoughts switched to the kids. How are they going to react to Dad going to work and not coming home? How is Sandra going to cope with all that as well? My mind was an emotional jumble. As I imagined the kids tucked up in bed, safe at home, a tear ran out of my eye and down the side of my face.


As they rolled me into surgery a nurse explained, ‘We’re going to knock you out now.’


‘It’s pretty easy to put me to sleep,’ I told her. ‘How hard is it going to be to wake me up at the other end?’


She was very matter-of-fact. ‘Look, there are no problems here whatsoever, you are going to wake up,’ she said rather sternly. ‘Everything is going to be fine, don’t worry about it.’


‘If I don’t wake up,’ I persisted, ‘just tell Sandra and the kids that I love them.’


She assured me I’d be okay, but I was in no doubt there were some serious complications down there and the reality was that I might not wake up. As the anaesthetic began taking hold all I could think of was making sure that the message got to Sandra and the kids.




1


PRIDE AND
AMBITION




I, Luke Warburton, do swear that I will well and truly serve our Sovereign Lady the Queen as a police officer without favour or affection, malice or ill-will until I am legally discharged, that I will cause Her Majesty’s peace to be kept and preserved, and that I will prevent to the best of my power all offences against that peace, and that while I continue to be a police officer I will to the best of my skill and knowledge discharge all my duties faithfully according to law. So help me God.





With that oath, there I was proudly becoming Probationary Constable Luke Warburton. It was 12 May 2000. There I was, proudly wearing the uniform of a NSW Police officer. There I was, proudly fulfilling a dream – an ambition – I had held for years.


•


Let’s wind this back twenty-one years.


Like so many other Sydney babies of my era I came into this world in the maternity ward at the Crown Street Women’s Hospital in Darlinghurst. I was Ross and Kate Warburton’s first child. The year was 1977. Two years later I was joined by my sister, Alexandra, and the Warburton family was complete.


I spent my early years in a modest home at Rodd Point in Sydney’s inner west. It was a time when neighbours trusted neighbours and life was full of simple pleasures. We had to make our own fun – and that we did.


My best mate was Scotty Morris. Together, we were the masters of our fates. At least, at the age of eleven, we thought we were. Scotty was a couple of years older than me and we were pretty much inseparable.


Back then life on Australian streets was very safe. You could do whatever you liked. Mum and Dad would let me do anything outside without worrying about keeping a constant eye on me. There were, however, some Warburton rules. I had to make sure that I checked in every now and then and turn up at the appropriate time for lunch. I should not stray too far from home but, if I did, I had to make sure I told Mum or Dad.


It may sound strange to many kids today, but even without technology there was always plenty for us to do, plenty to occupy our young minds. Ours was a very quiet street. Scotty was a great sportsman, so we’d spend countless hours re-creating rugby league matches, cricket tests or Wimbledon finals … all in the middle of the street. We were always climbing trees, and after raiding Dad’s shed we’d usually find a piece of rope to aid in some adventure. The only problem at first was that no-one told us about rope burn.


We had a massive jacaranda tree in our backyard and we loved climbing it. On one particular day Scotty and I lugged the rope up the tree. We managed to get up near the top – about four or five metres up – and decided to tie the rope off and slide down it back to the ground. Fun! Hanging on for dear life, I stepped off the branch, grabbed the rope and down I went. Well, there wasn’t much skin left on my palms by the time my feet hit the ground. It hurt … it hurt a lot. It was a valuable life lesson. I never did that again, I can tell you.


But like kids tend to do, I healed quickly and it wasn’t long before I was on the hunt for my next adventure. Dad’s shed was our treasure trove and we spent countless hours in there, becoming ‘master inventors’ and building go-karts, cubbies and tree houses.


Rodd Point sits on Iron Cove on the Parramatta River, so occasionally we’d try our hand at fishing. We never caught much. Parramatta River back in those days wasn’t exactly the cleanest waterway. But for a couple of hours we’d dangle our lines alongside what today is the City West Link. Back then it was just a small dirt track.


Our backyard wasn’t big – this was Sydney’s inner west – and house blocks weren’t huge. But because Dad worked in the paving and tiling industry – first for The Slate People and then as a part-owner of Amber Tiles at Blacktown – it was beautifully paved. Or at least it was until I thought it would be a great idea to hammer bits and pieces into it. That sent Dad over the edge because he was very proud of his paving! He would often work seven days a week, making a go of the business. But he always seemed to find time on weekends to take me to cricket or soccer.


Dad was a traditionalist. His role was to go out and work and Mum’s was to look after the house and us kids. In the 70s that was just the norm, and for a young Luke Warburton it was life.


As well as Scotty Morris, my other great mate was Ginger, our Aussie Terrier. We got him as a pup. I suppose you’ve guessed how he got his name: he was, well, he was ginger – just like me. There are plenty of old photos of me with my red hair and Ginger with his. Didn’t I cop all sorts of grief about that.


Ginger was a little, wiry, toothbrush-type dog with plenty of attitude. I’m sure he thought he was a big, tough dog in a small dog’s body. He was a great little mate – very friendly and very loyal. He would always follow us kids around; he was one of us.


So, now you know I am a ‘ranga’, a ‘bloodnut’. I suppose it was appropriate that I spent my formative years in Rodd Point. You see, just down the road was Leichhardt Oval, home to the Balmain Tigers – my rugby league team. They were a team of rangas sporting orange footy jumpers with the iconic big black V.


From very early on I was one of the Tigers’ biggest fans. I still am. (As an aside, I now have two sons – both are also red-haired. Both want to support the Parramatta Eels but, don’t worry, I’m working on brainwashing them to back the Tiges!) When I was as young as ten, Mum would drive me the short distance to Leichhardt Oval so I could watch the Sunday afternoon match. It was a time when young fans could climb the field’s perimeter fence and sit on the grass to watch heroes such as Wayne Pearce, Paul Sironen and Garry Jack run around the pitch. Occasionally I’d try to sneak down the tunnel to the dressing rooms so I could grab an autograph or two. At the final hooter Mum would be there to pick me up and take me home. A ten-year-old at the footy by himself.


In those early years I used to ride my bicycle to school – the streets were that safe. The small Russell Lea Infants School was just down the road. Parades were a big thing back thing – book parades, Easter hat parades. It seemed Mum spent a lot of weekends making outfits for whatever parade was coming up. Everything, I think, was just so innocent.


Things got a bit more serious when I moved to Haberfield Primary school in 1986. I suppose you could say I wasn’t that studious. In fact, back then I wouldn’t have known what studious meant. Most of my report cards made the point that, ‘If only Luke would apply himself he could do much better.’ I would just scrape through most years, being more interested in playing with my mates outside, in the dirt, climbing the big trees in the playground and running around and having fun.


I got my first job at Rodd Point. Whenever Mum went to get whatever she needed from the local pharmacy, Jim Baz Chemist, I would ask if I could have a job. I was always keen to get out there and earn some money. Eventually, one day, Jim Baz said okay. He needed a delivery boy to take prescriptions to his elderly customers. With my BMX, I made the rounds.


The job didn’t pay much but, back then, any money was better than nothing. I only earned a couple of dollars a day – if that – but it was enough to buy one-cent lollies – one hundred lollies for a dollar – and footy cards.


Unbeknownst to me, Sydney was changing all around us and Mum and Dad wanted to get us out of that inner-city area. Drugs and petty crime were invading our quiet and safe neighbourhood; the nice next-door kids in the area were getting mixed up with the wrong crowd. My parents could see what was on the cards and what might happen if we stayed. They thought if we could get out of there, we should, convinced it would be better for us. I kept my nose pretty clean and my sister did as well, so there was nothing there that caused my parents to suddenly decide that we had to move immediately. It was just more a feeling that if we stayed we might go down the wrong path.


When the chance came they seized it. It was a surprise when Dad arrived home one night in 1988 and announced we were moving – we were heading for Sydney’s more rural north-west to breathe the fresh air and that kind of thing. He was all excited, describing how he had found a magnificent property, five acres in Kellyville. None of us had even heard of Kellyville. It was about an hour’s drive, he explained, with a beautiful house and a little cottage down the back. It even had a swimming pool and a tennis court and landscaped gardens. Up until I was eleven years old, all I knew was Rodd Point, Scotty Morris and getting into mischief. I was halfway through Year 5 and I just couldn’t understand why we had to move.


We jumped in the car the following weekend and drove for what seemed an eternity to this new place. A tennis court AND a swimming pool – I must admit I was excited!


But the move to Kellyville was difficult. The fresh air was great in theory but as an eleven-year-old kid moving from a school where I knew everyone to a new school where I would have to start from scratch, well, that was tough.


My new school was Our Lady of the Rosary. On my first day I turned up in the same grey shorts I wore at Haberfield. How was I to know that boys at this Catholic school wore blue shorts – didn’t I stand out like a sore thumb. Any chance of quietly assimilating went out the window the moment I walked through the front gates.


It was pretty tough trying to make new mates. It’s easy making friends at five and six – you can just go and talk to anybody. But by the time you’re eleven, it is a little bit more difficult. The first couple of weeks and months trying to fit into a new area and a new school were hard. I would go home after school and have a bit of a whinge.


‘This is no good. I was happy where I was. Why are we here?’ I’d demand.


Twenty-three Stringer Road, Kellyville, was our new home. In hindsight, it was a terrific place for a teenage boy to grow up. We caught the local bus to school and had to walk about a kilometre up the road to the end of the street to catch it. We used to try to con the driver every afternoon to drive us to our door, which he never did, so we would walk the kilometre back every afternoon.


I guess you could call our new home a farm. A small one. We had chickens as well as a couple of goats to keep the grass down. So, we had eggs and four-legged lawn mowers. That was until we got Sasha.


Remember, our first dog was Ginger, our little Aussie Terrier. Now that we were living on a ‘farm’ it was decided we’d get a bigger dog. Enter Sasha – the golden Great Dane. But Sasha liked the chickens a little too much! Soon there were none left. Sasha also took a liking to the goats. They did manage to last a little longer than the chooks, and in fact bred, but before long the goats and their kids all met the same fate.


Dad had the bright idea to get a donkey, thinking the donkey would give Sasha a good kicking if she got too close. Good in theory, but not in practice. Sasha attacked the donkey and it was fatally wounded. There was a livestock store at McGraths Hill that sold camels and, you guessed it, Dad talked about getting one. It didn’t end up happening, but I reckon if it did Sasha would have eaten that as well! Despite Sasha’s dislike for other animals, she was a beautiful dog. She was good for us, living out in the middle of nowhere. She was a security measure as well, roaming around the grounds. People would often think twice about coming onto our place.


One day our telephone went on the blink and Telstra came out to fix it. Next thing there’s this bloke beeping his car horn at the front gate. Mum walked up to the gate and assured him Sasha wouldn’t hurt him. But there she was, standing on her hind legs at the gate. She would have been as tall as the Telstra man. There was no way he was coming past the gate with Sasha standing there. I suppose she could be intimidating, but really, she wouldn’t hurt a fly – apart from the chooks, goats and donkeys. Little did the Telstra man know that she was really just a big softie.


Without the animals to keep the grass down, Dad bought a ride-on mower, which I used to ride around the property. As I got older I’d take Mum’s old Datsun and do laps and laps around the property. I wasn’t old enough to drive on the street, but 23 Stringer Road was big enough for me to drive around and that’s how I learned to drive – just going around and around in circles.


As a fourteen-year-old turning burgers at the local McDonald’s, I eventually saved up and bought a trail bike, a Suzuki RM 80. A mate of mine from up the road, Michael Hall, and I used this little trail, on which we had set up jumps. We spent a lot of time riding our motorbikes, staying out for hours and hours at a time.


During this time, I didn’t for a moment consider that moving was hard on Mum and Dad as well. They also had to fit into a new area and make new friends. One of those friends was a bloke called Ron Blake – I called him Mr Blake – and he was a sergeant in the police force. In this era, sergeants were big, gruff blokes who took no nonsense and that is why I called him ‘Mr’.


He was the only police officer we knew. As a young kid, I looked on him with awe. Once, he gave me police patches from his old police shirts. I got Mum to sew them on a jacket for me and I would walk around the house and the backyard imagining I was a cop – I thought I was cool. I guess you could say that was where wanting to be a police officer really started for me.


Dad’s passion was sailing. He’d been doing it since he was in nappies and growing up in Victoria. So, most Wednesday nights he’d be competing down on the Parramatta River at Drummoyne. He owned a little sailing boat and later upgraded to a Halvorsen, a magnificent timber boat. As we got a bit older we would sometimes spend weekends on the Halvorsen sailing on the Hawkesbury River. Life was good for a period – but then the recession hit.


A few months before the move to Kellyville, Dad had decided to sell his share in the tile business and move back to The Slate People at Drummoyne, on Victoria Road, where he was appointed general manager. But when the recession came he was made redundant. One day things were rosy, and the next day they were tough. Interest rates were going through the roof, but the mortgage was always paid and there was always food on the table – although never much of anything else, really.


Dad was a very proud man and he was constantly looking for work. His role was to provide for the family. He didn’t want to sign up for the dole and it was hard for him to accept that Mum had to go out and get a job. She began working at the local cake shop – that was what really kept us going. Mum used to bring home all the leftover pies and sausage rolls and that’s what fed Sasha – old pies and sausage rolls.


I don’t think Dad handled it all that well and he bottled up a lot. He would always say that so long as we had good-quality food to eat that was what was important – if you don’t feed yourself and look after yourself, it’s no good. All the day-to-day type things he kept to himself. I know it was causing a lot of stress for him and Mum having to come up with monthly mortgage payments. They had managed to get a fair way ahead in their repayments, which was a lifesaver because it gave them a little bit of breathing space. There were plenty of people back then that were losing their homes – getting kicked out of their houses.


Dad was out of work for a few months, but it felt like a couple of years and that was really tough. Other kids at school had new, brand-name clothes – Billabong, Adidas, Rip Curl. When kids are around thirteen or fourteen brand-name clothes are what they want to wear. But there was no money to go around for that – we had the essentials and that’s all we could really afford.


It took Dad about four months to find a job, which he got through sheer perseverance at a kitchen wholesale business. After going in for an interview, he rang and rang, asking what was happening. Who had got the job? Eventually they told him to stop ringing – he had the job. He ended up staying with them for sixteen years.


Dad always worked hard. When he had the business he always seemed to be at work. On school holidays and occasional weekends I would go into work with him to help him out. In reality, I was probably just getting under his feet. He was an only child, so I think he struggled – and probably still does – interacting with us kids. I think he found it a bit easier with my sister because she was the second child, or maybe it was because she was his baby girl. But we always knew where we stood and what we could and couldn’t do. We knew the boundaries.


I pushed those boundaries one day, telling my sister what she was getting for her birthday – a cassette tape, the soundtrack from the movie Cocktail. Dad told me that if my sister woke up on the morning of her birthday and it was the soundtrack that she was getting then I was down the back shed to cop a hiding.


The next morning I didn’t come out of my room – I knew what was coming. That didn’t work. I was marched down to the back shed, out came the belt and I copped ten on the backside. I was about thirteen when that happened, at an age where I thought I could do as I pleased. I did what I did purely to upset my sister – that’s what brothers and sisters do! That incident taught me a life lesson: there are rules and you stick to them. You don’t want to upset people for the sake of it.


Dad’s father, Tom, came out to Australia from Manchester, United Kingdom, when he was three or four. Mavis, Dad’s mother, and her parents were, I think, third-generation Australian. Dad grew up in Frankston in Victoria during a big polio outbreak. Tom and Mavis had relatives who ran the Dingee Pub, about fifty kilometres from Bendigo and a million miles away from the outbreak, so Dad spent a lot of time there.


I think Dad did it tough growing up. At birth, he had a cerebral haemorrhage and the doctors and nurses told Mavis that they didn’t think he was going to survive, so she should not get too attached to him! For about a month she tried to follow their advice. She was discharged, and Dad remained in hospital. Then suddenly the doctors turned around and told Mavis that he would be fine. She tried to bond with him but had lost that first crucial month. Added to this, his old man was a strict disciplinarian – it was Pop’s way or the highway. Dad chose the highway and moved to Perth when he was eighteen.


After this tough upbringing, Dad found it difficult to interact with my sister and me. Never having had siblings, he was very happy in his own company. I think that’s what led him to sailing, which can be a solitary endeavour. The grandkids have softened him up a lot. These days he spends countless hours playing with them.


Mum, on the other hand, comes from a family of four kids. She was born and bred in Murwillumbah, in northern New South Wales. She was sixteen when she moved to Sydney and began working for Mark Foy’s department store in the city. She loved travelling and visited most places in Europe. When she met Dad she was working behind a bar at Chatswood. Dad, who was a sales rep, was staying at the Charles Hotel next door. One night he came into the bar, had a drink and the rest is history.


They married, she fell pregnant and gave up work to raise me and then, eventually, Alexandra. Mum was religious, but Dad wasn’t whatsoever. She went to church every Sunday without fail. She still goes to church and volunteers. That’s just Mum. I remember so well getting home from school and Mum was always there with hot pikelets on the kitchen bench, with butter melting over their tops – we always had a special something to eat when we got home from school. She would watch for the bus to arrive and quickly cook up something for us.


•


The police sergeant, Ron Blake, was married to one of Mum’s church friends. The Blakes lived one street away from us, so they used to come over for barbecues on the weekends. They had kids the same age as us and we’d be swimming in the pool or playing tennis while the adults sat around chatting.


I suppose since my early dealings with Mr Blake I always had the inkling that I wanted to join the cops. Ron had an old-style police officer frame – he was six-foot tall and three-feet wide. I thought then that being a policeman would be a pretty good job. Most kids growing up then wanted to be either a fireman or a policeman. Mr Blake came across as a hard, matter-of-fact type of person – straight to the point and no mucking around. He was very direct, very dry and very decisive. He was what you pictured a policeman to be – once he told you to do something, you did it. It was just the way it was then, that was how things were done. There was no questioning, there was no other way. If he told you to go home and you refused he would drag you home. Luckily that never happened to me.


I did, though, have a close scrape. I was at school one day and found in a bin raffle tickets left over from a school fete held a couple of months earlier. I thought it’d be a great idea to go through the bin and scoop them out. Then, with liquid paper, I removed the draw date. I hopped on my bike and off I went with my neighbour Adam Tracey, selling raffle tickets for a dollar each. A week or so later we were driving somewhere and Adam happened to be with us and he made a comment about someone we had sold a ticket to. Mum didn’t miss much and picked up on it. She ended up finding out what we had done.


We drove home, and didn’t I get a talking-to! I was marched back to every person that I had sold tickets to and was forced to apologise and give them back their money. I had to explain what I’d done and assure them I wouldn’t be doing it again. We’d only sold about a dozen tickets – not many, but enough to have ten dollars in my pocket! Money for footy cards! I used to collect the rugby league cards that came with a stick of bubblegum. Everyone wanted the full collection. As explained earlier, I was a Balmain Tigers tragic – always the Tiges. Wayne Pearce, Paul Sironen, Steve Roach and Garry Jack were my heroes.


At the time I was probably only thirteen – old enough to know better but young enough to think I could get away with it. That was as close to a brush with the law that I got, but it was certainly an eye-opening moment – I wasn’t going to do that again.


When I was halfway through Year 11 I decided I wasn’t into school, I would rather work and make some money, so I decided to leave. I soon secured the manager’s job at the local McDonald’s.


My parents weren’t overjoyed with my decision, but they agreed that leaving school was my decision to make. They would have preferred I got my Higher School Certificate (HSC), but they knew I wasn’t all that interested in it. And, because I had a job, they said they would support my choice. In hindsight, I should have stuck it out and finished school, but try to tell a seventeen-year-old what to do and you’re not going to have much luck.


Overall, I was a pretty straight kid, I guess. I used to sneak into pubs and clubs with my mates but that was about it. I think that was par for the course back then. My mates were a couple of years older than me, so I was living a life a bit older than mine.


When I was eighteen, I decided I would try something different so I left McDonald’s and worked for Salmat, a company at Chester Hill that dealt in the letterbox delivery of direct marketing material. I worked back-of-house organising delivery locations and ensuring the letterbox delivery people got their brochures on time. I was there for about two years before I decided I’d had enough. Next move, I had a go at real estate. I figured that would be a good, easy way to make lots of money. In reality, it was pretty hard work.


In the back of my mind the cops were always calling. By this stage I was living in the cottage at the back of the family home. When I was seventeen I’d hung a picture frame on the cottage wall with the word ‘Goal’ inside it. Underneath that I’d stuck a police patch that Mr Blake had given me when I was a boy. I had known at that age that I wanted to be a policeman, but you had to be eighteen-years-old to apply.

OEBPS/images/9780733641824.jpg
LUKE WARBURTON WITH SIMON BOUDA
M A N ’S

The inspiring true story of Sergeant Luke Warburton,
his police dog Chuck and the crime-busting Dog Unit
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