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To my dearest Agata, the most beautiful person I have ever had the honour of being involved with in my life. You are showing me, teaching me, guiding me into the true meaning of our place on this Earth. You are opening my heart and soul to a new way of approaching relationships, with energy focused on positive change, seeing the good in people and acts of love and kindness. My life has never been happier, calmer and more full of adventure than since we met. I can never wait until tomorrow to see what that day will bring. Thank you for being you.







Solidarity: unity or agreement of feeling or action, especially among individuals with a common interest, mutual support within a group.

Loyalty: a strong feeling of support or allegiance.

Betrayal: the action of betraying one’s country, a group, or a person; treachery.

– OXFORD ENGLISH DICTIONARY
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PROLOGUE

The Special Operations Group (SOG) was formed in 1977, by Chief Commissioner Mick Miller. It was formed as a counter-terrorist response group to combat the growing threat of global terrorism. The group was tasked with a variety of roles – the apprehension of violent and dangerous criminals, response to bomb threats and domestic siege situations – and the assistant commissioner could deploy the SOG to any situation he deemed necessary. The SOG was the final port of call for Victoria Police and would handle any situation out of the depth of the ‘normal’ police officer. Failure was not an option. There was no one else left if they failed. The SOG were the final stop and they never failed.

I was a member from 1994 to 1998. My qualifications during my time there included: marksman, defensive tactics instructor, SOG intake instructor and critical incident management instructor. I was an acting sergeant and team leader during this time.

I successfully completed the induction intake, graduating on 16 December 1994. Only four of us completed the course successfully that year. Mentally and physically, it was the most difficult and demanding undertaking I had ever experienced in my life. I am forever proud of the fact that I was a member of the SOG. Since it was formed in 1977 there have been approximately 270 members. I base this on approximately six police members qualifying each year. It is rarefied air and I am proud I was a member of this elite group.

However, it was not the place of camaraderie I had hoped and wished for. I wrote this book to blow the myth of the Special Operations Group and to tell the story of what really happened within the confines of those walls. Drugs, lies, shootings, sex orgies, fuck-ups on jobs, and the never-ending egos and testosterone of members believing they were better than anyone else. I will tell it as it was, in the hope that it makes an enjoyable and enlightening read.

For certain legal reasons I will state that some of the stories may have been slightly embellished. Or have they? I will say that 95 per cent of what I have written is true, as it occurred. I say that once again for legal purposes, the reasons you will understand as you progress through the book. Maybe it’s all true. I will leave that to the reader to draw their own conclusions.

I still have constant nightmares about aspects of my time with the SOG, even twenty years after I left. The under-the-radar bullying and bastardisation that I sometimes observed and experienced were extreme and still affect me to this day. It was cruel and degrading, although I managed to defend myself, for which I am proud.

I dedicate this book to friends and family, people who have stood by my side with utmost loyalty over the past few years while I’ve struggled with my depression and substance abuse. I became an alcoholic due to many reasons, no doubt in my mind that my experiences in the SOG have contributed. I am in a good head space while I write this book, although it is a daily struggle eluding the black dog. I am winning the battle, thanks to the help from these people.

To all the readers, I hope you enjoy the ride.

[image: A silhouette of a masked man within the outline of an Australian map as viewed through a gun scope.]



CHAPTER 1

THE RUN

I was carefully rolling up a fifty-dollar bill while looking at the line of coke. I was in the locker room at the office. It was a large room with rows of floor-to-ceiling lockers. I say lockers, but they were really just cupboards, as there were no locks on them. They were stark white and filled with our ‘kit’: uniforms, holsters, belts, boots, personalised equipment from first-aid to camping gear. Everything hanging or neatly folded.

The boys were still on a high from the previous night. We had shot and killed an offender during a late-night call-out. Taken a life. Shot nineteen times to be exact. It had been a long night made even longer as we ended at the Homicide Squad having statements taken. Almost twenty-four hours on the one shift. A long night and day. Now it was back in the office the following morning and the guys were still buzzing. As was I. But I was coming down. I wanted another buzz and diligently racked up a nice big line of cocaine to achieve that aim.

We were about to go on a group run. We did physical training every day, usually in the afternoon. Today was different. It wasn’t a normal day due to the fatal shooting the previous night. We decided to skip our operational training that morning and opted for a run instead. That didn’t stop me from wanting another high. I wanted that buzz again, that feeling of invincibility. Fuck it, I’m having a line of coke. I was dressed in my PT gear: black shorts, black t-shirt, black running shoes. We all wore the same. Our SOG uniform was black, whether it be our official uniform or our PT gear. That’s what we wore. After all, we were the ‘Men in Black’.

Just as I was about to indulge in my line of coke, I heard the doors suddenly swing open. I closed my locker as my heart skipped a beat, ironically giving me a quick rush of adrenalin. I was out of sight from the door and I had time to conceal what I was doing. Not everyone knew of my behaviour. I waited to see who had entered the room and, within a second, two faces peered comically around the corner. It was Bugs and Homer. They were aware of my behaviour. They were into it as much as I was. In fact, they had ‘introduced’ me to my first experience with cocaine.

We all had nicknames at the SOG. It was tradition. It was how things operated. First names were taboo. Homer’s nickname was due to the fact that he was completely bald. He was lean and fit. He was a good runner but lacked in the strength department. I didn’t have much time for him. He was a brown nose, always kissing the bosses’ arses and trying to make a name for himself. And he was a back stabber. He would be nice as pie to your face and then bitch about you once your back was turned. I’m not sure anyone at the office liked him much. He was blissfully unaware of this fact. He thought he was everyone’s friend.

Overweight and with pale skin, Bugs was named after Bugs Bunny because of his prominent front teeth. I’m not sure how he ever managed to make it to the SOG because he wasn’t very fit. He struggled with the PT and I didn’t think he was a very proficient operator either. He had let himself go somewhat, physically, since he had graduated. I wasn’t a huge fan of him because he constantly made disparaging remarks to people in the office. He looked down on those in blue uniforms. A lot of members of the SOG did the same, refusing to even acknowledge members in blue – it was an attitude which I despised. After all, we had all worn the blue uniform once. These guys had forgotten their origins.

It was Bugs whom I was not especially fond of. He coined the nickname ‘Coolio’ for me, after American rapper Artis Leon Ivey Jr, aka Coolio. It was a typical gangster stereotype reference and also referenced my drug use. I was pissed off when he called me this nickname, especially as he was doing the same thing. The nickname was totally inappropriate in that environment, considering we were trying to keep as low a profile as possible. It was hypocritical of Bugs in so many ways and I told him so. There were several moments when we almost came to blows as a result. But the nickname never took hold within the office and I always remained just Glaz. Eventually he stopped calling me Coolio and the name died a natural death.

Bugs and Homer also hit the nightclubs often. When they did, they usually stocked up on ecstasy pills for the night and let loose. I was never really into the ecstasy. I had tried the pills in the past but they made me ill. Invariably they made me vomit. I enjoyed the feeling they gave me, it was awesome. But without fail – within the hour – I would suddenly feel nauseous and the vomit would follow straight away. It didn’t matter if I was on the dance floor, in the car or just walking the streets between clubs. The vomit came without any warning or time to make it to the toilets. It did create some embarrassing moments where I needed to rapidly ‘exit left’ from a venue. So, I just stopped taking ecstasy. That’s when Bugs and Homer introduced me to cocaine. I wasn’t a big night-clubber. Normally I would just prefer to get high at home and then go to a brothel. The sex on cocaine was insane. I could never go to a brothel without being high – it was a prerequisite.

Bugs and Homer both stuck their heads around the corner with huge grins on their faces. They knew what I was doing and I knew what was coming. They wanted some of the action. It pissed me off because they always wanted in on the action for free. It was rare they ever had their own drugs, especially at the office. And when they did, they rarely returned the favour. I didn’t have a choice, though. They talked. If I didn’t keep them satisfied then I wasn’t sure if they would keep the secret of my substance abuse. Even though they both indulged, I wasn’t going to put it past them to rat on me.

Almost in unison they both said, ‘What are you doing, Glaz?’

‘Fuck me,’ I answered. ‘I should have expected you two to show up. What do you think I’m doing?’

‘Got some for us?’ Homer grinned.

I fucking knew it. They were here for only one thing. I didn’t verbally answer. I gave a begrudging nod and waved them over to my locker. They both bounded over to me like little kids in a candy shop. I retrieved my little deal bag and racked up another two lines of coke. I knew it was a risk keeping coke at the office. I didn’t do it often, only on occasion. At the same time, I knew the chance of getting caught was also slim unless I was careless. I had a little secret hiding place in my locker that made it extremely difficult to find.

We all snorted our lines and then I smiled at them for the first time, as the buzz hit me almost instantaneously. I was back on a high. We all took a few big sniffs of fresh air to make sure all the coke found its way up our nostrils and then fist-pumped and high-fived each other.

‘Okay boys, let’s go for this run,’ I stated matter-of-factly as I hid the remainder of my stash.

We walked casually out of the locker room and into the muster room, where the other members were gathering for our group run. The team leader for the week was Sierra. I had huge respect for Sierra. He was the best operator at the SOG in my time there. The man was literally a genius. He knew exactly what to do in any situation. He was a great leader of men and everyone at the office respected him. Not only did I respect him, I liked him also. He wasn’t one of those sergeants who demanded respect. He just held the respect naturally. He had been one of the instructors on my intake and scared the crap out of me during the course. He had a certain aura about him. Maybe it was the fact he had been involved in a couple of fatal shootings. Maybe it was because he had a cold and steely stare. I’m not sure, but I was in awe.

I read a quote once which stated, ‘A good leader is someone you want to follow, not someone you feel you have to follow.’ Sierra was such a leader. The ORs (Other Ranks) wanted to follow him – unlike the majority of team leaders at the SOG who made you feel you had to follow them. As it turned out, Sierra was also a genuinely nice guy. He was intense when it came to jobs, 100 per cent focused on the task. Once we had completed our mission, though, he reverted back to a caring, thoughtful and friendly person.

The guys were all still chatting about the shooting the night before. Other members on duty who had not been involved in the incident listened on with jealousy. They envied us. It sounds perverse but most members took it as a badge of honour to have shot and killed a person. Any member of the SOG who had been involved in firing a fatal shot was revered. Their worth and esteem among other members became profound. It sounds morose but almost everyone at the SOG wanted to know what it was like to shoot and kill another human being. Some of the members joined for that very reason alone, the chance to be able to take another human life.

There had been plenty of morbid jokes made after the shooting. I was different to the other guys. As much as I knew how I would react in the situation, I did not feel the need to make jokes about it. I found it disrespectful and actually quite disgusting.

Sierra had decided where we were going for our run and the group of about ten of us wandered out of the building, still chatting and bragging. From the Victoria Police Centre, we would jog up Spencer Street, through West Melbourne and North Melbourne, head towards Kensington then return back via North Melbourne, past Festival Hall and up towards Victoria Street, before skirting along the eastern side of the city to Flinders Street and back to the office. It was a decent run but the boys were mostly fit and it was what we did. We had to remain fit and strong. It was a prerequisite. After all, fully kitted we each carried upwards of 30 kilograms of equipment on a job, sometimes for numerous hours in succession.

Everyone was in a good mood as we set off. The coke had kicked in strongly and I felt I could run a marathon. I glanced towards Bugs and Homer and they were chatting nonstop to each other. They were quite animated with hand gestures and their eyes were open wider than usual. The coke had obviously done the job for them too. They caught my glance and Homer gave me a thumbs-up and a grin. Bugs just gave me a wink and a slight head nod. It wouldn’t have surprised me if they had been fucking each other.

The run began routinely enough. Jogging through the streets of Melbourne, a team of ten elite Special Operations Group members at the top of their game. It was a great feeling being in a group such as this, knowing that we were almost invincible as a collective. We ogled the good-looking women on the streets as we jogged and they ogled us. And why not? How often would they see ten fit, strong, muscular and mostly good-looking men in black, jogging together through the streets of Melbourne? It’s not being big-headed. It was just a fact. We knew we looked good. We worked hard on our fitness and physiques and we were proud of it.

It was a perfect day. The sun was shining and it was warm but not too warm. The sky was clear, not a cloud to be seen. There wasn’t much pollution around that day, the air smelled fresh and crisp. We were all in a great mood. There was the usual joviality between the guys as we were running along. The little smart-arse jokes that seemed to flow continuously. Remarks such as, ‘Fuck, are you still keeping up Macca?’ or, ‘I see you’re bringing up the rear again Glaz.’

I was fit, the fittest I had been in many years. But I wasn’t as fit as a lot of the guys. I was a smoker, for fuck’s sake. I used to duck out of the office and have a cigarette in the stairwell with the boys in blue. I’m sure the guys at the SOG knew but they never said anything. I also smoked bongs most nights of the week with my mates. Not to mention the coke and the speed. So, I was doing okay for myself in the fitness department. Taking into account all my vices, I was doing fucking awesome. I may not have been capable of breaking any Olympic or World records but I held my own and never gave up. I wasn’t a quitter. I played hard but I also worked hard.

We had made it from the office to Abbotsford Street in North Melbourne and were running on the right-hand side of the road – on the footpath against the oncoming traffic. We had come to the intersection with Arden Street and were about to turn left to cross the road and head west along Arden Street. As we all jogged across the intersection, none of us noticed that we were running against a red light. Traffic was still travelling north along Arden Street. I guess we didn’t really take any notice of the traffic as there were no vehicles travelling south towards us as we began to cross. As we crossed onto the north-bound lane of Arden Street, a car heading towards us braked heavily and came to a skidding stop within a couple of metres of all of us. None of us batted an eyelid and we continued to jog across the intersection. Nothing much fazed us. Oh well, the car had to brake to avoid mowing us all down. No big deal. Move on and keep going. But the driver of the car had other ideas. He wasn’t happy.

He sounded his horn with a long, angry burst. At the same time, he screamed obscenities at us through his open window. I can’t recall exactly what he said but I’m sure your imagination can fill in the blanks. Almost simultaneously our entire group turned towards the vehicle and all ten of us yelled obscenities back at the driver. ‘Fuck off cunt.’ ‘Get fucked.’ ‘Wanker.’ ‘Go fuck yourself.’ It was actually quite humorous. I couldn’t help having a chuckle to myself. It was like a pack of wolves all howling at the exact same time.

The driver of the vehicle had no idea who we were or what had happened the previous night. He was unaware that we were all on a high, some of us more than others. He was oblivious that we were ready to explode if given the opportunity to do so. He would have been better off screaming his obscenities then driving away. But he didn’t.

We finished our rebuke as we completed crossing the intersection. We thought that was the end of it and kept jogging unmindful of the fact that the vehicle had turned left into Arden Street. I can’t recall what sort of car it was but let’s call it a Subaru WRX which had been lowered with flashing neon lights on the undercarriage and big furry dice hanging from the rear-view mirror. Why? Because this guy was an absolute wanker.

The car screeched ten metres past us and came to an abrupt halt by the kerb. As we jogged up alongside the vehicle, the driver exited and slammed his door shut. He was a massive unit. He had muscles bulging from his muscles and veins that appeared ready to explode. He was overly huge, a gym junkie. It didn’t take a genius to know he was on steroids. He wasn’t tall, maybe five-feet-ten at best, late twenties or early thirties, ethnic appearance with short dark hair. And he was angry. Steroid freak angry, no doubt.

By this stage the boys knew that the shit was about to hit the fan. Never shying away from a challenge, we all stopped jogging and waited to see what was about to transpire. My adrenalin kicked in and I suddenly felt that tingling sensation and my heartbeat increasing. All my senses swiftly became more alert because of the adrenalin rush. Or maybe it was the coke, I don’t know. Whatever it was, I was feeling ready to spring into action. I knew something was about to go down.

It was at that moment I noticed a passenger in the front of the vehicle. I didn’t pay much attention to him as he was still in the car and seemed a bit of a runt. He had his window down and I still remember him saying to us, ‘Don’t get him angry. You’ll be sorry if you get him angry.’ It wasn’t a threat. The passenger seemed genuinely frightened for us. He had a nervous quaver in his voice and he was warning us to leave this situation alone. That was never going to happen. The driver strutted around the front of his car and began yelling at us.

‘What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Who the fuck do you think you are? Do you know who I am? I’m going to kick your arses!’

The passenger was shaking his head in despair and saying, ‘You’ve done it now. He’s about to go off.’

There was a member in our group whose nickname was Josey. He was Canadian and had previously been a member of the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. He was a ripper bloke. Many guys at the SOG didn’t like him that much, but I did. Those who didn’t like him didn’t take the time to get to know him. Josey had a wicked sense of humour and was funny as fuck. He had a thick Canadian accent and could do a perfect impersonation of Chief Wiggum from The Simpsons. He cracked me up every time. He also lived near me, so we often caught the train together to and from work. That gave me plenty of time to get to know him. We got along well, and I trusted him.

We called him Josey from the Clint Eastwood spaghetti-western character Josey Wales. Why? Because he used to constantly munch on chewing tobacco. It was a disgusting habit and no one really appreciated it, especially when he would spit into his always-ready Coke can. But who was I to judge? I smoked cigarettes and took drugs. Chewing tobacco was rather tame in comparison. It was just who Josey was and he wouldn’t have been the same person if he didn’t chew tobacco. Everyone at the office had their own idiosyncrasies and that was his. It made his character. If you squinted, he even looked a little like Clint Eastwood, albeit a smaller version.

I locked eyes with Josey and we gave each other the slightest of nods. That was all that was required to know we had each other’s backs if the situation began to get ugly. And it turned ugly very quickly. The Wanker made his move. And he made his move on the wrong person. He was out of his depth with any of us but he chose the person that he least should have chosen – Josey.

Josey was an expert wrestler. He trained almost every night of the week and had won national titles in his division. He also trained the rest of the guys in the office. We were not in his league as we only trained on average once a week in the art of wrestling. We knew the basics. Josey knew every move. I was twice his size and strength but there was no way I could defeat him wrestling. There were times during training when we were wrestling together and, within seconds, he had me in some sort of choke hold or arm bar or some other fucking hold I had never seen or felt before. It always resulted in me having to tap out. How the fuck did he get me in that hold? I never had a clue. If I hadn’t tapped out during our training, he could have either choked me unconscious or broken my arm. Not that he would have, but he could have.

The Wanker approached Josey, still ranting like a lunatic with fire in his eyes. His mistake was encroaching Josey’s personal space. Wanker was about to chest-bump Josey and that’s when Josey sprang into action. Before I was able to blink, Josey had Wanker in a head lock. I barely saw him move, it was that quick. One second Wanker was about to chest Josey, the next Josey had executed a lightning quick move and had him in a head and choke hold from behind. That’s when I jumped in.

In our training we were taught never to make physical contact with an offender. It was to be avoided at all cost. That’s where things can go very awry. Our equipment is then in the reach of the offender, including our firearms. However, in the times when it did happen, we had to know what to do. It was all about teamwork at the SOG. Without teamwork the office could never function. If a member became embroiled in a physical altercation with an offender, then another member would jump in to assist. One member would go high, the head – the other member would go low and take out the offender’s legs.

Taking out the legs was imperative as this removed the offender’s strength, stability, balance and mobility. And it also forced the offender to the ground. Once on the ground he was fucked and that was where our wrestling techniques came to the fore. Before he knew it, the offender would be hog-tied with plastic straps and a few discreet physical blows delivered to his torso, leaving him writhing in pain and wondering what the hell had just occurred.

Josey had this bloke in a choke hold from behind so I jumped in and latched onto the prick’s legs. I wrapped both my arms around them and together we physically lifted him off the ground and dumped him unceremoniously onto the pavement. He was a big unit and he made a loud thud with an audible grunt as the air was knocked out of his lungs.

Suddenly Josey was standing over the top of him. He had one of Wanker’s arms in a hold and his knee was pushing down with force against Wanker’s throat. The guy was choking. He was making small choking noises and was obviously having difficulty drawing in any breath. He was trying to say something but it was fairly inaudible due to the force Josey was applying to his neck. All the while the passenger in the car had not moved and remained in the car by the kerb. That was a wise move. Wanker gasped again, labouring immensely with his breathing and still trying to speak.

That’s when Josey spoke to him and it was hilarious. It was a case of ‘you had to be there to appreciate the comedic timing’, but this is what happened. It was made all the more amusing because of Josey’s heavy Canadian accent, which I still can’t distinguish from American – apologies to any American or Canadian readers.

As Wanker was trying to breathe and speak, unable to move, Josey yelled several times in his thick accent, ‘What’s your fucking problem?’

After a few seconds of pause, Wanker managed to croak that he couldn’t breathe.

The next comment out of Josey’s mouth was pure gold.

‘Well then – I think you have a serious problem!’

It took all my might not to burst out into laughter. The rest of the guys were just looking on in amusement. There was no need for anyone else to jump in as they could see we had the matter under control. After a few more derogatory comments towards this bloke, Sierra interjected and instructed us to let him up. Josey and I let go and we backed away, although still ready to re-enter the fray if he got up swinging. He didn’t. He lay prone on the pavement for maybe ten seconds trying to get his breathing back to normal. Then he sat up and just looked at us with a defeated expression on his face, although we could see he was still angry. Probably more degraded, demoralised, humiliated, whatever spin you would like to place on his situation. Eventually he got to his feet and began walking back to his car, muttering to himself all the while. Sierra told us to keep moving, so after giving this guy further lip service, we turned away.

As we began jogging again, he yelled after us, ‘I’m calling the police!’

In one movement, we all turned our heads in his direction while continuing to jog away, and in unison we all yelled back at him.

‘We are the fucking police!’

That was the last we saw or heard from him. He never made a complaint. If he had, it wouldn’t have been difficult to fit the pieces together and figure out who we were. Ten fit, muscular blokes jogging together all wearing black PT gear and saying they were the police. Oh, that would be the SOG boys!

That was us. We looked after each other. Even if we didn’t all like each other. Outside of office hours there was every chance we could get into fist fights with another member. It had occurred in the past. But while on duty we were one unit and we backed each other up, regardless of personal feelings. Always.
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