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  Riots and Looting

  
  




While I have been offered a higher position with the FBI,

Right now, that’s not on my mind as this city is in bad shape.

The killings of black people recently have caused an uproar,

People know that this is a cover up case and they’re angry.

Driving these streets at night has been nothing short of a nightmare,

Not knowing what to think or do anymore even though I’m a police officer.

There’s hatred and anger in people’s eyes and I truly get it,

I’m lucky enough to have moved my family into the suburbs.

Where the issues that are faced in these tough neighborhoods I patrol,

Is nowhere near what we deal with in the town I live in everyday.

There are domestic disturbances and trespassing in my town,

Here, there’s anything and everything that occurs on a nightly basis.

The riots have begun and trying to keep people from getting hurt is hard,

As the military has made its way out and there are curfews instilled to maintain order.

Stores are being burned down and there are looters all over the place,

Trying to keep control of everything is physically impossible at this point.

These looters are people that I’ve never seen before in these parts,

Wondering where they’re from and why they’re destroying the city.

I’ve been waiting for the mayor or governor to make a speech about the issues,

But there’s been nothing but hot air and them saying the city is in a state of emergency.

I’ve been told to arrest people that are walking the streets after a certain time,

I know these people and most of them I’ve grown up with, I can’t arrest them.

But now our arrest numbers have increased because of the rioting and looting,

As the daytime consists of marches down major highways, streets and intersections.

There’s an uneasy aura in this city as the air is filled with black smoke from fires,

The fire departments from outside towns and cities have had to come to our aid.

Department stores have been robbed of merchandise, clothing, shoes, and jewelry,

As business owners have lost all that they’ve worked for all of their lives.

All because of the pull of a trigger from the gun of a few police officers,

That has shattered the lives of families, friends and the community.

The thought of that night still haunts my mind and it shakes me to the core,

I’ve been numb to most of the crime scenes I see, but it wasn’t an officer shooting someone.

People are calling us criminals on the other side of the justice system,

And that nothing will be done to my coworkers who shot and killed that innocent man.

No one knows what went on that night except us and we keep quiet,

I’ve been dodging the press and not being seen much in public.

The signs that I see when people are rioting and marching hurts me,

The people I was sworn to protect and serve don’t trust me and they hate me.

Can you imagine what it’s like to be hated by a large group of people?

People that you know, have grown up with and now I’m being called a sellout.

I stand outside some nights as the sun starts to set and the marching ends,

And people act like they don’t know me and tell me I don’t exist in their eyes.

The rioters where fights break out and we have to separate people and arrest them,

I tell people not to do anything that would force me to arrest them but they don’t listen.

I want to make things right but I still haven’t found a way to do it,

I’m too concerned about the outcome of my actions if I take the necessary measures.

There are too many looters around to catch them all as they disperse quickly,

Most of it happens during the day, at night, they don’t risk it with the military out there.

Between us officers and the military driving around in tanks, it’s beyond crazy,

I can’t escape the phone calls and text messages all full of threats that someone is going to kill me.

As the nights turn into morning, the smoke dissipates from the grizzly fires,

As the sun tries to shine bright and give us hope that this will all end soon.

Walking these streets of danger with my gun drawn at all times,

With bigger bulletproof vests on not knowing if anyone is going to try and kill us.

Sitting in patrol cars parked but keeping our heads on the swivel,

Anything can happen at any given moment, as people have thrown glass at our cars.

I’ve seen my share of turned over police cars and shattered glass,

With people throwing molotovs into police cars to set them ablaze and watch them burn.

While my coworkers who pulled the trigger are on administrative leave until further notice,

I’m in these streets taking the brunt of what they did and their actions.

What is it going to take for me to stop taking up for them and do what’s right,

I don’t know anymore but my mind is burnt out from all of the thinking I constantly do.
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  Department of Justice Investigation

  
  




This is my one chance to do what’s right and tell the truth,

Today is my deposition with the Department of Justice.

They’re investigation all of the police departments in our city,

They want answers into what’s going on in these streets daily.

I had to meet them at their office on a cold, blistering day,

Dressed up in my police uniform, I had a meeting with 5 people.

Going into the room, I was nervous as all hell, I had to do what’s right,

I also had to be honest with what’s going on in our city.

I honestly thought that they were only going to ask about the shooting,

But they also asked questions about other cases and incidents that occurred.

I had to recover and not become flustered in my answers,

I provided answers but they weren’t as descriptive as they should.

I became very vague in my answers and trying to dodge certain questions,

Just hoping that they wouldn’t catch onto it and I can get by.

I couldn’t dime out my coworkers as I’d be ostracized for my actions,

I shutdown my real answers in the back of my mind and lived to the code.

I became part of the cover up, part of all the illegal activities,

Knowing in my mind I just wasn’t ready to risk my career and my money.

I wasn’t ready to risk my pension and all police officers hating me,

The anonymity wouldn’t work because people would investigate and would find out.

It’s basically what we do for a living, investigate situations and circumstances,

The police department and the police chief would know that I spilled the beans.

The corruption, the lies, the falsified reports, the staging of crimes,

Before the coroner’s office came to pick up the dead body of that black man.

The flashbacks were going through my head as I was formulating answers,

Just to keep these people happy and off my ass for good when I walked out of there.

I’ve been on the force for a few years, the corruption and lies would end eventually,

I would be able to get through this without a scratch on me and I’d be good.

I’d walk out of this office building and they’d take my word for what I said,

Knowing in my heart, I’m protecting people who don’t care for the lives of black people.

Knowing that the riots, the looting, the marches wasn’t going to matter,

It would take me opening a can of worms and making them investigate it all.

I had the bulletins saved, recorded conversations in my phone as it was in my pocket,

At any given moment, I could retract all that I said and take out my phone.

I could show them the pictures of the bulletins I took after we finished cases,

I could have them listen to recorded conversations in interrogation rooms and meetings.

But I didn’t have the cajones to do it and I thought about my life in the future,

I surely wasn’t fixated on the present moment and addressing the racial profiling of black men.

I wasn’t trying to fix the issues going on in the community that I grew up in,

The environment that shaped me into the man I am today, a proud father and police officer.

As I was answering all of these questions, I thought of the letter Gary Jr. wrote me,

How he was disappointed in me and thought that I should be fixing these societal issues.

But the suburban life of a nice house, white picket fence with 2 cars in the driveway was good,

There was a sense of comfort knowing that I can do this job 15 more years and I’m done.

After the meeting, I walked out of the conference room and my heart sank to my stomach,

As I made my way to the bathroom, walked into the urinal, I became sick.

My breakfast was sitting in my chest and it all came back up through my throat,

The acidity of my breakfast was in my throat and dizziness kicked in on me.

With me alone in this bathroom, I fell to the ground on my knees and I cried,

Emotionally I was torn and mentally I was shot, it was too much to bear.

It wasn’t supposed to do that way, I didn’t even tell the whole truth,

I told half truths, just enough for them not to be prompted to ask me another question.

I lied under oath to the people who care about the citizens of this city and this state,

I wonder if they knew I was covering up for people and if I’d ever be called in again.

I hope not because I can’t deal with this much longer but I didn’t know what it would take,

Would it take something drastic to where it affected me directly to speak my truth?

Then I’d be the biggest hypocrite ever for telling people certain things,

But then I’m not doing it or following it myself, I was just in one big conundrum.

I loved the city I grew up in, but I surely am not showing it by my actions,

One day, I will get to that place where I’ll share my truth, but right now, it’s not the time.

As I walked out of that bathroom and out of the building into a world of uncertainty,

I just wished that this would all go away and that I’d just wake up and realize it was a bad dream.

It’s too bad that’s not reality and what I’m living in is my reality,

There was no escape from this, I am truthfully afraid of the future and what’s to come.
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