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    Introduction



    I decided to write this book after years of trying to talk myself out of it. I had fears like most. I felt it may not be received well and could possibly fail given that this would be the first book I have ever written or even read in its entirety. Trust me, I am in no way a writer. Never wanted to be either. However, over the last few years, this drive, hunger, and motivation for me to change the world and give police a voice at all costs has come bursting out of my heart.


    Have you ever been asked if you had one wish, what would that wish be? I’ve thought a lot about that recently. If I had a magic genie come to me and decide to grant me just one wish, I would wish for people to truly, and deeply, understand the American police officer. I mean that. I am tired of seeing only the negative side to this profession. I am tired of the smear campaign against cops in nearly every city in our country. Whether it’s in the news, on social media, or coming from everyday citizens, I believe there is a great misunderstanding of police officers. Beyond the sensationalized cases and the headlines—good or bad, right or wrong—there are real people who go out every day to serve their community. Those are the people you need to understand. These are the people I hope I can speak for, because they can’t always share their own stories. Their stories are good stories, and they deserve to be told.


    So, here I am. Writing my first book. This book will change your life. I am sure of it. You will gain insight into who I have become, by the grace of God. The most interesting part will be the insight you gain from my journey as a black man who happened to fall in love with policing in America. My experiences will surprise you. Buckle your seat belt, make sure your life insurance is active, and have everyone in your will that you truly love. LOL. JK. Let’s get into this.…

  


  
    Chapter One:



    WHERE IT STARTED



    Born and Raised in Fort Worth



    We all have challenges in life; none of us get to escape difficulties. Not one person. If someone tells you any different, that person is being disingenuous at best. Stay far away from them. Believe it or not, yours truly is far from the exception. I was born into a broken family. My parents did not live under the same roof. So on and so on…. It’s the same story we hear all too often in the black community. But make no mistake, I’m not here to start a pity party and hope you feel sorry for me. What’s the point in that? I don’t think complaining about the hard times I had growing up will do much good for you or for me. The takeaway is that I made it through and, after a few missteps, took on the personal responsibility of making choices that would help me, not harm me.


    Let’s get back on the topic of my parents for a minute. Neither of them had a close relationship with their fathers. And even though my parents’ marriage ended in divorce, my daddy was always in my life. I was blessed even before I knew it, and that has made all the difference. Let me explain what I’m talking about when I say I was blessed.


    I was around eight years old at the time. I was being a typical knuckleheaded kid: not making the best choices and spending way too much time kicking it with my cousins, who were not any better at making choices. My mama and daddy didn’t think much of it because they grew up doing similar things to what we were doing.


    One day my older brother and several of my cousins decided to go into a vacant house in the area to smoke weed. We knew doggone well we shouldn’t have been there. We had to sneak into the house through grass that hadn’t been cut in months. There were needles everywhere and clear signs that crackheads had been in there doing all kinds of nefarious stuff. So, one of my cousins had the weed, and another had a few Black & Milds for us to smoke until they rolled up the weed. I will never forget my oldest cousin mentioning that he heard noises. We all told him to stop being scared like a punk. He was adamant, but no one took him seriously. Maybe two minutes later, police came storming through the front door and windows with guns drawn like they were doing a SWAT raid on some dudes on America’s Most Wanted.


    I was absolutely terrified. I never thought they would shoot us, but I wasn’t going to take any chances. Keep in mind, I was the youngest at eight; one of my cousins was nine. My brother was there; he was ten. And the oldest cousin was only seventeen. It was a mess. Kinda funny, too, though. Wait, I have to tell you this part. I was going to leave it out, but I couldn’t. So, check this out. My nine-year-old cousin I mentioned before was kinda heavy, which is a nice word for fat. Well, as the police came barging in, this fool decided to run and hide in a closet. The problem was, he was too fat to fit in the closet; his backside was halfway out, and the only part of him in the closet was his head and maybe his chest. I will never forget my oldest cousin yelling at him, saying, “Get yo fat a** out that closet before they shoot you.” I am laughing right now as I am writing this.


    Fast-forward, after the cops got us out of the house, they handcuffed all six of us and piled us into the back seat of one police car. We were five across and then another one lying across the top of us. They laughed at us and said we looked like sardines. Today, that’s pretty funny. But at the time, we were all bent out of shape about it. They proceeded to take us a short distance away to a parking lot, where they let us out and took down our information. They then put us back into the patrol vehicle three by three and drove us to the juvenile detention center.


    My brother and I just knew that they were going to call my cousins’ parents, who were much more lenient, and we were going to forget this ever happened. Lord forbid if they were to call my daddy! Guess what they did? They called my daddy, Mr. Tatum! My daddy showed up at that substation like Hulk Hogan. He literally yelled, “Where they at? I am going to kill them!” My brother and I looked at the detention officers like, Are y’all going to let him take us home acting like that?!


    Believe it or not, we didn’t even get a whoopin’. My father did something I never expected him to do, yet it was one of the most profound moments of my life. When we were driving home—I will never forget it—I was seated in the middle row of my dad’s minivan, the kind of van that had the extra room at the top, with a TV and seats that lay down like a bed. It was white, which faded into gray, with aftermarket rims on it. It was so quiet that you could hear a rat fart. My dad slightly turned to me while he was driving and asked me point-blank what I wanted for myself and how I wanted my life to turn out. He waited for the answer, even though he already knew it. Like a lot of young boys where I’m from, I had dreams of playing in the NBA. I wanted to be just like Michael Jordan. Not only would it allow me to “Be like Mike,” but it would also provide me a ticket to a better life with all the money and “the finer” things I dreamed of and saw on television. Maybe a mansion, fancy cars, nice clothes. Maybe even my own plane! Because I took too long to answer, my dad went ahead and stated in a calm voice, “You will never play in the NBA if you continue down this path.” He was truthful with me and said I had to decide right then about the kind of life I wanted. It was up to me to make the choices that would lead me down whatever path I chose for myself.


    That thought weighed on my young eight-year-old shoulders, but I knew my dad was telling me the truth and keeping it real with me. It really was up to me. That didn’t mean he wouldn’t be there, and it didn’t mean I wouldn’t have any help, but it did mean that I had to make some tough choices…tough for anyone, but especially for a young boy. I had to think about how I spent my time and whom I hung out with, whom I picked as my friends. I couldn’t pretend my actions didn’t matter and that it was all going to be some great, free ride to professional sports. Choices had results.


    That was when I started making better decisions. I knew that I was getting a wake-up call and that I needed to answer. My answer was a loud YES to myself. I started to put myself first and focus on school, getting educated, and learning sports. My future path wouldn’t be perfect or straight, but it was heading in the right direction.


    High School Hope - Paul Laurence Dunbar



    By the time I started at Paul Laurence Dunbar High School in Fort Worth, Texas, things were definitely looking up for me. I was doing better in school, and my grades were good. But the real impact on my life was sports. High school sports provided this amazing positive outlet for me, where I learned discipline, teamwork, and accountability. These were the life skills I needed to succeed, and things were paying off in a big way. I had earned a football scholarship to college, and I was looking forward to a great future. Yes, I had originally dreamed of being in the NBA, but the NFL was not a bad plan B. Right? Plus, it did not help that I was a six-foot-one power forward who could not dribble with my left hand and fouled out of nearly every game I played. In other words, the NBA was too soft for me. At least, that’s the excuse I like to tell myself. LOL.


    Unfortunately, sports weren’t the only thing influencing me. Even with all the discipline and accountability, I was still a typical teenager adopting that hood mentality. Peer pressure played a role in my decisions. There was an atmosphere in my school that celebrated violence and the “gangsta lifestyle.” I was lured into it all because it was all around me, and I allowed myself to be taken in by it. I don’t blame anyone; it’s just the way life was at the time in Stop 6, Fort Worth. I made some bad choices my senior year that nearly destroyed my future. Let me first say, don’t judge me!


    Just kidding, but this story is wild. I literally tried to fight my teacher after I threw a chair at her. Before you think I am a complete monster, let me put this into context a little. Look, I was not the most punctual person at the time. It was my senior year, and football was more important to me than this class. It was so unimportant that to this day, I don’t even remember what subject was being taught. Now, when you are late to class, you get locked out until after “bell work,” which was an assignment given right as the bell rang to hold students accountable at the beginning of class. The “bell work” is worth a significant portion of your overall grade. So, every time I was late, I missed points. Mind you, I was a senior and needed this class to graduate and go on to play college football. At this point, I had missed all the “bell works” allowed to not fail the class. My mama ripped my behind and challenged me to be on time before I completely destroyed my future. So, I woke up this particular morning and made sure I wasn’t going to be late again. Although I was running behind and cannot confirm or deny that I was going a hundred miles an hour to get to school, I made it at least five minutes early. So, this teacher, who I knew hated me, was standing in the doorway of the classroom, talking to another student. While she was speaking with him, the bell rang. I was 100 percent sure she saw me and would allow me to walk right into the classroom due to her literally standing in the doorway, preventing me from being in the class on time. This story wouldn’t be good if she just let me in the class like a reasonable person. No surprise, she did not let me in. She literally slammed the door in my face. I lost it! She was intentionally trying to fail me so I could not go to college. I began calling her names I will not share in this book, because I still don’t want my mama to know exactly what I said to this lady. Mama raised me better than that. Anyway, I eventually walked away from the door but was fuming. I was going to be okay until my teammate, “Big Fish,” asked me what was wrong. Then I went into a rage all over again. I picked up a chair that was in the hallway, and as the teacher cracked the door to see what was going on, I threw the chair at her, barely missing her face. That’s not all. I was literally trying to run up to her and fight her. Fish had to hold me back, and I am thankful to this day that he did.


    Long story short, I got expelled from school. They were originally going to make me spend the rest of the school year in an alternative school, a.k.a. school prison. My father pled with them, and they ended up only kicking me out for six weeks. Side note: the teacher ended up getting fired because the principal was able to determine she was targeting me and had been sleeping with students. Shocker, right?!


    Six weeks in an alternative school was horrible. I wouldn’t wish that type of drama on anyone. We had to wear uniforms and use little pencils with no erasers. Had to enter the school through a metal detector. It was first-world torture for a high school All-American football player who was pretty popular. After my time was up, I went back to school and kept my butt in line until graduation.


    I know that my sports ability played a big part in my life path. Being a skilled athlete opened doors that would have otherwise been unavailable to me. But I have to say, right here and right now, that if I hadn’t had my dad in my corner, I would at best be in jail, if not dead. I don’t want to get too far off track here, but with everything that’s going on and going wrong in our society these days, I believe that fatherless homes are one of the biggest problems we face.


    Can I just talk a moment about fatherless homes? Fatherlessness is one of the biggest ailments that we face in America. If anybody wants to claim to you that they care about a group of people, that they care about our society, that they care about the youth, they care about somebody’s life, then what they should be talking about is the fatherlessness that we see in this country.


    Now, I think, in general, based on research, about 23 percent or so of American homes are without fathers. When you break it up into demographics, the African American community is at an astronomical number; over 70 percent of the black community experiences fatherlessness. I want to point out to you very succinctly and very clearly why it is important for fathers to be at the house. And why it is important not to have children out of wedlock, especially if you’re not going to be involved in your child’s life. Look, you don’t have to believe me. Take a look at these stats:1


    * 63 percent of youths who commit suicide did not have a daddy in their lives.


    * 90 percent of all homeless and runaway youths don’t have a daddy at home.


    * 85 percent of all children who exhibit behavioral disorders don’t have a daddy.


    * 71 percent of all high school dropouts don’t have their daddy in their life.


    * 70 percent of juveniles in state-operated institutions don’t have a daddy at home.


    * 75 percent of adolescent patients in substance abuse centers don’t have their daddy.


    * 75 percent of rapists are motivated by displaced anger because, you guessed it, they don’t have their daddy.


    Now that I have shared the statistics, who in the world in their right mind would disagree that fatherlessness is the biggest plague in America when it comes to the home and the operational abilities of young children? Especially in the black community. And this is the thing that bothers me the most about Black Lives Matter (BLM) and groups of that nature. They don’t focus on what’s really hurting the community. I’ve given you stats that are consistent in general—these are not for a specific race; these are generalized stats. Now I want you to consider the effects specifically in the black community, where black families are experiencing single-parent homes at rates upwards of 70 percent and higher.


    When you look at the level of homelessness in this country, the level of substance abuse by the youth, their anger issues, and the number who drop out of high school, I hate to say it, but all of those numbers are disproportionately higher in the black community. Why am I sharing this in the middle of my story? Because it is a part of my story—the story of the communities I grew up in. And, I KNOW I would have been one of those statistics if it weren’t for my father, my daddy, taking an active role in my life. We need this to change, ladies and gentlemen. Our focus needs to be on fathers in the home. There are two ways to look at this and share the message. First, look at it from the father’s perspective, talking to a young man: You got to man up. Don’t be sleeping with women that you ain’t marrying. And if you happen to be in a relationship, you happen to make a mistake and sleep with a woman and have a baby with a woman you’re not married to—take your position!


    I’ll come back to looking at this situation from the woman’s perspective a little later. For now, I’ll step back into my personal story. Thankfully, I managed to graduate from high school and keep my scholarship, and I was off to college.


    College - Moving the Goal Post



    In 2005, I started my college career in Tucson, Arizona. I had received a full scholarship to the University of Arizona. That summer, I was one of the top high school players joining the football team. Things were once again looking up for me. Just to put my athleticism in perspective, I ran a 4.3-second 40-yard dash, jumped a 44-inch vertical leap, bench-pressed 225 pounds eighteen times, and jumped an 11-foot, 7-inch broad jump. If you know nothing about the NFL Combine, this may mean nothing to you. Just know I was a freak athlete as a high school player, with numbers that would put current NFL prospects to shame.


    The first couple of years in college were crazy for me. Three of my closest friends in high school died in three separate car accidents. I was riding high on my athletic abilities and doing okay in my classes, but my attitude was still horrible. I was just not able to handle coaches yelling at me and calling me out by name. I was not coachable, and I paid for it dearly. Although my life was spiraling out of control and my destiny in football became uncertain, I was headed closer to the biggest blessing of my life, unbeknownst to me: 2008! I will never forget 2008, the year I got saved! I found Jesus and became a Christian.


    I want to stop right here for a moment and share more about this pivotal part of my life. When I think about who I used to be and where I’ve been—especially when times were tough—I realize how incredible it is that God saved me, rescued me, and changed me. I’m gonna be honest with you, before being saved, I didn’t even believe in this stuff. Maybe because so many people in churches are fraudulent these days, I don’t know. Whatever the reason, I didn’t even believe in this stuff…until I had a real experience and a real connection with God.


    It started with a dream for me, and when I had my experience, I never saw God, the Father; I only saw Jesus. Now, in my dream, I remember seeing Jesus’s face, although I don’t know what He looked like. But let me tell you, when I saw that face in my dream, my soul recognized that it was Jesus. I was laying in my bed, half awake and half asleep. He didn’t say anything to me, but I felt this rush go through my body, almost like something went inside of me. That feeling stayed with me, and after this dream, I was really seeking God. I wanted to go to church; I wanted to just figure out if God was real or not. I kept going back to church, just trying to listen to hear more about God. I heard the gospel for the first time at Greater Emmanuel Grace Apostolic Church, and it just blew me away. I have to tell the story of how I got baptized, somewhat by accident. Let me add that I was going to a church at the time that allowed me to have what I call a full experience. At this point, I still was just sitting back in a pew and listening. I wasn’t thinking about going to the front of the church to be prayed for. I wasn’t like that, but I was also trying to help a friend of mine. She was crying in the pew next to me, and I guided her up to the front. And while I was there with her, they started praying for me. I didn’t expect that, but then I started feeling something.


    I was not the type of dude to believe in speaking in tongues or being on the floor squirming around. That was not me. That was never gonna happen to me. But these people started praying for me, and I held my hands up and just relaxed. I relaxed my mind and stopped thinking. I stopped worrying about what everybody might think of me, this big football player at the front of the church. Then, I let go for a second, and I felt something. I don’t know how to explain it, but I felt like God was dealing with me. Then the pastor, who was praying for me, said, “There you go, right there. There you go. Let it go. Let it go. Let God deal with you.” So, I let go of all the distractions, and I focused on what God was trying to do with me right then. I relaxed my body, and the people there guided me to the ground, and
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