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READER ADVISORY


Please note, this work contains graphic descriptions of trauma and death and vivid depictions of post-traumatic stress disorder and panic symptoms experienced by the author. The stories within may be confronting or triggering to those who are suffering. Reader discretion is advised.
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Glossary of Terms




For my family




‘The words within are a depiction of some of my lived experiences as a police officer. It is not my intent to shock or cause distress, and if I have done so, I am sorry. I include the events to give an insight into the often raw and gritty world of policing.’




Foreword


This is the story that I didn’t want to write but really needed to. What started as a cathartic exercise never intended for other eyes somehow ended as the story of my policing career.


Some of the names and details have been altered or omitted to protect the privacy of the individuals involved. My patchy memory is responsible for some of this as well. I have intentionally avoided discussing technical policing methodology.


I have started and stopped this story more times than I care to remember. At times, the words flowed freely, while some days I just couldn’t handle thinking about it. The words within are a depiction of some of my lived experiences as a police officer. It is not my intent to shock or cause distress, and if I have done so, I am sorry. I include the events to give an insight into the often raw and gritty world of policing.


It is not easy for me to tell a story like this. I still live with the trauma of some of the events described here, and I’m still healing. Sharing my most vulnerable and private moments, and the shame that accompanies them, goes against everything I know. However, I can justify this to myself because taking this leap of faith will help me recover. And maybe it will help someone else. We often don’t feel comfortable talking about topics such as mental health, but the conversation is needed.


The community look to police to stand up and respond. To run towards danger. Police are expected to be capable, professional, and resilient even when faced with traumatic and dangerous situations. However, it is sometimes easy to forget that police are not robots. They are humans with lives, families, and fears. They feel, bleed and cry as does anyone else. Surely then it is incumbent on us to ensure they are provided with adequate training and support services to strengthen their resilience and ongoing mental health.


While this book approaches the concept of post-traumatic stress disorder from the perspective of a police officer, the experiences discussed within, are equally relatable to anyone faced with trauma.


If just one person reads this account and feels empowered to put their hand up and seek help, then it has been worth it.


Remember, you are not alone.


Take care.


Justyn Backhouse


Sydney, Australia




CHAPTER 1


The aftermath


It was a Friday afternoon in January when I watched a man end his own life. With a flurry of violence and mania, it was over in about twenty seconds, give or take. After pursuing his trail of carnage across the city for an hour, it seemed somehow fitting that this final desperate act was followed by an uneasy calm. In the moments afterward I tried to make sense of the scene laid out on the street below. I failed.


Twenty minutes later, sunlight streamed in through the Plexiglas windshield above my head as beads of sweat ran down my face. The tail of the blue and white machine bucked slightly as the engines shut down, one at a time. With that, the frenetic activity behind my head eased as the screaming turbines gradually fell silent.


As the blades slowed, I stayed strapped in, almost willing the helicopter to lift off and fly away again. It wouldn’t matter where it took me, so long as it was far away from here. Away from the job we had just completed, away from the debrief and the video footage. Away from the terror we had witnessed.


The rotor brake pulled the blades to a halt, and Rod and Josh, the other crew, stepped out onto the platform. I looked down and for the first time I noticed my hands shaking in my lap. With my helmet on, I could hear myself breathing in the quiet. I fumbled with my pocket for a moment before pulling out a pen. Some numbers were called out from across the cabin, and I hurriedly scribbled them down on the notepad strapped to my leg. Shutdown time, flight hours, fuel quantity needed. It had become instinctive.


My hand rested on the buckle of the harness against my waist. I paused for a moment, taking a breath before twisting the buckle to release the straps. I need to get out and go inside. It’s gonna be a critical incident. There is so much to get done. What the hell just happened? My mind was a jumbled mess of thoughts. Snapshots of the incident and the flight, gritty and raw. Anxiety over the process, and about all that lay ahead.


I was jolted back into the present as one of the tactical flight officers suddenly appeared beside my open door. He handed me a bottle of water and said something in a calm voice. It could have been spoken in another language, as I didn’t register what he said. It was as if my ears and my brain were not in sync. When I finally did try to respond, I found my throat was dry, and I could barely get a word out.


I climbed out of the aircraft on shaky legs and stood for a moment holding onto the side of the airframe. Adrenalin coursed through my veins as I calmed myself. With the other crew starting the refuelling process and prepping the machine for the next job, I reluctantly followed Rod and Josh inside. The short distance across the taxi way to the building passed in a blur.


As I stepped out of the summer heat and into the air conditioned room, a couple of heads turned to face me before slowly turning away. There was nothing to say. I noticed the image from our camera frozen on the large tv on the wall. A police radio crackled softly through a speaker on the ceiling. Suddenly a blue shirt towering over 6 feet tall appeared from around the corner. The boss. With a weary smile he put his hand on my shoulder, before leading the three of us toward an office down the hall. The door closed behind us.


Some hours later during the drive home, I felt a sudden wave of fear sweep over me as I thought about the afternoon’s events. Years spent working as a cop on the street and at PolAir, and I had never seen anything quite like that last job. How was a human being capable of that? It chilled me to my core. Shaking, I pulled off the road and stopped the car.


This wasn’t my first brush with trauma. Not by a long shot. A career in policing virtually guaranteed a gritty dose of reality; a daily exposure to the confronting and the macabre. The messiest, most violent, and vulnerable moments of humanity were all on offer during the shift. I had rough days before, but now the jobs were starting to pile up.


In hindsight, I had all the hallmarks of severe anxiety and trauma response for several months leading up to this point. I hadn’t wanted to face them. Like so many others, I avoided confronting my fears. I buried my trauma deep down where I thought it couldn’t hurt me. I couldn’t have been more wrong.


As I sat in my car on the side of the road I tried to distract myself. I was desperate to avoid reliving the job that had faced me earlier that afternoon. Instinctively, I turned up the radio. I only needed to ground myself; to focus on the here and now. My elbow on the armrest, hands on the wheel, the sea of red tail lights on the road ahead. If I stayed in the car, and in the moment, maybe I could beat the dragon. Just this once.


But I wasn’t in the car. I was being sucked down a deep, dark hole and into my subconscious. Flashbacks, vivid and confronting, played across my mind. Harsh noise and violent movement. Events that had lurked in the back of my head, seemingly out of sight for years, were now coming back. After trying so bloody hard to deny the symptoms and to push on for a while, I was now in free fall. Ironically, I may have been the last person to realise it.


I wasn’t sure how I had come to this point, but deep inside I knew I was in trouble. Instinctively, I sunk a little lower in my seat as my face flushed. My body tightened further, as if steeling itself for what was to come. I rapidly became nauseous; it was a feeling I knew well. My gut had long been a barometer for my stress and anxiety. Today was no different.


After the storm of emotions came the shame. My mind raced as I tried to convince myself that I still had something to offer; that I was not yet broken beyond repair. I failed. This moment was one of many milestones marking my decline, ending in a medical diagnosis of PTSD. Post-traumatic stress disorder. I can still hardly believe it happened to me.


***


I joined the New South Wales Police Service, as it was known then, in 1997. My journey to the police academy didn’t begin straight out of school, unlike many of my classmates. After finishing high school four years earlier, I attended university and then TAFE. That last part is important. I say attended rather than studied, as I wasn’t working hard by any measure.


To be honest, I was uninterested in my studies and unfocussed. I was treading water, and really wasn’t sure where I wanted to end up. Amidst my lack of direction, however, there was a growing idea in the back of my mind.


For some time, I had been considering police work. I knew little about the police and had no family members who had served, but I did know that the prospect of becoming a cop was more appealing than a career in Information Technology, which is what I had been studying. I was ready for a challenge, and the blue suit would surely offer all the action and excitement I wouldn't find sitting in an office. I just hadn’t been quite ready to commit to it.


You could say my interest first piqued back in primary school. We had a visit from a police officer from the local station. We sat on the floor with eyes like dinner plates while he towered over the class in his blue uniform. This man told us enough tales to make the job sound like an adventure. No doubt to the disapproval of my teacher, he then unloaded the .38 revolver he had on his hip and together with his handcuffs, passed it around the class for us all to hold and study. Try getting away with that in 2023.


Some years later, I remember seeing an advertisement at the cinema. It was a short clip that left an indelible mark. If you lived in New South Wales during the early 1990’s, you might remember it; a classic assortment of dramatic police jobs set to The Hollies tune, He ain’t heavy. It was exciting and raw, and promised me all the adventure a young man could want. I didn’t realise it at the time, but it had me hooked.


Yet, when I finally decided to go ahead with my application years later, the reception from my family was not what I had expected. I remember announcing to my parents at the dinner table that I wanted to join the police. Their first reaction was a look of concern. After the silence came the suggestions; an array of well-intentioned ideas that would surely lead to a safe and sensible career, anything other than policing. They were delivered with all the confidence and cautious optimism my parents could muster.


With age comes a different perspective on life. With children of my own I now understand their reluctance to endorse my idea. My parents were very supportive of law enforcement, but I believe most parents wish for their children to live a life that is safe and secure. I know they saw risk and danger in policing.


Following my parents’ advice, I went away and thought about my decision. I scanned the newspaper for job advertisements in a half-hearted attempt to put my qualifications to use. I sent off several unsolicited letters for jobs that I knew I was unqualified for and would have to be incredibly lucky to get. Then, being a stubborn 21-year-old I applied for the police anyway.


I wasn’t sure if I would even get in. I called the recruiting office and was told that they had received a lot of applications, and it would be competitive. I had a friend who lived across the street who had joined a year earlier. He seemed to be enjoying the job and this only heightened my motivation to join. A few months later, I received a letter in the mail inviting me to attend the first day of testing. One small step closer to the world of policing.


It’s funny the things that you remember. I probably couldn’t tell you what I had for lunch yesterday, but some moments have stuck. On the morning of the initial testing, I was walking through Hyde Park in Sydney toward the old police headquarters building when I was stopped by an elderly charity collector who wanted a chat.


“I don’t have time today”, I told him hastily. “I’m going for a job interview”.


“What job are you going for?” he asked.


“I’m applying to join the police”.


His demeanour changed and he looked serious.


“Well, good luck young man. You’re going to need it”.


Indeed.




CHAPTER 2


Child of the 80s


It was the 1980’s and rock bands INXS and Cold Chisel were playing on the radio. Ben Lexcen’s Australia II had won the America’s Cup, and we had a prime minister who liked to scull beers at the cricket. At home, kids in suburban backyards played under the sprinkler and we were being told to slip, slop, slap outdoors after scientists discovered a large hole in the ozone layer above Australia.


Australia was full of fun and optimism, and Sydney in the 80’s was a great place to be. We lived in the northern suburbs, on a large block of land that my grandfather had carved out from his own. There was plenty of room to run around, and since my grandparents lived in the house in front, I had two yards to play in. To my young eyes, life could not get much better.


I really can’t claim a long family lineage in Australia, and to my knowledge none of my ancestors can trace their history back to the First Fleet. Depending on which side of the family you look at, I’m either second or third generation Australian.


My great grandfather on dad’s side emigrated from Germany in 1911. He had been a machinist on a German Navy ship before leaving his homeland and his family for a new life out here. He married an Australian girl; the daughter of a missionary who he first met during a shore visit in Samoa. With the onset of the First World War barely two short years away, his timing was impeccable.


My grandfather on mum’s side was a proud Yorkshireman. He served with the British Army in France during the First World War, before moving to Australia to work on the Sydney Harbour Bridge project. He later met my grandmother on a river cruise in Brisbane. Both had lost people they loved through the war, and so it seemed fitting that they found each other.


As well as English and German, I’m told there is a good dose of Irish and Dutch blood in my line as well. It’s quite a melting pot. I’ve often thought it would have made for an interesting dinner conversation if I could have them all sitting around a table at various moments in history.


I have always enjoyed learning about my family history. Listening to stories of my ancestors and their journeys across the world long before my time excited me. I was fortunate to grow up with grandparents living so close by. At home, it was mum, dad, my brother, me, and a dog. I remember snapshots of life from a young age, and the memories are all happy.


Dad was a watchmaker by trade, as was his father before him. Together they ran a small watch and jewellery business for many years, back in the days when watches were often assembled by hand and kept for a lifetime. Mum worked at the local hospital, although she was a part-time worker and a full-time mum when we were younger.


With two parents working, the beach was a long bus ride before we could drive. My summers early on were mostly about playing wars in the backyard with my brother, riding BMX bikes with friends down bush tracks, and building dams in the creek near our house. Our neighbours had a pool, and we were always welcome for a swim. We got along so well that my dad and the neighbour cut a gate into the timber fence so we could move from yard to yard easily.


We had relatives in Queensland and South Australia and some holidays were spent sitting in the back of the family station wagon travelling interstate for Christmas. Visiting relatives was great, but the journey there was less than fun as a child. I like to remind my kids when they complain about losing Wi-Fi on their tablets while reclined in a plane that they haven’t known pain until they have sat in the back of a car on a hot vinyl seat for two days travelling interstate, with nothing but a colouring book and some pencils for entertainment.


There was a large area of bush down the end of our street, and some more behind our house. Backyard battles were serious business back then, and we fought bloody campaigns with cap pistols and spud guns. When I needed more firepower, dad expertly crafted me a rifle from a block of wood in his shed. He was very handy with timber, and I was justifiably proud of my new weapon.


My dad liked to try his hand at a lot of things, some becoming useful inventions and others used once and then thankfully relegated to a dark corner of the shed. His homemade water slide, essentially a long sheet of black plastic doused in liberal quantities of water and a little detergent, was brutal. I recall ripping down the steep slope in our back yard on hot black plastic and then continuing to bounce along to the bottom of the yard. The combination of speed, grass, dirt, and bare legs was something you did not forget in a hurry.


When I was maybe nine or ten years old, we bought an old timber sailing boat. It had seen better days, but in dad’s usual style, he took it on as a serious project. We spent weeks and months sanding, repairing, painting, and fitting out the boat. With the boat finished, we finally took it out on Narrabeen Lake one summer.


The sails flapped in the crisp breeze and the water lapped against the hull as we took to the deep. I remember feeling about ten feet tall sitting in that small cockpit as the boat left the shore for the first time. I was a real sailor. Dad was proud to be Australian. Our boat was painted green and gold and sported a boxing kangaroo flag up high on the mast. There was no missing it from the shore. As it turned out, my introduction to sailing did not last long before I felt water pooling around my ankles.


It seems I was not quite the mariner that I thought I was. In our haste to get out onto the water, we forgot to check that the bungs were in place. Boats tend to float better without open holes in the stern, as I learned. A quick dash back to shore and we managed to avert sinking our little boat on its maiden voyage.


Caravans were also cool back in the early 80s, and my brother and I spent quite a few holidays sitting in my grandparents’ old van at various seaside parks. I remember the green vinyl bench seating and faux wood panelling inside this mobile palace, and the folding chairs under the annexe. We swam at Narrabeen Beach and places like Budgewoi and the mid-north coast. I went fishing with my grandpa, although I we never caught much.


I also remember sitting in the back of his V8 Holden Kingswood as it roared down the street with the windows down, probably on the way to the local tip or the hardware store. I would crane my head up to look out the window while my grandpa sat in front eating mandarins and spitting the seeds out the window as we drove. I hardly ever saw him wear a seatbelt; he was from a different age.


When I think of my childhood, the enduring memories for me are long hot summers, friends and family, and simple pleasures. I feel so fortunate to have grown up in a stable and supportive family environment. Kids these days have so much more technology and entertainment at their fingertips, and the world is a faster pace. That is probably both good and bad. We made our own fun and enjoyed freedoms that I would not dream of giving my kids today.


We lived in the kind of safe naivety that existed in the suburbs back then. We played outside until dinner time, and I walked home from school through the bush from a young age. If there was danger around, it sure didn’t enter our little world as kids.


Before I joined the police force, I had never even been involved in a car accident. To be honest, I was probably living in a bubble. It would not take long in my new career before I was exposed to events that led me to question my confidence and safety, and rapidly changed my view of the world.




CHAPTER 3


Goulburn in the winter


By early 1997, I had passed the initial testing and had only two assessments remaining. On the day of the physical, we were standing in a circle in an open area behind the Sydney Police Centre. In front of us was a series of obstacles that we had to pass in a set time. Staring down the length of the course, I felt ready.


In the six months prior, I had upped my training and made a conscious effort to build my fitness in preparation for the Police Academy. I knew it would be challenging. I rarely lifted weights, which probably explains why I looked like a bean pole in those days. Despite this, I was swimming and running most days. I was also cycling; an interest that I had carried from school days.


We were out on the bikes often, and a regular Sunday morning saw me riding with mates from my home to places like Mona Vale, Palm Beach, or Brooklyn and back. By the time I reached the physical assessment, I felt fit and strong.


I watched others complete the course, and finally it was my turn. The stopwatch started and I set off running. I scaled a six foot tall brick wall, climbed through window openings, walked an elevated beam, and dragged a weighted dummy. There was also a handcuff simulator and grip strength test, followed by several other activities and a run.


After the physical came the panel interview with three police officers. Then, the nervous wait to learn if I had made it. I really didn’t know what to expect and I thought it could go either way. I considered myself middle of the road in most things; I had reasonable grades in school, I was not particularly sporty, and I had little life experience to offer. I went back to my part-time job working as a warehouse storeman and I marked time.


I didn’t have to wait long in the end. About one month after the testing, a letter arrived in the mail. I had passed and been offered a place in Class 270 at the NSW Police Academy. It was May that year when I drove the two hours from Sydney to the country town of Goulburn, arriving with bags packed at the Police Academy.


I remember joining a long line at reception, waiting to be received and signed in. Soon it was my turn. I buzzed with anticipation as I stood in front of the counter and gave my name to the man sitting on the other side. A room key was slid across the table, and I was off to move my accommodation towers on the grounds. The next morning, I joined about 200 other fresh faces in a lecture hall as we were given our first taste of the police organisation.


Life at the Police Academy became mostly about routine. I have been asked by a few people over the years what it was like being at the Police Academy in Goulburn. No doubt their minds replayed scenes from the movies of the same name. At the risk of disappointing, I can tell you it has little in common with the vision that Hollywood has created.


There were no misfit cadets, no crazy gun nuts, no eccentric Commandant roaming the grounds in a golf cart. It was also not a university campus back in those days, but maybe something in between. The buildings were set on large grounds on which we underwent physical training and assessments, practical sessions, as well as lectures and classroom lessons.


The other thing about Goulburn was that it felt bleak, at least when I started. I wasn’t used to the kind of bone-chilling cold that we experienced in winter. I grew up in Sydney, where we were lucky to get two seasons in a year. If you had to drive anywhere in Goulburn early in the morning, you had to chip the ice off your windscreen first so you could see where you were going. Running around outside and doing push-ups on frost-covered grass was character building, but no one complained as we sucked deep breaths of frigid air.


Physical training was held early in the morning, followed by breakfast in the dining hall. Classes continued for most of the day, with the theory broken up by practical lessons. Everything from officer safety, weapons training and defensive tactics, traffic, and station procedures to high-speed driving was covered. In time, we worked through scenarios both in vehicles and on foot, and we responded to various ‘jobs’ in a simulated village. We studied law and police powers and sweated in the witness box as we learned to give evidence in a mock court.


There was plenty to learn. The instructors were mostly experienced police who had worked in the field. A few were civilian lecturers; specialists in their field of study. The police instructors varied in their appearance and manner, but every one of them had a presence and a no-nonsense approach. They were our first mentors. Gatekeepers to the gritty world beyond. We lapped up their war stories with enthusiasm, allowing ourselves to be willingly sucked into the vortex of policing.


Class 270 was organised into 10 subclasses, with about 20 people in each. The students came from all over NSW, and even interstate. There was a bunch of school leavers, but plenty of mature-aged applicants as well. It was a real mix of backgrounds and ages, and many had worked varied careers before. The classes were being run every three months at the time, so there was a senior class ahead of us when we started.


Twice a day we stood in class formation on the parade ground, under the unrelenting gaze of the drill instructors. Rain, sunshine, or sleet, it didn’t matter; you stood at attention and followed the instructions. The ex-military among the group were squared away from the start. The rest of us watched and learned quickly what was expected of uniform, punctuality, and bearing.


After classes, we sometimes gathered in the rec rooms and hallways in our accommodation building, listening to advice from the former soldiers or sailors amongst our ranks. We were schooled in the proper way to spit polish boots to mirror shine, among other useful tips to avoid the ire of the instructors.


Sometimes we learned our lessons the hard way. Every week, a member from each of the 10 sub-classes was nominated as the class leader. That person was responsible for making sure all in the class reached their required locations, and most importantly, to parade, at the right time. If one of your number was late to parade, as the leader you were dressed down in front of the parade ground, and required to submit a report explaining the reasons for the screw-up.


I know this because it happened to me on the second week. It may have been about 12 degrees that day, but I stood sweating in front of the Sergeant who was the parade drill instructor.


“Class two-seven-zero. Sub-class Juliet. Posted strength, twenty. On parade, um…Twelve?”, I stammered, trying to sound convincing. I had no chance of that.


“What? Where is the rest of your class?”, he sounded incredulous.


“They are on their way, Sergeant.” I lied. He glared at me with all the anger of a man whose finely synchronised afternoon was falling apart. I realised I had personally insulted him.


Soon after, we were dismissed from parade. Flustered, I raced around trying to figure out exactly how to complete this official document. Like so many other things in policing, I discovered there was a specific way to set out a report. Eventually, one of the senior class members took pity on me and pointed me in the right direction. The lesson stuck; I never got caught out again. Over time, I came to enjoy drill, and once I realised that the yelling was mostly theatrics, it didn’t bother me at all.


Some of the classes were more confronting. I can clearly remember the first dose of reality I received from the police force. I really should have expected it, but it shattered any illusions I may have held about police work, nonetheless. We were seated in a lecture hall and a film was played on a big screen in front of us. It was the crime scene walk through from the Port Arthur Massacre, a tragedy that shook the nation barely a year before.


I watched as the camera operator walked through every detail of the scene. Graphic and raw. Thirty-five bodies lay where they fell; their lives tragically ended by a sadistic and crazed killer. Men, women, and children. It was the first time I had seen anything like it, and it has stayed with me until this day.


This was not the only crime scene video we watched as part of our studies, but for me, it was the most confronting. I can see why our instructors would want to prepare us for the unusual and gruesome scenes we might find ourselves in, but it was a lot to take in.




CHAPTER 4


Welcome to the cops


It was November 1997. The senior class had graduated three months ago, and now it was our turn. One Friday afternoon, I finally marched off the parade ground amongst a sea of fresh-faced recruits. We threw our hats in the air and celebrated the end of study, for a while at least.


The families who had travelled down to watch us swarmed onto the parade ground. My parents and my brother had come down to meet me. There were photos, hugs, and handshakes all around. There was also a feeling of relief. We walked back to our rooms to collect our bags to head home. While I was packing to leave, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, standing in all my gear. Bloody hell! I was finally a policeman.


The following Monday I started my new career in General Duties at Castle Hill Police Station (The Hills LAC). I remember arriving early that first day and sitting in my car down the road, checking my uniform and gear over once more. I was buzzing with excitement, although I had little idea of what was ahead.


After checking my watch for probably the fifth time, I decided to finally take the plunge. I entered through the front doors and tried to appear confident as I strode up to the station counter. I spoke to one of the station Constables, introduced myself, and told him I was starting. I’m sure he was less than impressed.


A booming voice called out from an office off the station area. I turned to see a stern-faced old Sergeant appear in the doorway. The giant ambled towards the counter as the Constable explained who I was.


“Jeez”, he said slowly, as he looked me up and down over the top of his glasses,


“You look like a stiff breeze would blow you over, sonny”.


He then nodded as he gestured toward the doors that would lead me to my new career. I guess my skinny 73 kg frame made little of an impression.


Castle Hill was a quiet patrol back in those days, particularly alongside many of the hotspots in Sydney. The Hills District was sometimes referred to as the Bible belt of Sydney’s northwest suburbs. I believe there was a census one year indicated that many Christians lived in the area. That, and the mega church Hillsong was based nearby.


The massive population and home growth in the area was yet to occur when I started. At the time, much of the present-day residential suburbs of Rouse Hill and Kellyville was farmland. Cow pastures, dairy farms and open fields were the norm, with the occasional house. We shared a radio channel with other Commands including Parramatta, Rosehill, and Holroyd. Those were all busier areas in terms of jobs, particularly on night shifts; although, we did have some significant jobs from time to time.


The Castle Hill area was geographically large in comparison to most of the others in our region. It meant that when big jobs did happen, they could be at relatively isolated locations, a distance from other crews. It meant you had to be self-sufficient and prepared. If you needed backup, depending on where you were, it could take some time to arrive.


There were three of us that were sent to Castle Hill out of Class 270. Jason, Dave, and me. As new Probationary Constables, we were each assigned to a ‘buddy’ for a period of six weeks. Following this, we then moved on to another buddy for another six weeks. Our buddies were Field Training Officers (FTOs); more senior and experienced police who would introduce us to the world of policing and were there to guide us and protect us from ourselves. It was scary how little I knew when I started; probably just enough to be dangerous.


One of my buddies was an older Senior Constable. Bob was a dry character, and he left somewhat of an impression on me. Bob loved betting on horses, and I remember several times sitting in the car waiting for him while he was in the TAB putting a bet on.


I’ll never forget my first shift working with him, I nervously sat in the passenger seat of the car waiting in front of the station. As a junior officer, I had gathered the keys, portable equipment, taskings and everything else we could possibly need for the shift and was now sweating in silence.
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