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Subculture
	

Dedicated	to	my	parents:
For	their	commitment	to	God	and	each	other,

For	raising	me	to	know	who	God	is,
For	teaching	me	how	to	love,
And	because	this	is	their	story.

	

Officer	James	Roberts	parked	his	squad	car	across	the	street	from	the

small,	run	down	house.	It	was	a	quarter	to	midnight	when	the	call	came	in

about	a	possible	burglary	in	process.	Glancing	in	his	rearview	mirror,	James

noticed	the	second	squad	car	pulling	up	behind	him.	Typically,	they	didn’t

patrol	with	partners,	but	this	particular	sector	was	considered	a	high	violence

crime	area.	Even	though	potential	burglaries	were	not	usually	as	dangerous	as

some	of	the	other	calls	they	responded	to	in	this	area,	James	knew	he	had	to	be

prepared	for	the	worst.	This	was	a	part	of	the	job.

They	exited	their	vehicles	and	started	towards	the	house.	“James,”	the

other	officer	greeted	him.	He	nodded	back.	“Walter.”	Walter	had	been	one	of

his	training	officers	while	still	in	the	academy,	but	there	was	no	time	for	chit

chat.	They	headed	towards	the	house.	As	they	approached,	James	was	

scanning	the	windows	for	any	sign	of	movement.	He	saw	none.		Then	again,	it	

was	almost	impossible	to	see	anything.	It	could	have	been	his	imagination,	but	

James	always	felt	that	midnight	in	areas	like	this	seemed	even	darker	than

usual.	They	reached	the	front	door	and	realized	immediately	that	it	was

unlocked.	Both	officers	took	out	there	guns	and	flashlights	and	locked	eyes.

“Ready?”	Walter	asked.	James	nodded.	“Let’s	go.”	They	entered	the	house	and

the	blackness	engulfed	them.	Their	department	issued	flashlights	hardly

illuminated	their	path.	James	could	feel	his	heart	rate	start	to	increase,	more



from	adrenaline	than	fear.	He	had	learned	long	ago	that	his	own	fear	could	be

more	detrimental	to	him	than	any	assailant	he	faced	in	the	field.

They	moved	quickly	through	the	tiny	house,	clearing	each	room.	James

had	not	seen	or	heard	anything	out	of	the	ordinary.	“One	room	left,”	Walter

whispered	as	he	nodded	toward	the	kitchen.	There	was	a	small	noise	as	they

began	to	slowly	move	towards	the	doorway.	They	looked	at	each	other,	then

turned	the	corner,	guns	at	the	ready,	and	were	met	with	two	glowing	eyes,

hovering	6	feet	above	the	ground,	piercing	the	darkness.	James	jumped	back,

finger	on	the	trigger.	“Police!	Hands	up!”	He	commanded.	There	was	no

response	except	for	a	small	snickering	sound	coming	from	his	right.	James

turned	to	see	his	partner	doubled	over	against	the	wall,	laughing.	“What?”	He

demanded.	“Do	you	know…what	that	is?”	Walter	struggled	to	regain	his

composure.	James	looked	at	him,	dumbfounded.	“That’s	a	cat	on	top	of	a

refrigerator”.

March	1981

Officer	Roberts	turned	the	radio	up	in	his	squad	car	when	he	heard	the

Johnny	Cash	song	come	on.	It	was	just	after	7AM	on	a	brisk	Sunday	morning

in	Gateway	City,	Missouri.	He	loved	patrolling	on	Sundays	because	it	was

typically	pretty	quite.	As	much	as	he	enjoyed	his	job	and	the	opportunity	to

protect	this	city,	it	was	nice	to	get	a	break	from	it	all	every	once	in	a	while.

James	turned	the	corner	and	began	to	roll	down	his	passenger	side	window.	As

he	approached	the	curbside	newspaper	vendor,	he	slowed	down	so	the	paper

boy	could	reach	in	and	drop	today’s	paper	on	the	seat.	He	waved	at	the	kid	as

he	continued	on	his	way	to	his	assigned	sector.	In	addition	to	it	being	Sunday,



he	had	just	finished	up	his	rotation	on	the	midnight	shift	last	week	and	boy

was	he	relieved.	Working	the	midnight	shift	was	the	one	thing	about	the	job	he

could	do	without,	but	unfortunately	people	did	not	just	stop	breaking	the	law

because	it	was	past	his	bed	time.	Still,	he	much	more	preferred	finishing	his

shift	at	a	decent	hour	and	going	home	to	Shelly.	They	had	been	married	less

than	two	years	and	she	had	been	so	supportive	of	his	desire	to	be	a	police

officer.	James	pulled	into	the	McDonalds	drive	thru	and	stopped	at	the

window.	“I’ve	got	your	free	milk,	Officer,”	the	high	school	kid	said	as	he

handed	him	the	cup.	“Thanks,”	he	replied.	James	had	never	been	much	of	a

coffee	drinker,	despite	what	the	stereotypes	suggested.	As	he	drove	off	his

thoughts	wandered	back	to	the	days	shortly	following	his	graduation	from	the

Academy…

He	was	at	police	headquarters	when	one	of	the	department	detectives

stopped	him.	“Roberts,	I	just	wanted	to	say	congratulations	on	making	it

through	the	Academy.”	“Thank	you,	sir,”	James	replied.	The	detective

continued,	“You	know,	I	remember	being	sent	to	interview	your	wife	before

you	were	hired	for	this	job.”	It	was	SOP	(Standard	Operating	Procedure)	for

the	department	to	send	out	detectives	to	speak	with	the	wives	of	the	applicants

as	a	part	of	the	pre-employment	background	check.	(If	the	applicant	was

single,	they	would	interview	a	parent	or	someone	else	they	had	a	close

personal	relationship	with.)	James	remembered	warning	Shelly	about	how	the

officers	would	make	sure	he	wasn’t	home	when	they	came	to	interview	her,

but	that	she	shouldn’t	be	nervous.	He	was	probably	way	more	nervous	than

she	was.	He	answered	the	detective.	“I	didn’t	know	that	sir.”	“Yep,	and	your

wife	gave	all	the	right	answers.	If	she	hadn’t	been	so	supportive,”	he



explained,	“you	never	would	have	been	hired	for	this	position.”

James	smiled	to	himself	as	he	replayed	the	conversation	in	his	head.

Shelly	was	the	strongest,	most	courageous	woman	he	had	ever	met.	She	knew

how	dangerous	the	job	would	be,	but	she	was	still	behind	him	100	percent.	He

pulled	into	the	local	bakery	parking	lot	and	got	out	of	his	car.	As	he	walked

inside,	the	pastry	chef	greeted	him.	“You	are	just	in	time,	officer!	Two

chocolate	donuts,	no	charge,”	he	smiled.	James	thanked	him,	spent	some	time

chatting	with	the	other	patrons,	then	header	back	out	to	his	car.	James	was

grateful	to	all	these	businesses	that	offered	free	food,	etc	to	police	officers,	but

he	knew	it	was	because	it	was	beneficial	for	them	to	have	police	presence	in

there	shop	for	even	a	short	amount	of	time.	James	made	it	to	his	assigned

sector	and	parked	at	a	strip	mall	so	he	could	finish	his	“free”	breakfast	and

read	the	paper,	all	the	while	keeping	his	eyes	and	ears	peeled	for	any	potential

disturbance	of	the	peace.

***

The	next	day,	his	deputy	commander	approached	him	before	James	left

for	his	assignment.	“Roberts,	how’s	it	going?”	“Hello,	sir.	Not	too	bad,”	James

replied.	“How	was	the	meeting?”	The	commander	had	just	returned	from	a

conference	with	all	the	other	department	commanders	and	chiefs	in	St.	Louis

County.	“It	went	well!	Remember	your	old	chief	from	the	Kirkwood

department?”	James	nodded.	“How	could	I	forget?”

He	had	wanted	to	leave	his	position	as	a	dispatcher	for	the	City	of

Kirkwood	for	a	while,	but	hadn’t	had	much	luck	applying	for	field	jobs

elsewhere.	The	job	was	steady,	but	there	wasn’t	much	room	for	advancement.



James	had	just	about	given	up	on	the	dream,	until	he	attended	the	bachelor

party	of	another	Kirkwood	cop	and	good	friend.	Also	at	the	party	was	a	former

Kirkwood	officer,	who	was	currently	serving	as	an	administrative	aide	to	the

Gateway	City	Chief	of	Police.	He	suggested	that	James	apply	for	one	of	the

many	openings	in	Gateway	City.	It	was	a	dangerous	place	to	do	police	work

and	everyone	knew	it.	James	decided	to	apply.	However,	an	applicant	couldn’t

just	pay	admission	to	the	Academy;	he	would	have	to	be	recommended	based

on	the	amount	of	“police	potential”	seen	in	him.	Before	that	could	happen,

James	had	to	go	through	a	group	session	with	a	psychologist,	a	one-on	one

evaluation,	and	an	interview.	He	passed	both	psychological	tests	without	a

glitch	by	remembering	to	keep	his	answers	short,	but	truthful.	In	his

experience,	over	communicating	with	psychologists,	lawyers,	politicians,

reports,	etc	could	cause	trouble	for	someone	in	law	enforcement.	However,	a

few	days	before	his	interview,	the	Kirkwood	Police	Chief	called	the	Gateway

City	Police	Chief	and	told	him	that	James	had	a	stomach	problem.	He	had

been	diagnosed	with	spastic	colon,	but	so	far,	it	had	not	affected	his	job

performance.	James	knew	he	was	only	trying	to	sabotage	the	hiring	process	so

he	would	have	to	stay	in	Kirkwood.	He	remembered	having	a	conversation

with	Shelly	after	he	heard	what	his	Chief	had	done.	“I’ll	quit,”	he	had	told	her.

“Even	if	I	don’t	get	the	Gateway	City	job,	I’m	leaving.”	He	was	furious.

Shelly,	always	the	logical	one	in	their	relationship	and	not	at	all

temperamental	like	he	could	sometimes	be,	encouraged	him	to	not	make	any

hasty	decisions.	Wait	and	see	how	the	situation	unraveled,	she	had	told	him.

Obviously,	the	Kirkwood	Chief	thought	he	was	a	hard	worker	and	didn’t	want

to	lose	him.	James	should	consider	it	a	complement.	His	Chief’s	efforts	proved



to	be	futile,	because	when	the	Gateway	City	chief	asked	his	aide	if	James	had

a	stomach	problem,	he	said	no	and	they	moved	forward	with	the	interview.

Shortly	after	that,	James	found	himself	in	the	Academy.	Now	his	district

commander	was	standing	in	front	of	him	saying	he	had	run	into	his	old	Police

Chief	from	Kirkwood	at	the	county	meeting	and	he	had	asked	how	James	was

doing.	“What	did	you	tell	him?”	James	asked.	“I	said	that	you	were	doing

great	and	asked	if	he	had	any	other	officers	like	you	to	send	this	way!”	They

both	had	a	good	laugh	about	that.

James	was	truly	grateful	for	his	job	with	the	Gateway	City	police.	He

had	learned	so	much	more	about	being	a	cop	than	he	ever	would	have	if	he

stayed	in	Kirkwood.	He	had	also	become	very	close	with	the	Gateway	City

Chief	in	the	time	he	had	been	there.	He	would	sometimes	call	James	for	a	ride

and	if	there	was	no	rush,	they	would	cruise	around	town,	discussing	the	goings

on	or	sometimes	they	would	just	shoot	the	bull.	James	grew	to	really	enjoy	his

company	and	value	their	time	together	on	those	rare,	but	peaceful	slow

mornings.	On	one	such	morning,	the	chief	had	asked	about	Shelly.	“When	did

you	know	she	was	the	one?”	he	asked	James.	“I’m	not	sure	I	remember	the

exact	moment,”	James	answered.	“I	do	know	that	it	didn’t	take	me	very	long.”

Shelly	had	been	the	one	who	was	more	hesitant	about	making	the	decision	to

get	married.	It	was	a	big	commitment	and	she	wanted	time	to	think	about	it

and	be	sure.	James	had	told	her	that	was	fine,	but	she	better	get	to	thinking

because	he	was	planning	on	asking	her	sooner	rather	than	later	and	she	needed

to	decide	one	way	or	the	other.	The	Chief	laughed	as	James	recounted	the

conversation.	“Well,	I	suppose	she	came	around	eventually,	didn’t	she?”	“Yes,

she	did,”	James	agreed...



Back	in	the	fall	of	’78,	James	and	Shelly	had	just	finished	having	dinner

at	her	parent’s	house,	something	he	joined	in	on	with	increasing	frequency

over	the	course	of	their	relationship.	Most	of	the	family	was	there.	Shelly	had

an	older	brother,	an	older	sister	and	two	younger	sisters.	James	and	the	guys

were	watching	football	in	the	living	room,	but	they	could	easily	hear	the

women	chatting	away	in	the	kitchen.	At	one	point,	James	overheard	Shelly’s

mother	say,	“We	thought	we	would	be	hearing	wedding	bells	by	Christmas…”

At	this	point,	he	and	Shelly	had	been	together	about	a	year,	and	had	been

discussing	marriage	quite	a	bit.	However,	they	had	not	told	anyone	else	and

James	thought	he	may	need	to	go	rescue	her,	but	before	he	could	even	get	off

the	couch,	he	heard	Shelly	reply	to	her	mother’s	not-so-subtle	suggestion.

“No”,	she	said,	“but	we	were	thinking	maybe	by	spring.”	A	few	moments

later,	one	of	Shelly’s	sisters	came	out	into	the	living	room	and	removed	a

framed	photograph	from	the	wall.	The	picture	was	of	her	and	her	husband	on

their	wedding	day.	It	was	a	tradition	in	Shelly’s	family	that	a	picture	of	the

most	recent	family	wedding	to	be	kept	up	on	the	wall	until	someone	else	tied

the	knot.	The	picture	her	sister	had	just	removed	had	been	on	the	wall	the

entire	time	James	and	Shelly	had	been	dating.	Her	sister	gave	him	a

mischievous	grin	as	she	carried	the	photo	back	into	the	kitchen.	And	so	it

happened,	on	April	7,	1979,	that	James	married	the	woman	of	his	dreams.

They	got	married	at	Times	Beach,	Missouri	Bible	Church,	where	Shelly,

her	mother,	and	her	youngest	sister	attended	regularly.	Her	three	sisters	were

the	bridesmaids	and	the	groomsmen	consisted	of	two	guys	James	had	met

working	at	the	Kirkwood	Police	department	and	his	brother	in-law,	who

almost	didn’t	make	it	in	time	for	the	wedding!	James	remembered	getting



ready	at	his	house	before	the	wedding.	His	parents	were	there,	but	his	sister

and	her	husband	were	not.	They	had	been	visiting	his	side	of	the	family	in

Pitosi,	MO.	James	was	getting	more	and	more	upset	the	longer	they	took	to

arrive	and	it	didn’t	help	that	his	mother	kept	complaining	about	how	they

didn’t	spend	nearly	as	much	time	with	them	as	they	did	with	his	parents.

Eventually	they	arrived,	and	James	handed	his	bother	in-law	his	tux	and

headed	to	the	church	with	his	parents.

When	they	got	there,	he	told	them	to	go	ahead	and	go	inside.	He	had

something	he	needed	to	take	care	of.	James	walked	over	to	the	neighbor’s

house	and	knocked	on	the	door.	A	middle	aged	man	answered.	“Can	I	help

you?”	He	asked.	“Yes,	my	name	is	James	Roberts	and	I’m	about	to	get

married.	I	was	wondering…would	you	mind	if	I	parked	my	car	in	your

garage?”	James	motioned	behind	him	to	where	he	had	parked	at	the	church.

“Sure,”	the	man	agreed,	“You	wouldn’t	want	something	like	that	getting

covered	with	paint	and	streamers.”	“No,	Sir,”	James	replied.	At	the	time	James

owned	a	1977	Oldsmobile	Cutlass	Supreme	Broem.		It	was	black	with	red

pinstripes	and	crushed	velour	upholstery.	No	way	was	he	letting	it	get

decorated.

After	the	ceremony,	they	had	a	cake	and	punch	reception	for	family	and

close	friends.	James	actually	did	not	remember	a	whole	lot	of	details	from	that

day.	It	sort	of	went	by	in	a	blur…but	a	very	happy	blur.	He	did	remember,

however,	the	weeks	leading	up	to	the	wedding.	James	imagined	that	with	any

wedding	planning,	there	came	a	point	where	things	seemed	to	start	to

unravel….the	right	venue	was	not	available,	or	a	caterer	backed	out,	etc.	For

them,	the	big	catastrophe	happened	when	the	senior	pastor	of	Shelly’s	church



told	them	that	he	did	not	feel	comfortable	performing	the	ceremony	because

the	two	of	them	were	“unequally	yoked”.	The	two	of	them	had	gotten	some

push	back	from	people	in	terms	of	their	relationship	because	Shelly	was	a

professing	Christian	and	James	was	not.	It	was	not	that	he	refused	to	believe

that	there	was	a	God	or	anything	like	that.	He	knew	God	was	real,	but

apparently	so	did	a	lot	of	people.	Anyway,	Shelly	was	extremely	upset	about

the	whole	situation.	The	pastor	of	the	church	she	had	attended	for	years	was

refusing	to	marry	them!	James	assured	her	that	they	would	find	someone	to

officiate	the	wedding.	There	was	a	stretch	of	road	in	Kirkwood,	MO	that

James	liked	to	refer	to	as	“Church	Row”	because	there	seemed	to	be	a	church

on	every	other	corner.	One	of	them	would	have	a	pastor,	who	would	be	willing

to	marry	them,	he	was	sure	of	it.	As	it	turned	out,	they	did	not	have	to	look

further	than	Kirkwood	Road	Christian	Church.	It	was	there	that	they	were

introduced	to	Pastor	Jerry.	He	agreed	to	perform	the	ceremony	and	from	then

on	everything	went	very	smoothly.	James	sometimes	wondered	if	there	was,	in

fact,	something	to	be	concerned	about	in	regards	to	their	“unequally	yoked”

relationship,	but	whether	there	was	or	was	not,	Shelly	never	changed	her

mind.	She	never	faltered	in	her	relationship	with	God	or	her	relationship	with

James.

***

April	1981

“There	he	is!”	James	shouted.	He	and	Walter	had	been	patrolling	the

area	around	a	local	University	where	many	students	resided	in	off	campus

apartments.	They	had	received	multiple	calls	from	the	area	reporting	cars



being	broken	into	and	stereos	stolen.	As	they	were	driving	around,	they

received	a	call	from	the	dispatcher	that	there	was	a	suspect	in	the	area	who	had

attempted	to	break	into	another	car	and	James	had	just	spotted	him.	The

delinquent	was	running	through	the	parking	lot	between	two	apartment

buildings.	James	jumped	out	of	the	patrol	car	and	gave	chase	while	Walter

called	for	backup.	He	pursued	him	through	the	lot	and	across	a	pedestrian

walkway.	On	the	other	side	of	the	walkway	was	a	fairly	affluent	neighborhood

with	large	homes,	surrounded	by	a	chain	link	fence.	James	saw	the	suspect

heading	toward	it	and	he	knew	he	was	going	to	jump	the	fence.	They	always

jumped	the	fence.	James	hopped	the	fence	after	him,	dropped	down	on	the

other	side	and	continued	running	out	to	the	street	in	front	of	the	house.

Suddenly,	he	realized	that	he	couldn’t	see	the	kid	anymore,	he	seemed	to	have

disappeared.	James	pulled	out	his	radio	just	as	a	call	from	Walter	came	in

telling	him	to	stay	in	position.	Minutes	later,	another	call	came	in	saying	they

had	the	suspect	in	custody	and	James	should	return	to	the	squad	car.

Apparently,	after	making	it	over	the	fence,	he	had	dropped	to	the	ground	and

hid	behind	a	bush	while	James	ran	right	past	him!	He	would	have	been	really

frustrated	by	this,	but	his	fellow	officers	credited	him	with	assisting	in	the

arrest,	saying	that	if	he	had	not	been	in	pursuit,	the	suspect	would	not	have

stopped	to	hide.	He	would	have	instead	kept	running	and	disappeared	into	the

night.	After	all	the	excitement	was	over	he	realized	that	he	had	cut	his	hand	on

the	fence	and	later	found	out	he	would	need	to	go	to	the	hospital	for	a	tetanus

shot.	That	was	unpleasant	because	James	hated	shots,	but	the	evening	was	a

win.	Catching	the	bad	guys	was	the	best	part	of	the	job.	However,	they	could

not	always	protect	everyone.	Right	before	graduating	from	the	academy,



James	remembered	the	first	time	he	saw	a	dead	body.	It	was	a	scene	that

would	be	imprinted	on	his	memory	forever….

A	week	before	graduation,	they	were	all	sent	out	to	their	respective

departments	for	some	on	the	job	training.	James	met	Walter	for	the	first	time

when	they	were	dispatched	together	on	a	missing	persons	call.	The	man’s

concerned	neighbor	reported	that	he	had	not	seen	him	in	about	3	months,	but

his	car	was	parked	behind	the	apartment	building.	It	was	the	dead	of	winter

and	when	they	arrived	on	the	scene,	they	spotted	the	missing	person’s	car	all

covered	in	snow.	They	checked	the	front	door	first.	It	was	locked.	Walter

knocked,	but	there	was	no	answer.	The	mail	box	was	stuffed	full	of	months

worth	of	bills	and	ads.	The	back	door	was	locked	as	well	and	all	the	blinds

were	pulled	on	all	the	windows,	leaving	no	way	to	see	inside.	Walter	sniffed

around	the	edge	of	the	door	then	looked	up	at	James.	“He’s	in	there.”	He	said.

James	suddenly	had	a	sick	feeling	in	the	pit	of	his	stomach,	even	before	he

stooped	down	to	smell	the	foul	odor.	The	stench	of	decaying	human	flesh	is

very	distinctive,	even	having	never	smelt	it	before.	The	fire	department	was

dispatched	to	their	location	and	as	soon	as	they	arrived,	they	used	an	ax	to

break	down	the	door.	Walter	was	handed	an	oxygen	mask	to	protect	him	from

the	odor.	“Where	is	my	mask?”	James	asked,	indignant.	“Rookies	don’t	get

one.”	They	could	not	be	serious.	He	told	himself	to	breathe	though	his	mouth

as	he	stepped	across	the	threshold.	There	were	flies	everywhere.	Big,	fat	ones

and	it	was	the	middle	of	winter.	They	made	it	to	the	bedroom	and	found	their

missing	person.	James	felt	like	he	had	just	stepped	into	a	scene	from	Hill

Street	Blues.	The	poor	guy	appeared	to	have	died	in	his	sleep	some	time	ago

and	besides	the	fact	that	he	was	male,	they	could	not	identify	much	else	about



him.	After	the	medical	examiners	had	come	and	carried	the	body	away,	bed

sheets	and	all,	James	was	tasked	with	interviewing	the	neighbor.	He	told	him

the	man	was	deceased	and	asked	him	to	identify	his	race.	“You	mean,	you

can’t	tell?”	The	neighbor	asked.	“No	sir.”	He	looked	like	he	might	be	sick,	but

was	able	to	confirm	that	the	man	was	white.	After	wrapping	everything	up	at

the	scene,	James	and	Walter	headed	back	to	the	police	department.	Neither	of

them	said	much	as	they	drove.	James	was	thinking	how	sad	it	was	that	there

was	no	one	close	to	this	guy	who	would	have	cared	enough	to	check	up	on

him	at	any	point	in	the	last	three	months,	when	Walter	finally	broke	the

silence.	“Vicks	Vapor	Rub.”	He	said.	“What?”	James	didn’t	understand.	“Next

time,	put	some	on	your	upper	lip	and	it	will	counteract	the	odor.”

***

April	1981

Officer	Roberts	slowed	his	squad	car	to	a	stop	at	the	light	and	turned	his

windshield	wipers	up	a	speed.	The	storm	was	picking	up.	“Roberts,	come	in.”

His	radio	went	off,	“What’s	your	twenty?”	It	was	Walter.	James	picked	it	up

and	answered,	“Lincoln	and	Winchester.”		“Perfect.	Remember	the	call	this	

morning	about	the	missing	German	shepherd?	Another	call	just	came	in	about

a	dog	matching	that	description	that	was	hit	by	a	car	near	Jackson	and	Lincoln.

I	need	you	to	stay	with	the	dog	while	I	attempt	to	contact	the	woman	from	this

morning.”	“10-4”,	James	responded.	The	location	was	only	a	few	blocks	from

where	he	was.	A	week	ago,	the	Gateway	City	police	department	probably

would	have	deemed	themselves	too	busy	to	responded	to	a	pet	reported

missing	and	let	another	department	handle	it.	Also,	personally,	James	probably



would	have	grumbled	at	having	to	stand	out	in	the	rainstorm	and	wait	for	the

poor	dog’s	owner.	However,	after	this	past	week,	any	opportunity	to	do	some

good	was	welcomed	and	seized.

There	had	been	an	abnormal	amount	of	domestic	violence	calls	this

week	(even	for	Gateway	City)	and	these	cases	were	always	the	most

dangerous.	Many	of	the	guys	had	been	frequenting	local	bars	after	their	shifts

for	what	they	hoped	would	be	comfort	from	the	depressing	circumstances.

James	was	almost	tempted	to	join	them,	but	instead	chose	to	go	home	and	talk

to	Shelly	about	it.	She	would	sympathize	with	what	he	had	to	endure	on	the

job	and	at	the	same	time	encourage	him	to	not	let	it	get	him	down	and	that,	he

thought,	was	better	than	anything	he	would	find	at	the	bottom	of	a	bottle.

James	was	approaching	the	intersection	were	the	dog	was	reported	to

have	been	hit.	He	drove	through	the	light	and	noticed	the	German	shepherd	on

the	opposite	side	of	the	road	from	him.	He	turned	on	his	lights,	U-turned	and

parked	his	patrol	car	in	a	way	that	protected	the	dog,	who	was	already	in	pretty

bad	shape,	from	getting	run	over	again.	At	least	he	was	still	breathing.	James

called	Walter	back	on	the	radio	to	let	him	know	that	he	was	with	the	dog	and

Walter	said	the	woman	was	on	her	way	to	identify	him.

As	he	waited,	he	thought	more	about	this	past	week	and	everything	that

had	been	on	his	mind.	He	had	gone	to	church	with	Shelly	again	last	weekend,

something	he	had	been	doing	since	they	were	married	on	the	Sundays	he

wasn’t	scheduled	to	patrol.	This	particular	service	seemed	to	focus	on	how	the

things	that	come	out	of	your	mouth	reflect	what	is	in	your	heart.	James	had

never	thought	about	it	that	way	before	and	he	felt	convicted	of	the	many	times



when,	out	of	anger,	he	had	used	foul	language,	spread	rumors,	or	been	overly

critical	or	judgmental.	He	wanted	to	read	more	about	it,	so	a	few	days	ago

Shelly	had	purchased	him	a	bible.	He	had	never	owned	a	bible	before,	but

started	reading	and	he	could	already	feel	his	attitude	towards	things	changing.

Maybe	that	was	why	he	was	more	than	happy	to	stand	in	the	middle	of	the

pouring	rain	to	wait	for	this	lady	to	come	collect	her	beloved	pet.

Once	she	arrived,	she	immediately	confessed	that	she	couldn’t	tell	if	it

was	her	dog,	Sam,	because	of	the	rain	and	the	condition	he	was	in.	The	human

society	had	been	called	and	as	they	waited	she	began	to	recount	the	whole

story	to	him.	James	felt	that	she	needed	to	keep	talking	so	that	she	wouldn’t

lose	control	and	he	totally	understood.	At	some	point	yesterday,	someone	had

tried	to	break	into	their	house,	but	Sam,	being	the	protective	and	loyal	dog	that

he	was,	had	chased	the	man	away	from	the	house	and	through	the	open	gate.

The	whole	family	had	been	worried	sick	about	him.	James	listened	to	her	with

compassion	and	even	offered	up	some	stories	of	the	dogs	he	had	as	pets

growing	up	as	well	as	his	current	dog,	Noose.	He	agreed	with	her	that	they

always	felt	like	a	part	of	the	family.	Eventually	the	Human	Society	truck

arrived	and	she	thanked	him	as	they	loaded	the	dog	into	the	back	and	then	she

got	in	her	car	to	follow	the	truck.	James	didn’t	think	he	would	ever	hear	from

her	again,	but	he	felt	fulfilled	by	the	conversation	and	the	kindness	he	was

able	to	show	to	her.	A	few	days	later,	the	following	letter	arrived	at	Gateway

City	Police	Headquarters:

Dear	Colonel	Stevens,

I	am	writing	this	letter	to	thank	you,	your	entire	police	force,	and	two
young	officers	in	particular	for	the	kindness	that	they	recently	have
shown	to	me	and	my	family.



On	Saturday,	April,	20,	I	called	your	department	to	report	the	loss	of	our
German	shepherd	named	Sam.	During	the	previous	night,	it	appeared
that	someone	had	attempted	to	enter	our	home,	but	left	quickly	due	to
the	appearance	of	Sam.	Nothing	was	taken	from	our	home,	but	Sam
obviously	followed	them	out	the	door	and	the	opened	gate.		We	notified	
the	Aurora	Police,	where	we	are	residents,	and	then	all	the	Humane	
Societies	and	rabies	control	units	that	we	could	think	of.		Sam,	or	a	dog	
quite	similar	to	him	was	seen	early	Saturday	morning	near	the	Inner
Belt	on	Chester,	so	as	a	last	attempt	to	find	him,	I	decided	to	call	your
department	and	alert	them	to	the	disappearance.	However,	I	really	did
not	expect	much	attention	to	be	paid	to	a	lost	pet	from	another	city.

That	same	evening,	at	about	9:30,	a	Gateway	City	officer	called	to	tell
me	that	a	dog	fitting	Sam’s	description	had	been	hit	by	a	car	in	front	of
7422	Lincoln	during	the	heavy	storm	that	was	taking	place.		He	also	
said	that	an	officer	would	remain	with	the	dog	and	that	the	Humane	
Society	had	already	been	notified.

When	I	arrived,	the	officer	was	still	standing	in	the	rain	beside	a	very	
badly	injured	dog.		I	could	not	even	be	sure	that	it	was	indeed	my	dog,	
Sam,	due	to	the	rain	and	his	condition.		The	officer	continued	to	stay	
with	me	until	the	truck	arrived	from	the	Humane	Society.		He	was	kind,	
compassionate,	and	understanding	of	what	my	pet	meant	to	me	
throughout	this	time.		I	then	followed	the	truck	to	the	Humane	Society,	
where	Sam,	who	I	finally	was	able	to	identify,	died	within	the	next	hour.		

I	realize	that	this	is	quite	a	lengthy	letter,	but	Sam	was	a	wonderful	pet	
to	my	family	and	me,	and	meant	so	much	to	us.		The	kindness	and	
understanding	expressed	by	both	the	officer	on	the	phone	and	the	young	
officer	standing	in	the	rain	was	so	much	more	than	I	would	have	
expected	–	I’m	very	sorry	that	I	can’t	remember	either	of	their	names,	
but	if	they	are	typical	of	the	rest	of	your	police	officers,	Gateway	City
should	be	aware	and	appreciative	of	them.

I	am	enclosing	a	check	in	appreciation	to	be	used	at	your	discretion	–	to
add	something	to	the	comfort	of	the	station,	to	contribute	to	a
policeman’s	fund,	or	wherever	you	see	fit	to	use	it.

Once	again,	thank	you	for	the	kindness	shown	to	us	at	a	particularly	sad
moment.
	

Sincerely	yours,

Mrs.	Katherine	M.	Douglass



***

The	next	night,	James	was	back	on	the	midnight	shift.	However,	it

seemed	like	the	night	was	quieting	down	a	bit,	now	that	it	was	close	to	2	in	the

morning.	He	decided	to	pick	himself	up	a	late	night	snack,	but	just	as	he	was

pulling	out	of	the	drive	thru,	a	call	came	crackling	through	his	radio.	It	was

another	domestic	violence-type	situation.	Apparently	a	subject	had	broken	into

his	ex	girlfriends	house	and	assaulted	her.	James	tossed	his	food	onto	the

passenger	seat,	turned	on	his	lights,	and	responded	to	the	call.	He	was	told	that

back	up	would	be	dispatched	to	the	location	as	well.	A	family	member	of	the

victim	answered	the	door	and	James	asked	where	she	was.	He	was	pointed	in

the	direction	of	the	kitchen	where	he	found	the	girl	with	blood	all	over	her

neck.	She	told	him	that	it	wasn’t	her	blood,	but	her	ex	boyfriend’s.	He	had	cut

his	hand	when	he	smashed	in	the	window.	“Where	is	he?”	James	asked	the

frightened	girl.	She	choked	out	that	he	was	in	the	bathroom.	The	creep	was	in

the	middle	of	trying	to	strangle	her	when	he	decided	he	wanted	to	wash	the

blood	off	his	hands.	What	a	psycho.

James’	back	up	had	arrived	and	he	was	relieved	when	he	saw	who	it

was.	One	of	the	two	officers	was	notorious	in	the	department	for	his	machine-

like	ability	to	take	down	the	bad	guys.	This	situation	would	be	wrapped	up

shortly,	James	thought.	They	proceeded	to	the	bathroom	and	since	James	had

responded	to	the	call,	he	took	the	lead.	“Gateway	City	police!”	He	shouted

through	the	door,	“We	are	placing	you	under	arrest.	Please	step	out	of	the

bathroom.”	The	perpetrator	refused.	“Exit	the	bathroom,	immediately!”	James

ordered,	more	forcefully.	“I	don’t	have	to	listen	to	some	punk,	rookie,	cop,”

the	perpetrator	retorted.	“This	is	your	last	chance	to	come	out	before	we



remove	you	ourselves!”	James	shouted.	“Come	and	get	me.”	James	looked

back	at	the	other	officers	and	could	tell	they	were	ready.

He	entered	the	bathroom	and	immediately	received	three	quick	blows	to

the	chest.	This	guy	was	some	sort	of	Martial	Arts	expert!	James	was	knocked

back	against	the	wall,	but	otherwise	un-phased	since	he	was	wearing	a	vest.

With	the	help	of	the	other	officers,	he	managed	to	get	the	guy	out	of	the

bathroom,	but	he	wasn’t	going	down	without	a	fight!	He	was	extremely	strong

and	the	three	of	them	continued	to	attempt	to	subdue	him,	leaving	over	turned

furniture	and	broken	mirrors	in	their	wake.	The	only	other	defensive

instruments	they	had	available	to	them	besides	their	own	two	hands	in	a

situation	where	lethal	force	wasn’t	necessary	were	their	night	sticks.	Since	it

was	apparent	that	he	was	not	going	to	cease	assaulting	them,	they	took	out

their	batons	and	it	didn’t	take	long	after	that	for	him	to	surrender.	James’

partners	cuffed	the	guy	and	walked	him	out	to	the	patrol	car.	However,	during

the	struggle,	one	of	James’	hands	had	gotten	in	the	way	of	a	night	stick	and	it

looked	like	he	had	a	broken	finger.	This	meant	another	trip	to	the	hospital	and

six	weeks	of	desk	work	until	his	hand	had	completely	healed	and	he	could	go

back	in	the	field.

About	a	year	later,	James	heard	that	the	same	guy	had	been	stabbed	to

death	in	a	bar	fight.	He	felt	sick	to	his	stomach	at	the	thought	of	how	much

violence	filled	this	city.	This	guy,	who	had	serious	anger	issues,	tried	to	choke

his	ex	girlfriend	to	death,	and	attacked	three	police	officers,	had	apparently

gotten	on	someone	else’s	bad	side.	His	world	was	completed	surrounded	by

anger	and	violence.	It	was	all	so	depressing.	He	brought	it	up	with	Shelly	and

she	suggested	that	they	should	pray	for	Gateway	City,	which	they	did,	and



James	was	reminded	again	of	how	grateful	he	was	to	have	a	life	totally

separate	from	the	world	in	which	he	worked	in.

James	remembered	the	first	time	he	was	truly	taken	aback	by	something

he	witnessed	in	the	field.	At	the	time,	he	was	still	riding	with	his	training

officer,	Walter,	and	they	were	dispatched	to	another	department	to	pick	up	a

prisoner.	The	guy	had	an	outstanding	warrant	in	Gateway	City	and	had	just

been	arrested	by	the	other	department.	He	and	Walter	sat	down	to	wait	in	their

Central	Booking	waiting	area	while	the	guards	retrieved	their	prisoner.	The

waiting	area	was	a	small	room	with	swinging	double	doors.	On	the	other	side

of	the	doors	was	the	entrance	to	the	jail.	Walter	picked	up	a	newspaper	and

began	to	read	while	they	waited.

A	few	minutes	later	James	heard	what	sounded	like	some	sort	of	scuffle

beyond	the	double	doors.	There	was	shouting	and	cursing,	and	a	guard	barking

orders	to	a	prisoner.	Suddenly,	the	doors	burst	open	and	a	prisoner	fell	through

them	and	landed	on	his	back	at	their	feet!	James	was	worried	that	this	might

be	there	guy!	He	seemed	like	a	lot	to	handle,	but	Walter	glanced	down	at	the

prisoner,	then	went	right	back	to	reading	his	paper,	totally	unaffected	by	the

whole	episode!	Before	the	prisoner	could	get	up	off	the	floor,	a	massive	police

officer	assigned	to	the	jail	charged	out,	grabbed	the	prisoner	by	his	feet	and

dragged	him	back	through	the	double	doors.	The	office	came	back	out	a	few

moments	later,	smiled	at	James	and	said,	“That	was	refreshing!”	Not	long	after

that,	their	prisoner	was	brought	out	to	them	(a	different	guy)	and	he	seemed

less	likely	to	resist	being	taken.	They	got	him	back	to	Gateway	City	without

incident.



James	remembered	telling	Shelly	the	story	later	and	how	he	was	really

shocked	to	have	witnessed	that	whole	thing,	It	was	kind	of	nuts.	She	replied

that	it	was	good	to	know	that	things	like	that	still	shocked	him.

Unfortunately,	James	did	become	less	inclined	to	be	shocked	or

surprised	by	the	things	he	saw	and	experienced	during	his	time	serving	in

Gateway	City.	Even	when	he	and	his	fellow	officers	were	getting	bad	guys	off

the	street,	he	sometimes	wondered	if	he	really	was	making	a	difference.	Would

criminals	always	be	criminals?	Was	he	just	helping	solve	crimes	or	was	he

also	helping	change	lives?

***

Back	in	the	academy,	he	was	assigned	to	the	Gateway	City	Detective

Bureau	for	nine	weeks	as	a	part	of	his	training.	At	the	time,	there	were

numerous	residential	burglaries	that	were	under	investigation.	They	had	a

suspect,	a	young	kid,	who	they	highly	suspect	was	responsible	for	many	of	the

burglaries.	However,	they	had	yet	to	come	up	with	much	physical	evidence.

The	kid	was	brought	into	custody	one	day	and	he	and	his	training	detective

(his	nickname	was	‘Bugs’	because	he	owned	and	operated	a	bug	spraying

business	on	the	side)	convinced	him	that	it	would	only	be	a	matter	of	time

before	they	gathered	the	necessary	evidence	to	link	him	to	multiple	burglaries.

They	explained	that	if	he	were	charged,	he	would	be	sent	to	prison	for	a	good

chunk	of	time.	To	further	scare	him	into	confessing,	Bugs	described	what	it

would	be	like	for	a	young	guy	like	him	in	prison.	It	worked	and	they	offered

him	a	deal.	If	he	confessed	to	all	the	burglaries	he	was	responsible	for,	they

would	only	charge	him	with	one.	That	way,	his	jail	time	would	be	minimal	or



he	would	possibly	only	get	probation.	Finally,	he	agreed	and	James	and	Bugs

put	him	in	one	of	the	unmarked	police	vehicles	and	drove	him	around	town	so

he	could	point	out	every	house	he	had	burglarized.

The	kid	was	pretty	funny,	telling	them	to	make	a	“cool	left”	or	“cool

right”	as	he	was	guiding	him	to	all	the	places	he	had	hit.	They	ended	up

crossing	20	addresses	off	their	list	of	unsolved	burglaries	that	night	and

marking	those	cases	as	solved.	Some	would	maybe	complain	that	justice

wasn’t	served	because	he	was	only	punished	for	one	crime,	instead	of	the	20

be	committed,	but	a	deal	was	a	deal.	They	way	James	saw	it,	if	they	would

have	charged	that	kid	with	20	burglaries,	his	life	would	have	been	completely

ruined.	Instead,	that	was	the	last	James	heard	of	him.	No	more	run-ins	with	the

Gateway	City	police,	at	least	in	the	years	he	was	working	there.	Of	course,	no

one	could	know	for	sure	that	he	didn’t	get	into	anymore	trouble,	but	James

thought,	at	least	he	had	a	pretty	good	chance	of	having	a	normal	life	after	that

if	he	got	his	act	together.	It	was	these	types	of	scenarios	that	James	decided	to

make	count	more	than	the	countless	other	tragic	ones	that	he	had	little	to	no

control	over.	Knowing	that	one	kid	had	the	potential	to	grow	up,	find	his	own

Shelly,	raise	a	family,	and	make	an	honest	living…	that	was	a	win	for	good…

and	a	loss	for	evil.

James	remembered	helping	solve	one	other	case	while	in	detective

training.	It	was	another	burglary	case,	but	this	time	they	suspected	one	guy	of

running	what	was	referred	to	as	a	“burglary	ring”.	He	would	convince	teenage

boys	to	actually	commit	the	burglaries,	probably	using	to	his	advantage	the

fact	that	they	were	minors	and	once	they	were	adults,	any	charges	brought

against	them	would	be	expunged	from	their	records.



This	“ring”	specialized	in	stealing	jewelry.	At	some	point	during	the

course	of	the	investigation,	the	department	was	contacted	by	a	pawn	shop	in

another	city	that	was	suspicious	of	two	individuals	who	had	recently	sold

some	very	expensive	jewelry	to	their	shop.	This	particular	pawn	shop	was

known	for	handling	very	high	end,	and	valuable	items.	In	fact,	it	was	not	even

called	a	pawn	shop,	but	rather	a	“Gold	and	Jewelry	Exchange”	or	something

along	those	lines.	The	people	who	worked	there	carried	their	own	guns	to

prevent	hold	ups.

Anyway,	James	and	Bugs	drove	to	the	shop	to	interview	anyone	who

had	witnessed	the	transaction.	With	the	employees’	assistance,	they	were	able

to	identify	one	of	the	two	guys	who	brought	in	the	jewelry,	and	that	it	was	in

fact	stolen	merchandise.	However,	the	individual	who	was	identified	was	not

who	they	suspected	as	the	ring	leader,	but	James	and	Bugs	were	willing	to	bet

that	he	was	the	second,	unidentified	guy	whom	the	pawn	shop	bought	the

items	from.	They	picked	up	the	first	guy	for	questioning.

During	the	investigation	he	claimed	that	he	had	only	accompanied	the

other	guy	to	the	pawn	shop	and	had	nothing	to	do	with	the	jewelry	himself.

When	asked	the	name	of	his	partner	in	crime,	he	refused	to	give	him	up,

saying	that	if	the	ring	leader	ever	discovered	that	he	had	turned	him	in,	he

would	kill	him.	They	kept	pressing	and	he	kept	pleading	the	fifth.

It	just	so	happened	that	Christmas	was	only	a	few	days	away	and

eventually,	one	of	the	other	officers	(there	were	two	others	in	the	room	besides

Bugs	and	James)	told	him	that	if	he	did	not	give	them	a	name,	it	was	likely

that	he	would	spend	Christmas	in	a	jail	cell.	That	got	his	attention	and	he



admitted	that	he	wanted	to	be	with	his	children	for	Christmas.	James	and	the

other	officers	said	that	his	chances	were	not	looking	too	good	at	this	point.	He

became	more	upset,	insisting	that	he	had	to	be	with	his	kids	for	the	holiday

and	the	officers	kept	saying	that	if	it	meant	that	much	to	him,	he	better

cooperate!

At	one	point,	James	began	to	serenade	the	suspect	by	humming	the	tune

to	“I’ll	Be	Home	for	Christmas”.	The	other	officers	joined	in	and	they	had	a

nice	quartette	going	until	the	guy	could	not	handle	it	any	longer	and	agreed	to

give	them	the	other	name	as	long	as	they	promised	to	let	him	go.	The	deal	was

made	and	they	got	their	name.	It	was	who	they	suspected	to	be	the	leader	of

the	burglary	ring.	The	suspect	divulged	some	other	vital	information	as	well.

He	stated	that	he	had	been	inside	the	ring	leader’s	place	of	residence	many

times	and	even	though	he	could	not	identify	any	of	the	stolen	jewelry,	he	knew

that	a	stolen	hand	gun	was	kept	under	a	cushion	of	the	couch	where	the	guy

slept.	That	was	enough	for	a	warrant.

The	evening	the	search	warrant	was	executed,	their	suspect	was	at

home,	as	were	his	parents,	who	also	lived	there	with	several	other	family

members.	The	gun	under	the	couch	cushion	was	found	and	seized	as	evidence.

Large	amounts	of	various	types	of	jewelry	were	also	found	in	the	bedroom

where	the	suspect’s	parents	slept.	All	of	it	was	taken	as	evidence	and	the

suspected	ring	leader	was	arrested.

Once	back	at	the	Bureau,	he	and	the	other	officers	laid	out	all	of	the

jewelry	on	a	ping	pong	table	set	up	in	the	locker	room.	All	of	the	burglary

victims	were	called	and	invited	to	come	in	one	at	a	time	to	try	and	identify	any



of	the	stolen	goods.	Several	people	were	able	to	point	out	things	that	belonged

to	them	which,	in	turn,	provided	them	with	sufficient	evidence	to	charge	their

suspect	with	multiple	counts	of	burglary	and	receiving	stolen	merchandise.	He

was	arrested	and	sent	to	prison.

***

May	1981

James	had	now	been	out	of	training	and	patrolling	on	his	own	long

enough	that	when	the	department	needed	someone	to	fill	in	as	a	training

officer;	he	was	asked	to	do	it.	The	kid’s	name	was	Bobby	and	on	his	first	day

riding	with	James,	they	got	a	call	about	a	stolen	automobile.	The	two	of	them

were	dispatched	to	handle	the	report.	The	vehicle	was	reported	to	be	stolen

from	a	grocery	store	parking	lot	on	the	border	of	Gateway	City	and	a

neighboring	city.

The	owner	was	a	very	distraught	elderly	woman.	“I	parked	right	here,”

she	kept	insisting,	“then	I	came	out	and	it	was	gone!	Someone	stole	it!”	They

asked	her	the	exact	time	she	arrived	at	the	store	and	when	she	came	out	to	find

the	car	missing.	James	also	had	Bobby	write	down	a	detailed	description	of	the

car.	Once	they	felt	they	had	the	information	needed	to	write	the	report,	they

took	the	lady	home.	Bobby	was	about	to	drive	them	back	to	the	station	when

James	suggest	they	circle	back	to	the	store	parking	lot,	just	in	case.	They	drove

up	and	down	the	rows	of	cars	and	sure	enough,	two	aisles	away	from	where

the	little	old	lady	had	insisted	she	had	parked,	sat	a	car	matching	the	exact

description	she	had	given	them.	James	gave	Bobby	a	look	and	said,	“Let’s	go

get	her.”



They	knocked	on	the	door	of	her	house	and	she	answered	with	a	cocktail

in	her	hand.	“Ma’am,	we	found	your	car,”	James	told	her.	“It’s	still	parked	in

the	parking	lot.	If	you	want,	we	can	take	you	back	to	get	it.”	She	was	shocked.

“Well,	I	was	sure	it	had	been	stolen,	but	alright.	Can	I	take	my	drink	with

me?”	James	gave	Bobby	another	look.	“On	second	thought,	why	don’t	you

stay	here,	we’ll	go	get	your	car,	and	bring	it	back.”	She	handed	over	the	keys,

they	went	back	to	the	store	and	James	drove	her	car	to	her	house	as	Bobby

followed	in	the	patrol	car.	The	whole	way	back	to	the	station,	they	laughed

about	that	crazy	lady	with	her	cocktail.

In	the	days	that	followed,	Bobby	began	to	ask	James	many	questions

about	his	experiences	as	a	cop.	It	was	typical	new	kid	on	the	block	stuff,	like

“Have	you	ever	fired	your	gun?”	or	“How	does	your	wife	feel	about	you

having	such	a	dangerous	job?”	James	explained	to	him	that,	as	a	matter	of	fact,

Shelly	had	never	expressed	any	anxiety	towards	him	working	as	a	police

officer	or	carrying	a	weapon.	When	James	would	return	home	from	his	shifts,

he	would	place	his	revolver	on	top	of	the	dresser	in	their	bedroom	(they	had

no	kids	to	worry	about	at	this	point)	and	when	Shelly	would	clean	the	house,

she	would	just	lift	the	revolver	up	to	dust	under	it	like	any	other	normal

household	item.

As	for	discharging	his	weapon,	James	told	Bobby	that	he	was	never	in	a

situation	where	that	was	necessary,	but	if	he	ever	was;	he	would	not	hesitate	or

miss	his	mark.	In	fact,	back	in	the	Academy,	he	graduated	2nd	out	of	a	class	of

30	in	firearms	training…

The	Greater	St.	Louis	Police	Academy	was	ranked	3rd	in	the	nation	at



the	time	he	attended	and	there	was	a	lot	of	emphasis	on	firearms	safety.	This

was	very	important,	but	James	noticed	that	there	was	not	a	lot	of	focus	given

to	shooting	proficiency.	On	their	first	day	shooting	at	the	range,	he	noticed	that

the	two	guys	on	either	side	of	him	couldn’t	hit	squat.	Actually,	he	should	give

one	of	the	two	some	credit	because	he	was	very	skilled	in	hitting	other

people’s	targets.	James	took	it	upon	himself	to	teach	them	how	to	shoot.	Each

time	they	went	out	to	the	range,	he	would	constantly	remind	them	about

proper	technique	for	site	alignment,	breathing,	and	trigger	pull.	Both	guys

ended	up	making	it	through	the	final	qualifying	round.

One	day	during	training,	their	instructors	took	them	to	the	Skeet	range	to

practice	with	shotguns.	James	remembered	watching	one	of	his	female

classmates	aim	at	the	clay	disk	as	the	machine	slung	it	into	the	air	like	a

Frisbee.	She	fired	and	the	disk	broke	into	pieces.	She	was	so	excited	to	have

hit	her	mark,	that	she	swung	her	gun	towards	everyone	else	shouting	“I	hit	it,	I

hit	it!”	Needless	to	say,	everyone,	including	the	instructor,	hit	the	ground	to

avoid	getting	shot	accidentally.

James	chuckled	and	shook	his	head	as	he	recounted	the	memories.	He

was	one	the	oldest	of	his	classmates	in	the	Academy.	Most	were	in	their	early

20s	and	James	felt	like	a	mentor	to	some	of	them,	just	like	he	was,	in	a	way,	to

Bobby	now.	However,	everyone	thought	he	was	still	in	his	20s	as	well	until	his

30th	birthday	came	around	and	everyone	found	out	his	secret.	He	was

nicknamed	“The	Old	Man”	for	the	duration	of	his	time	in	the	academy.

It	was	refreshing	and	encouraging	encountering	young	men	like	Bobby,

who	were	motivated	to	protect	this	city	instead	of	to	contribute	to	the	chaos.



James	had	seen	too	many	kids	get	caught	up	in	dangerous	situations	because

of	poor	choices	or	recklessness.	One	stupid	mistake	could	potentially	ruin

someone’s	life,	or	the	lives	of	others.	It	happened	way	too	often,	he	thought

and	devastation	and	despair	were	always	left	in	the	in	the	aftermath.

***

June	1981

One	night	the	Gateway	City	police	received	a	call	to	investigate	an

alleged	accident	for	any	criminal	negligence	that	may	have	been	involved.	The

accident	had	occurred	earlier	that	evening	when	a	group	of	young,	college

aged	boys	were	driving	around	town	in	a	Volkswagen	Beetle	owned	by	one	of

them.	The	car	had	a	running	board	around	the	outside	and	two	of	the	boys

were	outside	the	vehicle,	standing	on	it	as	they	cruised	along.	They	took	a	turn

going	too	fast	and	one	of	the	boys	fell	off	the	car	and	hit	his	head	on	the	curb.

According	to	eye	witness	accounts,	the	boy	had	gotten	right	back	up	and

climbed	back	in	the	car	with	his	friends.	Apparently,	he	had	gone	home	later

that	evening	thinking	he	was	fine,	only	to	suddenly	begin	vomiting.	At	some

point	he	had	passed	out	and	his	parents	rushed	him	to	the	hospital	where	he

slipped	into	a	coma.

Much	to	his	disappointment,	James	was	put	on	the	case	to	investigate.

Shortly	after	arriving	at	the	hospital,	he	was	informed	that	the	boy	was

pronounced	brain	dead.	James’	heart	sank.	The	last	think	he	wanted	to	do	was

interview	this	kid’s	poor	parents	right	after	they	had	lost	their	son.	He	was

being	kept	alive	to	preserve	his	organs,	so	his	parents	were	still	sitting	in	the

room	beside	his	lifeless	body	when	James	got	there.



He	knocked	softly	on	the	door,	introduced	himself	and	asked	the	boy’s

father	if	he	could	answer	a	few	questions.	He	followed	James	out	into	the	hall

while	his	wife	stayed	seated	next	to	their	son’s	bedside.	“What’s	going	on?”

the	man	asked	once	they	were	outside	the	room.	James	explained	that	he	was

with	the	Gateway	City	police	and	had	been	tasked	with	investigating	the

accident	to	insure	that	it	really	was	an	accident.	“What	do	you	mean?”	the

father	asked.	“Of	course	it	was	an	accident.	“	James	informed	him	that	if	there

was	any	criminal	negligence	on	the	part	of	the	driver,	for	example,	if	alcohol

was	involved,	he	could	be	charged	with	manslaughter.	The	deceased	boy’s

father	was	extremely	upset	by	this,	as	the	kid	driving	the	car	was	a	very	close

friend	of	his	sons.	“I	just	don’t	want	him	to	get	into	any	trouble,”	he	expressed

as	tears	filled	his	eyes,	“he	just	lost	his	friend.”	James	was	moved	by	this

compassionate	man	who	had	literally	just	lost	his	son	and	was	legitimately

concerned	for	the	emotional	well	being	of	the	other	boy	driving	the	car.	A	lot

of	parents	would	be	so	angered	by	the	loss	of	their	child	that,	even	if	it	was	an

accident,	they	would	demand	answers	and	justice	and	for	someone	to	be	held

responsible.	This	man	was	obviously	different	and	James,	in	turn,	tried	to

comfort	him.	He	expressed	that	he	understood	the	man’s	concern	for	his	son’s

friend,	but	it	was	his	duty	to	investigate	and	get	answers.	The	father	nodded

and	agreed	to	answer	any	questions.	He	told	James	that	his	son	and	his	friends

were	good	kids;	they	were	just	being	wild	boys.	He	did	not	think	the	kids	had

been	drinking	nor	doing	drugs	prior	to	the	accident.	James	finished	up	with	the

father	and	left	to	question	the	boy	that	had	been	driving	the	car.

James’	palms	were	sweating	as	he	walked	up	the	path	towards	the	door

of	the	house.	He	did	not	want	to	do	this.	Another	detective	had	accompanied



him	and	he	knocked	on	the	door	and	asked	for	the	boy.	“I’m	his	father.	Is	this

about	the	accident?”	James	confirmed	that	it	was	and	he	needed	to	ask	a	few

questions.	The	boy’s	father	invited	James	and	the	other	officer	in,	left	the

room,	and	returned	with	his	son.	James	could	tell	by	the	look	on	his	face	that

he	had	heard	the	news	about	his	friend.

If	the	investigation	turned	up	any	evidence	of	negligence,	this	boy	could

be	charged	and	it	was	for	that	reason	that	before	James	asked	any	questions,

he	began	to	read	him	his	rights.	As	he	did	so,	they	boy’s	face	drained	of	color.

His	father	asked	if	James	was	there	to	arrest	his	son.	James	attempted	to

comfort	them	both	by	explaining	that	the	law	required	him	to	read	the	boy	his

rights	in	the	unlikely	event	that	he	was	charged	with	a	crime.	This	kid	was	so

obviously	terrified	and	distraught	over	the	loss	of	his	friend,	James	wished	he

could	throw	out	the	whole	investigation,	but	he	knew	he	could	not	do	that.

They	had	to	leave	no	stone	un-turned.	James	swallowed	the	lump	in	his	throat

and	continued.

The	boy	gave	the	same	answers	as	his	late	friend’s	father.	There	was	no

alcohol	or	drugs	involved,	he	just	may	have	been	driving	a	little	too	fast	and,

clearly,	it	was	a	stupid	thing	to	do.	He	and	the	other	officer	thanked	them	and

left.	James	proceeded	to	interview	the	other	boys	in	the	car	and	their	stories

were	the	same.	James	then	wrote	up	his	report	and	presented	it	to	his	Sergeant.

“Sir,	it	honestly	looks	like	an	accident	to	me.”	“That	is	not	for	you	to	decide,

Officer.	Take	your	findings	to	the	prosecuting	Attorney’s	office.”	James	had	a

sinking	feeling	in	his	stomach.	What	if	the	attorney	deemed	it	a	crime?	That

kid	did	not	deserve	to	go	to	jail,	but	orders	were	orders.



James	spoke	with	the	attorney	and	he	asked	him	something	no	other

attorney	had	asked	him	before.	He	wanted	to	know	if	James	thought	there	was

a	crime	involved.	James	knew	that	his	Sergeant	would	tell	him	to	say	that	it

wasn’t	his	call,	but	this	was	off	the	record.	He	told	the	attorney	that	he

believed	there	to	be	no	crime.	James	was	not	sure	if	his	response	was	the

deciding	factor	or	not,	but	they	decided	not	to	prosecute	because	there	was	no

sufficient	evidence	to	suggest	criminal	negligence.	James	called	the	father	of

the	victim	to	let	him	know	that	there	would	be	no	charges	and	the	man	broke

down	in	tears.	“Good,”	he	sobbed,	“I	think	he	has	suffered	enough.”

James	breathed	a	huge	sigh	of	relief	as	he	got	back	in	his	squad

car	and	drove	home.	He	was	so	glad	that	was	over.	The	whole	situation	left

him	with	the	feeling	he	sometimes	got	after	watching	a	particularly	heart

wrenching	scene	in	a	movie.	Only	this	wasn’t	a	movie,	it	was	real	life	and	he

felt	a	tug	on	his	“empathy	bone”	so	to	speak.	He	truly	felt	for	the	boy’s

parents,	his	friends,	and	everyone	involved.	It	was	a	horrible	thing	and,	again,

James	found	himself	before	God	in	prayer.

***

August	1981

Bobby	was	graduating	from	the	academy	today.	Even	though	James	was

only	his	training	officer	for	a	short	time,	he	felt	he	should	attend	the

commencement.	Bobby	was	a	confident,	level-headed	kid,	and	James	knew	he

would	make	a	great	cop.	After	the	ceremony,	he	caught	up	with	Bobby	to

congratulate	him.	“Thank	you,	officer!”	James	could	read	the	excitement	all

over	the	young	cops	face.	He	started	talking	about	how	he	could	not	wait	to



patrol	on	his	own	and	how	it	had	always	been	his	dream	to	be	a	cop.	“I	don’t

think	I’ll	ever	want	to	do	anything	else.”	James	smiled.	He	had	been	out	of	the

academy	for	about	a	year	and	a	half	and	he	figured	he	had	another	good	year

or	two	to	go.	Police	work	was	always	something	he	wanted	to	do	for	the

experience	and	to	give	back	to	his	community,	but	it	was	never	a	part	of	his

long	term	career	goals.	He	ultimately	wanted	to	join	the	business	world	at

some	point,	maybe	get	a	job	in	corporate	security.	He	had	learned	much	during

his	time	as	a	police	officer,	about	the	job,	himself,	and	the	God	who	reigned

over	this	world.	In	the	last	two	years,	he	had	experienced	tragedy,	excitement,

triumph,	and	love.	In	his	future	years	as	a	cop,	however	long	that	would	be,

James	was	sure	he	would	have	even	more	adventures.

***

Epilogue

James	stepped	down	into	the	warm	pool	of	water	and	looked	out	over	the

congregation	of	Kirkwood	Road	Christian	Church.	His	eyes	gravitated	to

Shelly,	who	was	now	his	wife	of	ten	years.	Their	four	year	old	son,	Tanner

was	standing	beside	her	and	they	had	recently	found	out	that	she	was	pregnant

with	baby	number	two.	He	felt	a	lump	start	to	rise	in	his	throat	as	he	thought

about	just	how	undeservedly	blessed	he	was	to	have	such	an	amazing	family.

He	truly	believed	that	God	had	used	Shelly	to	lead	him	to	the	decision	he	was

making	today.

Even	as	a	teenager,	James	could	remember	believing	that	Jesus	was	real

and	that	he	was	the	Son	of	God,	but	beyond	that	he	didn’t	really	think	about

him	all	that	much.	However,	that	all	changed	after	he	met	Shelly.	Her



relationship	with	Jesus	was	central	to	her	life	and	James	hadn’t	even	thought	it

possible	to	have	a	relationship	with	the	God	of	the	universe,	or	his	son.

Actually,	for	a	long	time,	he	didn’t	even	know	what	that	meant,	but	he	slowly

began	to	understand	it	more	and	more.	As	he	was	learning	about	the

unconditional	love	God	has	for	his	creation,	enough	to	send	his	only	Son	to

the	cross	so	that	his	people	could	forever	experience	life	in	loving	relationship

with	him,	he	was	simultaneously	coming	to	a	deeper	understanding	of	the	evil

that	lurked	in	this	world.

James	knew	what	he	was	getting	himself	into	when	he	applied	for	police

work	in	one	of	the	most	dangerous	cities	in	Missouri,	but	nothing	could	have

prepared	him	for	just	how	much	violence	was	present	there.	Much	of	it	was

drug	related,	but	there	were	also	many	domestic	dispute	calls	that	always	took

a	toll	on	the	morale	of	the	whole	department.	Crime	in	any	city	exists	as	a

“subculture”	that	only	criminals	and	cops	venture	into.	The	constant	exposure

to	this	subculture	turned	many	of	his	fellow	officers	and	friends	down	very

dark	paths.	He	knew	too	many	cops	who	sought	to	release	their	anger	and

depression	in	unhealthy	and	devastating	ways.	Many	turned	to	alcoholism,

others	took	their	anger	out	on	their	families,	and,	sadly,	some	even	took	their

own	lives.

Fortunately,	James	was	not	among	those	who	made	these	decisions

because	he	had	a	safe	haven.	It	was	his	home,	with	Shelly.	Every	day	for

years,	he	would	leave	the	desolate	city	where	he	and	his	colleagues

desperately	tried	to	keep	the	peace	and	he	would	come	home	to	a	woman

whose	heart	was	filled	with	the	Holy	Spirit	of	God	and	who	created	an

atmosphere	of	goodness	and	love	in	their	marriage.	It	was	his	remedy,	like



moving	between	two	worlds,	or	two	lives	even.	One	was	characterized	by

peace,	patience,	kindness,	joy,	and	the	other	with	so	much	confusion	and

hatred.	It	wasn’t	as	if	James	had	not	enjoyed	his	time	doing	police	work	in

Gateway	City,	He	had,	and	he	made	many	friends	along	the	way…friends	who

always	had	his	back,	and	he	had	theirs.	However,	he	truly	believed	that	his

time	as	a	cop	had	served	a	much	greater	purpose	in	his	life.	God	clearly	used

that	time	to	teach	James	some	things	about	who	He	was	and	to	expose	him	to

people	who	had	no	relationship	with	Jesus	and	who	led	sinful	lives	of	crime

and	violence.

At	some	point	in	this	life,	everyone	must	make	a	choice	between	what	is

good	and	what	is	evil.	Perhaps	for	some,	the	differences	are	difficult	to

recognize	because	evil	can	easily	disguise	itself	as	good.	But	in	the	end,	the

light	illuminated	the	darkness	and	God	revealed	to	him	the	difference	between

the	hope	that	comes	through	the	love	of	Christ	and	the	hopelessness	of	that

which	is	evil.	This	is	what	was	going	through	his	mind	one	week	ago	as	he	sat

beside	Shelly	in	church,	staring	down	at	the	card	with	the	little	box	next	to	the

words	“I	want	to	be	baptized”.	At	that	point	he	knew	it	came	down	to	two

options.	Option	number	one	was	to	ignore	the	fact	that	he	knew	God	was	real

and	keep	on	living	his	life	the	way	he	wanted.	The	second	option	was	to	live

out	what	he	believed	to	be	true	in	his	heart.	He	checked	the	box.

Now	he	was	standing	before	his	friends	and	family,	proclaiming	what

many	had	declared	before	him:	“I	believe	that	Jesus	is	the	Christ,	the	Son	of

the	Living	God!”	James	closed	his	eyes	and	held	his	breath	as	the	pastor

slowly	lowered	him	into	the	water	and	raised	him	back	up	into	his	new	life.
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