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Officer Roland Brown

It was a cold brisk day and the Assassin had to account for the trajectory of the bullet in that weather. Earlier, under the cover of the morning shadows, the assassin had navigated the labyrinth of back alleys and maintenance corridors, avoiding the prying eyes of CCTV cameras. Wearing nondescript gray clothing that blended seamlessly with the environment, the assassin moved with practiced ease, slipping past security measures and scaling the back stairs with stealth. Lying prone and looking through the scope. One, two, three deep breaths to relieve the tension. The air was crisp and biting as the assassin shifted a bit ignoring the rock that was digging into their knee on the rooftop. Just two miles away from the imposing stone structure of the courthouse. The sky was overcast, a dull gray that matched the assassin's attire, providing perfect camouflage against the drab cityscape. The wind whipped around the building, carrying a stray blonde hair in front of the scope distorting the image. For a brief moment thoughts of DNA evidence being left at the scene drifted to mind, but with quick movements the hair disappeared under the cap that was pulled very low on the head exposing only two intense deep blue eyes.  A blanket of patience was the one thing in abundance on the rooftop. The assassin's breath was steady, and despite the chill that permeated the air and the high stakes of the mission. The rooftop was an ideal vantage point, offering a clear line of sight to the courthouse while remaining hidden from view. The assassin systematically laid out the  Barrett 82A1 . Calculating the wind speed, temperature and the distance the assassin determined everything was ready . Every detail was meticulously planned. The suppressor attached to the weapon would ensure that no sound would betray the shot.
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As the courthouse doors swung open, the assassin's finger tensed slightly on the trigger. The target, a tall man in a dark jacket, emerged, his expression a mix of relief and arrogance. He paused on the steps, glancing around as if to savor his newfound freedom. The assassin's focus sharpened, blocking out everything except the target. The fact that he walked out on his own was all the Assassin needed to confirm what was suspected. Fortuitously the target was standing on the landing above everyone else and the assassin knew he could not let him take another step.

At that moment, time seemed to slow down and everything moved in deliberate motions. As if in a play the world fell silent, the bustling city fading into the background all awaiting what was certain. The assassin exhaled slowly, a puff of vapor escaping into the cold air. The target lifted his leg to take another step, oblivious to the deadly gaze fixed upon him.

With a calculated squeeze of the trigger, the silence remained unbroken except for a slight pop that only one heard. The 50 bmg bullet traveled the distance in an instant, striking true. The target crumpled to the ground, a crimson stain spreading across the concrete steps.

The assassin didn't wait to see the aftermath. In a few quick motions, the weapon was dismantled and packed away. The gray-clad figure slipped back into the building, retracing the careful path taken earlier. Unseen and unnoticed, the assassin disappeared into the city's shadows, leaving behind only the distant wail of sirens and the whispers of a ghostly presence.

Driving away from the scene the Assassin thought about the accomplishment of the task. Officer Roland Brown had just walked out of court having been acquitted of manslaughter of an unarmed sixteen year old latino boy just walking home from work. Brown stopped the boy and asked for identification. Raul spoke broken English and reached into his pocket to get his cell phone to call his sister Maria so she could translate and that was when Brown pulled his weapon and fired into the 16 year old five times and killed him. The body camera footage showed the whole interaction however that was not enough to secure a conviction. The legal team for the defendant portrayed Raul as a gang member and thug. The prosecutor decided not to put Raul’s family on the stand to refute the accusations citing the language barrier would hinder the case.  So after three days of deliberation and a ton of media attention Officer Brown was found not guilty of manslaughter. 
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The Community Center

The fluorescent lights flickered in the small room in the back of the Rosemont community center. This is two she whispered to herself as she arranged the chairs. Initially Janet Mayberry didn’t know if anyone would come to the newly formed support group. “Lord, are you sure about this?” She remembered the question she posed after burying her son and watching the cop who shot him get off with just a paid leave. Yet without even getting a real answer she set about the task of finding a venue that could host the gathering.

This would be different from other support groups, in that all of the participants would have lost a loved one because of police violence. She searched Google to see if one existed hoping that she could ignore what God told her. After searching for weeks she gave in and founded the group. I want to tell you about my son, Janet said to the small group. Janet Mayberry sat in the folding chair, her hands trembling as she clutched a tissue. The support group sat in a quiet semicircle around her, the air heavy with anticipation. She took a deep breath, her voice cracking as she began.

“James was my only child,” she said softly, her eyes fixed on the tissue in her hands. “He was only nineteen, a freshman in college. So full of dreams and plans. He was always walking everywhere—said it helped him think. That night... that night he was walking along the side of the road. There wasn’t a sidewalk. Just... just grass and gravel.” Her voice broke, and she dabbed her eyes.

“I didn’t know anything at first. They told me it was an accident. That he’d been hit by a car. But they didn’t tell me who did it, and I—I couldn’t get any answers.” Janet paused, her breath hitching. “The police... they wouldn’t even talk to me. They said the driver didn’t stop, that it was probably too dark to see James.”

Her grip on the tissue tightened as anger began to edge into her tone. “But I couldn’t accept that. My James? Left on the side of the road like he was trash. I started asking questions, but no one wanted to answer. I kept hitting walls, people looking at me like I was a pest.”

She looked up, her eyes scanning the room. “Then Michael Perkins came along. Do you all know him—the social media guy who exposes corruption? There were a few nods and Janet continued. He heard about James’s death and offered to help. He dug into it. Got footage from a nearby security camera. That’s when I found out the truth.” I don’t even know how he knew about my baby.

Janet’s voice shook with the weight of her words. “It was Officer Derek Meyers. He hit my son with his patrol car. The footage showed James turned to look back, I guess he heard the car coming. But Meyers didn’t slow down. He just kept going. Kept driving, like... like my son’s life didn’t mean a thing.”

Gasps rippled through the group, some reaching for their own tissues, others shaking their heads in disbelief.

“I wouldn’t even know that much if it weren’t for Michael. The police report? It didn’t mention Meyers’ name. Said it was a ‘hit-and-run.’” She shook her head, her expression a mix of pain and fury. “But it wasn’t. Meyers struck my son and kept driving. He went to work the next day like nothing happened.”

Tears fell freely and she took a moment to collect herself. “Michael exposed everything. The footage went viral. People started demanding answers, but... nothing happened. Meyers never faced charges. He’s still out there, living his life like James’s death didn’t matter.”

Tears streamed down her face now, her voice a broken whisper. “And I’m here, in this group, because of him. Because no one cared enough to bring my son justice.”

The room was silent except for quiet sobs and sniffles. The Assassin sat across from Janet with tears falling as well, reaching out to take her hand. “I’m so sorry, Janet,”  he deserved so much better.”

Janet nodded, her shoulders shaking as she wept. “He did. He deserved to live. And I—I just don’t know how to carry all this grief, and anger.” That’s why I started this group to share our stories and fight for change. “Thank you, for listening”. With emotions so raw they ended the meeting and made plans for the next one.
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Let me tell you

At first she named the group "Survivors of the Police” but after the third meeting Mrs Alverez declared “We need a better name”. What do you suggest, Janet queried. I don't know just something that doesn't make us sound like victims, she said. The whole group brainstormed for a little while and “Families United for Justice” was the name they all liked. Mrs Alverez lost her son when he was stopped, “resisted arrest” and was shot and killed. With no body camera footage there wasn’t much to go on. It had been 5 and a half weeks and the quarterly meetings were a balm to her soul. 

She looked around the room at the folding chairs and the peeling and chipped green paint on the walls and thought she needed to find a more cheery room. Should she look for a better location? The group was about uplifting and supporting each other. We can expand to do more for the community she thought.  Looking at the room she didn't feel uplifted. The dim lighting and dilapidated state of the whole building felt depressing. What to do, what to do, she spoke out loud. What to do about what, the Assassin asked walking into the room? Hey baby, how are you doing? Janet walked up to the Assassin and gave a huge hug. How was your trip? Janet asked, looking the Assassin up and down. You been eating, she asked with a poke in the Assassin’s ribs. You need to come to my house and let me feed your little scrawny butt. I will cook you  some good old soul food to put some meat on them bones, she said with a huge grin. I will when I get a chance the Assassin smiled then paused, work has been crazy. Janet took another long look at her friend and cocked her head. She sensed something was wrong but didn’t know quite what it was. It went well the Assassin responded quickly not wanting Janet to pry. So what to do about what? I was just thinking about the building and this room. It is so drab and depressing. I was thinking about painting or finding a new location. I was just throwing things around in my head. I didn't realize I was actually speaking out loud. She said lifting her hands and rubbing her face. What do you need? I really don't know yet. First I need to get permission from the center. She paused and took in the room then continued. Actually I really want a new building where we... At that moment Rosa and Maria walked in visibly shaken. When Janet saw their faces she immediately went to them.  What's wrong she asked, looking earnestly into their eyes for a clue. The police came to our house to question us about the shooting of Officer Brown. What! They can't possibly think you had anything to do with it Janet responded. They are investigating us because they say we had a motive. Even though we were still in the courtroom when he got shot they still think we had something to do with it. 

They are just grasping at straws, Janet assured the pair. Did you hear the police pension fund was hacked and all of his money was taken? Whoever did it drained his personal bank accounts as well Rosa asked.  The FBI is involved now she added.  Really! Janet said with astonishment. I don't know how to feel about it, Rosa said. I do, Maria piped in. It's justice and I'm glad he's dead, racist murdering bastard! I wish I was the one who pulled the trigger she announced with a raised brow and pursed lips.  I understand your desire for revenge but it's best to let God handle these things. No disrespect Janet but God takes too long James said as he and Tasha walked in. I saw it all over the news and I just wish someone would do the same for that bastard that murdered my baby. The Assassin knew the officer in question and indeed he was on the list. Tasha and James had lost their daughter when she was in a manic state. They themselves had called the police to help when they could not get their daughter to calm herself.  James, the only father in the group slowly began to understand over time what it meant to be a person of color in this country even after marrying a black woman he was oblivious to the struggles until his daughter was killed. Let's get started Janet announced and every one took their seats.
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