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I wrote this book because I got tired of people asking me if being a cop was “exciting.”
Yes.
 Sometimes.
But mostly it was exhausting, confusing, hilarious, heartbreaking—and nothing like television.
I wanted people to understand what policing actually looked like for a woman working the streets in the 1990s. Not the scripted version. Not the highlight reel. And definitely not the one where everyone follows policy perfectly and wraps things up in forty-five minutes.
This is the real version.
The version where you’re constantly proving yourself in a job that wasn’t built with women in mind. Where you learn quickly how to take a joke, dish one back, and still do the work. Where you answer ridiculous calls at two in the morning, deal with people you couldn’t make up if you tried, and collect more mixed tea than a small-town diner.
I wanted to share the funny stories—because if you can’t laugh in this job, you won’t survive it.
But I also wanted to tell the parts that don’t get shared enough. The calls that linger. The weight that builds quietly over years. The way the job follows you home, even when the uniform comes off.
This book is a memoir. It reflects my experiences, perceptions, and memories from my career in law enforcement and the life that followed. Names, identifying details, and certain circumstances have been changed or omitted to protect the privacy of individuals and families. Any resemblance to actual persons or events is coincidental and unintentional.
The stories here are not meant to indict, glorify, or generalize an entire profession. Law enforcement is made up of individuals—good, flawed, courageous, human. What you’ll read represents one officer’s truth.
And yes—I finally tell the truth about the gift I never asked for.
The moments when the paranormal intersected with the badge. The things I sensed, felt, and experienced while doing a job that already asked more than enough. I don’t explain these experiences. I don’t try to convince anyone. I simply tell them the same way I tell everything else in this book—straight.
This isn’t a full autobiography. It’s a collection of moments that mattered. The ones that changed me. The ones that stayed. The ones that refused to let go long after the shift ended.
Most of all, this book belongs to my family.
To my children—Courtney, Barry, and Teghan—thank you for loving me through missed dinners, late nights, exhaustion, and the emotional weight I didn’t always know how to set down when I walked through the door. Like many cops, I put the community first more times than I should have. Thank you for forgiving me, supporting me, and standing by me anyway.
This book is for anyone who has worn the badge, loved someone who did, or wondered what really happens after the sirens shut off.
And if you find yourself laughing one minute and uncomfortable the next—
good.
That means I did it right.
— Melanie Broughton

[bookmark: uZjUPsFDlpiugW3K]Prologue

I never grew up saying, “I want to be a cop.”
Honestly, I never thought I was good enough to be one.
I thought cops were perfect. Didn’t screw up. Didn’t get scared. Didn’t sit in their patrol car after a call wondering if they handled it right—or replay scenes in their head at three in the morning. Turns out, that was bullshit.
Cops are just people who show up to work knowing they might see the worst of humanity before their next coffee break.
I didn’t come into this job chasing adrenaline or power. I didn’t want to bark license and registration or feel important. I became a cop because of a funeral—standing in a room full of uniforms, grief thick in the air, watching a mother receive a folded flag she never asked for.
That’s where this story really starts.
I wanted to matter.
I wanted to protect people who couldn’t protect themselves.
I wanted to wear the badge the right way.
And for a long time, I did.
This isn’t my life story from birth to retirement. It’s the calls that stuck. The people you don’t forget. The moments you laugh about so you don’t completely lose your mind.
Some of it is funny—like burglaries involving sex toys, snakes in basements, and people convinced their neighbors are watching them through the TV. If you can’t laugh at those calls, you won’t survive this job.
Some of it is dark.
Some of it changed me permanently.
Policing in the 1990s—especially as a woman—was a whole different animal. There weren’t many of us, and there weren’t many rules written for us either. You learned quickly how to take a joke, dish it back, and keep moving. You learned who to trust, who to avoid, and when staying quiet was safer than being right.
The job doesn’t just test your skills.
It tests your nervous system.
It takes your sleep.
Your patience.
Your ability to feel safe in a grocery store.
And somewhere along the way, I learned something else about myself—something I didn’t ask for and didn’t want.
Most cops will tell you they have a sixth sense. That little radar that tells you a call is about to go sideways.
Mine apparently arrived upgraded.
I’ve always been sensitive.
Not emotional—sensitive.
I sense things that aren’t there.
Feel rooms before I understand them.
Pick up on emotions people never say out loud.
Sometimes that helped me on the street.
Sometimes it scared the hell out of me.
There are ghost stories in this book. Real ones. Not the kind meant to entertain, but the kind that happened whether I wanted them to or not. I don’t explain them. I don’t dramatize them. I just tell them the same way I tell everything else—straight.
The paranormal never defined my career, but it was part of it. Quiet. Persistent. Uninvited. I learned how to live alongside it without letting it take over the story.
That part of my life will be explored more deeply in another book:
Badges, Boots, and Mixed Tea: A Police Officer’s True Encounters with the Unseen.
This book, though, is about the job.
The chaos.
The courage.
The politics, the gossip, and all the tea that was never sweet.
It’s about what followed me home.
What never left.
And what it costs to wear the badge long enough for it to change you.
This is Badges, Boots, and Mixed Tea.
And every story in it happened—
whether you believe it or not.

[bookmark: RstPzzmG0kTIDM6a]The Call Before The Call

The city shut down for her funeral.
I didn’t know that could happen — not really — until I watched it unfold in front of me.
Squad cars lined the streets as far as I could see, parked nose to tail, lights silent but unmistakable. Officers stood shoulder to shoulder in dress uniforms, dark fabric pressed sharp, badges catching the light. No one rushed. No one spoke loudly. Everything moved with restrained precision, like the entire city had agreed to slow its breathing.
I remember thinking how strange it was that grief could look so organized.
Flags were positioned just right. The honor guard moved in sync. Boots struck the pavement in measured cadence, each step deliberate, each sound landing heavier than the last. This wasn’t the kind of goodbye I was used to — there were no whispered conversations, no wandering mourners unsure where to stand.
This was collective.
 Disciplined.
 Heavy.
I had never been to a police funeral before. I didn’t yet understand how different it was from any other kind of loss. This wasn’t just about one woman being gone. It was about what she represented to everyone standing there in uniform — and even to those of us who weren’t.
Julie’s casket was carried with absolute precision. The officers didn’t rush. They didn’t hesitate. They didn’t falter. They moved the way they’d been trained to move — even though this time it was one of their own.
Watching them, I felt something settle deep in my chest.
Not just sadness.
Weight.
The kind that presses down slowly, letting you know it’s not leaving anytime soon.
The shots came without warning.
I knew they were coming — everyone did — but knowing didn’t soften the impact.
The first crack split the air and went straight through me. My body reacted before my mind could catch up. I jumped, hard, like I’d been struck from behind.
Then another.
And another.
Each shot echoed off buildings and into my chest, vibrating somewhere between my ribs and my throat. My heart raced, stalled, then raced again like it couldn’t decide what it was supposed to do.
I told myself to stand still.
 To breathe.
 To be respectful.
My feet didn’t move, but everything inside me did.
I was suddenly aware of how loud the world felt and how quiet everyone around me was. No one flinched. No one reacted outwardly. The officers stood rigid, faces forward, hands steady, like their bodies had learned a discipline mine hadn’t.
I wondered how long it took to learn that.
When the shots stopped, the silence felt heavier than the sound had. It pressed in from all sides, thick and unforgiving.
Then Taps began.
Slow. Hollow. Precise.
Each note hung in the air longer than the last, sinking in before the next one followed. It wasn’t music so much as a reckoning — a sound that demanded attention and refused to be ignored.
I watched officers lower their heads. Some stared straight ahead, eyes fixed on nothing. Others closed their eyes like they were bracing for something they’d already been through too many times. No one wiped their face. No one broke formation.
Their control unsettled me.
Not because it felt cold — but because it felt earned.
After Taps faded, no one moved right away. The silence lingered, heavy and deliberate, like it was part of the ceremony too. Then the honor guard stepped forward.
I watched their hands.
That’s what I remember most.
Not faces.
 Not expressions.
Hands.
They moved with absolute precision — practiced, exact, almost reverent. The flag was lifted and folded with care, each motion clean and deliberate. No hesitation. No wasted movement. Every fold sharp. Every edge aligned.
The flag grew smaller with each fold.
When they finished, it was perfect.
The officer carrying it knelt in front of Julie’s mother. His posture was steady, his voice controlled as he spoke words I can no longer remember — only the cadence of them, formal and respectful.
Julie’s mother reached for the flag.
Her hands shook.
Just slightly.
Enough to notice. Enough to undo me.
She nodded as she accepted it, clutching the folded triangle to her chest like it was the only thing keeping her upright. In that moment, discipline collided with something raw and human, and the room shifted.
That was when something inside me cracked open.
This wasn’t just ceremony.
This was responsibility.
This was the cost of choosing to step into other people’s chaos — and what was left behind when you were gone.
Julie had lived this life.
She had earned that flag.
Before her death, when I visited Julie, I went on ride-alongs with her.
She didn’t make a big deal out of it. No speeches. No warnings beyond the basics. She’d nod toward the patrol car like it was the most natural thing in the world and tell me to stay close.
Sometimes she let me get out of the car with her.
I’d step onto the pavement and instinctively try to look like I belonged there — feet planted a little too wide, arms crossed like I meant business. I stood beside her as she handled calls, doing my best impression of a partner instead of a sister-in-law tagging along for the night.
Julie always noticed.
She’d glance at me with that look — half amusement, half disbelief — like, what exactly do you think you’re doing? Then she’d shake her head and laugh before turning back to the call.
Those nights weren’t dramatic.
No high-speed chases.
 No sirens screaming through neighborhoods.
Just real police work.
Quiet streets. Radio chatter. The hum of the engine idling while paperwork got finished. People answering their doors in various states of irritation, relief, gratitude, or confusion.
I watched how differently people reacted to her uniform. Some relaxed the moment they saw her. Others stiffened. Some talked too much. Some shut down completely.
Julie handled all of it the same way.
She didn’t rush.
 She didn’t posture.
 She listened more than she spoke.
When emotions ran high, she didn’t match them — she anchored them. She stood steady without being threatening, spoke calmly without giving ground. Between calls, she didn’t glamorize the job. She talked about long shifts, paperwork, and calls that stayed with you longer than they should.
She warned me the academy would break me down before it built me back up.
She said it plainly. Without drama.
Standing at her funeral, and later beside her under streetlights during those quiet ride-alongs, I understood something without being able to name it yet.
This wasn’t just about losing her.
It was about what she had chosen to do with her life.
Julie had shown up — again and again — when other people needed someone steady in front of them. She had accepted the cost of that choice.
I didn’t make any decisions then.
I didn’t tell anyone I wanted to follow in her footsteps. I didn’t say it out loud or even let myself think it all the way through.
But something shifted anyway.
I began to see policing not as an impossible standard I could never meet, but as a discipline you grew into. Something learned slowly, through repetition, humility, and mistakes.
The calm I admired wasn’t something you were born with.
It was something you earned.
I didn’t act on that realization.
I didn’t announce it.
I simply carried it forward — tucked away beneath grief and respect and unanswered questions.
That day was the first call.
The one that came before all the others.
☕ The Tea
Sometimes the call that changes your life doesn’t come through a radio.
Sometimes it comes in silence.
And once you hear it — even faintly — it never really stops ringing.

[bookmark: OdhHdH8l98Kshd7E]Before the Badge

People assume that anyone who becomes a police officer grew up wanting to be one.
That we were the rule-following kids.
 The authority-respecting ones.
 The ones who dreamed of badges, sirens, and telling people to put their hands where we could see them.
That was not me.
I spent most of my teenage years believing cops were finished products.
They didn’t screw up.
 They didn’t make impulsive decisions.
 They didn’t act on emotion, heartbreak, or bad judgment.
They had it together.
And because of that, I was convinced I could never be one.
I didn’t hate the police. I respected them. I just believed there was an invisible line separating people like them from people like me.
They were disciplined.
 I was impulsive.
They were composed.
 I felt everything loudly.
They followed rules.
 I treated rules like suggestions.
At seventeen, my biggest concern wasn’t a career.
It was getting into a bar.
The drinking age back then was nineteen, and I was two years short but wildly overconfident in my ability to beat the system. So I altered my driver’s license and admired my work like I was some kind of criminal mastermind.
I thought I did a damn good job.
The bouncers disagreed.
They took one look at my “license,” sighed — the kind of sigh that says you are not even close to the dumbest person I’ve seen tonight — and confiscated it.
Busted.
Then they called the police.
Ironically, the cops weren’t what scared me.
Calling my mother was.
She didn’t even show up in person. Instead, she called the officers, perfected the art of sounding furious and disappointed at the same time, and somehow talked them into writing me a ticket instead of arresting me.
Crisis avoided.
Briefly.
Not long after that, I got pulled over for speeding. The officer wrote me a ticket, and I was already irritated and embarrassed — a dangerous emotional cocktail for a seventeen-year-old.
So when he walked back to his patrol car, I did what any mature, reflective teenager would do.
I peeled out.
About a block later, the same officer pulled me over again.
Laughing.
He wrote me a second ticket and suggested I might want to rethink my decision-making skills.
Roughly two hundred dollars later, I pulled away slowly, quietly, and significantly less confident.
The pattern was clear.
My early interactions with law enforcement all happened from the wrong side of the conversation. I wasn’t violent. I wasn’t dangerous.
I was emotional. Impulsive. Convinced that whatever I was feeling at the moment deserved center stage.
Authority didn’t scare me.
Disappointment did.
Every time officers showed up, I watched how they stood. How they spoke. How situations shifted when they arrived. I mistook their restraint for distance.
I didn’t understand yet that what I was seeing wasn’t indifference.
It was control.
I believed police officers arrived finished — confident, calm, certain.
I didn’t see myself in that picture.
So I kept the badge at arm’s length.
I respected it.
 I observed it.
But I never imagined stepping into it myself.
Not yet.
Nothing changed all at once.
There wasn’t a plan forming or a decision being made. What shifted was quieter than that. I started noticing details. Paying attention longer. Thinking about things I used to dismiss.
I noticed myself too.
How much those details stayed with me. How often my thoughts drifted back to scenes and conversations I couldn’t quite explain. I didn’t talk about it. I barely admitted it to myself.
It felt premature.
I was still figuring myself out — learning how to slow my reactions, how to sit with discomfort instead of running from it. The idea of being responsible for other people’s chaos felt overwhelming.
But the distance between me and the badge didn’t feel quite as wide anymore.
It hadn’t disappeared.
It had narrowed.
The idea of policing no longer felt impossible.
It felt unfinished.
☕ The Tea
Before the badge, before the academy, before the first real call —
 there’s a moment where something shifts quietly inside you.
You don’t announce it.
 You don’t act on it.
You just stop ruling it out.
And sometimes, that’s how change actually begins.

[bookmark: ZR8jUffsO35Isnh2]Volunteers On Patrol

After Julie’s funeral, nothing about my life changed on the surface.
I didn’t quit my job.
 I didn’t make any announcements.
 I didn’t suddenly decide what I wanted to be when I grew up.
From the outside, everything looked the same.
But internally, I felt unsettled.
Not the loud kind of unsettled — the kind that demands immediate action — but the quiet, persistent kind that sits with you and refuses to be ignored. I went back to my routines, but they felt thinner somehow, like I was moving through them without fully landing anywhere.
Julie’s absence was loud in ways I hadn’t expected.
Not just in grief, but in awareness.
I found myself noticing police cars more. Not the dramatic moments — just the ordinary ones. A patrol unit parked along a curb. An officer talking to someone on a sidewalk. Radio chatter drifting from an open window.
Things I’d seen a hundred times before suddenly held my attention.
I still didn’t feel worthy of the badge Julie had worn.
I didn’t feel disciplined enough.
 Clean enough.
 Put together enough.
So I stayed where I was.
But I listened.
Volunteers on Patrol felt like a safe place to do that.
It wasn’t the academy.
 It wasn’t a badge.
 It wasn’t even a gun.
It was observation. Support. Community presence. A way to be close to the job without pretending I was ready for it.
When I joined, I quickly realized I was not the target demographic.
Most of the group was made up of retirees and senior citizens — committed, well-meaning, and serious about the role. They showed up early, wore their volunteer uniforms proudly, and took the work seriously in a way that was both endearing and impressive.
And then there was me.
The youngest by far.
 Too energetic.
 Probably trying a little too hard.
We weren’t chasing suspects or making arrests. We directed traffic at community events. We watched neighborhoods. We reported suspicious activity. We were the eyes and ears of the department — emphasis on ears.
And somehow, despite being volunteers, we managed to irritate a decent portion of the patrol division.
We even had a patrol car.
Not a real one — not really.
It had a giant magnetic sticker slapped on the side that read Volunteers on Patrol, like we were undercover while doing absolutely nothing undercover. The sticker alone felt like a warning label: Please do not mistake us for actual police officers.
Still, climbing into that vehicle did something to me.
The seat.
 The dashboard.
 The unfamiliar quiet between calls.
At first, we didn’t have radios.
If we saw something that needed to be reported, we used our phones. We called things in the same way civilians did — because that’s still what we were.
It felt awkward. Less official. Like standing halfway inside a world that hadn’t quite decided whether it wanted you yet. Sometimes it took longer than it should have. Sometimes it felt clunky.
But it worked.
And it taught me something early on: policing wasn’t about how important you sounded — it was about getting the right information to the right people.
Eventually, we got our first radio.
It wasn’t fancy. It wasn’t new. But it worked, and that was enough.
The first time I held it, I felt the difference immediately.
This wasn’t a phone call anymore.
This was connection.
I listened long before I spoke. I learned the rhythm — how dispatchers talked, how officers responded, how information moved when everyone understood the language.
When I finally keyed the mic and heard my own voice come back through the speaker, it caught me off guard.
Not because it sounded powerful — but because it sounded calm.
Clear.
I learned quickly that the radio wasn’t about talking.
It was about timing.
Knowing when to speak.
 Knowing when to listen.
 Knowing when silence was the most useful response.
Driving around in that volunteer car, radio resting between us, I didn’t feel like I was pretending anymore.
I felt like I was learning.
It was during one of those volunteer shifts that I met the officer in charge of our group.
He wasn’t loud or flashy. No speeches. No chest-puffing authority. He carried himself with a quiet confidence that didn’t need attention to validate it.
The kind of cop who didn’t just do the job — he believed in it.
He was human.
He treated people with dignity and respect, whether they were calling for help, causing problems, or just passing through his world for a moment. He listened — genuinely — even when he couldn’t give people what they wanted.
He cared about the community in a way that wasn’t rehearsed or performative. He cared about our volunteer group. He cared about his fellow officers. He cared about the job — not as a title, but as a responsibility.
Without ever labeling it, he was the definition of community policing.
I learned a lot from watching him.
Not through lectures or correction, but through example. The way he spoke to people. The way he paid attention to details that mattered and ignored the ones that didn’t.
I noticed that he watched me too.
Not constantly. Not obviously.
Just enough to make me aware of it.
I showed up early. I asked questions. I listened more than I talked. When something needed to be done, I did it without waiting to be asked. I wasn’t trying to impress anyone — I just didn’t want to waste the opportunity.
One day, after a shift ended and most of the volunteers had already drifted off, he stopped me.
No buildup.
 No ceremony.
“Have you ever thought about applying to be a reserve officer?”
A reserve officer.
A sworn position.
 Part-time.
 Volunteer — but real.
For a moment, I was sure he was talking to someone else.
Me?
The forged-license, double-ticketed, emotionally expressive former problem child?
I laughed — not because it was funny, but because it felt impossible.
“I don’t think I’m the type,” I said.
He looked at me for a moment, then replied calmly, “Most people who are ‘the type’ never ask themselves that question.”
That was it.
No pressure.
 No pitch.
Just an idea placed gently in my hands.
I didn’t apply right away.
I told myself I needed time to think about it — which was partially true. Mostly, I needed time to talk myself out of it.
Reserve officer meant training. Accountability. Evaluation. It meant being judged, not just observed.
It meant failing publicly if I wasn’t good enough.
I replayed every reason I shouldn’t do it.
I wasn’t disciplined enough.
 I wasn’t calm enough.
 I wasn’t polished enough.
But I couldn’t stop thinking about the way he’d said it — like an assessment, not encouragement.
I thought about Julie.
About her uniform.
 About the way she stood on calls.
 About how she never pretended the job was easy or noble — just necessary.
I didn’t feel worthy of the badge she had worn.
But I was starting to understand something else.
Readiness doesn’t come before the step.
It comes after it.
So I filled out the application.
Not confidently.
 Not ceremoniously.
I stared at it longer than I care to admit, rereading questions like they might change if I waited long enough. When I finally signed my name, my hand hesitated — just for a second — before committing the ink to paper.
I didn’t feel brave.
I felt exposed.
But I turned it in anyway.
Driving home afterward, nothing felt different.
The road was the same.
 The traffic lights changed like they always did.
And yet, something had shifted.
For the first time, I hadn’t just been standing close to the job.
I had stepped toward it.
I thought the application would be the hard part.
It wasn’t.
The oral board was.
Walking into that room felt like stepping into judgment without a script. Three officers sat across from me — uniforms crisp, faces neutral, pens resting on paper like they already knew more about me than I was comfortable with.
I sat down and tried to remember how to breathe.
They didn’t smile.
 They didn’t intimidate.
They just watched.
Questions came steadily. Why law enforcement. How I handled conflict. What I would do if a partner was jumped in a bar by a group of people.
That one stuck.
It felt like a trap — the kind of question that wants a tactical answer. Something rehearsed. Something clean.
I paused longer than I should have.
Finally, I said the only thing that felt honest.
“I don’t know what answer you’re looking for, sir. But I wouldn’t run. I’d jump in. I’d probably be getting my ass kicked right alongside my partner.”
One of them raised an eyebrow.
Another wrote something down.
No reaction. No feedback.
The rest of the board blurred together after that. I answered as honestly as I could, fully aware that honesty can be a liability when you’re not sure what they want to hear.
When it was over, I walked out convinced I’d blown it.
I replayed every answer. Every pause. Every word I wished I could take back.
Then came the waiting.
Days passed.
I told myself silence was bad news.
And then the call came.
I’d passed.
Just like that.
No ceremony. No buildup.
I sat there holding the phone, stunned.
I wasn’t just standing close to the job anymore.
I’d been chosen.
I celebrated for about ten seconds.
Then panic set in.
Because passing the oral board didn’t mean I was ready.
It meant I was next.
And I had never done a single push-up in my life.
The only thing I had ever run toward with enthusiasm was dinner.
I didn’t feel confident.
 I didn’t feel prepared.
But I felt something else — something steadier.
Committed.
For the first time, the path in front of me wasn’t theoretical.
It was real.
And there was no backing away from it now.
The reserve academy came next.
Nights.
 Weekends.
 Long days followed by longer evenings.
I went to class after work, trained when my body wanted to quit, and learned very quickly that sleep was now optional. My life narrowed to schedules, repetition, and muscle groups I hadn’t known existed.
Somehow, I survived it.
And then one day, I graduated.
Standing there, certificate in hand, uniform on my body, something settled into place.
For the first time in my life, I felt like a real cop.
A volunteer one — but still.
A real one.
No one had handed me a patrol car or a gold badge. I didn’t feel fearless or invincible. But I felt legitimate. Like I’d earned my place to stand in the room.
I served as a reserve officer for a few months after that, learning the job from the inside out.
And then the next call came.
☕ The Tea 
Sometimes the hardest step isn’t the leap —
 it’s agreeing to be evaluated before you believe you belong.
You don’t feel ready.
 You don’t feel qualified.
You just keep showing up — nights, weekends, exhausted and unsure — until one day you realize you’ve crossed a line you can’t uncross.
And that’s when it starts to feel real.

[bookmark: JxVAgHmnAp0kibqq]From Banking to Bars

I went from working at a bank to working behind prison bars.
There was no gentle transition.
One day, I was wearing nice clothes, working predictable hours, and dealing with problems that could be fixed with paperwork and a polite smile. The next, I was walking through metal detectors, listening to steel doors slam shut behind me, and realizing very quickly that I was no longer in a world where anyone pretended things were okay.
The bank had climate control.
 The prison had concrete.
The bank had customers.
 The prison had inmates.
And while the bank came with its own version of stress, it didn’t come with the constant awareness that the people around you were there because they had done something serious enough to be removed from the rest of the world.
I told myself this was part of the process.
Experience, I thought.
 Exposure.
 Learning the system from the inside out.
What I didn’t understand yet was how quickly an environment can recalibrate your sense of normal.
The first time I walked into the facility, the smell hit me before anything else — disinfectant, stale air, and something underneath it that I couldn’t quite name but would come to recognize instantly after that. The noise followed. Not loud exactly — just constant. Voices echoing off concrete. Doors opening. Doors closing.
Always doors.
Time didn’t behave the same way inside. There were no windows. No natural light to mark the hours. Shifts stretched and compressed unpredictably, and the only way to stay oriented was to check my watch more often than I ever had before.
I tried to look confident.
I tried to look like I knew what I was doing.
Inside, I was cataloging everything at a pace that felt unsustainable.
Where to stand.
 Where not to stand.
 Who watched you.
 Who didn’t.
I was still new to law enforcement, still carrying the energy of the reserve academy, still trying to prove — mostly to myself — that I belonged somewhere harder than a desk job.
One of my first assignments was searching inmates as they came out of the bathroom.
On paper, it sounded simple.
Stand in one spot.
 Follow procedure.
 Pat them down.
 Move on.
I approached it the same way I approached everything back then — focused, alert, determined to do it right.
At first, I didn’t notice anything unusual.
Inmates went in.
 Inmates came out.
 I searched them.
Then they started coming out again.
And again.
And again.
The same men. Same faces. Same routine.
At first, I thought, Wow… these guys have serious digestive problems.
I remember feeling vaguely concerned. Maybe something was wrong. Maybe the food was bad. Maybe this was a medical issue no one had addressed.
So I kept doing my job.
Professional. Thorough.
They kept coming.
It took me an embarrassingly long time to realize what was actually happening.
They weren’t sick.
They were enjoying the pat-down.
That realization didn’t land with humor at first. It landed with an uncomfortable clarity that made my stomach drop. I wasn’t just enforcing rules — I was being watched, measured, tested.
Once it clicked, everything shifted.
I adjusted my stance. My awareness. My boundaries. I stopped seeing the assignment as procedural and started seeing it for what it was — a lesson.
Not in policy.
In intent.
In how quickly meaning can change based on who’s holding the power.
It’s funny now — in a you learn fast or you don’t last kind of way.
At the time, I was just confused, exhausted, and trying to figure out how I’d gone from handling bank customers to managing attention I never asked for.
Not long after that, I was sent to C-Block.
Everyone knew what that meant.
C-Block housed the worst of the worst — men who could no longer be housed with anyone else. The first time I walked down that corridor, the air felt heavier, like it resisted movement.
The men shuffled instead of walked.
Slow.
 Detached.
 Heavily medicated.
Their eyes were hollow — not angry, not defiant, just vacant. It felt less like a correctional facility and more like a place where time had stalled and people were slowly disappearing inside themselves.
This wasn’t chaos.
It was absence.
One man stood out immediately.
He didn’t speak.
 Didn’t approach.
 Didn’t need to.
His cell door stayed closed.
I was told quietly that he was there for killing his wife.
Then, just as quietly, someone added that he had cooked her.
We were not allowed to open his cell door.
His meals were passed through the food slot.
That was all I needed to know.
I didn’t ask questions. I didn’t want details. My mind filled in enough on its own. Standing there, listening to metal echo and distant voices, I felt something inside me recoil.
This wasn’t law enforcement as I understood it.
This wasn’t community protection or problem-solving or even accountability.
This was containment.
I could feel myself starting to shut down emotionally just to stand there.
And that scared me more than anything else.
Because if I stayed, I knew what would happen.
I wouldn’t just learn how to work there.
I’d learn how to stop feeling.
I lasted two weeks.
And I didn’t feel weak for it.
I felt honest.
The call came soon after.
The police department offered me a full-time position.
There was no hesitation.
I didn’t negotiate.
 I didn’t overthink it.
I said yes.
Maybe they needed a woman.
 Maybe they needed a body.
 Maybe someone saw something I hadn’t learned to trust yet.
I didn’t care.
I was out.
Leaving concrete walls and locked doors behind felt like stepping back into oxygen. I didn’t feel victorious. I didn’t feel accomplished.
I felt spared.
This wasn’t a reward.
It was a redirection.
I was becoming a police officer.
A real one.
And suddenly, the things that had scared me before — the academy, the physical demands, the scrutiny — felt manageable.
After all, I could now do twenty-one push-ups and run a mile and a half.
Which, considering where I’d started, felt nothing short of miraculous.
Bring on the academy.
☕ The Tea
Not every job teaches you what you want to become.
Some teach you what you refuse to become.
And sometimes, leaving the wrong place is the clearest step toward the right one.

[bookmark: 6B3S4RtK8gT4HCWc]Academy Days — Sweat, Sarcasm, and Second Thoughts

The academy didn’t look like the movies.
There was no screaming in my face. No instructors flipping tables or barking orders inches from our noses just to prove a point. No military-style theatrics meant to shock you into submission.
Instead, it was quiet.
Uncomfortably quiet.
We stood in lines, spacing ourselves carefully, adjusting posture, trying to look like we belonged there. The instructors were tough — no doubt about it — but they were fair. Direct. Controlled. They didn’t waste words, and they didn’t raise their voices unless it mattered.
That restraint carried more weight than yelling ever could.
My uniform felt stiff and unfamiliar. The fabric rubbed in places it hadn’t before, a constant reminder that this was new territory. I stood taller than most of the recruits — taller than some of the instructors — and felt every inch of it.
You can’t blend in when you’re six-foot-one.
I scanned the room. Some recruits looked eager, like they’d been waiting their entire lives for this moment. Others looked terrified. A few wore the expression of people who already believed they belonged.
I envied them.
They looked certain.
I felt exposed.
This wasn’t volunteering. There were no safety nets now. Every move mattered. Every mistake would be corrected, remembered, and possibly discussed later when you weren’t in the room.
Standing there, listening to instructions delivered without emotion or embellishment, I had my first academy thought that felt dangerous:
What if I’m not built for this?
Being six-foot-one meant I was never invisible.
I was taller than most of the recruits. Taller than some of the instructors. And once we were in uniform, with posture drilled straight and stride lengthened, I knew exactly how I looked.
Intimidating.
Long stride.
 Straight posture.
 Serious face.
I didn’t intend it that way, but intention didn’t matter. Presence did.
In the academy — especially in the 1990s — being a woman meant your existence was noticed before your performance ever was. Most of the guys didn’t say anything outright.
They didn’t have to.
It was in the looks.
 The comments made just loud enough for you to hear.
 The conversations that shifted when you walked into the room — or didn’t.
Some of the talk was crude. Sexual. Casual in a way that made it clear no one expected to be challenged. Jokes about women on calls. Comments about bodies, voices, reactions.
It made me uncomfortable.
But I didn’t say anything.
Back then, speaking up came with consequences, and none of them worked in your favor. You didn’t want to be that woman — the one who couldn’t take a joke, the one who made things difficult.
So I observed.
I watched relationships form and fall apart. I learned which instructors ignored it, which tolerated it, and which quietly discouraged it without ever addressing it directly.
I learned the unspoken rules.
Work harder.
 Talk less.
 Be better than necessary.
I leaned into discipline instead.
Being tall helped on the mat.
Being female complicated everything else.
Arrest techniques gave me false confidence.
On paper, I was doing fine. We drilled movements repeatedly — positioning, balance, leverage. I followed instructions exactly as taught, and in my head, I was winning.
Then came the Red Man suit.
The Red Man exists for one reason: to let you believe you know what you’re doing… and then correct you.
The first time I faced him, I thought, Oh, I’ve got this.
I did not, in fact, have this.
The moment he moved, everything sped up. He pushed back. He resisted. He grabbed. He did not care that I was following technique.
At one point, he lunged, and I remember thinking, This feels personal.
Somehow, I stayed on my feet.
That alone felt like a victory.
My heart pounded. My breathing went shallow. My brain worked overtime just to keep up with my body.
Then came the punching bag.
Two minutes.
I remember thinking, Oh, that ain’t nothing. I can handle two minutes of this.
Thirty seconds in, I was out of breath.
One minute in, my arms felt like they belonged to someone else.
By the time they called time, I was gasping, sweat pouring, silently negotiating with my lungs to keep working.
The instructors didn’t laugh.
They didn’t need to.
The lesson had landed.
Technique matters.
 Conditioning matters.
 Ego doesn’t.
Firearms training surprised me.
Not because it was easy — it wasn’t — but because of how it made me feel.
The first time I held the Glock, it settled into my hands like it belonged there. Solid. Balanced. Predictable. For the first time since the academy started, my mind went quiet.
On the range, there was no room for overthinking. Grip. Stance. Sight alignment. Breath. Trigger press.
You couldn’t rush it.
 You couldn’t bluff it.
I didn’t feel aggressive.
I felt controlled.
That distinction mattered.
Later, in the classroom, they explained the job.
Law. Policy. Procedure. Use-of-force continuums. Report writing. Officer safety. How every decision would be dissected later by people who weren’t there.
They talked about long hours. Missed holidays. Marriages ending in divorce.
What they didn’t talk about was what happens inside you.
They didn’t talk about the nights your mind won’t shut off.
 About the calls that follow you home.
 About the way some moments stick without permission.
Back then, we didn’t have the language for it anyway.
You trained.
 You passed.
 You moved forward.
Some scenarios rattled me more than I expected. Not because I froze — but because I felt too much. I noticed everything. Tone. Body language. Hesitation.
I took longer to reset.
I didn’t talk about it.
By the time graduation day arrived, something had shifted.
I stood there in uniform — tall, composed, confident.
Not cocky.
 Not naïve.
Ready.
When my name was called, I stepped forward and was handed my graduation certificate 
Along with it, they handed me another certificate.
Firearms marksmanship.
It happened in the same moment.   
That small piece of paper confirmed something I’d felt on the range — that control and discipline were strengths I could trust. That I could do this part of the job well.
It excited me more than I expected.
Standing there, certificates in hand, I thought about Julie.
About her funeral.
 About the flag folded with impossible precision.
 About the promise I made without ever speaking it.
I felt her there.
Maybe it was memory.
 Maybe it was imagination.
 Maybe it was something else.
Either way, it steadied me.
As I stepped back into line, I didn’t feel like I had finished something.
I felt like I had begun.
I wasn’t just graduating from the academy.
I was stepping into a legacy.
☕ The Tea
Graduation doesn’t mean you’re ready for the job.
It means you’ve earned the right to be trained for real.
And sometimes, the moments that matter most aren’t the loud ones —
they’re the quiet confirmations that you belong exactly where you are.

[bookmark: qSzk4vc2TShyUAO2]First Nights on Patrol
Adrenaline, Fear, and Learning in Real Time
Graduating from the academy doesn’t mean you’re ready.
It just means you’ve earned the right to be trained for real.
That lesson hit me the first night I climbed into a patrol car as a full-time officer. The structure of the academy — schedules, instructors, controlled environments — vanished the moment the door shut and the engine started.
This was different.
The radio crackled constantly. Calls stacked up without regard for how new I was or how fast my heart was beating. There were no pauses to think things through, no instructors stepping in to reset the scene.
Just decisions.
Real ones.
I sat in the passenger seat, uniform crisp, duty belt heavier than it had ever felt before, trying to remember everything I’d been taught while knowing — deep down — that most of what mattered hadn’t been covered yet.
Every street looked unfamiliar.
Every stop felt loaded.
I was hyper-aware of my body — where my hands were, how I stood, how quickly I moved. I didn’t want to miss anything. I didn’t want to be the reason something went wrong.
Fear hummed under everything.
Not panic — fear with edges. The kind that sharpens your senses and stretches time. Porch lights. Open windows. People watching from behind curtains.
The city felt different at night.
Less forgiving.
And sitting there, listening to the radio chatter, I realized something unsettling and comforting at the same time:
No one expected me to be perfect.
They expected me to learn.
My Field Training Officer is burned into my memory.
He was old-school. By-the-book. Ethical to his core. The kind of cop who did things right even when no one was watching — especially then. Anyone trained by him turned out solid.
At least, that’s what everyone said.
At the time, he scared the hell out of me.
He had that look — like a disappointed father who never needed to raise his voice because silence did all the work. He didn’t posture or threaten. He just watched. Quietly. Constantly.
To me, he wasn’t just hard to please.
He was impossible.
He corrected immediately. Directly. And then moved on. No reassurance. No “you’re doing fine.”
Praise was rare currency, and he didn’t hand it out lightly.
He also had sayings.
If you exaggerated anything:
“Oh really?”
If something went sideways:
“Well… that’s sporty.”
You never knew if sporty meant mildly inconvenient or career-ending — and that uncertainty was half the stress.
One of the first things he drilled into me was radar enforcement.
I assumed we’d hide.
Behind bushes.
Around corners.
Dark and sneaky.
He shut that down immediately.
“No hiding.”
No ninja traffic enforcement.
This offended me deeply.
I was a rookie. I wanted action. Arrests. Something measurable. Sitting in plain sight felt lazy.
He told me, “Just the presence of a patrol car slows traffic. If they don’t see you, that’s their problem.”
So there we sat.
Visible. Obvious. Unapologetic.
Cars slowed. Brake lights lit up early. Behavior changed.
We weren’t writing tickets.
We were preventing problems.
He wasn’t flashy. He was principled. And he expected the same from me.
At the time, I was the only female officer working patrol.
The only other woman on the department was a detective.
That mattered.
Everything I did felt noticed — and not always kindly. Every traffic stop. Every radio transmission. Every pause before I spoke.
I wasn’t just learning how to be a cop.
I was learning how to be a woman doing a job that still made people uncomfortable.
One night, we were patrolling a car lot that had been hit by a string of break-ins. It was quiet.
Too quiet.
Then a cat jumped onto the hood of the patrol car.
I screamed.
Not tactical.
Not controlled.
A full-volume, soul-leaving-my-body scream.
My FTO slowly turned his head and said,
“Well… that was sporty.”
I wanted to disappear into the seat.
But underneath the embarrassment, I realized something else.
I startled.
I reset.
And I kept working.
One of my first real calls involved a man I’ll call Bill Blue.
Every department has one.
Bill was a chronic problem who hated authority and especially hated women. He rode his bike around town yelling at strangers and daring people to engage.
“112, Dispatch.”
I didn’t answer.
My FTO looked at me.
“You gonna answer the radio or ignore the dispatcher?”
I keyed up quickly.
“112.”
Dispatch advised a 10-96 — a man yelling at himself.
I panicked just long enough to do something dumb.
Lights. Siren. Hard U-turn.
My FTO grabbed the door handle.
“What are you running lights and sirens for? It’s midshift. There’s no traffic.”
I shut them off instantly.
When we arrived, he said simply,
“That’s Bill.”
Bill took one look at me and lost his mind.
He lunged. Screamed. Dared me.
A corporal stepped in front of me, blocking him back and forth until Bill finally wore himself out.
I was scared as hell.
But I knew this: if it went to the ground, I was ready.
Bill never got to me.
But he did get a ride — first to the hospital.
“He needs to be medically cleared.”
Of course he did.
Then came the jail.
It was old. The kind of old you could feel. Sounds lingered. Shadows felt heavier.
Strangely, I felt nothing in most of the building.
That confused me.
Then we went downstairs.
The basement felt different. The air thickened. Movement flickered at the edges of my vision.
I didn’t say anything.
Back then, I was still learning the difference between imagination, intuition, and something else entirely.
Bill was processed. Doors closed. Paperwork finished.
We drove away in silence.
No debrief.
No praise.
Just the radio crackling again.
☕ 
The Tea
Your first nights on patrol teach you this:
Fear doesn’t always show up loud.
Sometimes it waits until the call is over.
And the things that stay with you aren’t always the ones that scared you most —
they’re the ones that made you realize how little control you really have.

[bookmark: rmITEfZ6lEPsvOv7]Court and the Courthouse 

The inside of the courthouse never felt neutral to me.
The weight hit the moment you crossed the threshold — like the air itself knew why you were there. The halls were cool and unforgiving, the kind of cold that settled into your bones and stayed. Every footstep echoed longer than it should have, as if the building wanted you to hear yourself arriving.
This wasn’t a place you slipped into unnoticed.
The walls were pale plaster — clean, but tired — holding decades of whispered conversations and raised voices that never fully disappeared. Dark wood trim framed the doorways, scarred by time and worn smooth by hands that had leaned there while waiting for verdicts, warrants, or news they weren’t ready to hear.
That wood felt solid.
Dependable in a way people often weren’t.
The stairs leading up to the upstairs courtrooms were wooden, and they creaked as you climbed them. Each step announced itself whether you wanted it to or not. I found myself walking more carefully, listening to the sound beneath my feet, aware of the building responding to my presence.
The floors were hard and unwelcoming. They amplified every movement — every shift of weight, every nervous step. Silence here wasn’t peaceful. It was stretched thin, tense, waiting for something to break it.
Inside the courtroom, the atmosphere thickened.
The bench loomed — not ornate, but authoritative — framed by the same dark wood that carried quiet severity throughout the building. Light filtered in through tall windows, pale and unforgiving, illuminating faces at their worst moments.
Fear.
Anger.
Regret.
There was no warmth in that light.
Only clarity.
This wasn’t a place for comfort or mercy. It was a place for truth — whether you were ready for it or not. People came in hoping for second chances, explanations, leniency.
The room promised none of that.
It only promised that everything said here would matter.
The ladies’ room should have been neutral ground.
A pause.
A breath.
A moment to reset before walking back into a room where every word mattered.
That’s all I wanted.
The restroom was empty when I went in. The door closed behind me with a dull sound that felt heavier than it should have. The air was cool and still, carrying the same tension as the rest of the building — like even here, you weren’t entirely alone.
I went into a stall and closed the door.
That’s when the stall door next to me opened.
Then closed.
I froze for a second, listening.
No footsteps.
No voices.
Then it happened again.
The stall door beside me opened.
And closed.
Slowly.
I didn’t feel afraid.
I felt irritated.
I remember thinking, Not here. Not now.
Out loud, without thinking, I said,
“Leave me alone.”
The movement stopped.
And that was the strangest part.
It occurred to me how odd it must have looked — a uniformed police officer in a courthouse restroom, talking to herself.
Or maybe not talking to herself at all.
The thought didn’t spiral. It didn’t frighten me. It simply landed — heavy, unresolved — like so many things in this job.
I washed my hands, checked the mirror. My face looked calm. Focused. Normal.
No one else was there.
Back in the hallway, the sounds of the courthouse rushed in again — doors, voices, footsteps — grounding me.
But the awareness lingered.
Some places don’t just hold history.
They respond to it.
Being on the stand was its own kind of exposure.
On the street, you act. In court, you explain. Every word matters. Every pause can be questioned. You don’t get to clarify later. You don’t get to fix it once it’s said.
You answer what’s asked.
Nothing more.
Nothing less.
I learned early how easy it would be to lie on the stand.
Not big lies. Not dramatic ones. Just small, convenient ones — the kind that smooth uncertainty and make cases cleaner.
Back then, the word of a police officer carried weight.
If — and this mattered — that officer had a reputation for honesty.
Once that was gone, everything followed.
Reports.
Investigations.
Your name.
I remember a simple traffic case — running a stop sign. Nothing dramatic. I testified to what I observed, confident in my report.
Then the judge asked,
“Did you see the tires come to a complete stop at the stop sign?”
Time slowed.
I thought, I watched the car — not the tires.
For about two seconds, I considered saying yes.
It would have been easy.
But I couldn’t do it.
I said, “No, Judge. I was not watching the tires.”
The courtroom went quiet.
The judge looked at me, then dismissed the case.
I lost.
And I gained something far more important.
Respect.
Because honesty wasn’t just ethical.
It was survival.
The defense doesn’t just attack the case.
They attack the investigation.
The report.
And finally, the officer.
There was one defense attorney everyone knew.
No names. No need.
He was sharp. Intelligent. Highly theoretical. And theatrical. He believed rattling an officer was just as effective as dismantling evidence.
He’d pace.
Pause.
Drop his pen or toss his glasses onto the table.
Anything to break rhythm.
Some officers reacted.
I didn’t.
When it was my turn, I stayed still. I answered only what was asked. I didn’t volunteer. I didn’t bite.
Tell the truth.
Stick to the facts.
Protect your credibility.
That was my only job.
There was something else I noticed downstairs that day.
Not during testimony — but between it.
The lower courtrooms always felt heavier than the upstairs ones. The light didn’t reach as far. Corners stayed darker longer, even when the rooms were occupied.
While waiting, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye more than once — dark shapes slipping around corners, gone before I could turn my head fully.
Not figures.
Not people.
Just shadows where shadows didn’t quite make sense.
I didn’t react.
I didn’t question it.
I registered it the same way I registered everything else in that building — quietly, without commentary.
Some things were simply noticed.
Then you moved on.
When the questioning ended and I stepped down from the stand, I felt the familiar release of pressure — not relief exactly, but resolution.
I had done my job.
And I had done it without becoming someone I didn’t recognize.
☕ 
The Tea
Court teaches you this:
Truth doesn’t need theatrics.
Honesty doesn’t need polishing.
And the quiet things you notice — the ones you don’t explain or defend — often tell you more than the questions ever will.

[bookmark: 5ovlmV4V9WSjNZpy]Calls Don’t Care What Your Carrying

No matter what was going on in my head, the radio still went off.
It didn’t care if I was tired.
It didn’t care if I was replaying a call I couldn’t shake.
It didn’t care if I was doubting myself, my decisions, or my place on the road.
The radio didn’t wait for you to get your footing.
Calls stacked up the same way every night — one right after the other — without regard for mood, emotion, or readiness. You could be laughing in the patrol car one minute and standing in someone’s living room the next while their world collapsed.
That switch never got easier.
You just got faster at it.
Most police work isn’t dramatic. It’s human. Messy. Awkward. Sometimes ridiculous. It’s held together by caffeine, sarcasm, dark humor, and coworkers who become your second family whether you asked for them or not.
And if you’re a woman in uniform?
The calls don’t judge you.
People do.
Some calls made you laugh so hard you had to turn your mic away.
Not because they were funny — not really — but because if you didn’t laugh, you’d lose it.
People called 911 over things that had nothing to do with emergencies and everything to do with being human.
A neighbor’s dog that “looked suspicious.”
Someone convinced their silverware was being stolen through the television.
A snake left behind in a basement after a renter moved out — now moving around like it had squatter’s rights.
Arguments over food that somehow escalated into full-blown crises.
Logic didn’t always apply once the phone rang.
You could explain.
You could reassure.
You could gently suggest that maybe this wasn’t a police matter.
Sometimes none of that mattered.
We joked in the patrol car. Shook our heads. Took a breath. Then cleared the call and moved on.
Dark humor became currency.
It wasn’t cruelty.
It was release.
The jokes never left the car. They never crossed into the homes we entered. There was a line — and you learned where it was.
Because humor didn’t mean you didn’t care.
It meant you cared enough to survive the next call.
And then there were the calls that shut everyone up.
The ones where the joking stopped mid-sentence.
The ones where the radio crackled and the car went quiet.
The ones that changed the rest of the shift even after they were cleared.
Domestics where nothing was broken except the people.
Homes filled with resentment, slammed doors, and years of unresolved anger that poured out the moment you arrived. You learned quickly that the loudest argument wasn’t always the most dangerous. Sometimes it was the calm, controlled anger that made your skin crawl.
Kids stood nearby, pretending not to listen.
Or pretending not to exist.
Those moments stayed with me — watching children learn too early how to disappear. You could feel their eyes on you, measuring whether you were about to make things better or worse.
Then there were the elderly calls.
People who didn’t really need police — they needed someone to talk to. Someone to notice them. Someone to confirm they were still part of the world.
They didn’t know how to ask for that, so they called 911 instead.
We sat at kitchen tables longer than policy required.
Listened more than procedure demanded.
Because sometimes the call wasn’t about the complaint.
It was about being seen.
You learned to switch gears fast.
Laughing one minute.
Standing quietly the next while someone’s life unraveled.
That switch never got easier.
You just carried it better.
Being a woman on the street added another layer.
The street didn’t care if you were female —
but it felt like everyone else did.
Every move I made was noticed.
Every mistake remembered.
If the last woman on the road hadn’t been respected, I inherited her reputation whether I earned it or not.
Some citizens questioned me outright.
Others waited — watching to see if I hesitated, if my voice wavered, if I’d give them a reason to doubt me.
Inside the department, the pressure was quieter but just as real.
Conversations shifted when I walked into the room. Calls were sometimes “handled” before I arrived. Radio silence felt heavier when my call sign went out.
No one said it outright.
They didn’t have to.
I learned to let my work speak.
I was loud when I needed to be.
Fair on calls.
Solid when it mattered.
And when I flirted back just enough to keep the peace, it wasn’t interest.
It was survival.
That was the reality back then — tolerated far more than it should have been.
Then there was choir practice.
Officers bonding at the local bar after shift.
Drinks.
Gossip.
Sex talk.
Everyone’s business laid out like a buffet.
Attendance wasn’t required — but it was understood.
If you wanted to be part of the team, this was where alliances formed and opinions about you quietly solidified.
I went.
Not because I wanted to — but because I didn’t want to be outside.
I watched more than I talked. Laughed at just enough jokes to keep the peace. Left early. Kept my drinking minimal.
I learned who bragged. Who complained. Who watched everyone else while pretending not to.
It wasn’t about fitting in.
It was about not becoming a target.
At some point, I realized something important.
I wasn’t going to survive this job by being liked.
I was going to survive it by being competent.
I buried myself in the work.
I took calls.
I stayed busy.
I stayed sharp.
When the culture got loud, I got quiet. When opinions flew around the room, I let consistency speak instead of charisma.
People stopped questioning me when they saw how I worked.
Not because I demanded respect —
but because I earned it.
That mattered even more as people started getting promoted.
When officers earned stripes and became supervisors, the room changed. Decisions shifted. Some supervisors led.
Others simply enforced.
And you learned quickly which ones noticed your work — and which ones noticed whether you challenged them.
That’s when I learned when to speak and when to document.
Not every battle was worth fighting out loud.
But every pattern was worth paying attention to.
Most importantly, I learned this:
Calls don’t care about your feelings.
They don’t care about politics, personalities, or pressure inside the building. They don’t care if you’re exhausted or carrying more than you should.
They just keep coming.
And the street notices who shows up ready.
That’s why I stayed focused.
Not because it was easy —
but because it was necessary.
☕ 
The Tea
Stripes don’t automatically make leaders — they make authority.
And authority reveals character fast.
The loudest ones in the room are often hiding the most.
Being a woman in uniform means learning when to speak…
and when to document.
Do the job right.
Keep your head down.
Eventually, people always show you exactly who they are.

[bookmark: lK5KYjUeIrjuLqCX]Brotherhood, Bad Calls, and the Line That Changed Everything

Good calls feel nice.
Bad calls bind you.
They stitch people together in ways that are hard to explain to anyone who hasn’t stood in the same room, seen the same thing, and then had to walk away from it like it was just another Tuesday.
Brotherhood doesn’t look like speeches.
It looks like someone handing you a bottle of water when your hands won’t stop shaking.
Someone cracking a joke at exactly the wrong time — and exactly the right one.
Someone sitting next to you without asking questions you’re not ready to answer.
Out here, trust wasn’t built in meetings or evaluations.
It was built on calls.
On showing up when things went sideways.
On knowing the person next to you would move when you moved — without needing to be told.
I met him in 2005, when I started teaching at the police academy.
By then, I was instructing domestic violence investigations and scenario-based training, and I loved it. It felt like things coming full circle — taking what the road had beaten into me and handing it to the next generation, hoping they’d make fewer mistakes than we had.
That’s when I noticed him.
The rookie.
He stood out immediately. Confident. Intense. Not hard to look at. The kind of recruit who didn’t just go through the motions — he committed to them.
During one of the scenario-based trainings, he threw me into a table.
Not by accident.
On purpose.
It startled the hell out of me. But instead of being offended, I respected it. I wasn’t sure if he was trying to hurt me or prove something, but what I saw was realism. Commitment. Someone who wasn’t playing cop.
He meant it.
When we eventually ended up working the same shift with the same days off, that intensity translated into trust.
We didn’t need many words. I could hear it in his voice when his patience was thinning — that slight change in tone that meant things were about to move from conversation to command. He could read me just as well, knowing when I was about to step in and slow things down before a situation tipped too far.
We worked differently, but it balanced.
He was direct and forceful.
I was measured and observant.
On calls, that mattered.
There was no competition between us. No posturing. When things went sideways, we didn’t argue about who was right — we moved. That kind of understanding doesn’t come from training.
It comes from experience.
We handled serious calls together.
We handled ridiculous ones.
And then there was the domestic that still makes me laugh.
One night, we were dispatched to a domestic in progress. When we arrived, the female was outside on her phone — pacing, animated, probably talking to her mom. Inside, the male was pacing and yelling, refusing to come out.
My partner gave him two or three chances. Calm commands. Clear directions. Plenty of opportunity to make a better choice.
He chose not to.
What happened next happened fast.
I don’t even know how he did it, but somehow my partner managed to grab both of them — like some kind of low-budget superhero — and all three went tumbling off the porch.
Instant chaos.
He landed tangled up with the female, who was actively resisting and yelling at a volume I didn’t know was possible. I went after the male, who had decided this was the moment to fully commit to bad decisions.
I couldn’t get him under control.
So I did something that was absolutely not academy-approved.
I jumped on his back and rode him like a damn bull.
No technique.
No grace.
Just survival.
Somewhere in that mess, with his help, we managed to get the cuffs on him. The porch looked like a crime scene, and both of us were breathing like we’d just run a marathon in full gear.
And then — we laughed.
Not polite laughter.
Not nervous laughter.
The kind of laughter that comes out sideways when the adrenaline finally drops and your body doesn’t know what else to do with it.
Sometimes the release doesn’t come quietly.
Sometimes it comes as laughter in the middle of chaos, because if it didn’t, it would come out another way entirely.
Over the next few years, we grew close.
Not romantically.
Not emotionally in the way people on the outside might assume.
It was brotherhood.
The kind built on shared shifts, bad calls, dark humor, and the unspoken understanding that the person next to you would show up — no questions asked.
Good calls felt nice.
Bad calls bound you.
When he was seriously injured in an accident — his leg badly broken — the department rallied. His wife was out of town, and it wasn’t even a question whether someone would be there with him.
We took shifts at the hospital.
That’s what family did.
Sitting in that hospital room, watching monitors beep and time crawl, I remember thinking how fragile everything really was. One moment you’re on the road, handling calls like any other night. The next, you’re laid up, helpless, relying on the same people you usually stand beside.
That experience tightened the bond.
Or so I thought.
Because pressure doesn’t always break things immediately.
Sometimes it changes them quietly.
The line didn’t announce itself when it was crossed.
It showed up later — after he made Sergeant.
At first, I was happy for him. I thought the stripes would be a good fit. I believed his confidence and experience would translate into leadership.
I was wrong.
The stripes changed the dynamic.
Conversations that used to be collaborative became directive. Decisions felt less about the work and more about authority. Where there had once been trust, there was now expectation — and not always reasonable ones.
I tried to adjust. I reminded myself that rank changed things. That he wasn’t my partner anymore — he was my supervisor.
But old habits don’t disappear overnight.
One night after shift, we argued.
Not yelled.
Argued.
I thought I was talking to my friend.
He was talking to a subordinate.
He told me to leave.
I refused.
He told me again.
I still refused.
The next day, he wrote me up.
And just like that, I lost my position as Public Information Officer — a role I loved and had poured myself into. He told me I’d get it back when I learned how to talk to a supervisor.
Like I was a child.
I appealed the write-up.
And I won.
Policy had been broken.
That should have been the end of it.
It wasn’t.
Winning didn’t fix anything. It made things worse.
He talked about me openly during shift change — loudly enough to make sure everyone knew where he stood. The room felt colder after that.
When I complained to the Lieutenant, he shrugged and said,
“You two just have a love-hate relationship.”
That sentence landed harder than the write-up ever did.
Because it meant no one was really listening.
That was the moment I understood something I hadn’t wanted to face.
He wasn’t my partner anymore.
He wasn’t my brother.
He was someone I couldn’t trust.
Brotherhood doesn’t survive unchecked power.
And once respect is gone, the battle has already begun.
☕ 
The Tea
Good calls feel nice.
Bad calls bind you.
But unchecked power breaks things quietly — long before anyone notices.
Stripes don’t make leaders.
Integrity does.
And sometimes the hardest lesson is realizing the person you trusted didn’t change…
They just finally showed you who they were.

[bookmark: oIi53cK98azYduyw]When The Inside Becomes Danger

Winning the appeal should have felt like relief.
It didn’t.
On paper, I was right. Policy had been violated. The write-up didn’t stand. The decision was reversed.
But the building didn’t reset.
If anything, it tightened.
The hallways felt quieter. Conversations stopped just before I reached them. Laughter dropped off enough to notice. No one was openly hostile — that would have been too obvious.
Instead, things shifted subtly.
Calls were reassigned. Information arrived later than usual. Decisions were made without looping me in, even when they directly affected my responsibilities.
Nothing I could point to.
Nothing I could document easily.
Just enough to feel.
Winning had come with a cost.
And I was paying it.
Policy is supposed to protect you.
That’s what we’re told. Follow it, document it, stay inside the lines — and you’ll be fine.
What no one tells you is that policy is neutral only on paper.
In practice, it depends entirely on who’s holding it.
After the appeal, policy started showing up differently around me. Not incorrectly. Not blatantly. Just selectively.
Suddenly, everything had to be by the book.
Emails were scrutinized.
Requests required extra approval.
Routine decisions came back with questions attached.
Not big questions.
Small ones.
The kind that slowed things down. The kind that made you second-guess yourself. The kind that forced explanations for things that had never required explanation before.
It wasn’t discipline.
It was pressure.
I watched policy shift from guidance to control — applied rigidly in some places and flexibly in others. The rules hadn’t changed.
The enforcement had.
That’s the thing about policy.
It doesn’t raise its voice.
It doesn’t slam doors.
It just tightens.
And when it tightens around you, it’s hard to prove anything is wrong. Because technically, nothing is.
So I became meticulous.
Every report airtight.
Every email deliberate.
Every decision documented.
I stopped assuming good faith.
Not because I wanted to — but because I had learned better.
The hardest part wasn’t what was said.
It was what stopped being said.
The freeze didn’t happen all at once. It crept in slowly, quietly, the way you don’t notice the temperature dropping until you’re already cold.
People who used to stop and talk didn’t linger anymore. Conversations wrapped up just before I reached the room. Information that used to be shared casually now came filtered — or not at all.
No one was rude.
That would have been obvious.
Instead, there were professional smiles. Polite distance. Neutral responses.
I was still included — technically.
But I was no longer included.
The radio still crackled. The calls still came. The work didn’t stop. If anything, I threw myself into it harder, determined not to give anyone a reason to question my commitment or competence.
But work doesn’t replace connection.
You can handle the street alone.
The inside? That’s different.
I found myself double-checking everything. Reading emails twice before sending them. Replaying conversations after they ended, wondering if I’d missed something, said too much, or not enough.
Isolation has a way of making you doubt your own footing.
And that’s when it hit me:
The freeze wasn’t about correcting behavior.
It was about reminding me where I stood.
Not punished.
Not exonerated.
Just… set apart.
That kind of distance doesn’t leave a paper trail.
But it leaves a mark.
Once you’re on the outside of the circle, you start to notice the room itself changing.
Meetings felt different. Questions were answered carefully — not fully, not directly. People spoke in generalities instead of specifics. Opinions softened the moment a supervisor entered.
I watched officers adjust themselves depending on who was present.
Laugh one way.
Speak another.
Agree faster.
It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t obvious.
It was consistent.
Good officers — solid ones — stopped speaking up during briefings. They still did the work. They still showed up. But something had shifted.
Caution had replaced candor.
And once that happens, the job changes.
Not on the street — the street stays honest.
But inside the building, fear starts shaping behavior. Not fear of danger — fear of consequences. Fear of being noticed the wrong way. Fear of standing out when standing out no longer feels safe.
Watching the room change made something clear:
This wasn’t about one incident or one disagreement.
It was about control.
And control doesn’t need to be loud to be effective.
It just needs to be understood.
Speaking up didn’t come with fireworks.
There was no dramatic confrontation. No shouting match. No slammed doors.
It came quietly.
It came in hesitation — mine and everyone else’s.
I started weighing words before I spoke them. Not because they were wrong, but because I knew how easily they could be misinterpreted, redirected, or remembered later in ways I couldn’t control.
The truth hadn’t changed.
The risk around it had.
I learned quickly that asking questions could be seen as challenging authority. That raising concerns could be labeled as attitude. That advocating — even respectfully — came with consequences no one ever wrote down.
So I adjusted.
Not because I believed silence was better — but because I understood the environment I was in.
I documented more.
I spoke less.
I chose my battles carefully.
And still, the cost showed up.
Opportunities passed me by without explanation. Roles I once held comfortably felt conditional. Trust — the kind that lets you breathe — became something I rationed instead of relied on.
What stayed with me most wasn’t anger.
It was disappointment.
Because this wasn’t what the job was supposed to be about.
The street demanded honesty, courage, and accountability.
Inside the building, those same traits felt negotiable — even risky.
I hadn’t stopped believing in the work.
But I was starting to question the system wrapped around it.
And that realization — quiet, unwelcome, undeniable — was heavier than any call I’d ever carried.
☕ 
The Tea
Sometimes the danger isn’t on the street.
Sometimes it’s fluorescent-lit, policy-bound, and perfectly polite.
Policy can protect you — or isolate you.
Silence can keep you safe — or slowly erase you.
And when the inside becomes the danger, you learn this fast:
Doing the right thing doesn’t always come with backup.

[bookmark: IIzWM06JHRbHBHYB]The cracks turn into consequences 

Not everyone turned on me.
That matters.
Because in the middle of everything tightening — the silence, the policy pressure, the careful distance — there were still officers I trusted. Supervisors I respected. People who respected me right back.
One of them mattered more than most.
He was the supervisor who had asked me, years earlier, to apply for the reserves. The one who saw something in me before I fully saw it in myself. He believed in community policing long before it became a phrase people tossed around — believed in treating people with dignity, in listening first, in understanding that authority didn’t have to be loud to be effective.
He lived that.
And he taught me to live it too.
He was the department’s Public Information Officer, and I became his assistant. We worked well together — not because we agreed on everything, but because we trusted each other. He taught me how to communicate with the public without inflaming fear, how to represent the badge with calm instead of ego, how to explain police work without hiding behind authority.
He taught me empathy without weakness.
Kindness without naïveté.
Strength without cruelty.
Under his mentorship, I grew — not just as an officer, but as a leader. The community noticed. People knew my name. They stopped me to talk — not to complain, but to connect. That trust mattered to me, and I treated it as a responsibility, not a perk.
Leadership noticed too.
The Chief trusted me.
When the PIO retired, I stepped into the role. I didn’t inherit it by default — I earned it. I handled media, wrote press releases, did interviews, and managed messaging when the wrong words could make everything worse. I was also placed in charge of training, recruiting, and hiring.
That work took me off the street — not as a punishment, but as recognition. It meant leadership believed I could help shape the future of the department.
I loved that work.
And that’s what made everything else so disorienting.
Because the pressure didn’t come from everywhere.
It came from one Sergeant and the culture that gathered around him.
Not the whole department.
Not leadership as a whole.
Not the people who had known my work for years.
That distinction mattered.
Because it meant the problem wasn’t me.
It was power — unchecked, misused, and protected by silence.
I never lost the position.
That part matters too.
I stayed the Public Information Officer. I remained responsible for training, recruiting, and hiring. On paper, nothing was taken from me.
And yet, everything felt heavier.
The work didn’t disappear — it intensified. Expectations stayed high, but support felt conditional. Decisions that once flowed easily now required more navigation, more diplomacy, more restraint.
I still did the job.
I did it well.
I handled media calls. Trained recruits. Interviewed candidates. Represented the department publicly — all while managing the quiet pressure that came with knowing not everyone wanted me in that space.
Being trusted by leadership while feeling resistance elsewhere is a strange place to stand.
I learned which doors were open and which required knocking twice — or not at all. I became even more deliberate. Every decision documented. Every message measured. Every interaction professional beyond reproach.
Because when you hold a visible role, mistakes don’t land quietly.
And when the environment shifts, you feel it everywhere.
There’s a difference between being trusted and being protected.
I didn’t understand that right away.
Protection shows up when your name is mentioned in rooms you’re not in. When someone pushes back on your behalf. When silence doesn’t replace support.
And that’s when I noticed what wasn’t happening.
When issues came up — small ones, ambiguous ones — no one rushed to clarify. No one stepped in to shut down speculation. I wasn’t singled out, but I also wasn’t shielded.
I was expected to handle it.
Quietly.
Professionally.
Alone.
I adapted.
Not because I was doing anything wrong — but because I knew how easily perception could be shaped when protection was absent. I followed policy to the letter. Avoided informal conversations that could be misquoted. Kept my work clean and defensible.
I still believed in the work.
But I stopped assuming the building would catch me if I stumbled.
The street is honest about danger.
The inside isn’t.
And once you understand that, you don’t move the same way anymore.
You don’t speak the same way.
You don’t trust the same way.
You keep doing the job — but you start counting the cost.
You can carry a lot when you believe in what you’re doing.
I told myself that often. That this was a season. That pressure ebbed and flowed. That if I stayed focused, stayed professional, stayed true to the work, things would eventually level out.
For a while, that worked.
But the weight stacked quietly.
It showed up in tension that didn’t ease after shift. In sleep that never felt like rest. In that constant low-level vigilance humming in the background.
I replayed conversations long after they ended. Weighed words before speaking, even with people I trusted. I was rarely fully off duty — even at home.
That’s the cost of carrying responsibility without protection.
There’s no place to set it down.
I wasn’t angry.
I was tired.
Tired of navigating landmines I hadn’t placed. Tired of feeling like I had to be flawless to avoid becoming vulnerable. Tired of knowing that one misstep — real or perceived — could be magnified without anyone stepping in to balance it.
Still, I kept going.
Because that’s what cops do.
We normalize pressure until it becomes background noise.
But pressure doesn’t disappear just because you ignore it.
It settles into your body.
Your breath.
Your patience.
I didn’t reach a breaking point that day.
There was no dramatic collapse.
What changed was slower.
I started asking myself a question I’d never asked before:
How long can you carry this alone?
The answer didn’t arrive during a crisis.
It came quietly, one ordinary day, doing ordinary work, when I realized I wasn’t exhausted from the job.
I was exhausted from carrying it without support.
The street still made sense to me. The calls still mattered. The people still mattered.
What no longer made sense was the environment wrapped around the work.
I had given the job everything I had — my time, my energy, my integrity. I had grown into leadership. I had earned trust from the community and from people who mattered to me.
I hadn’t failed.
I had reached a limit.
And recognizing that wasn’t weakness.
It was clarity.
I didn’t make a decision that day.
But I stopped pretending I didn’t already know the answer.
Somewhere between doing everything right and being left to handle it alone, something fundamental had shifted.
And once that happens, staying becomes a choice — not an obligation.
☕ 
The Tea
Not everyone leaves because they can’t do the job.
Some leave because they did it too well, for too long, without backup.
Trust without protection is a fragile thing.
And clarity doesn’t arrive loudly —
it settles in quietly,
and stays.

[bookmark: qY9pJYP2OTIkbSpc]Learning to Live Without The Radio

The radio didn’t stop all at once.
It didn’t go silent overnight.
It didn’t click off with ceremony or warning.
It just… got quieter.
I still carried it. Still listened. Still reacted when it crackled to life. But somewhere along the way, I noticed I wasn’t reaching for it the same way anymore. Not with the same urgency. Not with the same instinctive pull.
The job was still there.
I was still doing it well.
But the sound of the radio no longer defined the edges of my day.
I started noticing the moments between calls — the pauses I used to rush through. Sitting in the patrol car with the engine idling, listening to nothing but my own breathing. Driving home without replaying every interaction in my head.
That was new.
For years, the radio had been the metronome of my life. It told me when to move, when to act, when to be ready. Silence used to make me uneasy. It felt like waiting for something bad to happen.
Now, the silence felt different.
Not peaceful.
But revealing.
I began to notice how much of myself had been trained to stay on edge. How deeply the job had wired my nervous system to expect interruption. How rarely I’d allowed my body to settle without scanning for the next call.
When the radio stayed quiet, I felt it in my chest.
A loosening.
A space opening up that I didn’t quite know how to fill.
It wasn’t relief yet.
It was awareness.
And awareness has a way of changing things — whether you’re ready or not.
Sleep was the first place the job started speaking louder.
Some nights I fell asleep instantly, like my system had finally shut down. Other nights I lay awake, exhausted but wired, staring at the ceiling while my mind replayed things I hadn’t invited back.
Calls I hadn’t thought about in years.
Faces without names.
Scenes without order.
Dreams blurred into memories. Memories blurred into dreams. I woke up with my heart racing, my jaw clenched, my shoulders tight — like I’d been bracing for impact.
Nothing was wrong.
And yet, everything felt off.
During the day, my body reacted before my mind caught up. Loud noises made me jump. Sudden movement pulled my attention instantly. I scanned rooms automatically. Not out of fear — out of habit.
For years, that awareness had kept me safe.
Now, it followed me everywhere.
The strange part was how normal it felt.
I told myself it was just stress. Just fatigue. Just the cost of doing demanding work for a long time. I was still functioning. Still showing up. Still getting things done.
But my body was telling a different story.
It was tired of being on guard.
The job doesn’t always take you down in dramatic ways.
Sometimes it just stays.
It settles into your muscles, your breath, your sleep. It waits until things get quiet enough for you to finally hear it.
And once you do, you can’t unhear it.
That’s when the bigger question surfaced.
Who was I without the uniform?
For a long time, I hadn’t questioned it.
I was a cop.
That answered everything — what I did, how I moved through the world, how people saw me, how I saw myself. The uniform wasn’t just something I wore; it shaped my posture, my tone, my boundaries.
Without it, things felt less defined.
On days off, I noticed how quiet my hands felt without the weight of gear. How strange it was not to have a radio clipped to my shoulder. I caught myself reaching for habits that no longer applied — scanning rooms, measuring people, staying alert even when nothing was required of me.
And then there was the question underneath it all.
If I wasn’t the one people called when things went wrong…
If I wasn’t the voice on the radio…
If I wasn’t the uniform walking into chaos…
Who was I?
It wasn’t dramatic.
It was subtle.
More like disorientation than crisis.
I realized how much of my sense of worth had been tied to usefulness. To being needed. To showing up when other people couldn’t. The job rewarded that. It praised endurance and sacrifice without asking what it cost.
Without the uniform, there was space.
And space is uncomfortable when you’re not used to it.
I started noticing parts of myself that had been waiting quietly on the sidelines. Humor that wasn’t dark. Compassion that didn’t come with authority. Curiosity that wasn’t tactical.
I didn’t know yet how to integrate those pieces.
I just knew they existed.
The decision didn’t arrive as a single moment.
There was no dramatic realization. No line in the sand.
It settled in slowly.
It showed up in how often I imagined a life that didn’t revolve around the next call. In the quiet relief I felt when I pictured stepping back. In the way my body relaxed when I thought about not having to brace anymore.
I didn’t hate the job.
That was the hardest truth.
I still believed in policing. In service. In showing up when it mattered. The work itself hadn’t betrayed me.
But the environment had changed.
And so had I.
I realized I was no longer willing to trade my health for silence. My peace for endurance. My sense of self for the appearance of strength.
I hadn’t told anyone yet.
This decision was still mine alone — quiet, fragile, deeply personal.
But once it formed, it didn’t waver.
Somewhere between the radio growing quieter and my body finally speaking loud enough to be heard, I understood this:
I could keep going.
But I didn’t have to.
And that knowing changed everything.
☕ 
The Tea
Sometimes the job doesn’t push you out.
Sometimes it just loosens its grip
until you notice how tightly you’ve been holding on.
The radio doesn’t stop.
Your body doesn’t forget.
But eventually, something inside you asks a better question:
What would it sound like if I chose myself?
And once you hear that question clearly,
there’s no turning the volume back up.

[bookmark: rbMiGIIqhcqG6EUh]The Day I Said It Out Loud

The first time I said it out loud, my voice didn’t shake.
That surprised me.
I had rehearsed the words in my head for weeks — maybe months — turning them over, softening them, trying to find the version that didn’t sound like failure or betrayal or weakness.
But when the moment came, the words landed calmly.
“I think I’m done.”
I didn’t announce it. I didn’t frame it as a declaration. I said it the way you say something you’ve already made peace with — not loudly, not defensively.
Just honestly.
The room didn’t react right away.
That’s the strange thing about decisions like this. When you finally say them out loud, they don’t always echo the way you expect. Sometimes they just sit there, waiting to see if you’ll take them back.
I didn’t.
Saying it out loud made it real in a way thinking never had. It shifted something inside me — not relief exactly, but alignment. My body didn’t brace. My chest didn’t tighten.
That’s how I knew.
This wasn’t impulse.
This was clarity.
Once the words were out, the reactions came.
Some were predictable.
Shock.
Disbelief.
A quick search of my face, like they were looking for the punchline.
“You?”
“Why?”
“You’re good at this.”
Those reactions came from people who only saw the uniform. The competence. The reliability. The version of me that showed up and handled things without complaint.
Others offered concern disguised as solutions.
“Take some time off.”
“Change assignments.”
“Ride it out.”
As if clarity could be postponed.
A few people went quiet.
Not awkward quiet — respectful quiet.
The kind that tells you they already know. They’ve been watching. They’ve noticed the shift.
Those reactions stayed with me the most.
Then there were the unexpected ones.
Support without hesitation.
Understanding without questions.
A simple nod that said, I get it.
What struck me most was this: no one questioned my ability.
They questioned the decision.
But not my worth.
That mattered.
Telling the people at work was one thing.
Telling the people who loved me was something else entirely.
They had lived with the job too — even if they’d never worn the uniform. They knew the hours, the interruptions, the way my attention could disappear mid-conversation when the radio went off. They knew the weight I carried home, even when I tried to leave it at the door.
When I told them, I watched their faces carefully.
Not for disappointment.
For relief.
And there it was.
Subtle, but unmistakable.
They didn’t celebrate. They didn’t question me. They didn’t ask for timelines or explanations. They listened. They nodded. Some of them exhaled like they’d been holding their breath for a long time.
That told me everything.
They hadn’t been waiting for me to prove I could handle the job.
They’d been waiting for me to stop carrying it alone.
Their questions weren’t doubts.
They were care.
“We just want you okay.”
Not proud.
Not impressive.
Okay.
That landed deeper than any evaluation or commendation ever had.
The strange thing about leaving is that you don’t always recognize when you’re doing something for the last time.
I wasn’t working the road when I left.
I was in the office.
Most days, I was alone — the kind of alone that isn’t peaceful, just quiet in a way that makes you feel like you’re in the way. Like your presence is tolerated, not wanted. The phones rang. Emails came in. Work still needed to be done.
But the energy was gone.
Conversations happened elsewhere. Decisions were made without looping me in. I showed up, did my job, and went home.
It was depressing.
Not dramatic.
Not confrontational.
Just heavy.
I still handled my responsibilities. I still took pride in doing things right. And every once in a while — when patrol was short or things got busy — I went back out.
I covered shifts. Took calls. Put the uniform back on when it was needed.
Those moments reminded me I hadn’t lost my edge.
The radio still sounded familiar. The street still made sense. I could step in, do the job, and step back out again.
But it wasn’t home anymore.
Most of my days were spent behind a desk, carrying the quiet weight of knowing I was nearing the end — without ceremony, without acknowledgment, without anyone marking it.
There were lasts I didn’t recognize.
The last time I locked my office door at the end of the day.
The last time I shut down my computer and sat there for a moment before standing up.
The last time I realized I felt invisible in a place where I had once been trusted and valued.
Leaving didn’t come with a final call or a cleared scene.
It came with silence.
And that silence told me more than any announcement ever could.
I wasn’t running from the job.
I was walking away from a place that no longer had room for me.
And knowing that made the decision final.
☕ 
The Tea
Not every ending is loud.
Some endings happen quietly —
behind a desk,
in an office that feels emptier than it should,
with the radio turned down low.
You don’t always leave because you stop caring.
Sometimes you leave because you cared long enough to know when it was time.
And sometimes, the bravest thing you do
is walk away
without needing anyone to clap.

[bookmark: 2Bi7lP6pWNhM2fYF]After the Badge

The first morning after I left, I woke up early.
Not because I needed to.
Because my body didn’t know any other way.
I lay there for a moment, staring at the ceiling, waiting for the familiar jolt — the mental inventory, the check for urgency, the pull toward motion.
It didn’t come.
There was no radio.
No shift to prepare for.
No uniform waiting to be put on.
Just quiet.
I moved through the house slowly, half-expecting something to interrupt me. A call. A text. A reason to hurry. I made coffee out of habit, checked the time even though it didn’t matter, and stood in front of the closet longer than necessary.
The uniform was still there.
Pressed.
Familiar.
Heavy in a way I hadn’t noticed before.
I didn’t touch it.
That felt intentional — and strange.
For years, mornings had been rehearsed. Predictable. The uniform decided who I was before I said a word. It told the world how to treat me and told me how to respond.
Without it, I felt unassigned.
Not lost.
Just undefined.
I thought the quiet would feel peaceful.
That’s what people imagine when you leave a job like policing — rest, calm, a long exhale.
Instead, the quiet felt loud.
Too loud.
Without the radio, my mind filled the space on its own. Every small sound stood out — the refrigerator humming, the clock ticking, a car passing outside. Things I’d never noticed before suddenly demanded attention.
There was nothing to distract me.
No calls to respond to.
No problems to solve.
No urgency to override my thoughts.
The job had always given me structure. Even on the worst days, it told me what to focus on. Now, without that framework, my thoughts wandered freely — and not always to comfortable places.
I replayed moments from years ago. Conversations I hadn’t thought about in a long time. Calls that ended quietly but never really left me.
I wasn’t in danger.
But my body didn’t seem to know that.
I checked the locks more than once. Looked out the windows for no reason. Jumped when the phone rang, even though no one ever called me for help anymore.
The quiet didn’t feel like rest.
It felt like exposure.
For years, noise had protected me. Movement. Radio traffic. Constant engagement. Silence stripped that away and left me alone with myself.
And I wasn’t ready for that yet.
For a long time, my phone rang for reasons.
Dispatch.
Supervisors.
Officers needing something handled.
Media asking for statements.
Someone needing an answer right now.
Even off duty, the possibility was always there. The phone wasn’t just a phone — it was a tether.
After I left, it went quiet.
Not dramatically.
Just… different.
No urgency. No decisions. No one needing me to step in and fix something that was already unraveling.
At first, I checked my phone constantly.
Out of habit.
Out of expectation.
Out of a strange mix of relief and loss.
Then I noticed something else.
Some people stopped calling altogether.
Not because they didn’t care — but because the role I played in their lives had changed. I wasn’t the one with authority anymore. I wasn’t the one who could make things happen. I wasn’t the one expected to respond.
And that’s when it hit hard.
One minute, I had been a strong public figure.
A voice people recognized.
A name people trusted.
The next, I was just… a civilian.
Ordinary.
Replaceable.
I didn’t realize how much of my identity had been tied to the badge until it was gone. Without it, I felt invisible in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Not ignored — just unremarkable.
And that broke something in me.
I got depressed.
Not overnight.
Not dramatically.
It crept in quietly — through the absence of purpose, the lack of urgency, the realization that the world didn’t need me the way it used to.
I felt like a nobody.
And it took years to get over that feeling.
I knew, intellectually, that my worth shouldn’t have been tied to a job. I knew I was still the same person — capable, experienced, valuable.
But knowing something and feeling it are not the same thing.
Losing the badge felt like losing myself.
Leaving the job didn’t make the memories disappear.
If anything, it gave them more room.
They showed up uninvited — not as full scenes, not like movie flashbacks — but as fragments. A sound. A smell. A look on someone’s face that never quite resolved itself.
Standing in the grocery store, a stranger’s voice pulled me back years. Sitting in traffic, a particular intersection tightened my chest for no clear reason. Watching the news, my body reacted before my mind had time to catch up.
These weren’t dramatic moments.
They were subtle.
And that made them harder to explain.
Without the job, the compartments opened.
Not all at once.
Just enough to remind me what I’d carried.
People I couldn’t help.
Calls without clean endings.
Conversations that ended without closure.
Some nights, the ghosts came quietly.
Other nights, they came loud.
Dreams that made no sense but left me exhausted anyway. Emotions without clear origins — sadness, guilt, anger — drifting through without asking permission.
I wasn’t afraid of these ghosts.
I was tired of them.
Tired of carrying pieces of other people’s worst days without a uniform to justify the weight. Tired of pretending that time alone would erase what repetition had etched into me.
What I eventually learned was this:
The ghosts weren’t there to punish me.
They were there to be acknowledged.
They were proof that the job had mattered — even when it cost me more than I understood at the time.
Healing didn’t come from pushing them away.
It came from letting them exist without control.
From understanding that I didn’t need to relive every moment to honor it — and that carrying it forever wasn’t the price of having done the job well.
The ghosts didn’t leave.
But they softened.
And slowly, quietly, they stopped running the room.
☕ 
The Tea
Nobody warns you about the grief that comes with losing relevance.
About how fast you can go from needed
to ordinary
to invisible.
The badge doesn’t just come off your chest.
It comes off your identity.
And learning who you are without it
takes longer
than learning how to wear it ever did.
But one day, quietly,
you realize this:
You were never just the badge.
You were the person who carried it.
And that part of you never left.

[bookmark: GhZtc7J9yyDKM3dc]Who I became after the badge

I didn’t wake up one day healed.
There was no epiphany. No clean break between who I was and who I became. Healing didn’t arrive like relief — it arrived like repetition.
Practice.
At first, I measured my days by what I wasn’t doing.
I wasn’t putting on a uniform.
I wasn’t checking a radio.
I wasn’t bracing for the next interruption.
That absence felt louder than anything I added.
Then, slowly, I started noticing what I could do.
Small things. Ordinary things. Things that didn’t require permission, authority, or urgency. I chose when to leave the house. What direction to drive. How long to sit in silence without needing to justify it.
That sounds simple.
It wasn’t.
For years, decisions had been forced by circumstance — calls, policies, other people’s emergencies. Now the responsibility was mine, and that felt heavier than I expected.
Choice requires presence.
And I was still learning how to stay.
For a long time, I equated strength with command.
With standing tall. Speaking clearly. Taking control when things went sideways. The job rewarded that version of me — the one who could walk into chaos and make order out of it.
Without the badge, that version felt unnecessary.
At first, that scared me.
If I wasn’t the one giving direction, what value did I bring?
It took time to understand that strength didn’t disappear when authority did.
It just changed shape.
Strength became listening without fixing.
Holding space instead of holding rank.
Knowing when to speak — and when not to.
I didn’t have to prove myself anymore.
And learning that was humbling.
Purpose didn’t come back all at once.
It trickled in.
Through conversations that mattered. Through advocating when something felt wrong. Through telling stories — not to relive them, but to make sense of them.
I realized I hadn’t lost my voice.
I’d just stopped using it in one specific way.
The same instincts that made me a good cop — observation, empathy, accountability — were still there. They just needed new containers.
Helping instead of enforcing.
Explaining instead of commanding.
Protecting without a badge.
That shift didn’t diminish me.
It expanded me.
The past didn’t disappear.
It never does.
But it stopped leading.
I could look back without being pulled under. Remember without reliving. Carry what mattered and leave the rest where it belonged.
I didn’t reject the badge.
I integrated it.
It became part of my story — not the headline.
And that’s when I understood something quietly profound:
I wasn’t rebuilding myself.
I was uncovering who I’d been all along — underneath the uniform, underneath the expectation, underneath the noise.
The badge had shaped me.
But it had never defined me.
☕ 
The Tea
Rebuilding doesn’t mean becoming someone new.
It means learning how to live
as the person you were
before the world taught you to armor up.
The badge may come off.
The radio may go quiet.
But the courage, the empathy, the instinct to show up?
Those stay.
And once you stop trying to outrun who you were,
you finally get to decide
who you are becoming.

[bookmark: lZXFrgPZgpETzokP]The Things we Carry

I helped people for a living.
That part is true.
I showed up on some of the worst days of other people’s lives and did what I could to steady the ground beneath them. I listened. I intervened. I protected. I absorbed stories no one else wanted to hear and carried them so others wouldn’t have to.
What I didn’t do—at least not for a long time—was help myself.
For years, I treated my own pain like something to be managed quietly. Something to compartmentalize. Something to get through, not address. I told myself I was strong enough. Experienced enough. Disciplined enough.
That was the lie.
The truth is, I waited far too long.
There was a point when the weight became unbearable. When the exhaustion, the memories, the constant vigilance pressed in so tightly that I couldn’t see a way forward. I didn’t want to die—I just desperately wanted the noise to stop.
That distinction matters.
I had been hospitalized twice for PTSD. I knew the language. I knew the symptoms. I knew what I would have told anyone else in my position.
And still, I struggled to believe it applied to me.
That’s the thing about trauma in policing:
We’re trained to recognize it in others and minimize it in ourselves.
I eventually got help—not because I was weak, but because I was human. Because even the strongest systems fail when they’re overloaded for too long. Because surviving the job doesn’t mean escaping its cost.
I retired from the profession in 2017.
Not from the city—but from policing.
And that distinction matters too.
Because even after the badge comes off, the job doesn’t simply disappear. It follows you home. It lives in your body. It settles into your habits and your sense of safety.
Even now, I check my doors.
I scan my house.
I listen for sounds that don’t belong.
That vigilance has softened over time, but it has never fully left.
This life I live now—this careful, aware, sometimes anxious version of myself—is who I have become. And I’ve made peace with the fact that this is likely who I will be for the rest of my life.
Not broken.
Changed.
I don’t face that alone.
I have a German Shepherd named Bleu.
She is more than a dog. She is my support, my anchor, my quiet reassurance when my body forgets that I am safe. When fear creeps in, she searches the house. When I break down, she presses against me, steady and present, reminding me to breathe.
I don’t know what I would do without her.
She doesn’t ask questions.
She doesn’t need explanations.
She just stays.
Police officers are trained to carry burdens.
We carry responsibility. Trauma. Moral injury. Hypervigilance. We carry the expectation that we will handle it—that we will be fine—that we will move on to the next call without bringing the last one with us.
But the truth is this:
We carry it all.
While we’re working.
After we leave.
Sometimes for the rest of our lives.
Mental health in policing is still treated like a side issue instead of an occupational reality. We talk about equipment, tactics, policy, and training—but not nearly enough about what the job does to the people who do it well.
I helped a lot of people.
I just waited too long to help myself.
That doesn’t erase the good I did. And it doesn’t define me by my lowest moments.
It simply tells the truth.
And the truth is this: healing didn’t mean becoming who I was before.
It meant learning how to live as who I am now.
☕ 
The Tea
Policing doesn’t end when the job does.
You don’t just turn in the badge
and get your nervous system back.
Some of us survive the streets
only to battle ourselves in the quiet.
If you’re still carrying the weight—
you’re not weak.
You’re not broken.
You’re human.
And helping yourself
isn’t a failure of strength.
It’s the bravest call
you may ever answer.

[bookmark: pZSBs3N7cGcrRK5v]What I Wish I had known
A letter to me
Dear Me,
You’re about to put on a uniform that will change you.
Not all at once.
Not in ways anyone will warn you about.
They’ll teach you how to survive the streets. They’ll teach you policy, tactics, procedures. They’ll teach you how to run toward danger while other people freeze.
What they won’t teach you is how to survive after.
You’re going to be good at this job. That’s the part you should know right away. You’ll care deeply. You’ll show up when it matters. You’ll help people on days that break them—and you’ll do it with empathy, courage, and integrity.
And because of that, you’ll start believing that carrying pain is part of the job description.
It isn’t.
Listen to me.
When you stop sleeping, don’t call it dedication.
When you feel numb, don’t call it professionalism.
When your body stays on edge even when you’re safe, don’t tell yourself it’s normal.
That’s your nervous system asking for help.
This job will reward silence. It will admire endurance. It will praise resilience and quietly ignore the cost. Don’t let that convince you that asking for help means you’ve failed.
You don’t have to wait until you’re drowning to reach for air.
You don’t have to earn care by falling apart.
You don’t have to be at the edge to justify saying, I’m not okay.
Ask sooner.
Tell the truth earlier.
Let someone see you before you disappear into yourself.
You will tell yourself you can handle it.
You can—until you can’t.
And when that moment comes, I need you to remember this:
Needing help does not erase the good you’ve done.
It does not cancel your strength.
It does not mean you weren’t built for this work.
It means you’re human.
Protect your mind the way you protect everyone else. Take your mental health as seriously as your physical safety. The job will take everything you offer it—and then ask for more.
You are allowed to say no.
There is a life beyond the badge.
And it deserves you too.
With honesty,
With compassion,
With the love you will learn—slowly—to give yourself,
— Me
The Closing
These days, when fear creeps in, I don’t fight it.
I notice it.
Bleu notices it too.
She stands before I do—alert, steady, confident—and moves through the house the way she’s learned to. Checking corners. Pausing at doorways. Making sure everything is as it should be. When she’s done, she comes back to me and presses her weight against my legs.
Grounding me.
Reminding me I’m here.
I still check my doors.
I still listen to the night.
That part of me never fully left.
But it doesn’t own me anymore.
Now, when the fear rises, I breathe. I rest my hand on Bleu’s back. I let the moment pass instead of letting it take over.
I retired from policing in 2017.
Not from the city—but from the profession.
And even now, I still carry pieces of it. Some days heavier than others. Some days quietly folded into who I’ve become.
This life isn’t the one I imagined when I first put on the uniform. It’s slower. Quieter. Sometimes harder in ways I didn’t expect.
But it’s mine.
I helped people.
I waited too long to help myself.
And I’m still here.
Bleu settles at my feet.
The house is quiet.
Not empty.
Just calm.
And for now—and for the life I’m living now—that’s enough.
☕ 
The Final Tea
You don’t leave policing and become who you were before.
You leave it
and become who you are now.
Still watchful.
Still caring.
Still standing.
Peace doesn’t arrive all at once.
Sometimes it looks like a locked door,
a steady breath,
a dog at your feet,
and the understanding that surviving
was never the end of the story.
It was the beginning of learning how to live.

[bookmark: lJE7XihD4VVTjfBp]Chapter 7



[bookmark: zjOCtpjSYyuGMmKe]Same Building, Different Badges

Graduating from the academy fills you with confidence.
You feel ready. Prepared. Grounded in policy, procedure, and purpose. You walk into your new assignment carrying that fresh-graduate certainty — the kind that comes from passing tests, surviving training, and being told you’re now qualified to do the job.
What the academy doesn’t teach you is this:
Law enforcement isn’t just about calls, criminals, or paperwork.
 It’s about culture.
And I learned that quickly — the moment I realized we weren’t just sharing calls.
We were sharing a building.
Under One Roof
Back then, the city police department and the sheriff’s office operated out of the same old building.
Same walls.
 Same narrow hallways.
 Same worn-out floors that creaked no matter how quietly you tried to walk.
It was the kind of place where sound carried — radios squawking, phones ringing, boots moving down hallways, laughter drifting out of offices. The air always smelled like stale coffee, copier toner, and whatever someone burned in the microwave and pretended wasn’t theirs.
But that’s where the similarities ended.
We wore badges — but we lived in two different worlds.
From my perspective at the time, city police worked nonstop. We answered calls, handled domestics, chased drunks, wrote tickets, and dealt with the steady stream of chaos that came with policing a city.
Across the hall, the sheriff’s office felt different. Slower. More relaxed. Their approach wasn’t wrong — just different — but to a brand-new officer who still believed rules were rules and enforcement was enforcement, it felt like two standards operating under the same roof.
I didn’t have the experience yet to understand discretion or context.
I just knew what I’d been taught — and I took it seriously.
Where It Really Clashed
The differences became impossible to ignore when it came to DUIs.
From where I stood, DUI enforcement was non-negotiable. If someone was impaired, we stopped them, investigated, and followed the process. It wasn’t personal. It was public safety.
Watching how that same issue played out across the hall felt different. Not wrong — but inconsistent with what I believed the job required.
You could hear the divide on the radio.
Our traffic came fast and clipped. Calls stacked. Units checked in and out. Locations rattled off like muscle memory.
Other traffic sounded slower. More conversational.
Same frequency. Same dispatchers. Completely different rhythm.
The friction never turned into shouting matches or open conflict. It lived in the hallways. In looks. In comments that stopped just short of direct.
Tone. Body language. Who moved aside. Who didn’t.
Nobody had to explain it.
You felt it.
What was clear were our leadership’s expectations. We were expected to work — thoroughly, professionally, proactively. There wasn’t much room for interpretation or excuses. If you wore our badge, you carried the responsibility that came with it.
How It Landed on Me
As a new officer, I took everything personally.
Every comment. Every look. Every difference in approach felt like a judgment — not just on the badge I wore, but on me.
I worked hard. I cared deeply. I wanted to do the job right.
What I didn’t yet understand was how thin the line is between confidence and arrogance — especially when experience hasn’t caught up with certainty.
The academy had given me structure and belief. Maybe a little too much of both.
I believed rules existed for a reason and that enforcing them consistently was the job.
What I hadn’t learned yet was that certainty without experience can make you rigid — even when your intentions are good.
Over time, I started watching more than reacting.
I noticed patterns I hadn’t seen before. How different roles came with different priorities. How experience shaped discretion. How situations rarely fit neatly into policy the way they did on paper.
It didn’t mean I agreed with everything I saw.
It meant I stopped assuming my way was the only way.
Humility didn’t arrive with a lecture or a hard lesson. It crept in quietly — through observation, frustration, and the realization that policing is shaped just as much by people as it is by law.
I was still proud of my badge.
 Still committed to the work.
I just wasn’t convinced I had it all figured out anymore.
The Real Lesson of the Building
Sharing that building taught me something the academy never could.
Law enforcement isn’t one uniform experience. It’s layered, complicated, and shaped by the cultures people grow inside.
Same building.
 Different badges.
And a lesson I didn’t know I needed yet.
The Tea ☕
I used to think policing was simple.
You had the law. You had the rules. You followed them — end of story.
What I learned in that old building was that the job is shaped by people just as much as policy. By experience. By culture. By what you’re expected to prioritize when everything is happening at once.
I didn’t lose my standards.
But I did lose the illusion that everyone works the job the same way — or that they should.
Sometimes growth doesn’t come from the streets.
Sometimes it comes from the hallway.

[bookmark: aDCWxMH1CMArQzDW]First Nights on Patrol — Adrenaline, Fear, and More Mixed Tea

Graduating from the academy doesn’t mean you’re ready.
It just means you’ve earned the right to be trained for real.
That’s when the real test starts — Field Training.
And that’s when you find out very quickly whether this job is for you…
—or whether you’ve made a terrible mistake.
The Man Who Would Decide My Fate
My Field Training Officer is burned into my memory — not because he was loud or cruel, but because he didn’t need to be.
He was old-school. By-the-book. Ethical to his core. The kind of cop who did things right even when no one was watching — especially then. Anyone trained by him turned out solid.
At least that’s what everyone said.
At the time, he scared the hell out of me.
He had this look — like a disappointed father who never needed to raise his voice because silence did all the work. To me, he wasn’t just hard to please.
He was impossible.
He had no problem telling you what you did wrong. Saying “good job,” though? That was rare currency in law enforcement back then.
And he had sayings.
If you exaggerated anything:
 “Oh really?”
If something went sideways:
 “Well… that’s sporty.”
You never knew if sporty meant mildly inconvenient or career-ending — and that uncertainty was half the stress.
Learning the “Right” Way
One of the first things he drilled into me was radar enforcement.
I was never allowed to hide.
No bushes.
 No sneaking around corners.
 No ninja traffic enforcement.
This offended me deeply.
I was a rookie. I wanted action. Arrests. Lights and sirens. I wanted to feel like a cop. Sitting in plain sight felt like cheating.
He told me,
 “Just the presence of a patrol car slows traffic. If they don’t see you, that’s their problem.”
So there we sat — wide out in the open. Visible. Obvious. Unapologetic.
He wasn’t flashy. He was principled.
And he expected the same from me.
The Only Woman on the Road
At the time, I was the only female officer working patrol. The only other woman was a detective.
That mattered.
Everything I did felt noticed — and not always kindly.
Every traffic stop.
 Every radio transmission.
 Every move.
I felt like I had something to prove every single shift.
One night, we were patrolling a car lot that had been hit by a string of break-ins. It was quiet.
Too quiet.
Straight-out-of-a-horror-movie quiet.
And then — a cat jumped onto the hood of the patrol car.
I screamed.
Not a controlled scream.
 Not a tactical scream.
A full-volume, soul-leaving-my-body scream.
My FTO slowly turned his head, looked at me, and said,
 “Well… that was sporty.”
I wanted to crawl under the seat and die.
My cheeks were on fire. I didn’t look at him for the rest of the shift.
Almost Quitting Before I Started
No matter what I did, I felt like I couldn’t please him.
Eventually, I told my best friend — who was a dispatcher — that I was going to quit. I couldn’t take any more of him.
She talked me into staying.
And that’s when it hit me.
I wasn’t just a rookie.
From my perspective, I was a woman invading a man’s territory, trying to do a man’s job at a time when that still made people uncomfortable. I didn’t get much grace.
I got scrutiny.
Bill Blue
One of my first real calls with him involved a man I’ll call Bill Blue.
Every department has one.
Bill was a menace to society — a drug user who hated authority and especially hated women. He rode his bike around town stirring chaos, yelling, daring someone to stop him.
Our call signs changed often, so I’ll call myself 112, though I think I was actually 106 at the time.
“112, Dispatch.”
I didn’t answer.
Not because I didn’t hear it — but because my brain hadn’t yet accepted that I was the one being called. For the first couple of weeks, I felt more like a ride-along who wandered into the wrong uniform.
My FTO looked at me and said,
 “You gonna answer the radio or ignore the dispatcher?”
I keyed up.
 “112.”
Dispatch came back:
 “We have a 10-96 subject walking up and down North 2nd East, yelling at himself.”
10-96.
Oh shit.
What is that?
I didn’t want to grab my cheat sheet. I was embarrassed. I knew it wasn’t good — a man yelling at himself in public rarely is.
I flipped on the lights and siren and hit the gas, doing a U-turn sharp enough to hear the tires squeal — and my FTO grabbing the dash.
He said impatiently,
 “What are you running lights and sirens for? For Christ’s sake, officer, it’s midshift. There’s no traffic.”
I shut them off instantly.
Feeling silly.
Because he was right.
No Tasers. No Cameras. Just You.
Back then, we didn’t have much.
No tasers.
 No body cameras.
 No in-car cameras.
 No cell phones.
We had a baton. OC spray — which I wasn’t even certified to use yet. And little Radio Shack tape recorders that fit perfectly into your pocket.
That was it.
When we arrived, I was told,
 “That’s Bill.”
Bill took one look at me and lost his mind.
He lunged straight at me — screaming, calling me every name imaginable, daring me to bring my shit on.
The corporal on scene stepped in front of me. Bill tried to go around him — and the corporal stepped again.
Back and forth.
 Over and over.
I won’t lie.
I was scared as hell.
My brain froze — not in a dramatic way, but in that quiet, dangerous pause where you know you should be doing something and can’t decide what fast enough. I probably looked like I was hiding — and maybe, in that moment, I was.
But I also knew this:
If it went to the ground, I was ready. I think. I loved arrest techniques — but he was moving a lot faster than the guy in the red man suit at the academy.
Bill never got to me.
But he did get a ride to jail.
Or so I thought.
Hospital Clears and Creepy Jails
“He needs to be medically cleared first,” the jail commander said.
Of course he did.
In my opinion, everyone needed to be medically cleared back then. We’d stand at the hospital for hours waiting. I always suspected it was punishment for bringing people in.
And the jail?
It was old.
Really old.
Creepy in a way you couldn’t explain.
Strangely, I didn’t feel anything there — except in the basement. That confused me. The jail was old; shouldn’t I have felt something everywhere?
That place deserves its own chapter.
The Tea ☕
And the tea from those first nights on patrol?
Your FTO might never say “good job.”
 The radio will embarrass you.
 A cat will make you scream.
 A guy like Bill Blue will make you question whether you belong.
But fear doesn’t mean you can’t do the job.
Sometimes it just means you’re learning how to breathe while doing it.
And if you’re lucky, the ones who are hardest on you are quietly making you better —
Even when it feels like they’re breaking you.

[bookmark: 2y0Q6DwUjhI8XM2j]Court and the Courthouse

Police work doesn’t end when the cuffs click.
That was the lesson I learned quickly — then learned again — the first time I had to sit in a courtroom and explain myself.
On the street, you learn how to act under pressure.
 In court, you learn how to sound like you were in control the whole time.
And those are not the same skill.
After the adrenaline fades — after the arrest — after the report is written and rewritten so the wording won’t get you shredded on the stand — there’s the part of the job no one really prepares you for:
Paperwork.
 Prosecutors.
 Court.
No matter how confident you feel on the street, the courtroom operates on a different truth:
Everyone is innocent until proven guilty.
 And the way you tell the story matters just as much as what actually happened.
From Street to Stand
On the street, decisions are fast. Instinctive. Sometimes messy. You rely on training, experience, and that internal alarm that tells you when something is about to go sideways.
In court, none of that matters unless you can explain it — calmly, clearly, and without emotion.
Every word gets dissected.
 Every action questioned.
 Every pause noticed.
I learned quickly it wasn’t enough to do the right thing. You had to articulate the right thing. You had to remember details you didn’t even realize your brain stored. You had to sit there — in uniform — while attorneys tried to turn seconds of chaos into minutes of doubt.
It was humbling.
 And exhausting.
And it taught me something else most people never talk about.
You can lie on the stand.
Not big lies.
 Not dramatic ones.
Small ones.
The kind that would make everything easier.
Back then, the word of a police officer was golden — if that officer had a reputation for honesty. Judges trusted you. Juries listened. Your credibility carried weight.
And that meant it would have been incredibly easy to abuse.
Defense attorneys don’t just attack the incident. From my perspective, they dismantle things in layers. First the investigation. Then the report. And if that doesn’t work, they go after the officer’s credibility.
Your memory.
 Your judgment.
 Your integrity.
I remember one case that stayed with me — a simple traffic stop. A driver ran a stop sign. Straightforward. Or so I thought.
I took the stand confident.
Then the judge asked a question I hadn’t even considered.
“Did you see the tires come to a complete stop at the stop sign?”
My mind raced.
I watched the car — not the tires, I realized.
For about two seconds, I considered saying yes.
No one would have known.
 It would have wrapped the case up neatly.
But I couldn’t do it.
“No, Judge,” I said. “I was not watching the tires.”
The case was dismissed.
And strangely, I didn’t feel like I’d lost.
I felt respected.
That moment cemented something early in my career: your credibility is everything. Once it’s gone, no badge or uniform will bring it back.
We had one defense attorney who was especially brutal. Very theatrical. Very calculated. He’d throw his glasses down. Drop his pen. Sit in silence just long enough to make you uncomfortable — all to provoke a reaction.
If you took the bait, he’d pounce.
Standing there under oath, I learned that the courthouse doesn’t just judge defendants.
It judges you.
Walking Into the Courthouse
The first time I walked into the courthouse as an officer, something felt off.
Not scary.
 Not dramatic.
Just heavy.
Like the air itself was carrying too much.
Courthouses are designed to feel serious — tall ceilings, hard floors, silence that has rules. But this wasn’t just seriousness.
This felt like grief processed in bulk. Day after day. Year after year. Until it soaked into the walls.
The fluorescent lights were bright, but the corners felt darker than they should have been. The hallways echoed even when no one was talking. And the deeper I walked into the building, the more my body reacted — like it was picking up a frequency I didn’t want tuned into.
I wasn’t seeing anything yet.
It was pressure. A tightness in my chest. A buzzing under my skin. The unmistakable sensation of being watched — even when no one was there.
I told myself to knock it off.
You’re here to testify. Not to be weird.
The Restroom
At one point, I ducked into the women’s restroom — not to hide, just to breathe.
Court is stressful in a way that sneaks up on you. You’re “on” the entire time. I just wanted a minute alone.
I sat in the stall, head down, letting the noise in my body settle.
Then the stall door next to me opened.
And closed.
Slowly.
No footsteps.
 No voices.
 No one else in the restroom.
It opened again.
Then closed.
I didn’t feel scared.
I felt irritated.
I just wanted to be left alone.
And that’s exactly what I said — out loud.
“Leave me alone.”
The realization hit me immediately how strange that must have looked. A uniformed police officer, alone in a courthouse bathroom, talking to herself.
Or… was I?
That thought annoyed me even more.
I finished, washed my hands, and left — refusing to give it any more attention than it deserved.
Downstairs
The lower level of the courthouse was worse.
That’s where I started seeing them.
Black shadow figures.
Not clearly. Not fully formed. They didn’t rush or float or do anything dramatic. They moved the way people move when they’re just going about their business — rounding corners, slipping past doorways, disappearing as soon as I looked directly at them.
Every time I tried to focus, they were gone.
But I knew what I saw.
It wasn’t constant. It was intermittent — just enough to make me question myself. Just enough to make my stomach tighten every time I walked those halls.
Still, it wasn’t fear.
It was awareness.
Like the building had layers — and I was seeing something I hadn’t been invited to notice.
Confirmation I Didn’t Want
Later — because of course I did — I looked it up.
Turns out, the courthouse had a reputation.
“Well… no shit,” I muttered.
That didn’t bring relief.
It made it worse.
Because now the question wasn’t what I was feeling.
It was why.
When Control Backfired
Trying to quiet everything, I started meditating. Breathing. Grounding myself.
It backfired.
Everything became stronger. Sharper. Louder.
The more I tried to shut things out, the more present they became.
Whatever was happening there, I didn’t want it.
But the courthouse didn’t care what I wanted.
What I Didn’t Say
I didn’t talk about it.
Not to coworkers.
 Not to supervisors.
 Not to anyone who might question my mental stability.
Back then, admitting something like that could end a career.
So I did what cops do best.
I compartmentalized.
I shoved it down.
 I focused on the job.
 I told myself it would pass.
It didn’t.
The Tea ☕
Court teaches you how to explain yourself.
But some buildings don’t want explanations.
Some places hold onto what passed through them — the lies, the truths, the grief, the fear — and they don’t let go easily.
I didn’t go looking for the dead.
I just worked in a place where they never left.
And sometimes, even a cop who believes deeply in honesty just wants to be left alone in the bathroom.

[bookmark: wgN02OC9hdsdnzRg]Calls Don’t Care What You’re Carrying

No matter what was going on in my head — exhaustion, fear, self-doubt, or things I didn’t yet understand — the radio still went off.
Calls don’t wait for you to get your footing.
They don’t care what you’re carrying emotionally.
They don’t care if you’re a woman trying to prove you belong.
They just keep coming.
Most police work isn’t dramatic. It’s human. Messy. Awkward. Sometimes ridiculous. It’s held together by caffeine, sarcasm, dark humor, and coworkers who become your second family whether you asked for them or not.
And if you’re a woman in uniform?
You learn fast that the calls don’t judge you —
but people do.
For privacy and legal reasons, some details in this chapter have been condensed, and certain individuals represent composites of experiences rather than single, identifiable people.
The Calls That Shape You
There were calls that made you laugh so hard you had to turn your mic away.
People calling 911 because
their neighbor’s dog “looked suspicious,”
someone was stealing their silverware through the TV,
a snake left in the basement after a renter moved out — moving around like it had squatter’s rights,
or an argument over food somehow escalating into a full-blown crisis.
Those calls reminded you that people are strange, lonely, dramatic, and sometimes just bored.
And then there were the calls that shut everyone up.
Domestics where nothing was broken except the people.
Kids caught in the middle of adult failures.
Elderly folks who just wanted someone to talk to but didn’t know how to say it.
You learned to switch gears fast — joking in the patrol car one minute, standing quietly in someone’s living room the next while their world collapsed.
That switch never gets easy.
You just get faster at it.
Being a Woman on the Street
Here’s the part they don’t teach you in the academy:
The street doesn’t care if you’re female —
but it often felt like everyone else did.
Every move you make gets noticed.
Every mistake gets remembered.
And if the last woman on the road wasn’t respected, you inherit her reputation whether you earned it or not.
I learned early that I had more to prove — not because I wasn’t capable, but because I was female.
Some people tested me quietly.
Others did it loudly.
A Sergeant Who Taught Me Respect Isn’t Guaranteed
Early in my career, I worked under a sergeant whose leadership style left a lasting impression.
From the moment I arrived, he was confrontational. I was told — more than once — that the last female officer on the road “wasn’t brave” and “did absolutely nothing.”
Whether that assessment was fair or not, it wasn’t my reputation — but I was expected to carry it.
He was loud.
Crude.
In my opinion, his behavior often crossed professional boundaries.
I heard him tell jokes about women that made me uncomfortable. I observed him mocking women on calls — their bodies, voices, and reactions. He openly flirted with women he encountered, in a way that felt less like charm and more like fishing — hoping someone would eventually bite.
That behavior felt unprofessional to me.
And at that time?
It was tolerated far more than it ever should have been.
The Tea Everyone Knew
And then there was the tea — the kind that circulates quietly in workplaces without ever being officially addressed.
He shared with me a personal story involving an inappropriate relationship — a story that, whether accurate in every detail or not, was widely known and quietly discussed among coworkers. I had no way of verifying what was true beyond what he shared himself and what circulated at the time.
I later met the woman he referenced on several occasions. She was very young and, in my interactions with her, kind and lovely.
Stories like that tend to linger — not because people enjoy gossip, but because they raise questions about judgment, boundaries, and leadership.
“Choir Practice”
He was also a strong believer in what he called choir practice.
I remember the first time he asked me to go. I honestly didn’t know what he meant.
Choir practice, as it turned out, was officers bonding at a local bar.
Drinks.
Gossip.
Sex talk.
Everyone’s business laid out like a buffet.
Attendance wasn’t required — but participation felt expected if you wanted to be part of the team.
So I went.
Not because I wanted to — but because I wanted to belong. I wanted to prove I could handle the job, the pressure, and the culture without complaining.
I didn’t tell the jokes, but I laughed when others did.
I didn’t engage in the comments — my reactions were usually more Really? than agreement.
I didn’t play the game.
I worked.
I was loud when I needed to be.
Fair on calls.
Solid when it mattered.
And when I flirted back just enough to keep the peace, it wasn’t interest.
It was survival.
The Ending Few Were Surprised By
Eventually, he was gone.
The official details of his departure were never shared with me directly. What I later learned was that his absence followed complaints related to inappropriate workplace behavior.
One day he was there.
The next day he wasn’t.
I never saw him again.
When I heard, I wasn’t shocked.
Not even a little.
In my experience, people who push boundaries tend to keep pushing — often mistaking tolerance for approval, silence for permission, and authority for entitlement.
Human Resources eventually caught up to what many already suspected.
Why I Stayed Focused
That period of my career taught me something important:
Sometimes you don’t survive this job by being liked.
You survive it by being competent.
I buried myself in the work. Took calls. Stayed busy. Stayed sharp. Let my performance speak when politics got loud.
Because calls don’t care about your feelings.
And neither does the street.
The Tea ☕
And the tea from that chapter of my career?
Not everyone with stripes deserves respect — some just demand it.
The loudest ones in the room are often hiding the most.
And being a woman in uniform means learning when to speak… and when to document.
Do the job right.
Keep your head down.
And trust this:
Eventually, people always show you exactly who they are.
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By 2005, I was teaching at the police academy — domestic violence investigations and scenario-based training.
I loved it.
It felt like things coming full circle. I was taking what the road had beaten into me and handing it to the next generation, hoping they’d make fewer mistakes than we did.
That’s when I met him.
The rookie.
He was rough. Confident. Not hard to look at. And honestly… pretty badass.
During one of the scenario-based trainings, he threw me into a table.
Not by accident.
On purpose.
It startled the hell out of me — but I respected it. I didn’t know if he was trying to hurt me or prove something, but what I saw was commitment. Intensity. Realism.
He wasn’t playing cop.
He meant it.
Partners Without Words
Not long after, we ended up working the same shift, with the same days off, for the next five years.
We didn’t need words.
I knew when he was about to lose patience — and Lord help us when he did. He knew when I was about to step in before things went sideways.
He was aggressive. More aggressive than I was comfortable with at times. He didn’t negotiate much. He gave commands, and if someone didn’t follow them, consequences came fast.
Back then, that personality was tolerated.
Today?
It wouldn’t fly.
I didn’t say much. I didn’t report him when he pushed things further than I would have. That was who he was — and at the time, it was accepted as part of the culture.
Later, he became an instructor.
And he was damn good at it.
I loved working with him.
What Brotherhood Actually Looks Like
Good calls feel nice.
Bad calls bind you.
They stitch people together in ways that are hard to explain to anyone who hasn’t stood in the same room, seen the same thing, and then had to walk away from it like it was just another Tuesday.
Brotherhood doesn’t look like speeches.
It looks like someone handing you a bottle of water when your hands won’t stop shaking.
 Someone cracking a joke at exactly the wrong time — and exactly the right one.
 Someone sitting next to you without asking questions you’re not ready to answer.
That’s the kind of bond we had.
And that’s why the calls mattered.
The Domestic That Still Makes Me Laugh
We had serious calls.
 We had funny ones.
And then there was that domestic.
One night, we were dispatched to a domestic in progress. When we arrived, the female was outside on her phone — probably talking to her mom. Inside, the male was pacing, yelling, and refusing to come out.
My partner gave them multiple opportunities to step outside and talk to us.
They chose not to.
What happened next happened fast.
I don’t even know how he did it, but somehow he grabbed both of them — like Superman or Batman — and all three went tumbling off the porch.
Instant chaos.
He ended up with the female, who was actively resisting. I went after the male, who was doing the same.
I couldn’t get him under control.
So I did something that was absolutely not academy-approved.
I jumped on his back and rode him like a damn bull.
No technique.
 No grace.
 Just survival.
Next thing I knew, we were both on the ground, tangled up — and with his help, I got the cuffs on.
And then…
We laughed.
Not chuckled.
 Not smiled.
We laughed so hard we were crying.
Sometimes in this job, the release comes out sideways.
Five Years of Brotherhood
Over the next five years, we grew close — not romantically, but in a brotherhood kind of way. The kind built on shared shifts, bad calls, dark humor, and knowing the other person would show up no matter what.
Then he had a terrible accident.
His leg was badly broken.
His wife was out of town.
He told me not to call her.
I couldn’t honor that.
I was friends with her too.
I made sure someone stayed with him at the hospital until she got back. We took shifts.
That’s what family does.
At our small department, we were family.
The Line That Shifted Everything
During one of those conversations with his wife, she told me something that stopped me cold.
She said he had been behaving inappropriately with another female who worked at the department.
She begged me not to let that woman stay with him.
I spoke with the woman myself. She admitted they’d been texting and that he’d asked her to go to the movies.
I didn’t investigate.
 I didn’t accuse.
 I didn’t have authority to act.
There was nothing I could do.
I couldn’t protect everyone.
That sat heavy with me.
When Stripes Change the Relationship
Things stayed solid — until he made Sergeant.
At first, I was excited. He was a no-bullshit guy. I believed he would make a strong supervisor.
Those stripes changed the dynamic between us.
He became more authoritative. More rigid. Less collaborative.
From my perspective, it felt less like leadership and more like control.
We argued often.
The Lieutenant liked to joke that we had a “love-hate relationship.”
Supervisors grew tired of it.
“Oh, that’s just how he is,” they’d say.
That explanation stopped working for me.
The Moment That Broke It
At the time, I was in charge of training.
I wanted to schedule an arrest techniques class and emailed him asking if he would teach it.
He said yes.
As the date approached, I followed up.
He told me no.
So I hired an outside instructor.
He was angry.
He produced the email showing he had agreed.
What it didn’t show was the conversation afterward — when he told me he would not teach the class.
The Lieutenant sat me down and gave me a lecture about honesty and accountability.
It didn’t matter what I said.
He had the email.
 He had documentation.
And suddenly, I was the liar.
I was instructed to admit my mistake.
But I hadn’t lied.
I was known for owning my mistakes when I made them.
This one cut deep.
That was the moment I lost respect for him.
He wasn’t my partner anymore.
He wasn’t my closest friend.
He was someone I couldn’t trust.
When Friendship Meets Rank
Here’s where I failed to understand something — and this part is on me.
He wasn’t my friend anymore.
He was my supervisor.
We got into a heated argument after shift one night. He told me to leave. I refused. He told me again. I still refused.
In my mind, I was arguing with a friend.
In reality, I was challenging a Sergeant.
The next day, he wrote me up and removed me from my role as Public Information Officer — a position I loved.
He told me I’d get it back when I learned how to talk to a supervisor.
It felt humiliating.
I appealed the write-up.
And I won.
Policy had been violated.
That didn’t make things better.
It made them worse.
Aftermath
From my perspective, he began speaking negatively about me to others — openly, during shift change.
He made his position clear.
My work environment became tense. Uncomfortable.
I went to the Lieutenant.
He shrugged and said, again:
“You two just have a love-hate relationship.”
That was the moment I realized no one was coming to fix this.
The Tea ☕
And the tea from that chapter of my career?
Brotherhood doesn’t survive unchecked power.
 Stripes don’t create leaders — integrity does.
And sometimes the hardest lesson is realizing the person you trusted didn’t change…
They just finally showed you who they were.
Once respect is gone, the battle has already begun.
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Being a female officer on the street came with a different set of rules — most of them unspoken, all of them learned the hard way.
People think policing is about authority and control. Sometimes it is. But when you’re a woman in uniform, especially in the 1990s, reactions often have less to do with the badge and more to do with what people see before they see it.
The Look
I learned to recognize it instantly.
That pause.
 That double-take.
 That look that says, Oh… you’re not who I expected.
Especially when they realized I was female, tall, skinny, and completely comfortable standing my ground.
Some men straightened up.
 Some got cocky.
 Some got stupid.
“Are You Going to Arrest Me?”
I heard it constantly.
Sometimes flirtatious.
 Sometimes joking.
 Sometimes testing.
“You can search me anytime.”
They thought it was clever.
 They thought it was harmless.
 They thought I’d laugh.
What they didn’t realize was that every comment like that was a test — to see whether I was going to be treated as a cop or reduced to a body in a uniform.
Traffic Stops and Theater
Traffic stops were their own kind of performance.
Some women had learned exactly how to play the game with male officers — a lifted skirt, a pulled-down shirt, a smile timed just right.
And sometimes it worked.
But the looks on their faces when I walked up to the window?
The game stopped.
The flirtation died.
 The confidence faded.
Because I wasn’t there to participate in it.
Yes, I Was Attractive — and No, That Didn’t Help
I got compliments constantly.
About my looks.
 My height.
 How “surprising” I was.
I’ll say it plainly, without apology:
 I was a beautiful woman back then — at least that’s what I was told.
But beauty in uniform doesn’t make the job easier.
 It makes it louder.
Every compliment came with an assumption.
 Every smile came with a question mark.
When Flirting Crossed the Line
And sometimes, it wasn’t flirting at all.
The Function
I was working a function, standing against a wall, doing my job.
A man — trying to be funny, egged on by a dare — walked up behind me and grabbed my buttocks.
Before his brain caught up with what he’d done, he was slammed against the wall and handcuffed.
I took him outside and cited him for battery on a police officer.
He was humiliated.
 I was humiliated.
He told me he’d been dared to do it.
Later, I learned the truth:
 The person who dared him was my then-boyfriend.
I dropped the charges with the prosecutor.
 I had no interest in going to court with that information attached to my name.
Comedy Night
Another time, I was off duty, alone at a bar, enjoying comedy night.
A firefighter walked up behind me and grabbed my buttocks.
 The man he was with laughed.
I called the police.
I was ready to have him charged.
But because he was a firefighter, I decided to file a formal complaint instead.
The man laughing — the one who thought it was all a joke?
He would later be elected mayor of our town.
When I called his wife the next day to get his name so I could include it in the complaint, she said:
“I think you’re taking this too far. It was a joke. I’m not giving you his name.”
She thought it was funny.
 She thought sexual harassment was acceptable.
Her husband would later become mayor.
Why I Stayed Quiet
After that, I kept my mouth shut.
Not because I was wrong.
 Not because it didn’t matter.
But because I already knew how this would end.
I had embarrassed his friend.
 I had filed a complaint.
 I was already on the wrong side of people with power.
And I was right.
We’ll talk about that later.
What Being a Female Cop Really Meant
Being a female officer meant knowing when to fight — and when to document, wait, and survive.
It meant understanding that standing up for yourself sometimes made you the problem.
 It meant watching men call assault a joke.
 It meant learning that silence was sometimes the only way to keep your career intact.
The Tea
And the tea about being a female cop?
Some people flirt.
 Some people test.
 Some people cross the line — then laugh when you draw it.
And when power protects the wrong people, you learn quickly who the system is really built for.
I wasn’t dramatic.
 I wasn’t sensitive.
 I wasn’t confused.
I was doing my job —
 and surviving it the only way women were allowed to back then.
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Men and women do the same job in law enforcement.
They do not get judged the same way.
I didn’t understand that fully when I started. I thought professionalism, effort, and results would speak for themselves. For a long time, I believed if I worked hard enough, stayed ethical enough, and proved myself often enough, I’d be measured by the same yardstick as everyone else.
I was wrong.
Men Get Mistakes. Women Get Labels.
When male officers messed up, it was a bad day.
 When female officers messed up, it was a personality flaw.
Men were allowed to:
have tempers
have affairs
make judgment errors
drink too much
be rough around the edges
Women were expected to:
be calm
be grateful
be professional at all times
never be emotional
never be sexual
never be human
A male officer could yell and be called passionate.
 A female officer raised her voice and was called unstable.
Affairs: Same Behavior, Different Consequences
Male officers who had affairs were often shrugged off.
“That’s just how he is.”
 “He’s a dog.”
 “Don’t get involved.”
Women who had affairs?
They became:
whispers
warnings
examples
Her credibility was questioned.
 Her judgment was doubted.
 Her entire career was viewed through that lens.
The men kept their rank.
 The women carried the shame.
Sexualization Cuts Both Ways
Female officers were sexualized constantly — whether they wanted to be or not.
Too friendly?
 She’s flirting.
Too quiet?
 She’s stuck up.
Too attractive?
 She must be using it.
Too direct?
 She’s a bitch.
There was no safe zone.
Meanwhile, male officers could flirt openly, cross lines, and still be seen as “harmless.”
Power Changes the Math
When a male supervisor crossed boundaries, it was often minimized.
When a female officer spoke up, she became the problem.
She was “difficult.”
 “Can’t take a joke.”
 “Always causing drama.”
Open-door policies closed fast.
And retaliation didn’t always look like punishment — sometimes it looked like isolation, stalled opportunities, or silence.
Who Got Protected
Here’s the part people don’t like to talk about.
Men protected men.
Not always consciously.
 Not always maliciously.
But consistently.
Women were expected to absorb discomfort, overlook misconduct, and stay quiet — especially if the man involved had rank, time on, or connections.
And if she didn’t?
She was no longer trusted.
The Long Memory
Small departments don’t forget.
A male officer’s mistake faded with time.
 A female officer’s mistake followed her.
It came up in promotion discussions.
 In whispered conversations.
 In decisions that were never explained.
She wasn’t judged on her whole career — just the parts people wanted to remember.
What I Learned
I learned that fairness in policy doesn’t always mean fairness in practice.
I learned that women had to be better just to be seen as equal — and even then, it wasn’t guaranteed.
And I learned this the hardest way possible:
Being honest doesn’t always protect you.
 But being silent always costs you something.
The Tea
And the tea about how women are judged?
Men get grace.
 Women get remembered.
Men recover.
 Women carry it.
And if you’re a woman who speaks up, pushes back, or refuses to play small —
 you better be ready to be judged harder than anyone else in the room.
Because that’s the price women paid to wear the badge back then.
And too often, they still do.
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Let’s get this out of the way first:
Dating as a female police officer is not sexy.
It’s not glamorous.
And it is absolutely not what people think it is.
People imagine confidence, authority, excitement — maybe a little danger mixed in for fun. What they don’t imagine is exhaustion, hyper-vigilance, odd hours, and a brain that never quite shuts off.
The Funny Part (Because You Have to Laugh)
The moment someone finds out you’re a cop, the reactions fall into predictable categories.
Category One: The Badge Chaser
These men are fascinated by the uniform, the gun, the authority.
“Do you carry your gun off duty?”
“Have you ever shot anyone?”
“Can you arrest me?”
No.
Stop.
Go sit down.
They weren’t interested in me. They were interested in the idea of me — a fantasy version that didn’t include night shift exhaustion or court days.
Category Two: The Intimidated
These guys liked me — until they actually thought about what I did.
They were fine until:
I could read people instantly
I didn’t scare easily
I noticed lies without effort
Then suddenly I was “too intense.”
Translation: I couldn’t be fooled.
Category Three: The Jokester
“Better not piss you off.”
“Do I need to behave?”
“I better watch what I say.”
It’s funny the first time.
By the tenth time, you want to write them a citation for stupidity.
Category Four: The Hero Worshipper
They tell you how brave you are.
How much they respect you.
How proud they’d be to date a cop.
Until they realize bravery comes with trauma, odd hours, and emotional exhaustion.
Then it’s not so fun anymore.
Dating Inside the Job (Spoiler: It’s Complicated)
Dating another officer sounds easier.
Same schedule.
Same humor.
Same understanding.
But it also comes with:
rumors
rank issues
everyone knowing your business
breakups that don’t stay private
When things go wrong, you don’t just lose a relationship — you lose peace at work.
Sometimes respect, too.
And Then There’s Reality
Here’s the part that isn’t funny.
Dating as a female officer means carrying the badge into every relationship — even when you don’t want to.
You’re expected to be:
strong but not cold
confident but not threatening
independent but not intimidating
sexual — but not too sexual
There’s no winning.
And this is where the real stories come in.
When “Dating” Was a Generous Word
I didn’t go on many actual dates.
Being a cop scared some men off immediately. The ones who weren’t scared often seemed less interested in getting to know me and more interested in getting into my pants.
I’ll admit it — dating life was hard. And honestly, “dating” might be the wrong word for some of these encounters.
I went out with a couple of guys from the ambulance crew. Both were nice-looking, first responders, and I thought we might have something in common.
One came over to my house one night. We started making out, and suddenly he was begging — begging — for me to finish him off. He said he had blue balls and was in pain and needed relief.
I remember thinking:
This guy is a first responder? A professional? And he’s begging me to jerk him off so he feels better?
He was out the door.
What an ass.
Another was a helicopter paramedic. He made me laugh. We went out a few times. Same ending. He wanted to get in my pants. I wanted to as well — but it was that time of the month.
Didn’t happen.
He never called me again.
Firefighters and Other Lessons Learned
I got set up with a firefighter from the Boise area. Tall. Muscular. Handsome. We talked often and seemed to have a lot in common. He even did a ride-along with me.
And then… nothing.
He told my roommate — who was also his friend — to tell me he was gay.
Are you freaking kidding me?
I couldn’t believe it.
I also had a crush on a local firefighter once. Same story. He came over to watch a movie, and all he wanted to do was have sex.
WTF?
At some point I had to ask myself:
What is up with these people?
I’ve had personal experiences with officers, firefighters, EMTs, and the military. And I can say this because I lived it — some of the reputations about ambulance crews and firefighters are earned.
Ego.
Attention.
Women, women, women.
Not all of them — but enough.
Older Didn’t Mean Wiser
A friend once introduced me to a Fish and Game investigator. He was much older than me, and I assumed maturity came with age.
We went out a few times. He cooked dinner. We slept together.
Then the red flags showed up fast.
Controlling.
Judgmental.
Dismissive.
One night I mentioned I was a smoker. He told me he couldn’t date someone who “didn’t care what they put in their body” and warned me not to promise I’d change.
I smiled and said:
“I have no intention of changing. Have a great life, asshole.”
I think I shocked him.
I was relieved.
Years later I saw him at a cop’s funeral. He stared at me. I didn’t give him the time of day.
Nice Isn’t Always Safe
I dated a defense attorney for a while. He gave me everything I wanted — emotionally and practically.
My friends and fellow officers thought he was a nerd.
I broke it off because he was “too nice.”
Years later, I learned some terrifying information about him — allegations involving children. Nothing was ever charged or proven, so I’ll leave it there.
But that knowledge changed how I view nice forever.
The Pattern I Couldn’t Ignore
Dating for me was a total cluster.
The men I had crushes on didn’t want me.
The men who wanted me didn’t really see me.
I thought I was a good catch — funny, smart, pretty. I do have a strong resting face. That probably didn’t help.
Eventually, I married another officer. We were great friends and never should have been romantically involved. He was a detective, and I was an officer.
We argued constantly about work and roles.
We were married eight years.
It didn’t work.
That story deserves its own book.
When the Noise Finally Stopped
After the divorce, I found myself back in the dating world.
Here we go again.
Then in 2011, I met a man in the military. We met at a bar. He was leaving for Afghanistan the next day.
We stayed in touch. We started dating when he got back.
We’re still together today — 2025.
Not married.
Living together.
Solid.
He’s wonderful with my children, especially my youngest.
The dating game was finally over.
Thank God.
The Shift I Didn’t Notice Yet
What I didn’t realize at the time was this:
By the time the dating noise stopped, something else had already started.
I was tired in a way sleep didn’t fix.
Shorter with people.
Less patient.
More guarded.
I scanned rooms without thinking.
Sat with my back to walls.
Listened for exits instead of conversations.
Dating didn’t break me.
But the job had already started changing me — quietly, slowly — long before I had language for it.
The Tea
And the tea about dating as a female officer?
Some men want the badge.
Some men fear it.
Very few understand what it costs.
Dating didn’t fail because I was broken.
It failed because the job took up space — and not everyone could live with that.
The badge doesn’t come off when the shift ends.
And neither does what it leaves behind.
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Affairs in law enforcement don’t usually start with desire.
They start with exhaustion.
Long hours.
 Rotating shifts.
 Missed birthdays.
 Missed holidays.
 Missed sleep.
You live a life where most of the world is asleep while you’re wide awake, and awake when you’re trying to sleep. That alone puts distance between you and the people at home.
The Job Comes First — Whether You Want It To or Not
Policing doesn’t just take your time.
 It takes your attention.
You can be physically present at home and still be mentally on patrol. Listening for tones. Watching exits. Running scenarios in your head that no one else can see.
Your family learns quickly that the job often comes first — not because you love them less, but because the job doesn’t wait.
That creates space.
And space is dangerous.
Shared Trauma Creates Fast Bonds
The people you work with see you on your worst days.
They see you after:
death notifications
child abuse calls
domestics that go bad
scenes that follow you home
You don’t have to explain yourself to them.
They already know.
That kind of shared trauma builds connection faster than normal relationships ever could. Trust forms quickly. Conversations go deeper sooner. Boundaries soften without anyone realizing it.
It feels safe.
Too safe.
The Locker Room Nobody Talks About
There’s also the culture.
Sex jokes.
 Inappropriate comments.
 Flirting passed off as humor.
Sometimes it’s harmless.
 Sometimes it’s not.
But when it goes unchecked — especially by supervisors — it becomes permission.
Permission to cross lines.
 Permission to test boundaries.
 Permission to see what you can get away with.
And when you’re young, tired, and trying to fit in, it’s easy to tolerate things you shouldn’t.
Alcohol and After-Shift Rituals
After shift, there was often a place people went.
A bar.
 A booth.
 A back table.
They called it choir practice.
It wasn’t mandatory — but it was understood. That’s where stories were told. Where frustrations were vented. Where people felt normal again.
Alcohol lowers more than stress.
It lowers judgment.
It turns joking into touching.
 Talking into confiding.
 Confiding into something that starts to feel personal.
Being One of the Few Women
Being a woman in this environment added another layer.
You wanted to belong.
 You didn’t want to be “too sensitive.”
 You didn’t want to be labeled difficult.
So you laughed when you shouldn’t have.
 Ignored things that made you uncomfortable.
 Stayed quiet when speaking up would’ve made waves.
That silence didn’t mean consent.
It meant survival.
When Admiration Gets Complicated
Respect turns into admiration.
 Admiration turns into reliance.
Someone listens.
 Someone notices.
 Someone understands your world.
And suddenly, the person who sees you the most isn’t the one waiting at home — it’s the one sitting next to you in briefing, riding with you on calls, or sharing a drink after shift.
That’s where lines blur.
Not because people are bad —
 but because they’re human.
What No One Warned Us About
No one taught us how to protect our personal lives from the job.
They taught us tactics.
 They taught us policy.
 They taught us how to survive the street.
They didn’t teach us how to survive ourselves.
The Tea
And the tea before the tea?
Affairs don’t begin with sex.
 They begin with silence, stress, and shared understanding.
Lines don’t disappear overnight —
 they fade slowly, until one day you realize you crossed them without ever making a conscious decision.
And once the culture accepts that blurring,
 what comes next almost feels inevitable.c
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Affairs in law enforcement aren’t rare.
They’re just rarely talked about honestly.
I had two affairs while I was employed at the police department. I’m not proud of them, but I won’t pretend they didn’t happen. If this book is going to tell the truth, then this is part of it.
The First Affair: Understanding Without Demands
The first affair happened while I was married to my first husband.
The officer I became involved with understood me in a way I didn’t feel understood at home. We talked. We confided in one another. He was kind, attentive, and emotionally present. What I felt from him was genuine — and mutual.
What mattered wasn’t sex at first. It was connection. The feeling of being seen. Of being heard without judgment.
Eventually, the line was crossed — and once it was, it was intense and consuming. I left my husband because of that relationship, though the officer did not leave his wife. I never asked him to.
The affair didn’t end dramatically. It simply stopped. We remained friends.
It wasn’t destructive in the way affairs are often portrayed — but it still had consequences. Especially for me.
The Second Affair: When Power Enters the Room
The second affair was different.
This one involved a supervisor — someone who absolutely should have known better.
I didn’t seek it out. I didn’t pursue him. But I didn’t stop it either. I went willingly, knowing it was wrong, knowing the damage it could cause.
I knew his wife. I interacted with her. That knowledge weighed heavily on me.
He was persistent. He pursued me relentlessly — messages, gifts, attention, affirmation. We met in secret. We split costs. We hid in plain sight.
Over time, I began noticing things that didn’t sit right.
Inconsistencies.
 Duplicated gestures.
 Stories that didn’t add up.
It became clear that I wasn’t the only one.
A Pattern, Not a Romance
He knew exactly what he was doing.
This wasn’t about love.
 It was about control and validation.
I began to see the same signs repeated with other women — coworkers, EMTs, people connected to calls. Women who, like me, were vulnerable in different ways. Women with low self-esteem. Women craving attention.
This wasn’t accidental.
It was a pattern.
When I realized that, fear set in.
Not fear of heartbreak — fear of retaliation, of exposure, of how he would react if I tried to end it.
That’s what power does to consent.
 It complicates it.
Ending It
I didn’t end it face-to-face.
I ended it by leaving a voicemail, asking him to respect my wishes and leave me alone.
To his credit, he did.
The silence afterward was harder than I expected. Not because I loved him — but because the attention was gone. That alone should tell you how unhealthy the situation had become.
What I Need to Say Clearly
We never had sex on duty.
 I refused every attempt.
 I didn’t want my job, my safety, or my integrity compromised that way.
Still, I take responsibility for my choices.
But I also know this:
I was not the predator in that situation.
I was one of many.
Who Gets Protected
When the truth began to surface, he left the police department and went to the sheriff’s office — not because he was held accountable, but because he knew trouble was coming.
Power protects itself.
Women absorb the damage.
Marriages were destroyed. Friendships ended. Careers were altered.
And the men?
 They moved on.
What This Taught Me
Affairs in law enforcement aren’t about sex.
They’re about:
stress
ego
access
power
silence
And the system rarely punishes the people who abuse that power.
The Tea
And the tea about affairs and power?
Not all consent is simple.
 Not all relationships are equal.
 And not all predators look dangerous.
Some look charming.
 Some look respected.
 Some wear stripes.
I own my mistakes.
But I also name the truth.
Because silence is what protects the wrong people —
 and I’m done being silent.

[bookmark: d04WVjusQPNiGT3b]The Calls That Made Me Stay
T
There were plenty of days I wanted to quit.
Politics.
 Egos.
 Sexism.
 Command staff nonsense.
All of it could grind you down if you let it.
But there were calls—real calls—that reminded me why I stayed.
 Why the badge mattered.
 Why doing the job right mattered.
For me, those calls were domestic violence.
Finding My Lane
I didn’t plan to specialize in domestic violence.
It found me.
I took every class I could. I read everything available. I asked questions other officers didn’t want to slow down for. I logged hundreds of hours of domestic violence training and eventually became an instructor, teaching Domestic Violence Investigations and scenario-based training at the police academy.
What I’m sharing in this chapter isn’t theory.
 It’s training.
 Experience.
 Hard lessons learned on real calls.
Back then, we didn’t have “domestic violence investigators.” No special units. No designated experts.
But when a case was complex—when the story didn’t line up, when both parties pointed fingers, when officers weren’t sure who to arrest—they called me.
The Most Important Question
Every domestic violence call comes down to one critical decision:
Who is the predominant aggressor?
There is always one.
Your job isn’t to make an arrest just to clear the call.
 Your job is to identify the aggressor and protect the victim.
And that’s where many officers got it wrong.
The Easy Way Out (And Why It’s Wrong)
Too many officers took the easy route.
Both parties admit to striking each other.
 One has visible marks.
“Take them both in.”
Dual arrest.
 Easy.
 Clean.
 No thinking required.
Except it’s wrong.
If you arrest the wrong person—especially the victim—it is possible they will never call again. Not when the abuse escalates. Not when the threats increase. Not when their life depends on it.
And that’s how people die.
Pit Bulls and Cobras
Through training, I learned there are two primary types of abusers. Both are dangerous—but in different ways.
Pit Bulls are loud, volatile, and violent in public. The danger to the victim remains high—especially within the first 60 days after leaving the relationship. These abusers are more likely to use knives. Knives are personal. They involve overkill.
Cobras are quieter—but just as deadly.
 They don’t strike in public.
 They wait.
 They plan.
 They control.
Victims of Cobras often don’t leave until the abuser finds someone else. Cobras are more likely to use firearms.
In our community, we dealt with both. Officers needed to know the difference—because once you see it, you can’t unsee it.
Reading the Scene
I learned how to identify:
offensive wounds
defensive wounds
patterns of control
fear responses
inconsistencies in statements
Back then, if more than 3% of your domestic arrests were dual arrests, your agency had a training problem.
I took that seriously.
I earned a reputation—one I didn’t mind—for “always arresting the male.”
The truth?
Back in my days, approximately 95% of predominant aggressors are male. Not because women don’t abuse—but because men are far less likely to report it.
The math wasn’t biased.
 It was accurate.
Why It Was So Frustrating
What frustrated me most wasn’t the abusers.
It was officers who made arrests just to make arrests.
Marks?
 Someone’s going to jail.
No investigation.
 No context.
 No understanding of what that arrest meant for the victim.
Some officers listened when I explained it.
 Some didn’t care.
And it didn’t help that roughly 80% of victims go back.
They didn’t realize how dangerous that window was.
 They didn’t see the risk the way we did.
When It Finally Made Sense
When Idaho implemented the Idaho Risk Assessment of Dangerousness, things changed.
Suddenly, risk factors were clear.
 Escalation.
 Access to weapons.
 Threats.
 Strangulation indicators.
Victims could see it too.
It wasn’t just “he hit me.”
 It was measurable danger.
It saved lives.
The One That Still Haunts Me
During my time there, we had only one domestic violence murder.
We’d had stabbings.
 Shootings.
 A woman beaten with a baseball bat.
But only one murder.
I knew the victim personally—from multiple domestic calls. But the man who killed her wasn’t her usual abuser.
It was her new husband—a military man.
No one saw it coming.
He stabbed her over one hundred times.
 He stabbed both dogs more than eighty times—with a sword.
 Then he set the house on fire.
He walked outside and immediately admitted what he’d done.
I didn’t work that call.
 I heard about it the next day.
It happened earlier in my career—and it hardened something in me.
I became determined that if I could prevent even one more death like that, I would.
Why These Calls Mattered
Domestic violence victims were the hardest to help.
They went back.
 Again and again.
And even when they escaped one relationship, many found themselves in another just like it.
But every correct arrest mattered.
 Every victim who trusted me mattered.
 Every call handled the right way mattered.
That’s why I stayed.
The Tea
And the tea about domestic violence?
The most dangerous calls aren’t always the loudest.
 The easiest arrest is often the wrong one.
 And doing the job right sometimes means standing alone—while others rush it.
I stayed because some calls aren’t about statistics or clearance rates.
They’re about whether someone lives long enough to call again.
And that was worth everything.

[bookmark: 9P1Z9MogYU2XBtX5]Teaching the Hardest Truth

I began co-teaching Domestic Violence Investigations at the police academy in 2005.
I didn’t stumble into it.
 I was drawn to it.
Domestic violence was my lane.
Part of that came from the street — the calls, the patterns, the danger.
 But part of it was deeply personal.
When It’s Your Own Family
One of my family members was trapped in a violent relationship she was terrified she couldn’t escape.
This man was cruel.
 Violent.
 Controlling.
At one point, he threatened to cut my child out of my womb if he ever caught up with me.
I begged her to leave.
 Over and over again.
I traveled across states trying to help her.
 Trying to reason with her.
 Trying to save her.
She wouldn’t go.
Finally, she became so afraid he would kill her that she made an impossible decision — she left her children with him, believing he wouldn’t come after her if the children stayed behind.
You may not agree with that choice.
But domestic violence victims are not rational — not because they’re weak, but because fear rewires survival.
Most victims don’t believe they’re in danger. They tell themselves:
“If he was going to kill me, he would’ve done it by now.”
That belief gets people killed.
Why Victims Stay
This is what I tried to teach recruits.
Domestic violence doesn’t usually start violent.
It starts with love.
 Support.
 Protection.
Then something changes.
The violence happens.
 The offender cries.
 Begins.
 Brings flowers.
 Promises it will never happen again.
And the victim remembers how good it used to fee
One of my instructors taught us about "The frog in a pot." I thought the story made sense so I decided to use it with my classes.  I explained it like this:
The frog in the pot.
If a frog jumps into boiling water, it jumps right back out.
 Lesson learned.
But if a frog sits in cool water that slowly warms, it stays. The warmth feels comfortable. Familiar.
Even when the water begins to boil, it jumps out but then remembers how safe it once felt — and that memory keeps it there too long.
That’s domestic violence explained perfectly.  
Victims leave one relationship only to enter another because the warning signs feel normal. Not dangerous.  They like the warm pot of water.
Teaching at the Academy
I loved teaching.
I was considered an independent contractor and taught more classes than I can count — from 2005 to around 2016.
I became the academy’s primary Domestic Violence instructor and built their domestic violence lesson plan from the ground up.
My courses included:
classroom instruction
scenario-based training
report writing
evidence documentation
I went to instructor development schools, then advanced instructor schools, and became a certified scenario-based training instructor.
I loved running scenarios.
 I loved grading them.
 I even loved playing the bad guy sometimes.
You could tell I cared.
And recruits noticed.
They trusted me because I didn’t sugarcoat it.
The Arrest That Matters Most
I hammered one thing home:
There is always a predominant aggressor.
Dual arrests are lazy policing.
“The hell with it — you’re both going to jail.”
No.
That mindset gets victims killed.
If you arrest the wrong person, the victim is less likely to call again.
I gave recruits every tool I had to help them slow down, investigate properly, and arrest the right offender — not the easiest one.
“Why Do They Stay?”
That question came up in almost every class.
“I wouldn’t stay in a relationship like that.”
Of course you wouldn’t — because you’re standing outside it.
Victims are standing inside it.
That difference matters.
Where the System Failed
Back then, prosecutors desperately needed domestic violence training.
Even though the state presses charges, cases were routinely dismissed if the victim didn’t want to cooperate — because juries struggled to understand why someone would stay.
Cases were pled down to simple battery or anger management.
And that made me furious.
Because anger management is not domestic violence intervention.
Let me repeat that:
Anger management is not domestic violence intervention.
Anger management teaches someone to control emotions.
 Domestic violence intervention addresses power and control, patterns of abuse, entitlement, and manipulation.
They are not the same.
A Mayor’s Question
Early on — when I was really pushing domestic violence enforcement — the mayor at the time called me into his office.
He asked:
“Why are we even arresting these people if the victim just goes back?”
I was stunned.
 Speechless.
Finally, I said:
“I’m still trying to figure that out myself.
 And it’s also against the law to batter your spouse.”
I was furious.
How dare he question arrests meant to protect lives?
I told the Chief immediately. He said he would address it.
I was never questioned like that again.
A new mayor was later elected.
And speaking of mayors…
That deserves its own chapter.
Why I Stayed
Teaching domestic violence and investigating those cases was the best part of being a cop for me.
It mattered.
It mattered to the victims who couldn’t speak.
 It mattered to the recruits who would one day answer those calls.
 It mattered to me.
I wanted to protect people who couldn’t protect themselves.
And one day, I think I’ll write another book — just about domestic violence, investigations, and the victims whose stories never made it to court.
The Tea
And the tea from teaching domestic violence?
The job isn’t about easy arrests.
 It’s about the right ones.
Victims don’t stay because they’re stupid —
 they stay because danger feels familiar.
And even when the system fails,
 teaching one officer to do it right can save a life you’ll never know about.
That made it worth staying.

[bookmark: 3JY9qQiO1xCEafNt]I Thought I’d Seen It All

Early in my career, I truly believed I had seen everything a police officer could see.
Fights in parking lots and front yards.
 Domestics that started over dinner and ended in handcuffs.
 Suicides.
 Overdoses.
 Death notifications.
 Vandalism.
 Burglaries.
 Drug houses.
 Car prowls.
 Suspicious persons who turned out to be lawn ornaments.
 Noise complaints over barking dogs, loud music, and neighbors who absolutely hated one another.
I’d mediated arguments over fence lines, parking spaces, and whose kid scratched whose car. I’d chased naked people, dealt with drunks who swore they were sober, and responded to calls that made you laugh later — even though you shouldn’t.
I’d been screamed at, thanked, flirted with, threatened, and hugged — sometimes all on the same shift.
I thought I was seasoned.
 I thought I was hardened.
 I thought I was prepared.
Then came the call that proved I wasn’t.
The One That Didn’t Let Go
The call came out as a toddler struck by a vehicle.
It happened in one of the trailer parks.
I was the first one on scene.
The moment I arrived, I knew this wasn’t just bad — it was catastrophic.
People were screaming. Not crying — screaming. The kind of sound that doesn’t pause to breathe. Family members of the little boy were running toward him. Family members of the man who hit him were gathering too. Emotions were erupting from every direction, and it was clear this scene could turn into a fight at any second.
I got on the radio and called for as many units as possible, nearly yelling, trying to get help there fast enough to control the chaos.
Then I ran to the child.
He was impossibly small. His tricycle — was crushed underneath the truck. Seeing it made my stomach drop. No child should ever be that close to something that big, that heavy, that unforgiving.
I dropped to my knees and put my ear near his mouth, desperate to hear anything.
I heard a sound.
I screamed into the radio:
“He’s still breathing!”
I believed it.
Because I needed to believe it.
I didn’t start CPR because I thought he was breathing.
What I didn’t know — what no one had ever taught me — was that this sound had a name.
The death rattle.
EMS arrived and immediately began CPR. 
That’s when the feeling hit me.
The same feeling I always get at death scenes.
Presence.
I felt the little boy there.
And I felt someone else.
An older presence. Calm. Steady. Watching.
I didn’t hear anything.
 I didn’t see anything.
I just knew.
Later, I learned the truth.
There was nothing EMS could have done. The life-saving measures were done, but they could not revive him.  
When I heard that, something inside me settled.
The feeling I had wasn’t imagined.
He was already gone.
And he wasn’t alone.
After the Scene Clears
The scene eventually cleared.
 The families were separated.
 The chaos quieted.
But that call didn’t end.
I carried guilt for not starting CPR — even though it wouldn’t have mattered. I carried the sound in my head. I carried the image of that crushed tricycle.
And I carried the certainty that I hadn’t been alone on that scene.
The Award
Later, I was given an award for how I handled the situation.
I didn’t want it.
How do you accept an award for a call where a small child died?
It felt wrong.
 Heavy.
 Unearned.
I couldn’t keep it.
The Grave
I went to the little boy’s grave.
Alone.
I placed the certificate there with him.
And for the first time since that night, I felt something I hadn’t felt since the call ended.
Relief.
 Peace.
Not happiness.
But release.
What I Learned
That call taught me things no academy ever could.
That some sounds don’t mean what you think they mean.
 That some calls are already over before you arrive.
 And that some scenes leave behind more than evidence and reports.
I thought I’d seen it all.
I hadn’t.
That night taught me that some calls don’t clear when you leave the scene.
They follow you.
And sometimes, they wait for you to acknowledge them —
 before they finally let you go.

[bookmark: LGOVkAKr2vmPQUGD]The Ones Who Stayed

By this point in my career, I had already accepted something about myself.
I could sense, feel, and sometimes see spirits.
I didn’t like it.
 I didn’t ask for it.
 And I certainly didn’t advertise it.
The only people who knew were my children, my therapist, and one poor preacher man who I’m pretty sure didn’t know what to say to me after I opened my mouth. 
I learned quickly that this was something you kept to yourself.
I never claimed to be psychic.
 I never claimed to be a medium.
 I didn’t communicate with the dead or go looking for them.
It just… happened.
I could feel emotions — alive or dead. I would get sudden, overwhelming feelings about my children and call them immediately.
I understand that there will be believers.
 And there will be people who think I’m full of shit.
That’s okay.
This is my story.
The House with the Dogs
One of the most unsettling encounters I ever had involved a man who shot and killed himself — and his two German Shepherds.
We were called to the residence and surrounded the house. From the moment I arrived, I knew.
Not officer safety wrong.
Dead wrong.
The air felt heavy. Still. Final.
I knew the man was dead before we ever made entry.
When we entered the house and began clearing it, I walked down the hallway and froze.
At the end of the hall stood a man, with a dog on each side.
He wasn’t solid.
 He wasn’t fully formed.
He looked fog like, misty, and then they were gone.  
My heart was pounding, but I didn’t say a word.
We continued clearing the house. When we reached the office area, I saw them — the two German Shepherds, shot. And the man, dead.
That’s when it hit me.
I hadn’t known what kind of dogs he owned until that moment.
They Didn’t Leave
The officers and detectives continued doing their jobs, and unaware.  
They had no clue, I did.  
And I didn’t say anything.
I had already been diagnosed with PTSD at this point and needed to keep that to myself as well.  This was something else you didn’t talk about back then. You talked about it, and your career was over.
Would they have believed me if I spoke up?
Some things stay with you.  Some things stay because they choose to. These were the ones that stayed with you.  
The Tea
And the tea about seeing things no one else sees?
You learn real fast who you can talk to — and who you can’t.
 You learn that silence is sometimes safer than truth.
I never asked for answers.
 I never asked for proof.
I just learned to live with the knowing.
Because in law enforcement, the strangest thing isn’t that some of us sense what lingers.
It’s that most people refuse to believe anything lingers at all.

[bookmark: UWePrULpatnhBXNd]The Call That Didn’t Let Go

Some calls arrive quietly.
No screaming over the radio.
No chaos in the background.
Just a simple dispatch that lands heavier than it sounds.
A non-responsive toddler.
I was the first officer on scene.
Arrival
The house was quiet.
Too quiet for a place with a child inside.
I found him lying on his back. His eyes were open, unfocused, staring past the ceiling like he wasn’t really there anymore. His chest rose shallowly. He was breathing — barely — but nothing else moved.
His stepfather stood nearby.
He said the child jumped off the couch and fell.
The couch was low. Close to the ground. The kind of fall toddlers survive a hundred times over.
His story changed as he talked. Small shifts. Different details. Explanations that didn’t quite match the scene in front of me.
What struck me most wasn’t what he said.
It was what he didn’t do.
He wasn’t crying.
He wasn’t pacing.
He wasn’t begging for help or praying out loud like so many parents do when they’re terrified.
He was quiet.
Detached.
And my instincts — the ones I trusted — started screaming.
Knowing
I had worked enough child-related calls by then to know the difference between panic and performance.
This wasn’t panic.
This was something else.
The child was flown to Boise. Later, he was declared brain dead.
When his mother arrived, her reaction was immediate and raw — grief in its purest form. The kind you can’t fake even if you tried.
The contrast between the two adults in that room was impossible to ignore.
I was assigned as the investigator.
I didn’t want to be — but wanting didn’t matter.
The Investigation
I wasn’t alone. Other agencies assisted — people with more experience in homicide investigations involving children.
The autopsy revealed what the house already told me.
A swollen brain.
Bruising across his small body.
The injuries didn’t match the story.
Eventually, the stepfather admitted to throwing the child into the air and missing him. He said it like it was an accident. Like he missed a catch, not a life.
He showed no remorse.
None.
He was charged with murder.
The judge gave him the maximum sentence allowed at the time: fifteen years to life.
I remember sitting there thinking, That’s it?
I later learned the laws then treated children differently. Less harshly. More like property than people.
If the victim had been an adult, the sentence would have been far greater.
The law failed him.
After
That little boy never left me.
Not after the trial.
Not after the sentencing.
Not after time passed.
I saw him in my sleep.
Floating above his body on the autopsy table.
I dreamed in images I couldn’t explain — blood, weightlessness, silence.
Every March, without fail, the grief returns. It settles into my chest like it never left.
I thought about visiting the offender in prison. Thought maybe if I heard the full story, something in me would quiet.
I never went.
I didn’t want to hear excuses.
I didn’t want to see his face.
And I didn’t trust myself to walk back out whole.
Trying to Make It Stop
I tried everything.
Therapy.
Medication.
Distraction.
Nothing stopped the replay.
The call didn’t just haunt me — it changed me.
It sharpened my awareness of death.
Heightened my sensitivity.
Made the unseen louder.
I started drinking.
Taking benzos.
Anything to sleep.
Sleep meant silence.
Being awake meant remembering.
And the memories didn’t stop with him.
Car crashes.
Suicides.
Dead babies.
Scenes that stacked on top of one another until my mind had nowhere left to put them.
What It Took From Me
That call cracked something open that never fully closed again.
I kept working.
I kept showing up.
I kept doing the job.
But I was no longer untouched by it.
This wasn’t the beginning of the end.
It was the moment the job followed me home — and refused to leave.
The Tea
And the tea from the call that didn’t let go?
Some cases don’t fade.
Some victims don’t rest.
And some wounds don’t announce themselves until years later — when your body finally realizes what your mind has been carrying.
This wasn’t just a case.
It was the one that changed how I slept, how I drank, how I saw the world — and how much of myself I could keep giving before there was nothing left.
And I didn’t know yet…
That this call would end my career long before my badge came off.


[bookmark: VihFDUzvT3JLVyh9]The Call That Changed Me

Being a cop — especially a woman — means carrying emotions into a job that pretends emotions don’t exist.
And sometimes, when it’s that time of the month, everything feels heavier. The patience is thinner. The tolerance lower. The cramps louder than the radio.
That night, I was working mid-shift and already in a bad mood. Tired. Hurting. Irritated. None of that is an excuse — but it’s the truth.
I was patrolling when I saw a minor out past curfew.
Back then, city ordinance required that officers be notified of school events that extended curfew. I knew of no such event. When I stopped the young man, he told me he was out because of a school function.
He was polite. Respectful.
I was not.
In my head, all I could think was: How dare this kid be out past curfew breaking the law.
I handcuffed him and placed him in the back of my patrol car.
Not once did he tell me who he was.
The Phone Call
When I called his mother, she said words that made my stomach drop.
“What do you mean you have my son in custody?”
She confirmed his story.
 And then it hit me.
This kid was the son of my former FTO Sergeant.
Aw shit.
This wasn’t good.
The handcuffs came off immediately.
 He was released.
I asked him why he hadn’t told me who he was.
He smirked and shrugged his shoulders.
Fair enough.
Trying to Make It Right
A couple of days later, on my own time — not directed by anyone — I went to their house to apologize.
It didn’t help.
The Sergeant and his wife were furious.
 “How dare you unlawfully arrest our son.”
The Sergeant told me it would take a long time to earn his trust back.
Then he asked me a question I didn’t expect:
“I bet you didn’t record the entire incident, did you?”
I told him I had already turned my pocket recorder over to the Chief.
That surprised him.
He looked at me and said his famous words:
“Oh really?”
The Tape That Wouldn’t Die
What I didn’t realize was the hell that tape would unleash.
The Chief didn’t just let them listen to it —
 he gave them a copy.
A copy.
The Sergeant’s wife worked for the city, and she played that audio for everyone she could.
City council members.
 The mayor.
 Anyone who would listen.
“Listen to how she treated my son.”
 “She unlawfully arrested him.”
It made me look terrible.
The truth was, patrol had not been informed of the school function. Technically, the arrest wasn’t wrong.
But that didn’t matter.
I didn’t argue.
 I didn’t justify it.
 I owned it.
I apologized — repeatedly.
I was written up.
Later, even the Chief admitted he shouldn’t have given her a copy of that audio.
Too late.
That tape followed me.
From mayor to new mayor.
 From city council to city council.
What Saved Me
The mayor at the time eventually spoke with me.
He told me he knew I’d just had a bad night. That the tape didn’t define me. That I was a good, ethical cop who treated the community fairly.
He was right.
But that didn’t erase the lesson.
What I Learned
I never treated anyone that way again.
Not a kid.
 Not a suspect.
 Not a victim.
 Not even someone who deserved it.
That call humbled me.
It reminded me that authority doesn’t give you permission to forget your humanity — and that one bad moment can echo longer than a hundred good ones.
The Tea
And the tea from that night?
You can be right on paper and still be wrong in practice.
 You can have a badge and still need grace.
 And the calls that change you most aren’t always the violent ones — they’re the ones where you see yourself clearly… and don’t like what you see.
That night made me a better cop.
Because I never forgot it.

[bookmark: c53Ruy2SRCRTjKmG]Small Towns Don’t Forget

Small towns have long memories.
They remember who your parents were.
 Who you dated.
 Who embarrassed who.
 And they never forget when you make someone important uncomfortable.
In a big city, a bad call might disappear into paperwork and time.
 In a small town, it becomes a story.
And stories get passed around.
How One Moment Becomes a Reputation
After that curfew incident, I thought owning my mistake would be enough. I apologized. I took the write-up. I didn’t argue. I learned from it.
But in a small town, accountability doesn’t always lead to forgiveness.
Sometimes it just gives people permission to keep talking.
That audio tape followed me in ways I couldn’t control. It moved quietly — from city hall to council members, from one mayor to the next. Not because it mattered anymore, but because it was useful.
It became shorthand.
“Oh, that’s her.”
 “The one with the tape.”
 “The one who arrested the sergeant’s kid.”
Never mind the hundreds of calls I handled well.
 Never mind the victims I protected.
 Never mind the training I taught.
One moment was easier to remember.
Politics in a Town Where Everyone Knows Everyone
Small-town politics aren’t loud.
 They’re polite.
 They smile while they cut you off at the knees.
People don’t confront you directly. They decide things quietly. Promotions stall. Opportunities dry up. Conversations stop when you walk into a room.
You don’t get fired.
You just get managed.
And if you’re a woman who doesn’t fit neatly into expectations — who speaks up, who documents, who doesn’t play dumb — the margin for error shrinks even more.
Power Protects Its Own
I learned that power doesn’t like being embarrassed.
And it really doesn’t like women who create paperwork about it.
The tape wasn’t about a kid anymore.
 It was about control.
About reminding me — and anyone listening — that mistakes would be remembered, repeated, and replayed if necessary.
What made it worse was knowing that if the roles were reversed, the outcome would’ve been different. A male officer would’ve been corrected quietly. A female officer became a cautionary tale.
Why I Stopped Explaining Myself
For a long time, I tried to explain.
Tried to give context.
 Tried to clarify facts.
 Tried to show growth.
Eventually, I stopped.
Because small towns don’t want explanations — they want narratives. And once a narrative is set, correcting it just makes you look defensive.
So I focused on the job.
I stayed professional.
 I stayed consistent.
 I stayed ethical.
And I learned to live with the knowledge that some people had already decided who I was — and nothing I did would change that.
What Staying Taught Me
Living inside that kind of scrutiny teaches you things no academy ever will.
It teaches you restraint.
 It teaches you patience.
 It teaches you when silence is strength and when it’s survival.
It also teaches you something else:
You don’t need everyone’s approval to know your worth.
The Tea
And the tea about small-town politics?
They’ll forgive you quietly — or not at all.
 They’ll remember your worst moment longer than your best decade.
 And power doesn’t need to raise its voice when it knows it will be believed.
But if you can survive a town that remembers everything,
 you can survive just about anything.
And I did.

[bookmark: BKM9WbTSTcwcWHkc]Split Seconds

Cops know — really know — that there is always a possibility you might get killed, or you might have to shoot someone to stop a threat.
But here’s the part people don’t talk about enough:
We still show up for work like everyone else.
 We still drink our coffee.
 We still complain about being tired.
Good cops — and I mean really good cops — know when to slow things down and when to raise their voice to regain control of a situation. They understand tone, distance, timing, and restraint.
I had drawn my weapon before.
More than once.
There were times I had to — for officer safety, for my own survival, or to protect someone else. That’s part of the job, and it’s not something you do lightly. But even with all of those moments behind me, I had never been as close as I was that night — never felt, deep in my body, that I was seconds away from firing my weapon to stop what I believed was an imminent threat.
That night, everything came down to a split second.
I almost shot an innocent young man.
Some of my close friends know this story. Even now, thinking about it makes my stomach tighten.
Back then, we didn’t have the constant national noise we have now. No body cameras. No viral videos. No daily accusations. Racism came up occasionally, but not the way it does today.
I know who I am.
 I know how I policed.
 I know I treated people fairly.
But that night forced me to question myself in a way nothing else ever had.
The Stop
It was a routine traffic stop. Three Black males in a car, speeding. I activated my lights, and they pulled over in a dark residential neighborhood.
Nothing unusual — until it was.
The passenger — not the driver — suddenly jumped out of the car.
He started walking toward me quickly.
His hand was behind his back.
Every instinct in my body screamed danger.
I was yelling for him to stop.
 Yelling for him to show me his hands.
My hand went to my sidearm.
I knew — absolutely knew — that he was about to shoot me.
Then, in one terrifying motion, he pulled his hand out.
It was his wallet.
He held it up, like he was helping me.
Like he thought that’s what I wanted.
The Moment After
I took a few steps backward.
Not tactically — emotionally.
I needed to breathe.
I couldn’t believe how close I had come. I had almost ended a life that didn’t need to end. My heart was racing, my hands shaking, my mind replaying the last few seconds over and over.
I was angry — not at him, but at the situation.
I asked him what in the hell he was doing.
He told me he knew I would need to see his ID and was trying to be helpful.
I told him — very firmly — that what he did was dangerous. That I was screaming commands and he ignored them. That he wasn’t even the driver of the car.
I don’t know if he was trying to play around.
 I don’t know if he was nervous.
 I don’t know if he just didn’t understand.
What I do know is this:
I almost pulled the trigger.
The Questions That Followed Me Home
That night stayed with me.
I replayed it again and again.
Would I have reacted the same way if he were white?
 Did I assume danger because of the color of his skin?
 Did fear override fairness?
Those are brutal questions to ask yourself.
I didn’t want to ask them — but I had to.
I know I’m not racist. I know how I treated people in my community. But in that moment, fear took control before logic could catch up.
And that scared me more than anything.
Because I understood something new that night.
I could now truly empathize with officers who had made the wrong split-second decision — not because they were evil, but because they were human, afraid, and trying to survive.
Some officers don’t get a second chance like I did.
The Truth About Policing
Policing happens in fractions of a second.
There’s no pause button.
 No rewind.
 No “let me think about this for a minute.”
You either act — or you don’t.
That night, not acting was the right decision.
And I will carry that moment with me forever.
The Tea
And the tea about traffic stops and split-second decisions?
Sometimes the bravest thing a cop can do
 is not pull the trigger.
Fear doesn’t make you a bad person.
 Ignoring it does.
I learned that night that accountability doesn’t always come from the outside.
Sometimes it comes quietly,
 when you’re alone,
 asking yourself the hardest questions —
 and being honest about the answers.
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After calls like the one with the little boy, you either find a way to laugh…
 or you don’t last long in this job.
Dark humor isn’t cruelty.
 It’s survival.
People who have never worn a badge don’t understand that. They think cops laugh because we don’t care. The truth is, we laugh because we care too much, and if we carried every call home the way it actually felt, we’d never sleep again.
The Calls Nobody Warns You About
The academy teaches you about:
use of force
officer safety
constitutional law
tactics
What they don’t teach you is how much of policing involves absolute nonsense.
I responded to calls about:
neighbors stealing lawn gnomes
grown adults calling 911 because someone looked at them “wrong”
arguments over parking spaces that had existed since 1972
kids who “ran away” and were found two houses down playing video games
One woman called because her neighbor’s cat was giving her dirty looks.
I wish I were kidding.
Suspicious Persons (Spoiler: It’s Never What You Think)
“Suspicious person walking around the neighborhood.”
Those calls almost always turned into:
a guy walking his dog
a drunk trying to find his own house
a teenager sneaking back in past curfew
or a coat hanging on a fence at 2 a.m.
My personal favorite was a “prowler” that turned out to be a plastic skeleton someone forgot to take down after Halloween.
We cleared it as:
Skeleton — non-threatening.
Domestic Calls… Gone Sideways
Not every domestic was tragic.
Some were ridiculous.
Couples screaming at each other over:
burnt dinner
missing remote controls
whose turn it was to buy beer
One couple called because they were fighting over who loved the dog more.
They both wanted custody.
The dog, meanwhile, was sitting there chewing on my boot lace, clearly regretting all of his life choices.
Dogs never bite either.  Do you know how many times I’ve been bitten by a dog?  “He doesn’t bite.”  “Ouch.”  Must be the uniform they say.  ALL dogs bite I had to fully convince myself.  I’ve been bit over 20 times.  Once on the buttock while running away.  Imagine that one on the car camera.  I got my first “War wound” from a shepherd that didn’t like the fact that I approached her puppy.  “Good boy.  Nice dog!”  Nope!!!  Got a 13 inch scar on my calf muscle from that one.  Plenty of ankle bites.  I WAS terrified of dogs.  
Noise Complaints and Other Crimes Against Humanity
Noise complaints deserve their own category.
I’ve been called out for:
loud music at 7:01 p.m.
a TV “blaring” that wasn’t even on
people laughing too loudly on their own porch
One man called because his neighbor’s wind chimes were “mocking him.”
I didn’t know how to write that report.
The Frog Calls and Other Academy Lies
Some people think policing is constant adrenaline.
Chases.
 Shootouts.
 Drama.
Those people have never watched a grown adult call 911 because there was a frog in their yard and they were “afraid it might jump.”
Or argue with someone who swore their neighbor’s Christmas lights were a personal attack.
How We Coped
After shift, we told stories.
We laughed in the briefing room.
 At the gas pumps.
 In the patrol cars.
We’d reenact calls with exaggerated voices, not to mock people — but to drain the poison out of the day.
Because if you didn’t laugh, the job would eat you alive.
The Balance
Here’s the part people don’t get:
The same officer who laughed about a ridiculous call would later sit quietly after a child death.
 The same cop who joked about a naked drunk would cry alone after shift.
Humor didn’t make us heartless.
It made us functional.
The Tea
And the tea about dark humor?
It isn’t about disrespect.
 It’s about survival.
Cops don’t laugh because the job is funny —
 we laugh because sometimes it’s the only thing keeping us from breaking.
And tomorrow, the radio will crackle again.
Another call.
 Another story.
 Another reason to laugh —
 so we can keep doing the job.
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People think police work is about arrests.
It’s not.
It’s about walking into other people’s lives — usually on their worst day — and deciding what must be done, what can be done, and what you pray won’t be necessary.
Some of the hardest calls I ran never involved handcuffs.
The Houses You Don’t Forget
I’ve removed children from homes that still live in my nose.
You never forget the smell.
The moment you step inside, it hits you — sour milk, old diapers, rotting food, and something heavier underneath it all. Desperation. Neglect. Addiction.
My boots would stick to the floor as I walked. Literally stick.
Dirty diapers overflowing from trash cans that were never taken out. Food on the floor — not dropped, placed, like that’s where it belonged. Dishes stacked so high they were sour to the air. Bottles of curdled milk rolling under furniture.
Toddlers ran around barefoot with blackened feet, sagging diapers, dirty faces. Kids who hadn’t been bathed in who knows how long.
And I’d think the same thing every time:
How hard is it to throw a dirty diaper in the trash?
Food doesn’t belong on the floor.
Give your children a bath.
It sounds judgmental.
But it isn’t.
It’s heartbreak disguised as anger.
Why It Happens
Addiction changes people.
It doesn’t just steal money or time — it rewires priorities. Basic life skills disappear. Motivation dies. Depression sets in. Survival replaces parenting.
That doesn’t make it okay.
But it explains why good intentions rot in real time.
The Hardest Call You Don’t Want to Make
Removing children is one of the hardest things a cop can do.
Calling Child Protective Services wasn’t something I took lightly. I knew what it meant. I knew how long it could take for families to reunify. I knew the system was imperfect.
Sometimes, I gave parents a chance.
I’d look them in the eye and say:
“You have 24 hours. Clean this house. I’ll be back tomorrow.”
And I meant it.
If I came back and it was clean — truly clean — I didn’t make the call.
But most of the time?
It didn’t take long for things to slide right back to where they were.
Then the anonymous complaints would come again.
And eventually, I had to make the call I didn’t want to make.
Because doing nothing wasn’t an option.
Not All Justice Is Loud
I’ve helped elderly people get assistance when they were too proud to ask.
I’ve arrested a public official for DUI — which sounds impressive until you realize how much pressure comes with that decision. Power doesn’t like being held accountable. But the law doesn’t care who you are.
And neither did I.
Because fairness matters — especially when no one’s watching.
What These Calls Took
These calls didn’t come with adrenaline.
They came with weight.
They taught me that police work isn’t about being tough — it’s about being steady. About standing in filth and chaos and still choosing the least harmful option.
They also taught me something else:
That every time you step into someone else’s broken life, you take a piece of it with you when you leave.
And eventually, those pieces add up.
The Tea
And the tea from these calls?
Some of the hardest police work doesn’t end with an arrest.
It ends with a signature, a phone call, and a knot in your stomach that doesn’t go away.
Doing the right thing doesn’t always feel good.
And compassion, when practiced long enough, leaves fingerprints on your soul.
I carried those fingerprints into every call after.
Including the one that finally broke me.
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Not every call ends with lights and sirens.
Some end quietly — with a decision, a conversation, or a moment where no one claps, no one notices, and nothing makes the news.
Those were the calls I was best at.
Knowing When Not to Rush
As the years went on, something changed in me.
I stopped rushing.
Not because I cared less — but because I understood more.
I learned that most situations don’t need force. They need patience. Tone. Timing. The ability to stand still while everyone else is spinning.
I knew when to slow a scene down.
When to separate people without escalating.
When silence worked better than authority.
That didn’t come from the academy.
It came from experience.
From watching good cops make bad decisions because they moved too fast.
From watching bad outcomes happen when no one wanted to take the extra five minutes.
Being Trusted
People started calling for me by name.
Not because I was loud.
Not because I was aggressive.
But because I listened.
Victims trusted me.
Parents trusted me.
Elderly residents trusted me.
Other officers trusted me too — especially when a call felt off.
“Can you come take a look at this?”
“Something’s not right here.”
“I need a second opinion.”
Those weren’t dramatic moments.
But they mattered.
The Space Between Control and Compassion
I learned how to hold two things at once:
Authority — and empathy.
Rules — and reality.
Law — and humanity.
I knew when to arrest.
I knew when not to.
And I knew that both decisions carried consequences.
Sometimes the most professional thing you can do is walk away after making sure everyone is safe.
That takes confidence.
And restraint.
And the ability to live with criticism.
What No One Sees
No one sees the hours spent calming people down.
The follow-up calls.
The extra reports written carefully so victims wouldn’t be torn apart in court.
No one sees the emotional labor of holding other people together while quietly compartmentalizing your own reactions.
And no one tells you how much of yourself you’re giving away in those moments — because it doesn’t feel like sacrifice at the time.
It feels like doing the job right.
The Cost of Carrying It Well
Here’s the part no one warned me about:
Being good at this job doesn’t protect you from it.
If anything, it makes you more vulnerable.
Because when you care deeply, when you pay attention, when you absorb pain instead of deflecting it — it stays.
It stacks.
It settles.
It waits.
I didn’t feel broken.
I felt capable.
And that’s why no one — including me — saw what was coming next.
The Tea
And the tea from the quiet years?
Competence doesn’t make you immune.
Calm doesn’t mean untouched.
And doing the job right doesn’t guarantee you’ll walk away whole.
Sometimes the strongest officers are the ones who carry the most — quietly, professionally, and without complaint.
Until one call asks for more than you have left.
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No one ever told me the job would come home with me.
They warned me about the danger.
The trauma.
The worst-case scenarios.
What they didn’t explain was how quietly it would move in — how it wouldn’t announce itself or ask permission. It would just… stay.
Sleep Wasn’t Rest Anymore
I stopped sleeping.
Not completely — but enough to notice.
I’d lie in bed exhausted, body heavy, mind wide awake. Every noise meant something. Every creak of the house sounded like a threat. I replayed calls I thought were done with, conversations I’d already had, decisions I couldn’t take back.
When I did fall asleep, it didn’t last.
I’d wake up suddenly, heart racing, convinced I’d missed something — a sound, a movement, a detail. Sometimes I didn’t even know what I was listening for. I just knew I needed to be alert.
Rest became another thing I couldn’t trust.
Always On
I started scanning rooms without thinking about it.
Restaurants.
Stores.
Friends’ houses.
I needed to know where the exits were, who was sitting where, whose hands I could see and whose I couldn’t. I sat with my back to walls. I avoided crowds when I could. If I couldn’t, I stayed on edge the entire time.
This wasn’t fear — not exactly.
It was preparedness.
At least that’s what I told myself.
The Emotional Mute Button
Somewhere along the way, my feelings dulled.
Not all of them — just the ones that made things messy.
I didn’t cry much anymore.
Didn’t get overly excited.
Didn’t feel the highs the way I used to.
Sad things felt distant.
Happy moments felt brief.
It wasn’t that I didn’t care — I cared deeply. But the emotional volume had been turned down, like someone had adjusted the settings to make things survivable.
I thought that was strength.
Short Fuse, Long Day
I became irritable.
Small things set me off — slow drivers, loud chewing, stupid questions. I had less patience for nonsense and even less tolerance for people who didn’t pay attention.
At work, that edge was useful.
At home, it wasn’t.
I snapped at people I loved. Got annoyed when they didn’t understand why I needed quiet, space, or control over things that shouldn’t have mattered.
I knew I wasn’t being fair.
I just didn’t know how to stop it.
Carrying It Alone
I didn’t talk about any of this.
Not with coworkers — because this was just part of the job, right?
Not with friends — because how do you explain something you don’t have words for?
Not even with myself.
I told myself I was fine.
Everyone felt like this.
Everyone dealt with it.
This was normal.
I had a badge. I was trained. I was capable.
What I didn’t realize was that I was adapting — not healing.
And adaptation has a cost.
The Shift I Didn’t Notice
Looking back, the signs were there.
The job didn’t end when I clocked out.
It didn’t stay in the patrol car.
It didn’t wait until something dramatic happened.
It followed me home quietly.
Into my sleep.
Into my relationships.
Into the spaces where I used to feel safe.
I just hadn’t named it yet.
The Tea
And the tea about the job following you home?
It doesn’t kick the door in.
It moves in slowly — one sleepless night at a time.
You don’t notice it until your body is always on guard, your emotions are dulled, and “fine” becomes your default answer.
By the time you realize something’s wrong,
you’ve already learned how to live with it.
And that’s when it gets dangerous.
If you want, next we can:
write Chapter 26: The Call That Changed Everything (the toddler homicide)
or create a brief interlude chapter that shows denial before the breaking point
or map the final chapters so the mental health arc lands with honesty and restraint
This chapter is exactly where the turn begins — and you handled it with power.
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No one ever sat us down and said, This job might change the way your brain works.
They taught us tactics.
Policy.
Officer safety.
How to survive a violent encounter.
What they didn’t teach us was how to survive ourselves afterward.
The Slow Burn
PTSD didn’t show up all at once.
It didn’t kick in the door or announce itself.
It crept in quietly.
At first, it looked like exhaustion.
Then irritability.
Then a short fuse I didn’t recognize as my own.
I stopped sleeping — not because I didn’t want to, but because my brain wouldn’t shut off. When I did sleep, it wasn’t rest. It was replay. Scenes looping on repeat. Calls stacked on top of each other like evidence photos I couldn’t put away.
I became hyper-aware of everything.
Every noise.
Every shadow.
Every movement in a room.
I checked exits everywhere I went.
Sat with my back to walls.
Scanned hands before faces.
That’s great for survival.
It’s terrible for living.
Functioning, Not Healing
At work, I was fine.
Better than fine, actually.
I showed up.
Handled calls.
Made decisions.
Trained others.
From the outside, I looked solid.
Inside, I was numb.
Not sad.
Not angry.
Just… flat.
I didn’t feel joy the way I used to. Didn’t react to things that should have mattered. I laughed when it was appropriate. Smiled when expected. Went through the motions like muscle memory was carrying me forward.
This is the part people don’t understand about PTSD.
You don’t always fall apart.
Sometimes you just disappear.
Control Becomes Survival
I needed control to feel safe.
Control over my environment.
Control over routines.
Control over people.
If something changed unexpectedly, my body reacted before my brain could catch up.
Heart racing.
Hands shaking.
Breath shallow.
I didn’t know that was anxiety.
I just thought I was being vigilant.
I drank to sleep.
Took benzos to quiet my mind.
Told myself it was temporary.
It wasn’t.
It was coping.
And coping isn’t healing — it’s surviving long enough to get through the day.
The Silence Around It
Law enforcement doesn’t talk about mental health well.
Not then.
Barely now.
You don’t want to be labeled weak.
Unstable.
A liability.
So you keep it to yourself.
You joke.
Deflect.
Say you’re “fine.”
And when you do speak up — when you finally say something isn’t right — you learn a hard truth:
Support has conditions.
You’re supported until you’re inconvenient.
Until your pain interferes with productivity.
Until you become a risk instead of an asset.
That realization hurts more than the trauma itself.
When the Job Stops Saving You
There was a time when the job was my therapy.
Calls gave me purpose.
Adrenaline kept me focused.
Helping others distracted me from my own mess.
But eventually, the job stopped saving me.
And I didn’t know who I was without it.
I had absorbed years of violence, grief, and responsibility — believing I was strong enough to carry it forever.
I wasn’t.
No one is.
The Breaking Point
PTSD controlled my life.
My thoughts.
My sleep.
My relationships.
My sense of safety.
I didn’t trust peace anymore.
When things were quiet, I waited for impact.
I was committed three times.
Once because I didn’t want to live.
Twice because the PTSD spiraled into alcohol and medication abuse.
I wasn’t trying to die.
I was trying to stop feeling.
There’s a difference — but it doesn’t always look that way from the outside.
What I Wish Someone Had Said
I wish someone had told me this early on:
PTSD doesn’t mean you’re broken.
It means your nervous system adapted to survive hell.
But survival mode isn’t meant to be permanent.
I wish the academy had talked about it.
I wish supervisors understood it.
I wish departments protected people the way they expect officers to protect the public.
Instead, we learn it alone.
In silence.
After the damage is done.
The Tea
And the tea about mental health in law enforcement?
PTSD isn’t a weakness — it’s an occupational hazard.
You can do everything right and still pay the price.
And the job that taught you to run toward danger rarely teaches you how to heal once you’re home.
The uniform comes off at the end of the shift.
The trauma doesn’t.
And if we don’t start telling the truth about that —
we’ll keep losing good cops long after the sirens stop.
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With butterflies in my stomach and tears in my eyes, I knew I couldn’t keep pretending anymore.
Something was wrong.
I had been doing everything you’re supposed to do when things start unraveling—therapy sessions stacked back-to-back, medication changes that never seemed to settle, and a revolving door of psychiatrists, each with a different explanation for why my brain felt like it was on fire.
One said bipolar disorder.
Another said borderline personality disorder.
Eventually, someone said PTSD.
To me, it all translated into the same thing:
Crazy.
That’s how I felt. Broken. Unreliable. Like the one person who was supposed to be in control—me—no longer was.
It didn’t help that my ex didn’t believe in mental health at all. To him, it was “all in your head.” Medication only made things worse. Therapy was weakness. Powering through was the answer to everything.  I’m so happy my current boyfriend didn’t feel that way.  He was supportive.  
I tried to power through.
I failed.
The Call That Saved My Life
One phone call changed everything.
A new therapist—someone who actually listened—made a decision I couldn’t make for myself. She called a hotline. A cops-helping-cops program. A lifeline built by people who understood that law enforcement doesn’t just chew people up—it grinds them down slowly.
They found a place for me.
They paid for the tickets.
They told me where to go.
I was standing on the edge of desperation and self-destruction, and for the first time in a long time, someone else took control for me.
And honestly?
That probably saved my life.
Telling the Brass
Before I left, I sat down with my Chief and my Lieutenant.
That meeting terrified me more than any call I’d ever run.
I was fully prepared for this to be the end of my career—unfit for duty, badge taken, reputation destroyed. I told them almost everything… but not the worst of it. I didn’t talk about the graphic scenes replaying in my head. I didn’t disclose diagnoses. I did tell them I was seeing and hearing things I shouldn’t be.
I braced myself.
Instead, they surprised me.
They appeared genuinely concerned. Supportive. They told me to take as much time as I needed to get help.
At least… that’s how it looked to my face.
I left the next day still afraid I’d come back to nothing.
Gone—but Not Forgotten
No one at the department knew where I was.
And when cops don’t know where you are, they fill in the blanks themselves.
Rumors spread fast. I heard later that people were saying I’d been arrested for a DUI and shipped off to rehab. The Chief and Lieutenant never corrected it. Never addressed it. They let it float.
What they did do was quietly support me.
When I started running out of sick time, they arranged donated hours so I wouldn’t lose pay. No announcements. No praise. Just action.
That mattered more than they probably knew.
California
When I landed in California, I was scared as hell.
I didn’t know what to expect. I just knew I was vulnerable—and I hated that feeling. I’d spent my entire career being the one in control. The one others relied on.
Now I was the one needing help.
The facility itself was beautiful. My room was comfortable. Peaceful.
And absolutely full of paranormal activity.
I won’t describe it here—that’s a different book—but I felt it. Heard it. Knew things were lingering that didn’t belong there. Even in a place meant for healing, I couldn’t escape that part of me.
I stayed almost thirty days.
And when I left, I felt different.
Stronger. Clearer. Lighter.
Back Like Nothing Happened
When I returned to the department, no one questioned me.
Not the Chief.
Not the Lieutenant.
I went back to work as if nothing had happened.
My coworkers tried to pry. They wanted to know where I’d been, what happened, why I disappeared.
I didn’t tell a soul.
For a while, I was happy again. I felt capable. I felt present. I thought I could finally be everything at once—a good cop, a good mother, a good girlfriend.
I truly believed I was fixed.
That feeling didn’t last long.
Because PTSD doesn’t announce itself when it comes back.
It waits.
And when it returns, it does so quietly—right when you start to believe you’re safe again.

[bookmark: GV36nUmF9yxVU1Yu]Cleared For Duty

When I came back, nothing was said.
No questions.
No follow-up.
No quiet check-in behind a closed door.
I put the uniform back on, clipped the badge where it always sat, and signed in like I’d never left.
On paper, I was fine.
Cleared.
Fit for duty.
And in law enforcement, that’s all that really matters.
My Chief didn’t pull me aside.
My Lieutenant didn’t ask how treatment went.
There was no debrief, no reintegration, no acknowledgment that I’d disappeared for nearly a month.
It was as if the department collectively decided:
If we don’t talk about it, it didn’t happen.
So I followed their lead.
I went back to work.
The streets were the same.
Same calls.
Same intersections.
Same addresses you could drive to without GPS.
But I wasn’t.
I noticed it in small ways at first.
Sirens felt louder.
Radios startled me more than they used to.
I found myself scanning rooms longer than necessary — not tactically, just… compulsively.
I checked exits everywhere.
Restaurants.
Stores.
Church.
I’d done that before, sure — every cop does — but now it was automatic. Unconscious. Like breathing.
Sleep came in fragments.
I’d wake up alert, heart racing, convinced I’d missed something.
Nothing specific.
Just something.
Still, I told myself this was normal.
I had done the right thing.
I asked for help.
I got help.
I came back stronger.
That’s what we tell officers, right?
My coworkers were curious — not concerned.
“So where’d you disappear to?”
“You good now?”
“Must’ve been nice getting a break.”
The Sgt that I couldn’t stand just had to make a statement.  He said something to the effect of,” We all have some sort of PTSD, but it’s not a big deal.  Is it Melanie?”  I just wanted to slap him.  
I smiled.
I shrugged.
I changed the subject.
No one really wanted the answer anyway.
Rumors floated around — DUI, burnout, stress leave — and I let them. Correcting people felt harder than staying quiet.
Silence had become a skill.
At first, I felt grateful.
Grateful I wasn’t fired.
Grateful I wasn’t labeled unfit.
Grateful I was still trusted with a gun, a radio, and a patrol car.
That mattered.
But slowly, something else crept in.
Distance.
I wasn’t pulled into conversations the same way.
I wasn’t asked for input like before.
I felt… observed.
Not officially.
Not openly.
Just enough to notice.
Like a file had been marked somewhere — not dangerous, not disqualifying — just different.
I told myself I was imagining it.
After all, I was back.
Doing the job.
Handling calls.
Writing solid reports.
I was good at what I did.
But I was also tired in a way sleep didn’t fix.
Not physically.
Mentally.
Emotionally.
I laughed at the jokes.
I handled the calls.
I showed up.
And yet, something had shifted inside me — something quiet and unsettled.
The kind of thing you don’t name because naming it makes it real.
The truth is, getting help didn’t end anything.
It just paused it.
I didn’t know that yet.
I still believed the hard part was over.
I was wrong.
The Tea
And the tea about being cleared for duty?
Sometimes the job doesn’t punish you for asking for help.
It just remembers.
You come back wearing the same uniform —
but you’re never quite standing in the same place again.
And that’s how the real distance begins.
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Nobody ever tells you this part out loud.
They teach you how to make arrests.
 How to write reports.
 How to testify in court.
 How to survive the streets.
What they don’t teach you is that once you figure out the job, the hardest part of policing isn’t criminals — it’s command staff politics.
Who You Know Matters More Than What You Do
At some point, performance stops being the currency.
Loyalty becomes it.
Who you eat lunch with.
 Who you defend when you shouldn’t.
 Who you stay quiet around.
I’d been through three chiefs during my career. The third one I liked the most — at least at first — though his professionalism shifted dramatically once a new, young mayor came into office. That’s a story for another chapter.
Chief #1, though?
 I thought he liked me.
More than that — I thought I was in his clique.
I felt good about my job. I felt like I was finally proving myself as a female officer. I worked hard, volunteered, stayed visible, and even defended him fiercely — including stabbing my own best friend in the back verbally when she questioned him.
I believed in him.
 And I believed that mattered.
Promotion Time Changes Everything
Back then, promotions were simple.
As people left, call signs shifted.
 If a supervisor left, the next call sign moved up.
No testing.
 No boards.
 No smoke and mirrors.
So when a supervisor left and it was my turn, I was ecstatic. I was literally jumping up and down. I had earned it. I had waited. I had proven myself.
Until suddenly… it wasn’t my turn.
They skipped right over me.
Instead, they promoted the one male officer who kissed ass better than anyone else — an officer I couldn’t stand.
And that part matters.
Because he and I had history.
A brief one. About two weeks.
 I ended it.
The chemistry wasn’t there. He complained constantly. He fell asleep during sex, woke up, tried again, then fell asleep again. It was awkward, unfulfilling, and honestly annoying. I realized quickly this wasn’t for me and ended it cleanly.
He didn’t take that well.
From that point on, we never got along. We competed constantly. There was tension every time we worked together.
And now — he was my supervisor.
The Office Conversation I’ll Never Forget
The Chief called me into his office and told me face to face that he was giving the promotion to him.  I'm not a perfect officer and never claimed to be.  I made a mistake and was written up for it.  I asked him if this is why I wasn't promoted and he told me, "No.  I think he is a better fit right now." 
I was mortified.
 Pissed off.
 And completely blindsided.  
I went straight to the Lieutenant and said,
 “I am not working for that idiot.”
He looked at me and said,
 “Oh yes you will and you will do what he says."  You know, as much as I hated that guy, he was right.  I had to still listen to him.
Every time I saw that newly promoted officer, he had a smirk on his face.
Like he’d won something.
Then, just to add insult to injury, he joined the fire department as well — and anyone who knows cops and firefighters knows exactly how that dynamic works. We get along… but we don’t. We mock each other. We compete. We tolerate. We laugh at one another.  
Now imagine an officer who’s also a volunteer firefighter.
He thought his shit didn’t stink.
It Wasn’t Just Me
I wasn’t the only one passed over.
Another female officer — one of my closest friends — was skipped as well. She was a solid cop, but she had a habit of preaching to people on calls. Not the gospel — just life lessons. She was slow on calls because of it, and we teased her relentlessly.
But she deserved a fair shot.
She didn’t get one.
Instead, the department decided to eliminate corporals altogether and move to testing for Sergeant positions.
On paper, that sounded fair.
 Testing keeps things honest.
Except… they passed over promotion time again before implementing the testing.
Once again, I was skipped.
What I Learned the Hard Way
That’s when it finally sank in.
Performance doesn’t protect you.
 Loyalty doesn’t guarantee fairness.
 And believing you’re “in the circle” doesn’t mean the circle won’t close without you.
I learned that promotions aren’t always about leadership.
 Sometimes they’re about comfort.
 Sometimes they’re about control.
 And sometimes they’re about choosing the person who won’t challenge the system.
The Tea
And the tea about promotion time, politics, and mixed loyalties?
They’ll tell you to wait your turn —
 until it’s your turn… and suddenly the rules change.
Sex, favoritism, ego, and politics don’t stay out of promotion decisions —
 they just hide better.
And being both a police officer and a volunteer firefighter?
 That means living in a constant state of confusion.
One minute you’re writing tickets.
 The next, you’re spraying water on someone’s garage.
The mentality goes something like this:
On patrol:
 “Sir, you can’t park here.”
At the firehouse:
 “Actually, could you park here? We need someone to block traffic.”
Police brain:
 “Stay calm. Secure the perimeter.”
Firefighter brain:
 “Kick the door down and spray everything that looks flammable.”
Result:
 You politely knock…
 then kick the door down anyway —
 but only after filling out the proper paperwork.
Uniform dilemma?
 You own more reflective gear than a construction site.
 Half the time you’re not sure whether you’re supposed to be intimidating or rescuing.
So you settle for both:
 sternly rescuing cats from trees while issuing them citations for loitering.
Mentality in a nutshell:
 “I’m here to protect and serve…
 and also to hose down your barbecue if it gets out of hand.”
And somewhere between the badge, the bunker gear, and the politics, you learn this:
Sometimes the rules change.
 Sometimes the people change.
 And sometimes you just learn to laugh — because if you don’t, the job will eat you alive.

[bookmark: 8O2sPmx2lIZgzLZJ]Chapter 3

I had good working relationships with almost every mayor and city council member I served under.
Almost.
I received compliments often and was named Officer of the Year in December of 2006. Even after the complaint from a city employee about how I treated her son, I continued to work well with the mayor at the time.
He and I sat down and talked about the incident. He told me that after listening to the tape, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it was being made out to be. Still, he emphasized something important — that every citizen deserved respect.
I agreed.
Then he said words I’ll never forget:
“Let’s just move on.”
That mayor was my favorite — not because he ignored mistakes, but because he backed his employees, especially his officers. He supported the chief, and the chief supported us.
At least most of us.
He had once been a city councilman, and he was the person who encouraged me to apply full-time when I was still a reserve officer. I genuinely believe that without him, I may never have been hired.
Leadership Changes Everything
During my career, I worked under four mayors and three police chiefs.
Each one left a mark.
The second chief was tough — really tough. He came from a large out-of-state police department and brought that mentality with him. He dismantled the good-old-boy system that existed under the first chief.
Cliques no longer mattered.
 Performance did.
He wrote policies for everything — even policies for nursing mothers, requiring accommodations for pumping or breastfeeding. At the time, many of us thought it was overkill.
Looking back?
 He cleaned house.
We became sharper. More professional. Community policing hit an all-time high. We spoke better, listened better, and operated with clearer expectations.
When he left, we celebrated.
And then we wondered who would come next.
The Chief I Trusted Most
Rumors spread that the undersheriff from the sheriff’s office might take over. That worried us — we didn’t want to become like the sheriff’s office.
Instead, we got the best chief we ever had.
He treated everyone fairly.
 He didn’t micromanage.
 He trusted his command staff.
 And he absorbed the politics so we didn’t have to.
For a while.
Then came the new mayor.
Election Season and a Bad Feeling
Our mayor announced he wasn’t running again.
Panic followed.
There was one candidate who made all of us uneasy — a polished, confident man I’ll call Pretty Boy. Some people knew him from insurance. Others from golf.
I didn’t have an issue with him — until the bar incident during comedy night. That changed everything.
During a town hall, I drew a number to ask a question. I’d heard a rumor that Pretty Boy hadn’t visited the police department like the other candidates.
And like an idiot, I asked him publicly how he expected to be mayor if he hadn’t even stepped foot into the police department.
The room went silent.
He laughed and said he had a visit scheduled the next day.
I apologized afterward.
 He said, “No big deal.”
But he wouldn’t look at me.
I knew better.
When He Won
Pretty Boy was elected mayor.
I was stunned.
From that moment on, everything changed.
He never spoke to me unless I spoke first. He answered questions — nothing more. It was clear he believed he controlled the police department, and he openly disliked one of our lieutenants.
Policies shifted.
We were no longer allowed to park near bars at night — a prevention tactic we had used for years. One of the mayor’s friends owned a bar and complained we were “trying to catch DUIs.”
That practice ended.
The chief began to change too.
Stress crept in.
 Employees started leaving.
 Morale dropped.
It became clear the mayor was quietly pushing out older, experienced people working for the city so he could replace them with those he could control.
When I Became the Problem
At that point in my career, I was in charge of training, recruiting, and hiring.
I ran PT tests.
 Oral boards.
 Written exams.
 Polygraphs.
 Psych evaluations.
None of that had been required when I was hired, I probably wouldn't have been hired to be honest.  
The applicants passing the process — legitimately — were women.
That wasn’t favoritism.
 That was reality.
Then the Sergeant — a former friend i explained earlier in my book who now despised me — told me:
“You need to stop hiring females. We’ve got too many.”
I documented it and filed a complaint with the Lieutenant.
His response?
“You and the Sergeant just have a love-hate relationship.”
I’d heard that line enough.
So I filed a complaint against the Lieutenant too.
The Myth of the Open Door
They love to say, “My door is always open.”
Here’s the truth:
That door is only open until you walk through it with a complaint.
Once you do, you become the problem.
Retaliation and Silence
After that, the retaliation started.
I was talked about behind my back.
 Accused of things I didn’t do.
 Isolated.
And the chief — the one I trusted most — turned away.
He didn’t confront me.
 He didn’t support me.
 He didn’t protect me.
He disengaged.
I don’t believe it was entirely his doing. I believe the mayor played a major role.
But knowing that didn’t make it hurt any less.
I went from trusted to tolerated.
 From respected to watched.
 From one of us to one of them.
The Recording at City Hall
As lead Public Information Officer, I saw damaging Facebook posts about the mayor and foolishly thought I could help.
I met with him at city hall to offer advice.
The city employee who hated me was there.
He laughed at my advice and dismissed me.
What he didn’t know was that I recorded the conversation.
I’m not stupid.
When I told the chief, he ordered me to delete it — claiming policy. The policy prohibited recording inside the police department, not city hall.
I deleted it anyway.
Looking back, I wish I hadn’t.
That recording would have protected me many times over.
How It Ended
When I left, that mayor didn’t say goodbye.
He didn’t thank me.
 He didn’t acknowledge my service.
And that told me everything I needed to know.
The Tea
And the tea about mayors, chiefs, and politics?
Good leaders protect their people.
 Bad leaders protect their egos.
“Open door policies” disappear when the truth walks in.
 Retaliation doesn’t always look like punishment — sometimes it looks like abandonment.
And when politics take over policing,
 the badge stops being about service
 and starts being about survival.
That was the beginning of the end.
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For a while, it looked like things were finally working out.
After I came back, I didn’t just return to patrol — I moved forward.
I applied for the position overseeing Training, Recruiting, and Hiring, and I got it. Not long after, I also became the department’s Public Information Officer — the face of the agency.
PIO.
Public Information Officer.
The one who speaks for the department when no one else wants to.
I loved it.
I wrote press releases.
Did interviews with the media.
Managed the department’s Facebook page and website.
Handled sensitive incidents before they spiraled into rumors or headlines.
I knew how to speak to people. I always had.
I knew how to explain things without inflaming them.
I knew when to give details — and when not to.
And for the first time in a long time, I wasn’t working the road.
That mattered more than I admitted out loud.
Being off patrol gave me space.
Room to breathe.
Room to stabilize.
I could work on myself quietly, without sirens, without the constant edge of waiting for the next call to explode. I still felt useful. Still respected. Still part of the mission.
On the surface, it looked like trust.
And for a while, I believed that’s what it was.
Wearing Two Hats
Training and recruiting put me in a strange position.
I wasn’t just a cop anymore — I was a gatekeeper.
I helped decide who got hired.
Who made it through the process.
Who carried a badge.
That responsibility mattered to me.
I wanted good cops. Ethical ones. People who could think, communicate, and not panic under pressure. I wanted recruits who understood this wasn’t an ego job — it was a responsibility job.
And yes, that meant women.
We hired several female officers during that time. Strong ones. Capable ones. Women who could do the job just as well as anyone else — sometimes better.
Not everyone liked that.
The First Shift in the Room
It didn’t happen all at once.
At first, it was small comments.
Jokes that weren’t really jokes.
Side remarks about “too many women.”
Questions about whether we were lowering standards.
We weren’t.
If anything, we were raising them.
But perception matters in policing — sometimes more than facts.
And I could feel the room change.
I was still doing my job well. Still producing. Still representing the department professionally. But the support I thought I had started to thin.
People stopped volunteering information.
Meetings felt colder.
Conversations ended when I walked in.
Nothing official.
Nothing you could document.
Just… pressure.
The Face of the Department
Being PIO meant visibility.
My name was on press releases.
My voice was on the news.
My face was attached to statements the department stood behind.
That visibility is a double-edged sword.
When things go right, everyone’s fine with it.
When things get tense, the face becomes a target.
And I didn’t realize it yet, but the cracks that had formed quietly — the ones I’d ignored because I was grateful just to still be standing — were about to widen.
I had stepped into leadership without realizing leadership doesn’t protect you.
It exposes you.
The Illusion of Safety
Looking back, this was the calm.
The last stretch where I thought I’d found balance.
I was off the road.
Doing meaningful work.
Still wearing the badge without letting it crush me.
I believed I’d figured it out.
I hadn’t.
Because in law enforcement, the moment you become visible and inconvenient…
the consequences stop whispering.
They start taking notes.
The Tea
And the tea from this chapter?
Sometimes promotions aren’t protection — they’re positioning.
Being trusted doesn’t mean being safe.
And the moment you stop blending in is often the moment the clock quietly starts ticking.
I didn’t see it yet.
But the job was already deciding who I was allowed to be.
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There isn’t always a single explosion when things go wrong in policing.
Sometimes it’s quieter than that.
Sometimes it’s just the sudden realization that the rules you thought applied to everyone… no longer apply to you.
For me, that moment came when I spoke up.
The Comment That Crossed the Line
I was in charge of training, recruiting, and hiring. That wasn’t symbolic. That was my assignment. My responsibility.
We had hired several women in a row — not because they were women, but because they passed every step of the process:
PT tests
Oral boards
Written exams
Polygraphs
Psychological evaluations
They earned their spots.
That’s when one of the Sergeants — someone I had a long, complicated history with — came to me and said something I will never forget.
He told me I needed to stop hiring women.
Not because of performance.
Not because of complaints.
Not because of safety.
Because, in his opinion, we had too many.
I remember sitting there, staring at him, waiting for the punchline.
It didn’t come.
That wasn’t an offhand comment.
It wasn’t dark humor.
It wasn’t frustration.
It was discrimination — clear as day.
And I did what the department said I should do.
I reported it.
“Open Door” Is a Myth
I went to the Lieutenant.
I explained exactly what was said. I explained why it mattered. I explained that this wasn’t about feelings — it was about policy, ethics, and legality.
He listened.
Then he sighed.
And said the sentence I would hear far too many times over the next few years:
“You and that Sergeant just have a love-hate relationship.”
That was it.
No follow-up.
No documentation.
No accountability.
Just dismissal.
So I did what you’re supposed to do when the first door doesn’t work.
I filed a complaint against the Sergeant.
And when that went nowhere, I filed one against the Lieutenant too.
That’s when everything changed.
When You Become the Problem
There’s a dirty truth about “open door policies” in law enforcement.
They only stay open when you’re not the one causing discomfort.
The moment you file a complaint — especially against supervisors — you become the problem.
Not the behavior.
Not the comment.
Not the violation.
You.
The retaliation didn’t come with threats or memos.
It came quietly.
Conversations stopped when I walked in.
People avoided eye contact.
Rumors started — vague, ugly, impossible to pin down.
I was accused of things I hadn’t done.
Questioned over things I hadn’t said.
Judged for motives I didn’t have.
And the Chief — the one I had respected, trusted, and defended — turned his head away.
He didn’t yell.
He didn’t confront me.
He didn’t support me.
He just… disappeared from my orbit.
I don’t believe this was entirely his doing.
I believe the mayor had a hand in it.
And that’s when I understood something I hadn’t wanted to admit:
This wasn’t about performance anymore.
It was about control.
From Asset to Liability
I had gone from:
trusted trainer
department spokesperson
recruiter and mentor
to something else entirely.
A liability.
Someone who asked questions.
Someone who documented.
Someone who didn’t stay quiet.
I wasn’t “one of them” anymore.
I was that officer.
The one people whispered about.
The one command staff avoided.
The one whose name made rooms uncomfortable.
And once that happens, there is no going back.
The Loneliest Place in Policing
There is nothing lonelier in law enforcement than realizing the institution you protected… won’t protect you.
I had put the department first for years.
Missed dinners.
Missed holidays.
Missed sleep.
Missed pieces of myself.
And now, when I needed support — not favors, not special treatment — just fairness…
There was nothing.
No shield.
No backing.
No safety net.
Just silence.
The Tea
And the tea from the moment I realized I wasn’t protected anymore?
Departments don’t push you out loudly — they isolate you until you leave on your own.
“Open door” policies close fast when the complaint walks in wearing a badge.
And once leadership decides you’re inconvenient, your record stops mattering.
I didn’t lose my protection because I did something wrong.
I lost it because I finally did something right.
And the job doesn’t always forgive that.
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Most people think cops leave because they can’t handle the job.
The violence.
The danger.
The stress.
That’s not usually why good cops leave.
Good cops leave because the job stops loving them back.
It’s Not the Calls
The calls don’t chase you out.
You expect the bad ones.
You prepare for the worst.
You learn how to function in chaos.
Good cops know:
some calls will haunt you
some nights will follow you home
some scenes will change how you see the world
That’s the job. And most of us accept that.
What breaks people isn’t the street.
It’s everything wrapped around it.
Politics Over Policing
At some point, the job shifts.
It stops being about doing the right thing and starts being about:
who you know
who you don’t upset
who keeps quiet
who plays along
Good cops ask questions.
They document.
They speak up.
They don’t ignore policy just because it’s inconvenient.
And that makes them dangerous — not on the street, but in the building.
Politics don’t like integrity.
They like compliance.
When Competence Becomes a Threat
There’s a moment when being good at your job works against you.
You notice patterns.
You call out unsafe behavior.
You refuse to cut corners.
You protect people — even when it’s uncomfortable.
And suddenly:
you’re “difficult”
you’re “emotional”
you’re “not a team player”
Especially if you’re a woman.
Especially if you won’t shut up.
Especially if you document everything.
Good cops don’t leave because they’re weak.
They leave because they won’t pretend anymore.
The Slow Isolation
Nobody hands you termination papers.
They isolate you.
You stop getting invited into conversations.
Your name drops off lists.
Your opinions are no longer asked for.
Your presence becomes awkward.
Supervisors avoid eye contact.
Coworkers go quiet.
Rumors replace conversations.
And you realize:
You’re still wearing the badge —
but you’re not protected by it.
Mental Health Isn’t the Dealbreaker — Honesty Is
Departments love to say they care about mental health.
Until you actually need support.
Then you’re a liability.
A risk.
A problem to manage.
Good cops seek help because they want to survive.
They want to keep doing the job right.
They want to be better.
And somehow, that becomes a mark against them.
The job will break you —
and then punish you for breaking.
When the Cost Becomes Too High
Eventually, something shifts inside you.
You realize:
the job will take everything you give it
it will not protect you the way you protected it
and it will move on without hesitation
So you start asking questions you never thought you’d ask:
Is this worth my health?
My family?
My sanity?
My life?
And when the answer stops being yes —
that’s when good cops leave.
Not because they can’t do the job.
But because they can no longer survive the system.
The Tea
And the tea about why good cops eventually leave?
They don’t burn out from the street — they burn out from silence.
They don’t quit because they’re weak — they leave because they’re done pretending.
And the job doesn’t lose them all at once.
It bleeds them out slowly —
until walking away feels like the only way to live.
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There are things policing gives you.
Confidence.
Purpose.
A dark sense of humor that only makes sense to other cops.
A family you didn’t know you needed until you did.
But there are also things it takes.
Quietly.
Gradually.
Without asking permission.
What the Job Took
It took my sleep first.
Even on nights when nothing happened, my body never stood down. I slept light. One ear open. Always listening. Always ready. Years later, I still scan rooms for exits, count hands, and notice who’s watching who.
It took my sense of safety.
I stopped feeling relaxed anywhere — restaurants, stores, movie theaters. I learned how easy it is to become a victim of opportunity. How fast a normal day can turn into a headline. That awareness never shuts off once it’s wired in.
It took my emotional range.
Somewhere along the way, I stopped reacting like other people. Things that should’ve shocked me didn’t. Things that should’ve made me happy felt muted. I could function in crisis but struggled in calm.
It took pieces of my identity.
I wasn’t just a person anymore — I was a cop. Everywhere. All the time. Even when I didn’t want to be. Even when I was off duty. Even when I needed to be human instead of composed.
And eventually, it took my health.
PTSD didn’t arrive with flashing lights or a diagnosis stamped neatly on a chart. It crept in through insomnia, irritability, emotional numbness, and memories that refused to stay buried. It controlled my life long before it had a name.
What the Job Never Gave Back
It never gave me closure.
Some calls don’t end. They just stop happening. No resolution. No justice that feels proportional. No explanation that makes it make sense.
It never gave me forgiveness.
Not from the system.
Not from politics.
Not from people who benefited from my work but disappeared when I needed support.
It never gave me acknowledgment when it mattered most.
When I left, there was no real recognition of what I gave. No meaningful goodbye. No sense that the years I sacrificed had weight beyond a personnel file.
It never gave me peace.
Even now, years later, the job still lives in my nervous system. In how I sleep. How I move. How I react. How I protect myself.
The badge came off.
The vigilance didn’t.
What I Kept Anyway
But here’s the part no one warns you about:
Even after everything the job took —
it also shaped me.
I know who I am under pressure.
I know how to stand up when it’s uncomfortable.
I know how to protect others — even when it costs me.
Those things didn’t disappear when the badge did.
I carry them differently now.
More carefully.
With boundaries I didn’t have before.
The Tea
And the tea about what the job takes?
It takes more than it ever promises to give back.
It doesn’t return what you sacrifice.
And it doesn’t apologize for the cost.
But the things you survive — the strength, the awareness, the truth —
those belong to you.
Not the department.
Not the politics.
Not the badge.
And learning how to live with what’s left —
that’s the hardest work of all.
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For years, the radio told me who I was.
It woke me up.
It interrupted meals.
It redirected plans.
It decided whether my night was quiet or chaotic.
The radio meant purpose. Direction. Relevance.
And then one day, it didn’t.
No crackle.
No call sign.
No dispatcher saying my number like it mattered.
Just silence.
The First Strange Thing: No One Needs You
The hardest adjustment wasn’t the lack of danger.
It was the lack of being needed.
No one called for backup.
No one asked for advice.
No one needed a decision made in seconds.
I went from being someone people relied on in emergencies
to someone expected to just be okay.
And I wasn’t.
Silence Is Loud When You’re Used to Noise
Without the radio, my brain didn’t know when to stand down.
I still woke up at night, heart racing, convinced I missed a call.
I still listened for sirens that weren’t there.
I still scanned rooms like someone might need help.
But no one did.
That constant awareness — the thing that kept me alive on the street — had nowhere to go.
So it turned inward.
The Loss of Identity No One Talks About
People say, “It’s just a job.”
That’s bullshit.
Policing isn’t something you clock out of — it’s something you become.
It rewires how you think, how you trust, how you assess danger.
When the radio went silent, it felt like a part of my identity went quiet too.
Not peacefully.
Abruptly.
Like a line being cut.
The World Kept Moving — I Didn’t
Friends moved on.
Coworkers retired or transferred.
New officers took the streets I once knew by heart.
And I stayed stuck between who I was
and who I didn’t know how to be yet.
I didn’t miss the politics.
I didn’t miss the nonsense.
I didn’t miss the stress.
What I missed was purpose.
Learning a New Kind of Stillness
Living without the radio forced me to confront something I avoided my entire career:
Stillness.
No adrenaline.
No urgency.
No distraction.
Just me.
My thoughts.
And the memories that used to get drowned out by calls.
It took a long time to understand that silence wasn’t the enemy.
Unprocessed trauma was.
What Replaced the Radio
Eventually, I learned to listen to different things.
My body.
My limits.
My instincts — not the hypervigilant ones, but the honest ones.
I learned that rest is not laziness.
That peace doesn’t mean weakness.
That not responding doesn’t mean I failed.
The job ended.
The responsibility didn’t.
But now, it belongs to me.
The Tea
And the tea about life without the radio?
No one prepares you for the quiet.
No one tells you who you are when the calls stop.
And no one hands you a new identity when the badge comes off.
You have to build it yourself.
One silent night at a time.
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I didn’t leave the job in a blaze of glory.
There was no dramatic last call.
No final shift where everything made sense.
No clean ending.
I left because I finally had enough.
Enough of the nightmares.
Enough of waking up with my heart racing and my stomach in knots before my feet even hit the floor.
Enough of the butterflies that never meant excitement anymore — only dread.
Enough of watching my back more inside the building than I ever had on the street.
The calls were heavy, but they weren’t what broke me.
It was everything wrapped around them.
When the Job Starts Taking More Than It Gives
I had spent years absorbing other people’s trauma.
I held scenes together.
I held victims together.
I held coworkers together.
I pushed it down.
I told myself I was fine.
I told myself this was normal.
Until it wasn’t.
The nightmares got louder.
The scenes replayed whether I wanted them to or not.
The little boy.
The bodies.
The blood.
The moments where time slowed and never fully restarted.
And then came the other pain — the kind that doesn’t make headlines.
The whispers.
The politics.
The quiet backstabbing.
The sudden shift in how people treated me once I stopped being convenient.
I had gone from asset to liability.
And I felt it.
Realizing I Wasn’t Safe Anymore
The job teaches you how to spot danger.
Ironically, that’s how I knew it was time to leave.
I wasn’t safe — not physically, but emotionally.
The support dried up.
The understanding faded.
And the expectation became clear:
Keep producing.
Keep performing.
Keep quiet.
I couldn’t do that anymore.
Not without losing myself completely.
Choosing Survival Over Loyalty
Finding another job felt like betrayal.
Policing doesn’t train you to leave.
It trains you to endure.
But endurance has a cost.
So I did something that felt impossible at the time:
I chose myself.
I found another job.
I stepped away from the radio.
I retired from the profession that shaped me — even if parts of it never truly let go.
That decision didn’t bring instant relief.
It brought grief.
Grieving the Version of Me That Wore the Badge
I grieved the officer I had been.
The woman who believed hard work and integrity would always be enough.
The one who thought loyalty went both ways.
I grieved the camaraderie.
The identity.
The sense of belonging.
And I grieved the version of me that never got the support she deserved.
What Was Left When the Uniform Came Off
Without the badge, I was forced to meet myself again.
Not the officer.
Not the PIO.
Not the problem-solver.
Just a woman carrying years of things she was never taught how to put down.
I wasn’t weak.
I wasn’t broken.
I was injured — in ways no one could see.
And for the first time, I stopped pretending otherwise.
Who I Became
I became someone who knows her limits.
Someone who understands trauma doesn’t disappear just because your job title changes.
Someone who learned that strength isn’t pushing through pain — it’s listening to it.
I became someone who survived.
Not because the job protected me.
But because I finally protected myself.
The Tea
And the tea about who I became after the badge?
Leaving didn’t mean I failed.
It meant I refused to disappear trying to prove I could handle what was never meant to be handled alone.
The badge shaped me.
But it doesn’t own me.
And the woman I became after it?
She’s still standing. 
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I left law enforcement in 2017.
Not because I stopped caring.
Not because I stopped believing in the job.
But because the job I entered in the 1990s no longer existed — and the one replacing it required a kind of endurance I no longer had.
Policing today is not the policing I grew up in.
And anyone who says otherwise either hasn’t been on the street in decades… or isn’t paying attention.
Then vs. Now
In the 1990s, policing was raw.
You learned by doing.
You learned by messing up.
You learned by getting corrected — sometimes harshly — but usually in-house.
There were fewer policies.
Fewer cameras.
Fewer layers of review.
You were trusted to use judgment.
Sometimes that trust was misplaced.
Sometimes it was abused.
And sometimes, it was the only thing that kept a situation from exploding.
Today?
Every decision lives forever.
Body cameras.
Dash cameras.
Cell phones.
Social media.
Instant judgment before facts ever catch up.
There is no margin for error anymore.
And I don’t say that as criticism — I say it as reality.
Better Tools, Higher Stakes
Officers today have better equipment than we ever dreamed of.
Tasers.
Improved training.
De-escalation models.
Mental health resources — at least on paper.
Clearer use-of-force standards.
Women are no longer novelties.
They’re leaders.
Trainers.
Command staff.
Respected — not just tolerated.
That matters.
It matters more than people realize.
But with those advancements came something else:
Unrelenting accountability.
Every mistake — real or perceived — can end a career.
Or worse.
Officers are now arrested for decisions made in fractions of a second.
Decisions made under stress most people will never experience.
And the public?
They don’t always wait for the facts.
The Weight Today’s Officers Carry
I have nothing but respect for modern law enforcement.
I couldn’t do the job today.
Not because I’m weak.
But because the job now requires carrying:
The street.
The law.
The camera.
Public opinion.
Department policy.
And the constant fear that one misstep — one imperfect moment — could cost everything.
Officers today aren’t just policing crime.
They’re policing perception.
That’s a heavy badge.
What I Hope Never Changes
Despite everything — the politics, the scrutiny, the noise — the heart of the job remains the same.
Showing up.
Doing the right thing when no one is watching.
Protecting people who may never thank you.
Going home carrying things you can’t explain to anyone else.
That hasn’t changed.
And I hope it never does.
What I Want People to Understand
This book isn’t an argument.
It isn’t a defense.
And it isn’t a complaint.
It’s a record.
Of what it was like.
Of what it cost.
Of why good cops stay… and why many eventually leave.
If you’ve never worn the badge, I hope this gave you a glimpse.
If you have — I hope you felt seen.
The Final Tea
And the final tea?
Policing didn’t break me.
It shaped me.
The job took a lot.
It gave me even more.
And it left marks that will never fade — but also lessons I wouldn’t trade.
I left the badge behind in 2017.
But the woman it made?
She’s still here.
And she still believes in the ones wearing it today — even if she no longer could.
