

    
        
          The Emotional Toll of the Show

        

        
        
          Jay McWilliams

        

        
          Published by Jay McWilliams, 2026.

        

    


Copyright 2026, Jay McWilliams

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator” at the address below.

Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used factiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.

Front cover art by: PJ Fidler

Book design by: PJ Fidler

First printing edition 2026

Publisher:

Jay McWilliams

Visalia, CA 93291

Podcast: Street to Strategy on YouTube.



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE EMOTIONAL TOLL OF THE SHOW

    

    
      First edition. June 15, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jay McWilliams.

    

    
    
      Written by Jay McWilliams.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Jay McWilliams

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Welcome to the Show That Never Ends

          
        
          
	          The Emotional Toll of the Show (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Also By Jay McWilliams

Dedication

The Emotional Toll of the Show

The Emotional Toll of the Show

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Also By Jay McWilliams

About the Author



  	
  	
			Dedication

			
		
    This book is dedicated to two women whose love, pain, sacrifice, and memory shaped the very foundation of who I am.
To my mother, Gloria—
You carried burdens most people never saw. Life was not gentle with you, yet somehow you kept moving forward with fierce determination, stubborn faith, and a fire that could never be extinguished. Even through struggle, hardship, and heartbreak, you gave everything you had to your children. 
As dementia slowly steals pieces of your memory, it can never erase the impact you had on my life. I still carry your voice, your grit, your sacrifices, and your love with me every single day. The older I become, the more I understand the weight you carried and the courage it took simply to keep going.
To my sister, Jennie Ann—
Your loss in 2010 left a wound that time never fully healed. There are certain pains life does not allow us to outrun, only learn to carry. Losing you changed me forever. 
I wish you could have seen what became of me.I wish you could have seen that I kept going.I wish you could have known how deeply you were loved.
I carry the torch for our family now. Every accomplishment, every chapter written, every success earned, and every life I touch moving forward is done with both of you beside me in spirit.
This book is not only my story.It is part of yours too.
For the sacrifices.For the scars.For the love that survived even the darkest years.
I honor you both with every page.
— Jay

      

    

About the Author:

Born and raised in the heart of California’s Central Valley, the author is a proud son of Tulare, California, and a graduate of Tulare Union High School (Class of 1989). From those early years, a deep-rooted calling to serve took hold—one that would grow into a lifetime devoted to protection, leadership, truth, and community.

With more than 25 years of distinguished service in law enforcement, investigations, education, and public safety, the author brings a rare breadth of real-world experience to every page. His career spanned patrol operations, tactical team deployments, gang investigations, school-based policing, firearms instruction, and private-sector investigations, forged in environments where decisions matter and integrity was everything. He is a court-certified expert in gangs and juvenile justice, trusted to translate complex investigations into clear, compelling courtroom testimony.

Academically, he bridges both law enforcement and education, holding a Bachelor of Science in Criminal Justice Management and a Master of Arts in Education with a Single Subject Teaching Credential in English. This unique blend allows him to navigate seamlessly between public safety, investigative work, and youth mentorship—bringing discipline, strategy, and compassion to every role.

With over 23 years with the Visalia Police Department, the author served with distinction in multiple specialized assignments, including Field Training Officer, Tactical Team Member, Firearms Instructor, School Resource Officer, Gang Investigator, and Commercial Policing Officer. He later continued his service with the San Luis Obispo Police Department and the Amtrak Police Department, before transitioning into full-time private investigations. Today, he serves as a licensed California Private Investigator with McWilliams Investigations, where his work includes surveillance, fraud detection, missing persons, and complex background investigations.

His commitment to service began even earlier with honorable service in the United States Navy, from which he was honorably discharged in 1994. Throughout his career, his leadership and dedication have been recognized with numerous honors. Those include Police Officer of the Year, graduation from Leadership Visalia, selection as a keynote speaker for the California Welfare Fraud Investigators Association, and completion of the City of Visalia Supervisory Academy.

Beyond the badge and the courtroom, the author continues to give back through education and conversation. He is the host of the law enforcement podcast Street to Strategy, where he shares real-world experiences, leadership insight, and the evolving challenges of modern policing.

He lives in Visalia, California, with his wife, Laura, where service is still not just his profession—but his lifelong purpose.
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Chapter 1

~1985~



My mother, Gloria, raised me in a small Pentecostal church where the very air seemed to quiver with fire and brimstone. On Sundays, the sanctuary trembled beneath the preacher’s voice as it rolled from the pulpit like distant thunder, summoning visions of heaven and hell so vivid they could rattle the bones. Salvation was preached through fear, and my mother clung to it with fierce, unyielding faith. She did the best she could with the life she’d been handed. Yet as I grew older, I learned to see past the flames—to the quieter storms that raged within her mind.

Her childhood had been carved by loss and displacement. She was not raised by her parents but lived with relatives who could never quite soothe the hollow ache left behind. That emptiness lived beneath her faith like an old scar—hidden, tender, and easily torn open. She was a woman of fire and contradiction: strong-willed, deeply wounded, capable of great love and sudden fury. I saw that fire flash in her eyes more than once when anger seized her. Her temper was legendary, her tongue sharp and unrestrained. Everyone knew it. My mother was a true hothead.

As my eighth-grade graduation approached, she came to me with what she called a revelation. She said the Lord had spoken to her—he was calling us to leave California and travel east to North Carolina to join Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker at their Christian empire, Heritage USA. In her heart, this was not simply a relocation. It was a divine assignment.

My mother had that old traveling bone—the restless pull of the road, the belief that salvation might lie just beyond the next horizon.

A few days before graduation, she sold everything we owned. Truth be told, there wasn’t much to sell. With a thousand dollars in cash and our faith packed tight, we climbed into a weathered 1969 Ford Montego with more than a hundred thousand miles etched into its bones. It was 1985. As the California sun fell away behind us, we turned east, chasing God across the country, convinced destiny was waiting at the end of the road.

Now, looking back, I marvel at her courage—or her desperation. She had no high school diploma, no job skills, and no plan beyond the belief that God would somehow provide. Our journey was stitched together with hope, blind faith, and the quiet prayer that the road would open before us.

To her credit, she let me drive most of the 2,500 miles—even though I didn’t yet have a driver’s license. The highway became my teacher, the horizon of my classroom. But by the time we reached North Carolina, half our money was gone, and reality began to replace revelation. A few days later, she admitted that only $350 remained and asked what we should do.

I answered with the only answer my young heart knew, “Let’s go home.”

She looked at me and asked, “Are you ready to drive all the way back to California?”

I smiled, steadily and sure. “I was born ready.”

The return trip became a pilgrimage of endurance. We slept in the car to save money, our skin sticking to the leather seats as the summer heat pressed down without mercy. With no air conditioning and temperatures soaring past one hundred degrees, the Montego became a rolling furnace. The air was thick with sweat, fear, and fatigue—but still we drove, bound together by something stronger than circumstance.

One night, after twelve straight hours behind the wheel, exhaustion crashed over me like a wave. I pulled into a Motel 6 parking lot, the neon sign flickering like a tired promise. I was ready to surrender to sleep when a gentle knock tapped on my window.

Outside stood a truck driver—a giant of a man with kind eyes. He asked if we planned to sleep in the car. I nodded, embarrassed.

That was when grace arrived, wearing work boots.

He told me he had rented a room to shower before heading back on the road. He offered us his key if I promised not to steal or damage anything. The room was already charged to his credit card, and he couldn’t afford another—but he couldn’t bear the thought of a woman and two kids baking in a hot car all night. His voice trembled as he slid the key to Room 7 through the cracked window. Then he climbed back into his rig and disappeared into the night.

We never learned his name. But I will never forget his heart.

That night, we slept in clean sheets. We cooled our blistered skin in the hum of air conditioning and washed the road from our bodies. It wasn’t just rest—it was redemption. In that small act of mercy, I learned that sometimes angels don’t have wings. Sometimes they carry truck keys.

The next day, we reached Needles, California, where the desert heat was merciless—110 degrees before nine in the morning. Our car’s muffler began to drag, striking sparks against the asphalt like a trail of
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