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Welcome to the Big Leagues
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The morning started like the last one—with Cpl. Jenkins and his sacred coffee ritual. But today, he added a little twist.

“Rookie,” he said as he got back into the car, holding a coffee in one hand and a bear claw in the other. “Today, we’re making history. You’re gonna arrest someone.”

“Really?” I asked, sitting up straighter.

“Absolutely,” he said, taking a bite of the pastry. “And if it’s anything like yesterday, try not to let it be a chicken or a ferret this time.”

The Arrest: The Shopping Cart Bandit

Our first call was for a suspected theft at a local discount store. When we arrived, the manager waved us over and pointed toward the parking lot.

“It’s her,” he hissed, gesturing at an elderly woman with a shopping cart. “She comes in every week, fills up a cart, and just rolls out like she owns the place!”

Jenkins nudged me. “This one’s all you, Courts.”

I approached the woman cautiously. She was tiny, with thick glasses and a knit cap pulled down over her ears. The shopping cart was loaded with canned soup, cat food, and what looked like a watermelon.

“Ma’am,” I began, “did you forget to pay for those items?”

She squinted up at me. “Pay? Young man, I’m 82 years old. I’ve paid enough taxes to own this place.”

“Well, uh, that’s not exactly how it works,” I stammered.

She glared at me, grabbed the watermelon, and hurled it straight at my knees. I barely dodged it, and before I knew it, she was off, pushing the cart down the parking lot like a NASCAR driver.

Jenkins stood by the squad car, doubled over with laughter. “She’s quick, Courts! Better catch her before she hits the freeway!”

After a clumsy chase that ended with me and the shopping cart crashing into a hedge, Jenkins walked over, still chuckling. “Congratulations, rookie. You’ve successfully apprehended Detroit’s most dangerous senior citizen.”

The DDC Experience

“Now comes the fun part,” Jenkins said as we pulled up to the Detroit Detention Center (DDC). “Time to introduce you to the fine folks who make this city run. Don’t embarrass yourself.”

The DDC was a massive, gray building that radiated pure bureaucracy. Inside, the processing area was a maze of desks, holding cells, and overworked staff who looked like they ran on caffeine and sarcasm.

Jenkins handed me the paperwork. “You’re up, Courts. Take her to the desk, and don’t let them eat you alive.”

I led our detainee—who was still muttering about her taxes—up to the processing desk. A tall, intimidating officer behind the counter looked me up and down.

“Rookie?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, sir,” I said, trying to sound confident.

He smirked. “This your first arrest?”

“Uh, yes, sir.”

“Figures,” he said, flipping through the paperwork. “You wrote ‘possession of a dangerous watermelon’ under charges.”

I felt my face turn red as Jenkins burst out laughing behind me.

The officer waved me off. “Don’t worry, rookie. We’ll fix it. Just take her to the holding cell.”

I escorted the woman to the cell, where another officer was conducting searches.

“Alright, rookie,” she said, handing me gloves. “Your turn.”

My stomach dropped. Jenkins hadn’t warned me about this part.

The woman cackled as I fumbled with the gloves. “Careful, sonny. I’ve got hips older than your career.”

Back in the car, Jenkins was grinning ear to ear.

“Well, Courts, how’d it feel to make your first arrest?”

“I think I’ll stick to writing tickets,” I muttered.

He slapped me on the back. “Nah, kid, you’ll be fine. You survived the DDC, and you didn’t let a senior citizen get away. That’s more than most rookies can say.”

As we drove back to the station, I couldn’t help but laugh. My first arrest might not have been glamorous, but it was definitely unforgettable.

By now, I’d already survived my first arrest, been attacked by a watermelon, and fumbled my way through the Detroit Detention Center (DDC). I was starting to feel like I’d seen it all.

Then came the call for a domestic disturbance.

“Domestic calls are tricky,” Jenkins explained as we sped down the street. “You never know what you’re walking into. Could be a shouting match, could be someone chucking kitchen knives. Just stay cool and follow my lead.

The Meatloaf Incident

We arrived at a modest duplex, and the sounds of shouting echoed out to the street. Jenkins knocked on the door. A woman in a bathrobe flung it open, pointing a spatula at us like a sword.

“About time y’all showed up!” she yelled. “He’s in there, ruining my meatloaf!”

“Ma’am,” Jenkins began, “let’s take a deep breath and—”

But she was already marching back inside. We followed her to the kitchen, where a man in a tank top was standing next to the oven, looking guilty. A burnt smell hung in the air.

“I told you to leave it alone!” she screamed.

“I was just checking it!” he shot back.

“By sticking a fork in it?! You ruined dinner!”

I stood frozen, unsure of what to do. Jenkins, on the other hand, looked like he was enjoying the show.

“You see what I have to deal with?” the woman said, turning to us. “Arrest him!”

“For what?” the man demanded. “Burning meatloaf isn’t a crime!”

Jenkins scratched his chin. “Technically, it’s not. But obstruction of dinner might be a gray area.”

That’s when the woman grabbed the oven mitt and whacked the man over the head with it. He yelped and ducked, grabbing a pot lid as a shield.

“Alright, that’s enough,” Jenkins said, stepping between them.

“You can’t take me to jail for this!” the woman protested as we cuffed her.

“Yes, I can” Jenkins replied. “But I’m saving his life. Pretty sure you’ve got a rolling pin somewhere.”

Back to the DDC

By the time we got back to the Detroit Detention Center, I was feeling more confident. I’d handled one arrest, and I knew what to expect. Or so I thought.

The same officer from earlier greeted us at the processing desk. “Well, well, rookie’s back. What do we have this time?”

“Domestic disturbance,” I said, handing over the paperwork.

The officer glanced at it and smirked. “You wrote ‘assault with an oven mitt’?”

“Well... she did hit him with it,” I mumbled.

The officer shook his head, laughing. “You’re making my day, rookie.”

As we escorted the woman to the holding area, he turned to Jenkins. “How long am I gonna be in here? I didn’t even get to eat!”

Jenkins patted him on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, lady. The meatloaf probably wasn’t worth it anyway after you said he ruined it.”

The woman groaned as we handed her off to the search officer, who looked at me and grinned. “You again? You bringing me all the weird ones?”

“This one’s not my fault,” I said defensively.

She handed me gloves. “If you’re here, you’re working. Get to it, rookie.”

By the end of the day, I was physically and emotionally drained. Back in the car, Jenkins leaned back with a satisfied grin.

“Not bad for your second day, Courts. Two arrests and no lawsuits. That’s a win.”

“Do they always fight over meatloaf?” I asked.

Jenkins chuckled. “In Detroit? They’ll fight over anything. Wait ‘til you see the pierogi wars in spring.”

As we pulled into the station, I couldn’t help but laugh. It wasn’t glamorous, and it definitely wasn’t what I’d expected, but maybe, just maybe, I was starting to get the hang of this job.
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First Day Fiascos
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It was my first day on the job, and I was ready. Or at least I thought I was. My uniform was crisp, my badge gleamed, and my shoes were polished to the point you could see your future in them. I stood in front of the mirror that morning, puffing my chest out like I was auditioning for a cop drama. “You’re ready,” I told my reflection. My reflection, however, seemed skeptical. Then my belt slid down my hips, dragging my holster and half my dignity with it.

By the time I arrived at the station, I was sweating like a suspect in an interrogation room. My nerves were on high alert, and my first interaction with the team didn’t help.

“Hey, Rookie,” barked Officer Martinez, a grizzled veteran who looked like he’d seen it all and hated most of it. “You know how to make coffee?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, eager to prove my worth.

“Good. The machine’s over there. If it tastes like garbage, you’ll be walking the beat solo tonight.”

I didn’t know if he was joking, so I made the coffee like my life depended on it. Five minutes later, Martinez took a sip, grimaced, and said, “Well, looks like you’ve got other talents?

I had been paired with Cpl. Jenkins, a grizzled Field Training Officer with 15 years on the force and a mustache that could probably get its own badge. Jenkins had seen it all—or so he claimed—and wasn’t shy about letting me know that I was the greenest rookie to ever grace the precinct.

“Listen up, Courts,” he said as we climbed into the patrol car. “First rule of the job: if you ever hear me say ‘watch this,’ don’t.”

I wasn’t sure if he was joking, but the serious tone of his voice made me sit up straight and nod like my life depended on it.

He started the car and took a swig of what I assumed was coffee. From the way he winced, it could’ve been motor oil.

The Coffee Shop Debacle

Our first stop wasn’t a crime scene or even a call—it was Jenkins’ sacred morning ritual: the coffee shop on 8th Street. He parked the squad car at an angle that looked like we’d just busted a bank robbery.

“Stay here,” he ordered, disappearing inside.

Two minutes later, he came back, holding a steaming cup and a bag of donuts. “This, rookie, is the most important stop of the day. No coffee, no crime-fighting.”

I made a mental note, wondering if this was in the training manual.

As he started the car, Jenkins glanced at me. “Oh, and if you ever order a pumpkin spice anything, I’m filing for a new partner.”

The First Call: The Lawn Mower Chase

Our first call came over the radio: “Suspicious individual driving a lawn mower on Main Street.”

I blinked. “Did they say a lawn mower?”

Jenkins grinned. “Welcome to policing, kid.”

We arrived to find a man in his sixties, wearing nothing but overalls and flip-flops, weaving down the street on a rusted riding mower. In his lap was an open can of beer.

Jenkins stepped out of the car and leaned against the door, crossing his arms. “Hey there, Dale. Didn’t we have this talk last week?”

Dale squinted at Jenkins. “Ain’t no law against mowing the road!”

“That’s not a road,” Jenkins replied. “That’s the sidewalk.”

Before I could process what was happening, Dale floored it—or whatever the lawn mower equivalent of flooring it is—and took off. Jenkins looked at me. “Well? Go get him!”

I chased Dale down the street, weaving between confused pedestrians as he shouted something about “sovereign citizen rights.” After what felt like miles (but was probably 200 feet), the mower ran out of gas.

As I tried to catch my breath, Jenkins sauntered up, sipping his coffee. “Good work, Courts. You’ve apprehended the deadliest riding mower this side of the Mississippi.”

The Great Pet Store Incident

Our second call was at a local pet store. A “disturbance involving a ferret,” according to dispatch.

When we arrived, the manager was red-faced and pointing at a man in a trench coat who was clutching something suspiciously furry.

“He’s stealing ferrets!” the manager yelled.

The man bolted toward the door, and Jenkins smirked. “Time to shine, rookie.”

I took off after the man, adrenaline pumping. I tackled him just outside the store, only to have three ferrets tumble out of his coat like some kind of furry piñata. One of them latched onto my sleeve, hissing like it had a personal vendetta.

By the time Jenkins caught up, I was on the ground, wrestling with the man and trying to shake off an extremely angry ferret. Jenkins calmly picked up the furry thief and handed it back to the manager.

“Don’t take it personally,” he said, helping me up. “Ferrets hate rookies.”

End-of-Day Reflection

By the end of the shift, I was exhausted, slightly ferret-bitten, and wondering if I was cut out for this job. Jenkins parked the car back at the station and turned to me.

“Not bad for your first day, Courts. You didn’t cry, and you only lost one donut.”

“Wait, I lost a donut?” I asked.

He pointed at my shirt, where a suspicious powdered sugar streak was smeared.

As I walked into the locker room, Jenkins called after me, “Get some rest, rookie. Tomorrow, we’re tackling the bingo hall. Those grannies don’t mess around.”

I wasn’t sure if he was joking, but at that point, nothing would’ve surprised me.
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The Oddities of Patrol
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The next morning, I showed up to work on time, fully prepared for whatever the day might throw at me—except I hadn’t accounted for the usual chaos of the Detroit streets.

Cpl. Jenkins was already sipping his coffee, nodding at me with approval. “You survived two arrests, Courts. I’m impressed. We’ve got a few more things for you to deal with today, so let’s see what you’re really made of.”

I gave a half-hearted salute. “Ready as I’ll ever be, Cpl.”

The Curbside Karaoke Incident

Our first call came in just as we were about to hit the road: a “disorderly conduct” in the middle of a busy intersection. Jenkins looked over at me, eyes gleaming. “This one’s all yours, rookie. Let’s see how you handle some street-level weirdness.”

When we pulled up to the scene, I was immediately hit by the sound of a man belting out a power ballad.

At first, I thought it was a joke. Then I saw him—middle-aged, wearing neon orange pants, a cowboy hat, and holding a microphone like it was a life-or-death situation.

He was standing on the curb, singing “Total Eclipse of the Heart” like his entire future depended on it.

“Sir,” I called out, “are you okay?”

He paused mid-note, lowering the microphone and squinting at me. “What? Are you telling me I can’t sing here?”

“Sir, you’re disrupting traffic,” I said. “You can’t just block the road and sing—”

“You don’t understand! I’m auditioning for America’s Got Talent!” he yelled, gesturing dramatically with the mic. “And I’ll show ‘em all! This is my moment!”

Jenkins leaned out the window and muttered, “Rookie, if he gets any more dramatic, I’m calling the paramedics.”

The man launched back into his ballad, completely ignoring us.

“Sir, please—” I tried again, but Jenkins cut me off.

“Just let him finish. Maybe he’s got a shot at the big leagues.”

It took ten minutes, but eventually, the man wrapped up his “audition” and left on foot. As I returned to the squad car, I looked at Jenkins.

“You let him sing the whole song.”

Jenkins shrugged. “First rule of Detroit: always let the crazies finish their performance.”

By the time we’d wrapped up with the karaoke star, Jenkins gave me a look and said, “Alright, rookie. Time for some real Detroit culture.”

Before I could ask what he meant, he pulled into the parking lot of Lou’s Coney Island, a divey but legendary spot. The neon sign flickered, and the smell of fried onions and hot dogs filled the air.

“This is the only place in the city where you can get the truth with your fries,” Jenkins said as we got out of the car. “You get the real stories here.”

I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I followed him inside. The diner was small, with black-and-white checkered floors and booths that had clearly seen better days. A waitress, who looked like she’d been there for decades, greeted us.

“You two lookin’ for something heavy or just a snack?” she asked, her tone sharp but not unfriendly.

“I’ll have a Coney dog and a Diet Coke,” Jenkins said with authority. He didn’t even look at the menu.

“Make it two,” I added, trying to look confident.

We slid into a booth near the window. Jenkins grabbed the ketchup and mustard bottles with a kind of reverence, squirting them both liberally onto his plate.

“You know,” Jenkins said between bites, “there are only three kinds of people in this world: those who know the magic of Lou’s, those who don’t, and those who think they know but order the chili cheese fries.”

I was still processing that, but my stomach was focused on the dog in front of me. The second it hit my mouth, I realized this was something different. A Coney dog wasn’t just a hot dog—it was a Detroit experience. The onions, the chili, the perfectly grilled bun—everything about it was magical.

As we ate, the booth next to us was occupied by a pair of local guys, mid-conversation about some car they were trying to fix.

“Cops always on my tail, man,” one guy was saying. “It’s like they just wait for me to turn the corner. So, I did what anyone would do—got a new license plate.”

The other guy nodded sagely. “Classic move. But you gotta make sure you change the registration, too, or they’ll catch you on that.”

Jenkins shook his head and whispered to me, “And this, Courts, is the wisdom of Detroit.”

When we finished, Jenkins left a tip that could’ve probably fed a small family for a week. “Best investment in a meal you’ll ever make,” he said as we left.

The Parking Lot Standoff

Our next call was a “suspicious vehicle” parked in a lot behind a strip mall. Jenkins instructed me to take the lead again. I was starting to get the hang of this “handling calls” thing—until we approached the vehicle.

Inside was a man, completely naked, except for a large inflatable pool floatie shaped like a pink flamingo. He was sitting in the driver’s seat, staring straight ahead, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“Sir,” I said, approaching cautiously, “can I ask what you’re doing here?”

The man didn’t respond, still staring blankly at the windshield.

“Rookie,” Jenkins said, standing next to me. “This is where we shine.”

I knocked on the window. “Sir, are you aware that you’re parked in a private lot, and that... well, you’re, uh, not wearing anything?”

He finally turned his head slowly, blinked, and then said, “I’m waiting for my life to come together. I’m thinking I need a new direction.”

I glanced at Jenkins. “Do you think he’s okay?”

Jenkins just shook his head. “No idea, but it’s not illegal to be naked in a car. Let’s get a plate number and let him figure it out.”

We left him there, still sitting in his flamingo floatie, pondering life.

The DDC Again

We weren’t at the station for long when we got another call—this one involving a theft at a convenience store. We made the arrest, and as usual, it was off to the DDC for processing. This time, however, the situation was even more ridiculous than our last visit.

The detainee, a scruffy man in his late twenties, was doing everything in his power to make the booking process as difficult as possible.

“Are you going to strip-search me or not?” he asked the intake officer, leaning forward in a manner that was borderline inappropriate.

The officer raised an eyebrow. “What, you want a free show?”

“Just do it,” the man grumbled.

“Relax, buddy. You’re not that special,” the officer replied, shaking his head.

Jenkins nudged me as I stared at the scene. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you about the DDC. It’s always like this.”

The detainee was taken to the holding area, grumbling under his breath about his “rights.” I gave Jenkins a look. “Is it always this... weird?”

“Buddy, you’re still in the honeymoon phase. Wait ‘til the third week. Then you’ll really see what Detroit’s got to offer.

After that we just rode around until the end of shift. Nothing else special happened.

By the end of the shift, I was mentally exhausted. It felt like I’d seen the full spectrum of weirdness in just one day—from impromptu street performances to flamingo floatie introspection and DDC chaos.

Cpl. Jenkins, however, was in high spirits.

“You did good, rookie,” he said as we parked the car at the station. “You didn’t blink an eye today. That’s what separates the rookies from the pros.”

“Is that really all it takes?” I asked, exhausted.

Jenkins laughed. “Well, that and the ability to not get arrested yourself.”

I wasn’t sure what to expect tomorrow, but I knew this: no day on the streets would ever be the same again.
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The Calm Before the Storm
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The morning started off with that familiar hum of the squad car’s engine, but today felt different. I had survived a Coney dog at Lou’s, an impromptu concert by a wannabe star, and some seriously weird folks in the DDC. I was starting to feel like maybe—just maybe—I was getting the hang of this police thing.

Then came the call.

“11-4, 7 Mile and Dequindre,” came the dispatch crackling over the radio. “Report of a stolen vehicle in progress. Suspect is a white male, 5’10”, blue jacket, and blue jeans. Use caution.”

I glanced over at Cpl. Jenkins, who was already shifting into gear. He had that look in his eyes—the one that said this was either going to be ridiculously easy or ridiculously complicated. I wasn’t sure which, but I was ready to find out.

“Alright, rookie,” Jenkins said, voice steady, “this is your chance to shine. We’re going after a stolen vehicle.”

A stolen car. Great.

We barreled down the street toward the location, Jenkins weaving through traffic with the skill of a racecar driver. He might’ve been in a squad car, but the way he handled it was almost like he was born to drive in the city.

“Remember,” he said, eyes on the road, “you don’t rush into a stolen car. You keep your distance, set up a perimeter, and wait for backup if you need to.”

I nodded, but my heart was pounding. This was real. This was the kind of call that turned your world upside down.

We arrived at the scene, and there, just as the dispatcher had described, was the stolen car—parked in front of a liquor store. No sign of the suspect.

I hopped out of the car, instinctively checking my holster and radio. Jenkins was already walking around the perimeter, surveying the area like a hawk.

“You stay on the comms,” he said. “I’ll check inside.”

I was left standing there like a deer in the headlights, watching him slip through the back door of the liquor store.

My job was simple—cover the scene and stay alert. So, I did what any rookie cop would do: I began scanning the block like I was in some kind of action movie. Every car that passed by looked suspicious. Every pedestrian looked like a potential criminal. My mind was racing, trying to keep up with the flood of thoughts.

Then, just as I was about to call for backup, Jenkins popped out of the back door, holding a bottle of whiskey and a bag of chips.

“Guess the guy inside wasn’t the car thief,” Jenkins said, tossing me the bag of chips. “But we still have a situation.”

I stared at the bag of chips, confused. “What do you mean?”

“The car’s clean, but the owner’s got a warrant. I’m calling for backup.”

Within minutes, backup arrived. A couple of officers, not much older than me, jumped out of their patrol cars. One of them was already texting, while the other one looked like they had just rolled out of bed. Jenkins gave them the rundown, and we were back on the hunt.

The problem was simple: The guy with the stolen car had just spotted us, and he wasn’t about to let us catch him without a fight.

We spotted him about a block away, heading down an alley at a fast clip.

“Rookie, get your ass in gear,” Jenkins shouted as he took off after him.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I started running, but quickly realized I was out of shape—big time. I was no marathon runner, and this guy had the kind of legs that could run a 4-minute mile.

Jenkins, on the other hand, was a machine. He was closing the gap between him and the suspect, his long strides eating up the ground.

“C’mon, Courts, you’ve gotta keep up!” Jenkins called over his shoulder.

I was breathing hard, trying to push my body past the fatigue, but every step felt like my legs were going to buckle. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Jenkins reached the suspect and tackled him to the ground. The guy landed with a thud.

“Hands! Show me your hands!” Jenkins ordered. The guy tried to scramble away, but Jenkins had him pinned, keeping his knee in the suspect’s back.

“Get down here, rookie,” Jenkins grunted. “We got ourselves a runner.”

I rushed over, still gasping for air. Jenkins looked up, his face red but triumphant. “Welcome to the world of foot chases, Courts. You got your cardio in for the day.”

Back to the DDC... Again

By the time we got to the DDC with the suspect, I was a sweaty mess, and my legs felt like they were made of jelly. As we walked him into processing, I tried to catch my breath.

The intake officer, who I’d started to recognize as a regular, gave me a sideways glance. “What’s with you, rookie? You look like you just ran a marathon.”

“Close,” I muttered, still winded.

Jenkins chuckled. “He’s just breaking in the rookie. Doesn’t quite know how to pace himself yet.”

“Don’t worry,” the intake officer said with a grin. “You get used to it. You’ll be chasing criminals, not just your own breath, soon enough.”

We handed the guy over, and as usual, the process was chaotic. He was grumbling about how he didn’t steal the car, how the car “just started moving on its own.”

“Buddy, just save it for the judge,” Jenkins said, slapping him on the back. “You’re in here for a reason. Now stop wasting my time.”

The suspect was taken to a holding cell, and we made our way back to the car. Jenkins gave me a look.

“Nice work today, rookie. You’ve got some hustle in you. But next time, try not to make me look like an Olympic sprinter.”

I smiled, still trying to catch my breath. “I’ll try to keep up, Cpl. But no promises.”

As the shift came to an end, I found myself sitting in the squad car with Jenkins, still reeling from the day’s events. We’d chased down a thief, made an arrest, and survived the chaos of the DDC.

“You did good today, Courts,” Jenkins said, pulling into the station. “We had a rough start with that karaoke guy, but you held it together.”

“Thanks, Cpl. But I don’t think I’ll ever be able to hear ‘Total Eclipse of the Heart’ again without cringing.”

Jenkins laughed. “That’s the spirit, rookie. Just remember: not every day will be like this. Sometimes it’s going to be a lot quieter. But when it’s not... you’ll be ready for it.”

I didn’t know if I was ready, but I was sure as hell starting to feel like I might be.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A Day of Misunderstandings
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The day had barely started when Cpl. Jenkins rolled into the precinct, looking more tired than usual, which could mean only one thing: we were in for another round of chaos. It was the kind of tired that comes from years of seeing things you can’t unsee, and Jenkins had probably seen it all.

“You ready for today, rookie?” he asked, sliding into the driver’s seat. “Because it looks like we’re going to be busy.”

I tried to look confident, even though I wasn’t sure if I was fully prepared for whatever the day would throw at us. “Sure, Cpl. I’m ready.”

“Good. We’ll start easy. Just a couple of noise complaints and a domestic dispute.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Easy?”

Jenkins gave me a sidelong glance. “Trust me, rookie. If we make it through the next couple of calls, we’ll be able to handle anything.”

—-
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The Noise Complaint That Wasn’t

Our first stop was a “noise complaint” at an apartment building on the outskirts of Detroit. The dispatcher had said it was a woman complaining about her neighbor playing loud music at 2 AM.

“Think it’s really a noise complaint?” I asked, trying to be optimistic.

Jenkins shrugged. “Could be. Or it could be a case of neighborly drama. You get those a lot in these parts. We know it’s nine in the morning though.”

We arrived to find a middle-aged woman standing on the porch, arms crossed and glaring at the building next door. She looked like she was ready to take matters into her own hands.

“I’m telling you, officer,” she said, voice shrill, “this guy plays his music every night at full volume. I can’t get any sleep!”

“Alright, ma’am, we’ll check it out,” I said, trying to be professional.

Jenkins led the way to the apartment door, and I could already hear the faint sounds of bass thumping through the walls. Jenkins knocked on the door.

A minute later, the door swung open, revealing a man who looked like he was straight out of a 1980s music video. He had a mullet that looked like it had been carefully sculpted and a bandana wrapped around his head.

“Yeah?” he asked, raising an eyebrow. “What’s up?”

“Sir, we’ve had a noise complaint,” Jenkins said, his tone calm but firm. “Can you turn down the music a little?”

The man blinked in confusion. “Music? This is my podcast, man.”

I shot a glance at Jenkins, who just shook his head. “What podcast?”

“The Ultimate Air Guitar podcast,” the man said with a proud grin. “It’s a deep dive into the history of air guitar. It’s an art form, man.”

Jenkins closed his eyes, pinching the bridge of his nose. “You’re telling me you’re blasting a podcast about air guitar?”

“Hell yeah!” the man said, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. “You can’t enjoy air guitar in silence.”

I tried to suppress a laugh, but Jenkins was already on it. “Look, buddy, just turn it down, okay? We don’t need a full concert about air guitar in the middle of the night or morning.”

The man, looking slightly offended, nodded and closed the door. Jenkins and I stood there for a moment, and then we both burst into laughter.

“Well, that was a first,” I said, wiping tears from my eyes.

Jenkins just shook his head. “Welcome to Detroit, rookie.”

The Domestic Dispute... or Not

Our next call came in shortly after, and it was one of those cases you never really want to get involved in: a domestic dispute. Domestic calls were always tense, and the potential for escalation was high.

“Alright, rookie, pay attention,” Jenkins said as we drove toward the address. “Stay calm, listen carefully, and let me handle things unless it gets out of hand.”

The address was in a residential neighborhood, one that seemed mostly quiet except for the occasional dog barking. We pulled up to a modest house with a garden gnome in the front yard that looked like it had been in place since the ‘80s.

The woman who answered the door was in her late 30s, wearing an apron and holding a spatula in one hand. “What’s all this about?” she asked, her tone a little too calm for a domestic dispute.

“Ma’am, we received a call about a domestic disturbance,” Jenkins said, his voice firm. “Can you tell us what happened?”

She sighed dramatically and waved us inside. “It’s just my husband, Bob. He’s been on my case about everything lately. I made spaghetti for dinner, and he didn’t like the sauce. Said it was too spicy. He started yelling, and I just wanted to get away for a minute.”

I looked over at Jenkins, who gave me a half-smile. This didn’t seem like the typical violent domestic we were trained to handle.

“Where’s Bob now?” Jenkins asked, glancing around the house.

“Out back, working on his garden,” she said with a roll of her eyes. “He’s obsessed with his tomatoes. So, I’m guessing this whole thing is about tomatoes now.”

We stepped into the backyard, and sure enough, Bob was standing there, muttering to himself as he carefully examined his tomato plants.

“Bob,” Jenkins called, “we need to talk.”

Bob straightened up, wiping his hands on his pants. “Is this about the tomatoes?” he asked, a little too seriously.

Jenkins raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

Bob sighed. “Look, I told her the soil’s all wrong this year. But she insisted on using the wrong fertilizer, and now the tomatoes are all... sad looking.” He gestured at a sad patch of wilting plants. “Can’t you see that? I’m trying to save the tomatoes. This is a crisis.”

I glanced at Jenkins, who was clearly trying to hold in a laugh. “Bob,” Jenkins said slowly, “we’re here to make sure no one’s in danger. Now, why don’t we talk about this calmly? No more yelling.”

Bob nodded, his expression softening. “I just want my tomatoes to thrive, officer. Is that too much to ask?”

“Alright,” Jenkins said, giving me a look that screamed, “Let’s get out of here.” “Just... maybe keep it down a little. No one’s here to ruin your tomato dreams.”

As we left, I couldn’t help but laugh. “Tomatoes? That’s what this was about?”

Jenkins smiled, shaking his head. “You’d be surprised. In Detroit, it’s not always the big stuff that causes problems. Sometimes it’s the little things—like tomatoes or air guitar podcasts.”

The rest of the shift passed without much excitement. We handled a few more calls, each one stranger than the last. By the time we got back to the station, I was exhausted but strangely satisfied.

As we parked, Jenkins turned to me with a grin. “How’s that for a day, rookie?”

“Definitely not what I expected,” I said, shaking my head. “But I think I’m starting to get it.”

Jenkins chuckled. “You’ll get used to it. Just don’t ever lose that sense of humor. In this job, it’s the only thing that keeps you sane.”
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When Things Go South
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It was another slow afternoon in Detroit. The kind of day where you had time to catch your breath but not enough to fully relax. Cpl. Jenkins and I were parked on a side street, taking a break between calls, when the radio crackled to life.

“Scout 11-3, I-75 and McNichols. Reports of a man threatening pedestrians with a firearm. Suspect described as a black male, wearing a red hoodie, and blue jeans. Proceed with caution.”

I glanced over at Jenkins, who was already putting the squad car in gear. “Well, rookie, looks like your day just got a little more interesting.”

We arrived at the location—a busy intersection with a strip mall and a few run-down buildings. Pedestrians walked quickly, avoiding eye contact with everyone. The man in question had been causing a scene, and a few brave souls had managed to call it in.

Jenkins didn’t waste any time, pulling the car into a parking lot across the street from the suspect’s location. We could see him—a tall man with a red hoodie—standing near the entrance to a liquor store. He was pacing back and forth, and I could see the tension in his body from a distance.

“Stay sharp, rookie,” Jenkins said, checking his gear. “This could get ugly fast.”

I was trying to steady my breathing. Everything felt surreal—this wasn’t the same kind of call as the air guitar guy or the tomato dispute. This was real. Someone could
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