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			Dedication

			
		
    For those who were questioned when they should have been protected.For those who were watched when they should have been seen.For those who were judged before they were known.
This book is dedicated to every person who has ever been treated as a suspect before being treated as a human being.
To the young people learning too early that perception can outweigh truth.
To the families who have carried the weight of profiling, discrimination, and injustice from one generation to the next.
To those who chose courage over silence, integrity over comfort, and truth over convenience.
And to those who continue fighting—not because the struggle is easy, but because justice is worth the cost.
May your stories never be forgotten.
This is for you.
— Alander Pulliam
 
PoemThe Weight of a Badge
A badge is metal.A blind spot is not.
One is worn upon a chest.The other is carried within.
A badge can protect.A badge can serve.A badge can save a life.
But a blind spot can ignore truth.A blind spot can mistake fear for justice.A blind spot can turn freedom into suspicion.
I have seen both.
I have seen authority walk beside integrity.I have seen power walk beside arrogance.I have seen justice delayed by silenceand truth buried beneath procedure.
Yet hope remains.
Because every generation produces voices that refuse to look away.
People who challenge what is convenient, question what is accepted, and stand where others remain seated.
The badge is not the enemy.
The blind spot is.
And until we confront what we refuse to see, justice will forever remain incomplete

      

    



  	
        
            
            "To do righteousness and justice is more acceptable to the Lord than sacrifice."
— Proverbs 21:3
"Speak up and judge fairly; defend the rights of the poor and needy."
— Proverbs 31:9
"A society grows great when people plant trees whose shade they know they shall never sit in."
— Greek Proverb
"The measure of a civilization is found in how it treats its most vulnerable people."
— Philosophical Principle
"Power without accountability invites abuse."
— Modern Civic Philosophy
"The greatest danger is not injustice itself, but the willingness to normalize it."
— Author's Reflection
"Laws can regulate behavior, but they cannot create character."
— Central Principle of This Book
"When a person is presumed guilty because of appearance, justice has already been compromised."
— Author's Experience
"A community loses trust not when mistakes are made, but when mistakes are protected."
— Author's Observation
"Truth does not become false because it is uncomfortable. Silence does not become virtue because it is convenient."
— Author's Reflection
Before You Continue
The pages that follow are not a rejection of justice.
They are a demand for it.
They are not an attack on law.
They are an examination of power.
And they are not written from theory alone, but from experience, study, observation, and an unwavering belief that accountability is not the enemy of justice—it is its foundation.
Turn the page with an open mind.Question everything.Follow the evidence.And decide for yourself.

      

    


THE BADGE AND THE BLIND SPOT

Racism, Profiling, Power, and the Fight for Justice

INTRODUCTION: THE NIGHT I BECAME A SUSPECT

THERE ARE MOMENTS IN your life when you realize the world sees you differently than you see yourself.

For me, one of those moments happened on a Friday night in Little Rock, Arkansas. I was hungry. My fourteen-year-old stepbrother DaJuan was hungry. There was no food in the house. It was 9:50 p.m., and I made a simple decision: we would walk to the store and buy something to eat.

That decision should have been unremarkable.

Instead, it became a lesson I have carried with me ever since—a lesson about perception, power, and the presumption of suspicion that shapes how certain people are treated in this country.

This book is not about that one night, though that night matters. This book is about what that night represents: a system that views some people as threats before they've done anything wrong. A system that prioritizes assumptions over evidence, control over justice, and revenue over humanity. A system that, despite decades of civil rights legislation and promises of reform, continues to operate as if certain communities exist to be policed rather than protected.

I am writing this book because I am tired.

I am tired of watching people defend a system that does not defend them. I am tired of hearing that racism is "in the past" from people who have never had to explain to a fourteen-year-old why a police officer stopped him for walking to buy food. I am tired of watching institutions pay settlements to silence victims while denying any wrongdoing. I am tired of the language games, the legal technicalities, the PR statements that transform abuse into "protocol" and harassment into "public safety."

But I am also writing this book because I have something most people criticizing or defending the system do not have: I have lived it, and I have studied it.

I attended UEI College in Gardena, California, where I studied criminal justice. I learned how officers are trained, what they are taught to look for, and how the system is designed to function. Later, I studied law. I learned the constitutional framework that is supposed to constrain power, the legal standards that are supposed to protect citizens, and the accountability mechanisms that are supposed to ensure justice.

What I learned, both in the classroom and on the street, is this: the system works exactly as it was designed to work. And that design has very little to do with justice.

This book will show you how profiling works, why it persists, who profits from it, and what happens when institutions are allowed to operate without meaningful accountability. It will give you the tools to recognize when your rights are being violated and the knowledge to protect yourself. It will explain why some communities have lost trust in the very institutions that claim to serve them.

But before we get to the analysis, the data, the legal framework, and the solutions, I need to tell you about that Friday night in Little Rock.

Because everything I know about this system—everything I will explain in the pages that follow—began with a simple walk to the store.

It was late September, still warm enough that you didn't need a jacket but cool enough that the night air felt good after being inside all day. DaJuan and I had been in the apartment for hours. We were hungry—not the kind of hungry where you're looking for a snack, but the kind where your stomach hurts and you realize there's nothing in the refrigerator, nothing in the cabinets, nothing.

I was older. I was responsible. So I made the decision.

"Come on," I said. "Let's walk to the store."

DaJuan's face lit up. He was fourteen, and any excuse to get out of the apartment was a good one. He grabbed his hoodie, I grabbed mine, and we headed out.

Our apartment complex had a gate that opened onto the sidewalk. We walked through it and turned left, heading toward the main road where the store was located. It was a straight shot—maybe ten, fifteen minutes on foot.

The street was quiet. A few cars passed. The streetlights cast that orange glow that makes everything look slightly unreal. We were talking about something—I don't even remember what. School, maybe. A video game. Something normal.

Then I saw the headlights.

A police car, coming from the opposite direction.

I didn't think much of it. Police cars pass all the time. You see them, you keep walking, you go about your business.

But this one didn't pass.

I watched as the car slowed down. Then, within seconds, it made a sharp U-turn in the middle of the street. The headlights swung around, and suddenly the car was behind us.

Then the lights came on.

Blue and red, flashing in the dark.

My stomach dropped.

DaJuan looked at me, his eyes wide. "What did we do?"

"Nothing," I said. "We didn't do anything."

But that didn't matter.

The officer got out of the car and walked toward us. He was white, maybe in his thirties, with that particular expression cops get when they've already decided you're guilty of something and they're just waiting for you to confirm it.

"Where are you two going?" he asked.

His tone wasn't curious. It was accusatory.

"We're going to the store," I said. I kept my voice calm, respectful. I knew the rules. Don't give them a reason. Don't escalate. "We're hungry. There's no food in the house, so we're going to get something to eat."

He looked at me. Then he looked at DaJuan. Then he looked back at me.

"What does it look like," he said slowly, "with two Black dudes walking outside around 10 p.m.?"

I will never forget that sentence.

Not the words themselves, though the words matter. But the way he said it—like it was the most obvious thing in the world. Like the answer was so self-evident that asking the question was almost rhetorical.




































































CHAPTER 1: THE PRESUMPTION OF SUSPICION



























































































CHAPTER 2: RACISM DID NOT DISAPPEAR


































































































































































































CHAPTER 3: CHARACTER DOES NOT CHANGE BECAUSE A LAW PASSED





















































































































































































































CHAPTER 4: THE BUSINESS OF JUSTICE
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