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FOREWORD
by Sir Hugh Orde



Police officers move towards danger while others walk away. This is, quite simply, ‘what we do’.


All those who take the office of constable, whatever subsequent rank they attain, attest to a sense of duty, a commitment to serve communities, a willingness to protect life and property, to keep the peace in full knowledge of the dangers they may face. And every day, police officers up and down the country will routinely put themselves between vulnerable and innocent members of the community and those who seek to do them harm. The overwhelming majority of those interactions will end peacefully, be over in a matter of minutes and subject to little thought thereafter.


Acts of bravery do not always have happy endings, of course, and it’s just a fact of the job that our officers, regrettably, will sometime face tragedy in the course of their work. But the stories so vividly told here show that commitment and sense of duty, the willingness to step into harm’s way, the instinct to protect, are alive and well in policing.


Within the huge complexity of policing, the situations police officers and staff face range from the exceptional to the commonplace. The link between police and communities is the bedrock of our policing model. With 132,000 (and falling) police officers in England and Wales serving a population of 56 million (and rising), it can be no other way. British policing is built on the notion of the police officer as citizen in uniform, routinely unarmed and making minimal interference with citizens’ rights. It is only with the trust, confidence and support of our public that we are able to do the job, prevent and detect crime, and keep the public safe.


Over seven years I had the unique experience of leading the Police Service of Northern Ireland, an organisation full of people who are incredibly proud of the critical service they deliver to the people of Northern Ireland. The situation they face there is unique, but the values they live by and embody through their work are shared across the police family.


During my time there, tragically, Constable Stephen Carroll lost his life, answering an ordinary message for help from a member of the public, on 9 March 2009. Stevie was a Territorial Support Group officer engaged in community policing the night he was murdered. He was working with the local community team who were responding to an urgent call, protecting both his colleagues and the local people when he was shot.


Stephen was one of many officers who die in service, doing the job they love. Constables Fiona Bone and Nicola Hughes, and Constable Ian Dibell – killed intervening to protect the public, despite being off duty – are just three recent examples. I know that none of them will be forgotten by their colleagues.


There were also many acts of daily courage that illustrate commitment. I recall an officer, resolutely determined to deliver a community service in an area traditionally hostile to the police, who told me he entered a different shop on his beat every single day. His greetings were unacknowledged when he began, but over a period of years he moved to a place where everybody knew his name and gave a response.


The best policing is like this: doing things differently, taking risks, going that extra mile, using discretion – all qualities that are part of the job. Failures can be for many reasons, ranging from complete incompetence through to the unexpected, unpredictable and unknowable. When we get it wrong, we should recognise the facts quickly: we should encourage and be willing to listen and learn from those who wish to engage in policing debate


But we also recognise that successful policing involves accepting risk. It requires individual officers to take responsibility for the actions they make on behalf of the public. The Service will always attract exceptional people who want to do good work – and acts of extraordinary courage will remain a key part of this unique and special profession. These people should be supported, and it is right that their acts of courage are recognised and celebrated.




INTRODUCTION


The phone rang at home. ‘It’s me, Dad. I’m fine but I’m on my way home. I’ll be there in a few minutes. Can you open the back door? I’m a bit wet and need to get a shower and a dry uniform.’


My son Joe, a frontline police officer in Sheffield, had left for work a little over an hour earlier. He’d been in the police for five years at that time, but, like many young people nowadays, was still living at home.


‘Is it blood again?’ I asked. Only months before his uniform had been soaked in blood when he gave essential first aid to a man who’d been shot in the stomach at point blank range.


‘No, not this time,’ he said. ‘I’ll explain when I get in.’ Even though his mother had been married to a police officer for over thirty years she never really got used to phone calls like these. No one does. The relaxation of the evening had been shattered and replaced by anxiety until Joe walked through the garden gate.


Within an hour he was showered, changed and back at work. I learnt later about his attempt to save a drowning man – another example of how police intervene on a daily basis to try to save lives. No fuss, no fanfare, just ‘get on with the job’. A job where uncommon valour is a common virtue.


Many months later at an award ceremony we heard the full story of Joe’s actions that evening. He was one among many officers being recognised for their actions and bravery. The hall was full of proud family and friends – no press, no pomp. Joe, like the other officers honoured, felt he had just been doing his job. That day inspired this book.


A month or two later I sat down in a café in London for a meeting with Ben Ando, a journalist colleague. Over coffee, I mentioned Joe’s experience and in an era of cutbacks and criticism how so few of these stories get the recognition they deserve.


Within moments, this book was born.


We sought from the outset to make the book different. We didn’t want a series of police reports or a blandly positive account that recorded the glory but glossed over hardship, doubts or procedural failings. We wanted to hear the voices of the officers directly involved: their motivations, their feelings, and their struggles. A police constable’s starting pay is not especially high and so clearly there is something more than financial reward that drives people to become police officers, to chose a profession where they might well be expected to put their own life on the line for a stranger. There are examples in this book of those who left far better paid jobs to join the service. What is it that drives them? While writing this book we have heard repeatedly from officers of their desire to put something back into society, to ‘make a real difference’ – what many used to call a sense of duty.


We wanted to record the detail of the incidents they attended but also, uniquely, the impact on them and their families, the human cost. To achieve that it was important to secure the support of the major police staff associations in England, Wales, Scotland and Northern Ireland. We record here our grateful thanks for the cooperation given by the Association of Chief Police Officers both in England and Wales (ACPO), and in Scotland (ACPOS), and the Superintendents’ Association and the Police Federation in both jurisdictions. We are also grateful to the many staff officers, awards coordinators and PR personnel who assisted us in collating the candidate stories and arranging the many interviews. Our particular thanks also go to the president of ACPO, Sir Hugh Orde, for agreeing to write the Foreword.


Our thanks, too, to our publishers, Constable & Robinson, for offering to donate a proportion of the profits from this book to the Police Dependants’ Trust. This charity was selected after all the officers featured in this book were asked to choose from a shortlist.


What is brave? When does an individual step beyond the call of duty? These were questions that Ben and I set out to answer. Beyond the Call of Duty details through real events the reality and diversity of modern day policing in the UK and the toll it takes both professionally and personally on police officers and their families. Over the course of a year, we have travelled the length and breadth of Britain to talk to the officers involved. We have met them in police stations, cafés, at their homes, and on one occasion on board the royal yacht Britannia. Some of the interviews were carried out at the scene of the incident, to give us a better understanding of the events that took place. Wherever the venue, the stories were always humbling.


Beyond the Call of Duty tells the stories in the officers’ own words. It reveals, in vivid detail, the raw courage of those who put themselves at risk to save others and the physical and mental strength required to prevail against overwhelming odds in horrendous conditions. We asked them to tell us what they said, what they were thinking, how they were feeling. Without exception we found them candid, open and forthright.


As well as revealing the innermost thoughts and motivations of those at the heart of incredible, and in some cases notorious, events, the book lifts the lid on what it’s really like to be at the sharp end of policing. There are accounts of amazing courage and bravery: the two officers who braved gunfire and a hail of petrol bombs to rescue a grievously wounded colleague or the lone policewoman who faced up to a knife killer.


There are stories, too, of the physical and mental determination of those who’ve recovered from a life threatening injury to return to active duty, or the strength of those who’ve learned to cope with traumatic experiences that most will never face.


Not every story we have heard could be told in this book. For reasons of space many remarkable stories have had to be omitted, and we would like to thank all our interviewees, whether their story is included or not.


Without doubt, too, there will be feats of heroism, tenacity or endurance that we did not hear about and many, many more officers with stories that are worthy of inclusion in a collection such as this.


We believe the stories recorded offer a snapshot of the range and risks of UK police work in the twenty-first century and reflect the culture of bravery and public service within it that is rarely reported.


Over the course of the past year we have heard stories of incredible power and amazing diversity but all shared a common factor: those involved went ‘beyond the call of duty’.


Nick Kinsella and Ben Ando


May 2013
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FALLING THROUGH WARM TREACLE


‘I had my baton out, but I think it was more for confidence than anything. Note to self: don’t go to a gunfight armed with a baton!’


PC LUKMAAN MULLA QGM


The dark figure was at the top of the stairs for less than a second before he raised the gun. Standing below, PC Dave Lomas could see the dull sheen of the sawn-off single barrel, the wooden hand stock, and the passive, emotionless look in the face of Stephen Hensby – known all around Rawtenstall, Lancashire, as the Crusty Man.


Without closing an eye to aim and without any warning, Hensby pulled the trigger. The bang seemed to fill Dave Lomas’s world, and an instant later it was as if a searingly hot, supersonic wind passed straight through him.


It felt like someone had taken an orbital sander and pressed it to his right cheek just for a split second. Dave staggered backwards and then ducked into an alcove to the side of the staircase.


‘Bleeding hellfire!’ he thought. ‘Hensby’s got a shotgun cartridge, emptied the pellets out and filled it full of sand. The dirty bastard!’ Then, as Dave pressed himself against the wall, a second shot rang out. Dust flew into the air and the carpet seemed to jump in the spot where, just a second ago, he’d been standing.


The noise was deafening, and Dave was slightly dazed, but through it he could hear the voice of his colleague, PC Lukmaan Mulla: ‘Dave! Get out! Get out!’


‘Yeah,’ thought Dave, ‘I think I better had.’ The front door, already hanging off its hinges from where they’d smashed their way in, was just a short distance away. Dave took a step towards it. But, as soon as he took that step, he realised he was in trouble. It felt as though his body wasn’t working anymore. He managed a step with his left foot, then another with his right. He was through the door, but his energy seemed to be draining away from the scalp downwards. Dave was a big man – well over six feet tall and at least seventeen stone – and a keen bodybuilder. In front of him was the path up to the parked police car – and safety – yet he knew he would never make it that far.


As his senses began to grow hazy, Dave turned to the right, to the side of the small end-of-terrace house. His shoulders slumped, and then his arms fell to his sides. The only parts of him that were still working were his lower legs. He knew he would soon be unable to stand, but he did not know why as he could not feel any pain. As he reached the corner, he felt himself toppling forward, unable to stop himself. He took one, perhaps two more steps before dropping to his knees, then falling back.


Dave blacked out briefly before hitting the floor but came to within seconds and realised he was lying on his back. It was becoming difficult to breathe – it felt as if a hand was pressed fast against his mouth, stopping the air. It took every ounce of his energy just to suck in a single breath. He seemed to be able to see every second of his future laid out in front of him. ‘I only have the strength for another seven, maybe eight breaths,’ he thought. ‘Then that’s it.’


Everything felt surreal. He could hear gunshots going off, and screams and shouts. He could hear his own personal radio squawking as Lukmaan Mulla tried to call in to control:


‘Assistance, assistance. Dave’s been shot!’


The communications officer couldn’t understand: ‘Dave’s where?’


‘No, Dave’s been shot!’


‘Dave’s hot?’


‘NO! HE’S BEEN SHOT!’


‘He’s where? What’s happening? We can’t understand what you’re saying . . .’


Then Dave heard another voice come on the line, much closer. He recognised it as belonging to Sergeant Paul Leigh. Leigh wasn’t part of Dave’s team; he’d simply answered a request that Dave had put out a short while ago and brought an enforcer device that he had in his car to break down the door.


Sergeant Leigh spoke calmly and slowly: ‘Clear comms, clear comms. This is the situation. 3856 has been shot in the head. He is down. We are receiving gunfire from a building at Hardman Avenue. We need an ambulance! We need police armed response units now!’


Dave felt something cool and soft being pressed up against the side of his head. He didn’t know it at the time, but it was Paul Leigh’s jacket. Paul and Lukmaan had run from the building when the first shots rang out, but returned when they realised Dave had been hit.


There was more gunfire, more loud bangs, and then something else – the crash of breaking glass and the smell of petrol. Someone seemed to be starting a small war, yet as Dave lay on the ground the noise and fury seemed to be oddly distant.


He listened absently to shouts over the radio as he fought to inhale. By now, he was on what he thought would be his last few breaths. He was surprised he was still conscious; but everything was becoming very simple. An hour at least: that was how long it would take for a negotiator to get there. And it would take an hour to put into place any kind of rescue plan. And Dave knew he didn’t have an hour. He wasn’t even sure if he could last another minute. He became acutely aware of how hard his body was working just to keep him alive. Each second he could sense his heart pumping, its valves opening and closing, his skin perspiring, his muscles moving, his lungs breathing. And it could not continue much longer.


‘This is it,’ he thought. ‘This is how it ends.’ And suddenly, it didn’t seem like a big deal. ‘God, it’s quick, this life. It’s kind of sad, really.’


By any sort of measure he’d lived quite a good life, hadn’t he? He’d soared among the clouds alone in a hang-glider, 5000 ft above Pendle Hill. He’d dived to the bottom of oceans, and jumped from a plane over Florida in a 14,000-ft skydive. Dave felt he’d done more, at the age of 35, than most people manage in three or four lifetimes. But it didn’t seem enough.


As the world retreated, he found himself looking up at a dot of blue sky. It was all he could see; his peripheral vision was failing; the outer edges of his field of view turning black. Odd, almost trivial thoughts crossed his mind: ‘I haven’t tidied my house up – there are pots that need washing on the drainer. Who’s going to look after my cat, Pudding? But then, it’s not going to matter in a minute.’


The blue spot above continued to slowly recede. It felt to Dave as though he was falling gently backwards through warm treacle. Everything was becoming more and more distant – the bangs, the radio, shouting, the smell of petrol. They all seemed less and less important. As Dave fell backwards and as darkness engulfed him, his overriding feeling was a soft glow of comfort . . .


The woman looked anxiously out of the side window of the farmhouse. There he was again: the Crusty Man. Why was he coming here now, constantly walking past her house? Looking in! Leering! And making those horrid threats about the animals!


She turned to gaze at her husband. His cancer seemed to be in remission now, but she knew it would be some time before he’d be able to work on the farm again. And he was relying on her to help him along the road to recovery.


Outside the window, in the lane below, the Crusty Man was still there. She was sure he couldn’t see inside the house, yet he seemed to be staring straight at her. Though they were on the edge of the town, not up on the high fell, she felt isolated. She had become afraid of making the rounds of the outbuildings and sheds, especially after dark, although she knew the animals needed tending.


She shuddered, and decided to call the police again. This time she would make them listen!


‘Look, I used to be on friendly terms with him. I used to let him ride his dirt bike up the path and occasionally we’d chat. I thought he was an oddball, but he didn’t scare me. Not then, anyway.’


PC Dave Lomas looked at the woman. It was a glorious July day and they were sitting outside her old farmhouse on the southern edge of Rawtenstall, bordering the northern slope of Whinberry Naze, well known locally for its annual fell race. She was obviously frightened. ‘What did you say his name was again?’


‘Hensby. Stephen Hensby. He lives down in one of the council houses on Hardman Avenue – just down the hill from here. Everyone round here calls him the Crusty Man because that’s how he looks. Crusty. And he knows it – he writes it on walls and things. He’s not got a job. He used to live with his mam but she died. He’s never married or anything – I think he’s a bit of a loner.’


‘Well, fair enough,’ started Dave. ‘I’ll record this visit, put it in our log and . . .’


‘No!’ she interrupted. ‘Look, I have had this from six different bobbies and he has been warned before to leave me alone. Now he’s threatening to burn down my barn with my horses and my breeding dogs in it. And I believe he’ll do it.’


Dave thought again. The woman clearly believed she was in danger. He looked across at her husband. He looked poorly. The stress of caring for him and keeping the farm going must be a lot, thought Dave. These are genuine victims, in need of his help. He made a decision.


‘OK,’ said Dave, ‘I’m going to take a proper statement from both of you, and then I’m going to arrest Stephen Hensby.’


After he’d taken the statements, Dave drove down the hill to the address the woman had given him. Hardman Avenue was a U-shaped street on a hillside, and the home he wanted to visit was on the end of a block of terraced houses on the inside of a bend. It was an unprepossessing house in grey pebble-dash, with a small, sloping front garden and a row of shallow steps leading down to the front door.


Dave knocked. No answer. To the right was a window. The curtains were open and he peered inside. The room was a mess. The only sign of life was an elderly Rottweiler dog, which showed little interest as Dave tapped on the window. There was no sign of Hensby.


Dave sighed. He phoned the woman, and explained that because the man wasn’t in there was little he could do. He promised that he would return after the weekend and arrest him then. He also said that if she had any more trouble she should dial 999 straightaway.


As Dave came on duty at 8 a.m. the following Monday at Haslingden police station, he explained the situation to his colleague Lukmaan Mulla.


‘Listen, Luke, I’ve picked up this job doing cover work in Rawtenstall. I don’t want to let it fester; I have got statements and I want to go and arrest this guy today.’


Dave liked Lukmaan – they’d often worked together. Physically, they were almost opposites: Dave was heavily into body-building and spent hours in the gym while Lukmaan had the build of a lightweight boxer, wiry and quick. Lukmaan was born and brought up in Preston, and had gone to St Andrews University to read Economics. But after graduating he decided to not to become a banker or an accountant because, as he explained to colleagues, he ‘didn’t fancy making rich people richer’. He joined Lancashire police in 2003, shortly after graduating, and had been identified as a potential high flyer, qualifying for the force’s High Performance Development Scheme. It earmarked him for fast promotion – but in July 2005 he was still a police constable, having only just finished his two-year probationary period.


‘OK,’ said Lukmaan. ‘Let’s go and do that first then.’


The pair took their marked panda car and drove across to Rawtenstall police station. There they agreed to give another officer, Matt Walton, a ride back towards Bury. He was coming off duty after a night shift and hadn’t been able to get a lift home.


After completing the usual checks to identify whether Stephen Hensby had any outstanding warrants or a criminal record, and finding nothing, they drove the short distance to Hardman Avenue. It was a beautiful clear day. Because Matt Walton wasn’t in uniform, Dave suggested he stay in the car while he and Lukmaan went to make the arrest.


They walked down the steps to the front door but, before knocking, Dave decided to have a quick look through the living room window. The dog was still there but now, sitting in an armchair, they could see the figure of a man. He looked unkempt, with a full beard and straggly hair. Dave estimated he was in his mid-50s. This, he thought, was Stephen Hensby. He certainly fitted the name Crusty Man.


Dave tapped on the window and the man looked round, startled. He didn’t seem used to visitors, and certainly wasn’t pleased to see the police. He got up and walked round to the front door, opening it on a chain.


‘Are you Stephen Hensby?’


‘Yeah.’


‘Can you open the door and let us come in for a chat?’


‘No,’ came the reply, and the door was shut in their faces. Dave and Lukmaan looked at each other. Dave banged on the door.


‘Stephen, you have to let us in. There has been an allegation made and you need to come with us.’


‘Fuck off!’


Dave was starting to get irritated now. This was supposed to be a routine job – Hensby would be taken to the station, interviewed about the woman’s accusations and then either released, cautioned or charged. Either way, there would be some kind of resolution. But now it was getting complicated.


Dave tried again: ‘Look, Stephen, if you don’t open the door I am going to have to break it down.’ In response, all Dave could hear was incoherent shouting.


And now he had a problem. Because the officers knew Hensby was in there, and because he was wanted for an arrestable offence, they had the legal power to force entry under the Police and Criminal Evidence Act. Unfortunately, they hadn’t brought their ‘enforcer’ – the steel cylinder with handles that police officers use to ram doors.


Dave didn’t want to leave and come back later, because he’d made promises to the woman. He was also worried that if they did leave, Hensby would go straight up to the farm and cause more distress.


Lukmaan put out a call on the radio, asking for the enforcer. There didn’t seem to be one at Rawtenstall police station, but soon another voice came on the line.


‘This is Sergeant Paul Leigh. I’ve got one in the back of my car. I’ll bring it over.’


‘Cheers, Sarge!’ replied Lukmaan. ‘Nice one!’


Within five minutes, a blue Renault Laguna pulled up behind the marked police car already parked on Hardman Avenue. Paul Leigh was working in a unit that tackled prolific criminals – usually burglars – and had got into the habit of keeping an enforcer in his car because he needed it so often.


Paul was originally from Rochdale but after working briefly as a carpenter and a prison officer had joined the Metropolitan Police in London in the mid-1990s. After stints in Brixton and Clapham he’d transferred back to Lancashire when his family was young. Despite his northern roots he was much teased by the others for sounding like a southerner.


Lukmaan walked up to the car and Paul gestured towards the boot. ‘It’s unlocked – help yourself. Let me have it back when you’re done and I’ll be on my way.’


Paul was in plain clothes – jeans, t-shirt and lightweight jacket – and he watched Lukmaan carry the heavy steel cylinder down the path. The other officer he could see, Dave Lomas, was still talking at the door. Paul decided to get out and wander down the steps. Like many police officers, he couldn’t resist sticking his nose in.


Dave was giving Hensby one last chance to see sense. ‘Come on, Stephen, there’s a door hammer here and we’re going to break your door down. It doesn’t have to be like this.’


There was no response from inside the house, so Dave shrugged. Although considerably heavier than Lukmaan, he wasn’t trained in what the police describe as Method-of-Entry techniques whereas the younger officer was. If wielded properly, the enforcer device – a metal rod with a diameter of around four inches and a thick circular metal head – can deliver several tons of force at the point of impact. If used wrongly, though, it can cause considerably more damage to the luckless police officer’s hands than the door.


Lukmaan sized up the job. It was a relatively modern uPVC coated wooden door. He knew these were considered among the hardest to break – the plastic was flexible enough to absorb much of the energy of each blow without shattering, yet the wooden core was strong, and prevented the door being bent out of shape. Here goes, thought Lukmaan, and raised the enforcer behind him.


Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang! The standard technique was to give the door five hard strikes and then pause. There was no sign of the door giving in. Lukmaan tried again. Five more bangs. The door flexed in its frame but did not give way. He heard Hensby’s mocking voice from behind the door: ‘You haven’t had your Weetabix this morning, have you, lad?’


Lukmaan tried again, giving the door another dozen or more strikes, but he was tiring. And apart from one of the window panes cracking the door was showing no signs of giving way.


Gasping a little, he handed Dave the enforcer. ‘You have a go!’


Dave took the device and swung it at the door. On the second strike, it burst open. The officers smiled at each other. ‘It was good of you to weaken it for me,’ laughed Dave.


They looked inside the house. There was a small hallway, and directly in front of them a flight of stairs straight up. To the right was the door to the living room, to the left a small alcove, and a door off to the kitchen. A makeshift curtain was drawn across the bottom of the staircase.


‘Stephen,’ shouted Dave, ‘it’s the police. We’re coming in.’


The dog was barking, but it was too old to be any kind of deterrent. Lukmaan took it by the collar and shut it in the living room before wandering back into the hallway. There was no sign of Hensby.


‘There’s a barricade on the stairs!’ Hearing this, Lukmaan turned round to see Dave had pulled back the curtain.


A few feet outside the front door Paul, peering over Dave’s shoulder, could also see the barricade. It looked like a metal bed-frame fixed across the staircase, a couple of steps up. Dave took a step forward, and at that moment looked up to see the shadowy figure at the top of the stairs . . .


Lukmaan and Paul heard the bang and ran instinctively. As Paul moved back he saw Dave reel around, his face covered in blood.


‘Dave’s been shot! Dave’s been shot!’ Lukmaan shouted into his radio as they sprinted back up the path towards the police car. Ducking out of sight of the house they watched, horrified, as Dave emerged from the building dripping with blood and lurched round to the side of the house, where he slumped to the ground.


That’s it, thought Paul. He’s dead.


But what if he was still alive? Paul decided that, despite the danger, he had to go back. He ran down the drive, barely daring to look inside the front door, skirted around the edge of the building and reached Dave. The stricken officer was lying on the ground by the glass panelled kitchen door at the side of the house. There was no response. He was deathly still; his eyes were closed; his face was covered in blood. Paul felt sure he was dead.


Paul didn’t have his personal radio but Dave’s was still clipped to the front of his body armour. Both it and the armour were riddled with pellets, but amazingly the radio still seemed to be working. Trying to remember his training, trying to remain calm and not get too excitable, and trying to speak despite his horribly dry mouth, Paul flicked the transmitter:


‘Clear comms, clear comms. This is the situation. 3856 has been shot in the head. He is down. We are receiving gunfire from a building at Hardman Avenue. We need an ambulance! We need police armed response units now!’


Paul took off his jacket, a lightweight black cagoule. He remembered his basic first-aid training and knew he had to prevent loss of blood. The problem was the whole of Dave’s face and neck seemed to be bleeding. In the end he simply wrapped his jacket round Dave’s head. Paul wasn’t sure what else he could do, and he felt horribly exposed by the side of the house. He knew they’d both be sitting ducks if the gunman came to the kitchen door, or walked round the corner from the front. And he still wasn’t sure if Dave was alive. Paul realised it had gone quiet, and in that moment suddenly remembered his own children, his own responsibilities, and that he wasn’t wearing any body armour. What was he doing here?


Paul was jolted out of his reverie by the sound of more gunfire. Hensby was firing out of the upstairs front window towards Lukmaan, who’d broken from cover to get the first-aid kit from the police car. Hensby fired again and again, blasting out the side windows of both the marked panda car and the blue Laguna, showering the pavement with glass and just missing Lukmaan as he grabbed the medical pack from the car boot and sprinted back behind the hedge.


Paradoxically, the gunfire gave Paul some comfort: he reasoned that as long as Hensby was firing at parked cars up in front of the house, he wasn’t shooting at Dave or himself down by the kitchen door. But the relief was short-lived – moments later, Paul heard another crash – this time behind him – and saw flames licking up the side of a shed a few feet away near the back of the house. Hensby was now throwing home-made petrol bombs out of the rear window. ‘Heck,’ thought Paul, ‘this doesn’t happen in a small town like Rawtenstall!’


The radio was squawking with messages confirming that various armed response cars were on their way – though one was delayed because it had stuck in third gear. The closest was based at Accrington. Paul knew that was barely seven miles away, but it suddenly seemed a huge distance when he was in the sights of a man with a gun,


Then Paul became aware of the sound of music, ‘Da-da, da-da, da-daaaa, da-diddly-da, da-daa’. It was the Mexican Hat Dance, the ringtone of his mobile phone. He realised he’d forgotten to take out of his jacket pocket – and there was no chance of retrieving it now. The caller rang off, but over the coming hours the phone kept ringing intermittently, an incongruous musical accompaniment to the terrifying sounds of petrol bombs and gunfire.


Paul could see that Dave was still bleeding, and became aware that he was breathing. At least, he thought, that means he is still alive, that blood is still pumping around his system. But he knew he needed the first-aid kit. He decided to leave Dave and ran back to Lukmaan.


‘Luke, give me the first aid kit and your body armour,’ said Paul. Lukmaan was certainly not about to take off his body armour, but Paul was right: Dave needed help.


‘It’s OK,’ he replied. ‘I’ll take it.’ And with that, crouching low, he ran back down to the side of the house.


Although Paul had done his best with the jacket, Lukmaan was shocked at how much Dave was still bleeding. The blood was almost spurting out of small circular wounds in his face and neck. Lukmaan even tried putting his finger in one of the holes to halt the flow. Dave was struggling to inhale too; Lukmaan shuddered at the rasping sound as his colleague fought for breath. He crouched down and patched up Dave as best he could, just trying to keep him alive and hoping he might regain consciousness.


Every now and again Hensby was letting off a shotgun blast and Lukmaan could see more petrol bombs being thrown out of the back of the house. He pulled out his baton, though he wasn’t sure what good it would do if Hensby decided to confront them. ‘Note to self,’ he thought ruefully: ‘Don’t bring a baton to a gunfight!’


Enveloped in soft, gentle blackness, Dave could still see the tiny point of blue above him getting smaller and smaller. But his feeling of comfort started to disappear. He suddenly thought of his mother – oh no, this would be terrible for her. And what about his finances? What would happen to them? At that point, a brownish blob came into his view, and he heard a voice saying, ‘Dude, dude, wake up!’


‘It’s Luke,’ thought Dave. ‘I can tell him where my financial papers are! I can pass messages for my mum to him!’


Suddenly, Dave felt he was trying to wake up from the deepest sleep he had ever known. He was trying to swim back through the treacle, slowly clawing himself up towards the dot of blue. He managed to get in a big, deep, rasping breath, and with that, he felt his systems start to kick back in. He could see that it was Lukmaan bending over him.


‘I’m glad you’re here, mate,’ he said. ‘I don’t really want to die alone.’


‘What do you mean, die?’ replied Lukmaan. ‘You’re fine!’


Dave realised he could breathe again, and as he did, his surroundings came sharply back into focus. He could see the kitchen door, the gable roof, the window. He remembered the stairs, the barricade, the gunman . . . he looked back at Lukmaan.


‘Dude, get out of here – bugger off! He’s going to come through the door and finish the job!’


‘No,’ replied Lukmaan, ‘we’re fine. You’re fine.’


Dave thought, ‘Right, in that case I’m going to get up.’ He rolled forward to sit up, but as he did it felt as if every nerve-ending in his body fired at once. He felt a crunching sensation, and the soft comfortable feeling he had disappeared in a split second to be replaced by searing agony across his body – a pain he’d never felt in his life before. It was as if a plane had crashed on him. Even his hair hurt. He fell back and gasped, ‘I’m not all right, I’m fucked up!’


‘I know, dude,’ replied Lukmaan gently. ‘Just stay where you are!’


Dave began to despair. He felt like a turtle lying on its back. He couldn’t feel his right arm, or anything down his right side. Would he even live? If he did live, would he be paralysed? What would life be like as a cripple? Overwhelmed by a crushing wave of self-pity, he began sobbing to himself.


Lukmaan was worried. He knew Dave was badly hurt. Despite his best efforts, his injured partner was still losing blood and lapsing in and out of consciousness. And there was the ever-present danger that Hensby would return. He wondered about trying to make a dash for it, perhaps carrying Dave to safety. But Dave was huge – seventeen stone – and he, Lukmaan, was barely eleven stone. There was no way he could lift Dave and carry him up the steps, or make it over the hedge.


Lukmaan strained to hear inside the house. Could he protect Dave, or himself for that matter, if Hensby appeared at the back door? Could he knock the gun away with a baton? Get in the first blow, and disarm or disable Hensby before he could fire a lethal shot? What chance did he have? Suddenly Lukmaan tensed: he was sure he could hear the gunman moving around in the kitchen, close to the back door. But the sounds moved away, and Hensby did not find the two vulnerable policemen, one close to losing his life, the other desperately trying to save it.


In the office at Accrington police station used by the firearms unit, Wendy Bower filled the kettle. A brew and a catch-up on the computer with latest police reports was the traditional way of starting a shift.


But as she picked up her mug, the phone rang: ‘Code 1 to Rawtenstall – an officer has been shot in the head!’


Without pausing, Wendy put down her untouched cup of tea and shouted out to her partner that day, Kevin Jones. They ran out of the office and down the corridor to the back of the police station where their armed response car was parked. Normal procedure was to go over to the loading bay to prepare their equipment and weapons, but there was no time for that. Wendy climbed in and switched on the engine and Kevin scrambled into the passenger seat.


Both had served as military police and then joined Lancashire Constabulary on the same day in 1997, though oddly they’d never met during their time in the army. For Wendy, moving to the firearms unit was a natural progression, as she was comfortable around weapons and enjoyed the operational side of policing. Kevin also wanted to take advantage of his military experience with guns, and working as an armed officer was one of the goals he’d set himself when applying for the police.


As Wendy checked the address they’d been given against the map, Kevin grabbed their weapons from the long, coffin-like gun-safe in the back of the car and dropped them into the passenger-side footwell.


Each armed response vehicle (ARV) carries a variety of weapons. They vary from force to force, but in 2005 Lancashire’s firearms officers were issued with Glock pistols and Heckler and Koch G36 assault rifles. The ARV cars also carried baton guns and ‘taser’ non-lethal electric shock weapons, which at the time were only issued to firearms officers.


With its lights flashing and sirens screaming, Wendy steered the Ford Galaxy out of the car park and accelerated towards Rawtenstall. Frequently swearing at, cursing or scolding the clumsy or inattentive driving of other motorists, she drove faster and harder than she had ever driven before. As the car lurched from side to side, Kevin scrabbled around checking, loading and racking the four guns – a rifle and a handgun for each of them – while the radio continued to relay information.


He held out little hope for the injured officer – people who get shot in the head do not usually survive – but if someone was on the streets with a firearm it was their job to contain the situation and protect other members of the public.


They pulled into Hardman Avenue and drew up to the police cordon and rendezvous point. As Wendy turned off the engine, the car almost seemed to sigh with relief. When they got out, they could hear the engine making a ‘tinking’ noise and smell the burning clutch. While they were pulling on their body armour and helmets, a second ARV arrived with officers Phil Bayliss and Peter Corser.


Wendy and the other firearms officers went to speak to a nearby inspector who was in command. Standard procedure was to wait for three ARV units to attend – this would provide sufficient officers to cover all four sides of the building, while leaving two free to attempt any rescue.


Unfortunately, as Paul Leigh already knew, that third car was stuck in third gear and wouldn’t reach them for some time. And time was a luxury they didn’t have.


The team assessed the situation: There was an officer down, one or two officers with him, and the gunman still in his house and armed. They had to act quickly. Phil Bayliss took the role of team leader, and the inspector, acknowledging their expertise, told them to deploy as they saw fit. They decided to take a single paramedic up to the property with them in one of the cars, and while Phil and Pete provided cover Wendy and Kevin would go and recover the injured man.


The gun cops walked back to their cars. They trained regularly, and every seven weeks all firearms officers had to pass a qualification shoot to retain their place on the team. The tests aren’t just about hitting targets: the officers are judged on tactics and temperament. Those who fail are removed from firearms duties immediately. It may seem brutal but it’s designed to ensure that those who are permitted to carry lethal weapons are at the peak of performance.


During the training, officers take part in numerous scenarios to practise techniques and tactics. They’re given a choice as to what weapons they will take with them, and in the detached atmosphere of the simulation Wendy would often opt for just a lightweight Glock rather than the heavier long-barrelled G36 rifle. She chuckled remembering this because here, when it was for real, she wanted every single weapon she could possibly carry, along with the clear Perspex ballistic shield.


As she made her way up towards the bend in the road that was next to the siege property, Wendy saw a man in jeans and a t-shirt. She wondered what a member of the public was doing there and ordered him, brusquely, to get out of the way. She didn’t realise the man was Paul Leigh, who wasn’t wearing a jacket because it was still wrapped around Dave Lomas’s neck.


The firearms officers approached the house and took up their positions. Their training is often deliberately sparse on details, to encourage them to think on their feet and make decisions in fast-moving or changing circumstances. With barely a word being said, Phil and Pete took up positions covering the front and side of the property. When covering a building, firearms officers use a simple target indication system. The front is always referred to as white face, the back is black, the left green and the right red face. Pete trained his G36 on white face while Phil covered green face.


Everyone and everything was in position. Now it was time for Wendy and Kevin to go and rescue Dave Lomas.


To avoid making themselves an obvious target, Wendy and Kevin approached from the side. There was a small wooden gate leading to a second path up to the house. Wendy tried pushing against it, but it wouldn’t open. This wasn’t supposed to happen. She tried again, harder. The gate still wouldn’t budge. There was nothing for it. Wendy aimed her boot at the gate and lashed out – it smashed, with a cracking splintering sound, and the armed officers moved through.


The smashing gate was answered by another bang – Hensby firing again from the upstairs window – but Wendy had no idea where the pellets went. She and Kevin moved forward with their ballistic shields held up in front of them facing the threat.


Over by the kitchen door, Dave heard the loud banging. ‘Bloody hell!’ he said to Lukmaan. ‘He’s shooting again!’


‘Dude, dude, it’s all right,’ replied Lukmaan, gripping Dave’s arm reassuringly. ‘It’s ARV – they’re coming for us. They’re breaking the fence down.’


Dave closed his eyes, and when he opened them there was a helmeted figure bending over him. Because of the balaclava, all he could see were the eyes.


Wendy could see Dave was barely conscious. ‘Dave, we’re going to get you up,’ she said, ‘and I want you to just keep looking at me, Dave, just keep looking at me.’


At five foot eight, Wendy wasn’t short but she could see Dave was considerably taller and much, much heavier. Even with Lukmaan’s help, there was no way she could carry him and keep hold of her gun. Even though it meant she now had no quick way to defend herself, she slung her rifle behind. She would just have to trust her colleagues to provide covering fire should Hensby suddenly appear at the door with his gun.


She reached down and grabbed Dave’s collar. On the other side, Lukmaan reached under Dave’s arm and together they pulled the big man to his feet. Wendy began walking backwards, her right hand supporting his shoulder, her left reaching around him and using the ballistic shield to provide some protection.


Dave did not know the ballistic shield was there and he didn’t know who, exactly, was holding him up. He could see from her clear grey eyes that she was a woman, and he knew she’d had to drop her rifle down to support him. Brave girl, he thought, here protecting me. He glanced at the faces of the other three officers – they were all staring fixedly at a point over his head – presumably at the window Hensby had been shooting from.


But Dave had barely any control over his body and was terrified he was going to fall. If he did, everyone would be exposed. ‘I can’t let these people down,’ he thought. His legs were weak and he had no sensation on his right side. Could he control them? Would they fail him? He clamped his knees together and turned his toes inwards. ‘My colleagues have got my top half,’ he thought. ‘All I have to do is keep moving the bottom of my legs. I’m not going to fall,’ he kept repeating to himself, ‘I’m not going to fall. I’m not going to mess up this poor girl’s chance of getting me out of this.’


Step by agonising step, he moved forward, his eyes locked on those of the firearms officer facing him as she slowly moved backwards, all the time saying: ‘Just keep looking at me, just keep walking. That’s great, Dave. Just keep looking at me and just keep walking.’


After what seemed like forever, they reached the police car with the paramedic inside. Dave was unceremoniously bundled into the one of the two single back seats positioned either side of the gun safe. The second his backside hit the seat, he felt the last of his energy ebb away, and he flopped like a rag doll. He still had no sensation in his right side, and he became aware that his right arm was hanging out of the door. He became terrified that the door would be slammed on his arm, crushing it, but one of the officers pushed it in and the car drove off. A paramedic wearing a borrowed firearms helmet was in the front passenger seat and he turned to Dave to start assessing him.


The vehicle drove down the hill to the cordon. Dave could see colleagues peering at him in the car and then recoiling with shocked looks on their faces. I must look bad, he thought. Things were still hazy, and every now and then Dave still kept hearing the annoying Mexican ringtone of the phone that was somewhere near his head. He was led from the car to an ambulance, then laid down and strapped to a trolley. Again, his right arm dropped down and he became preoccupied that it would get trapped beneath the trolley wheels; again, one of those around him lifted it back.


The ambulance made off, but it did not travel very far before stopping. As Dave was lifted out he realised he was at the cricket ground at New Hall Hey – a short distance away he saw the yellow tail boom of a helicopter and recognised the North West Air Ambulance. As he was strapped in, Dave could hear the pilot reporting in: ‘Helimed Zero Eight, casualty on board. Now preparing to lift . . .’


The North West Air Ambulance team operate two Euro-copter EC-135 helicopters – one based in Blackpool, the other in Manchester. Lancashire and Cumbria are served by the Blackpool aircraft, with the call sign Helimed Zero Eight. Flying at 150 mph, the ambulances can reach any location in the North-West within ten minutes.


To Dave it seemed they were only airborne for a moment or two before they landed again and he was rushed into the casualty unit at the Royal Preston Hospital. Doctors and nurses crowded round, and as the battle to save his life continued. As Dave blacked out, he thought he could just hear a phone ringing one more time, ‘Da-da, da-da, da-daaa, da-diddly-da, da-daaa’.


*


Back at the house, the siege was on.


The firearms officers had surrounded the building, but there was no sign of Stephen Hensby making a break for it although every now and then the muzzle of a gun emerged from an upstairs window. Over the coming hours more firearms officers arrived, along with negotiators and senior commanders. But Hensby ignored all attempts to open up a dialogue or give him the chance to surrender peacefully.


During late afternoon, the decision was taken to conduct what’s known as a ‘limited entry’ on the kitchen door. This simply meant a team of officers breaking it down, but not actually going inside the house. The tactic was designed mainly to make contact or provoke the occupant into coming out. Because Hensby had no hostage, and all escape routes were cut off, there was no need to actively enter the house. The firearms team would always prefer to deal with a suspect outside, on their terms, rather than inside, on his.


Wendy was asked to be a part of the limited entry team, because she already knew the layout around the kitchen door, while Phil Bayliss would use the enforcer to break open the door.


However, before they could go in there was one more problem: the story had made national headlines and a news helicopter was hovering overhead relaying pictures that were being shown live on Sky TV. The firearms team knew this ruled out a covert approach, so they asked for the helicopter to be moved away. Sure enough, a short time later it flew off and the live picture feed was halted.


The team approached from the side of the house, first scaling a seven-foot wall and then crossing a narrow stretch of ground to the kitchen door. The officers linked their ballistic shields together to form a protective barrier. At the door, the shields parted to allow Phil access. First he knocked, but as expected there was no reply. So he brought up the enforcer and began to pound the door – yet just like its counterpart at the front several hours earlier, the uPVC kitchen door showed no sign of breaking. Suddenly, after the fifth strike, there was the sound of gunfire. Two shots – one after the other.


‘Shots fired, shots fired, get out, withdraw,’ came the command over the radio, and Wendy, Phil and the rest of the team moved back quickly but carefully.


The firearms team resumed their positions of containment, as the commanders decided on the next move. It was getting dark and the decision was taken to do nothing more that night.


Shortly after daybreak the following morning, with no movement or activity being observed inside, armed officers entered the house. After breaking through the barricade on the stairs they climbed up and found Stephen Hensby dead in a bedroom. He had shot his elderly dog, and then himself. He left no note.


[image: image]


Stephen Hensby’s inquest the following year heard that he had a deep-seated fear of authority, and was worried that he might be evicted for falling behind with his rent payments. He had died from a single gunshot wound to the head. The coroner recorded a verdict of suicide.


Dave Lomas suffered a collapsed lung and still has sixty shotgun pellets inside his body – including four in his heart and one behind his right eye. A nerve in his shoulder was destroyed, leaving him in almost constant pain. He attended a police convalescent centre in Scotland and later saw a counsellor who used sophisticated neuro-psychological techniques to help him deal with flashbacks.


Although he returned to active duty, he gave up flying, and a previously strong interest in faith and spirituality has gone. He has lost any ambitions for promotion. Dave believes that a part of the man he was remained on the floor that day.


Because so many pellets were able to enter Dave’s body through the gap between the chest and shoulder plates, police body armour vests were redesigned to offer increased protection against a shot or blow from above.


Lukmaan Mulla and Paul Leigh were both awarded the Queen’s Medal for Gallantry, for staying with their wounded colleague and administering first aid despite being unarmed and directly in the line of fire.


Paul Leigh no longer has the Mexican Hat Dance as his ringtone.
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REACH FROM THE SKIES


‘We’re not a search and rescue helicopter. We’re a police helicopter. But sometimes, unfortunately, we’re all that’s available.’


IAN WORTHINGTON, FORMER SERGEANT


The call was logged as incident 143, timed at 0750 on 2 July 2007. On the computer screen in the Derbyshire police control room it read, simply:


>   Call Type: Concern for safety


>   Informant: Member of the public


>   Location: Raynesway, Derby


>   Message: am running down a path at the side of the river, there’s a woman floating in the river . . . she is conscious, she’s going past the bridge now . . .


An alert was sent, and police officers on duty near the Raynesway road started making their way to the River Derwent, which passes through Derby. At 0804, the informant called again:


>   The lady is floating with the current, from Derby towards Alvaston. I’m on the bridge. She’s face up but I think she slipped.


Already a command process was being implemented; the duty inspector was made aware and the fire service was informed.


By 0808, the first officers were on the scene. One – call sign DM131 – radioed in: ‘We can see the lady, but we can’t reach her. We cannot see any access point at present and are making our way down to the footpath now.’


In the control room, the duty inspector realised that if the woman was in the River Derwent, which was heavily swollen because of flooding, then even if anyone could clamber down to the riverside, they had little chance of rescuing her.


Sure enough, officers who did manage to reach the river bank reported that although they could see the woman they had no chance of getting close to her. And, more worryingly, she was being carried towards a large weir: if she reached it, she would almost certainly drown.


Another call came in – this time from the fire brigade; they were having trouble even finding the location. The inspector turned to the operator.


‘Ask Oscar Hotel 88 if they can lift,’ he said grimly. Oscar Hotel 88 was the call sign of the police helicopter. The inspector wasn’t really sure what the chopper could do, and with time running out it seemed like the last throw of the dice . . .


Sergeant Ian Worthington had just arrived at the helipad next to Derbyshire police headquarters, just outside Ripley. The hangar was about the size of a tennis court – just large enough for one helicopter. It looked like a red-brick barn with a corrugated steel roof. Parked inside was their Eurocopter 135-T2, and workbenches and equipment racks lined the sides and back. At the front were a pair of large concertina doors that led out to the pad. Flanking the main hangar bay were several smaller rooms, including an operations centre, kitchen, conference room and locker area.
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