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I was born and raised in Tulare, California, and proudly carry the legacy of a third-generation law enforcement officer. My grandfather, Dallas McWilliams, served as a constable in the modest town of Pixley, California. My father, while a bail bondsman, private investigator, and bounty hunter, would have pursued a career as a police officer had he not been prevented by his status as a convicted felon. I completed a distinguished 25-year career as a police officer.

After my parents' divorce, my father remarried, leaving my mother, sister, and me in a state of financial hardship. We lived on welfare in decrepit neighborhoods, while my father, flourishing in the 1980s as a bail bondsman, contributed a meager $150 a month in child support for his two children.

Growing up in poverty was a challenge. My mother relocated us to a troubled neighborhood on the west side of town, where I was often the only white kid with red hair and freckles. This experience, though difficult, was invaluable training for my future career in law enforcement. It instilled in me a resilience and determination that would prove essential.

During my youth, I immersed myself in freestyle wrestling for four years. This discipline was not only a passion but also a crucial asset in my law enforcement career. The skills I honed on the wrestling mat became indispensable when subduing violent suspects—more than one had found themselves forcefully subdued in confrontations.

Two pivotal aspects saved my life. The first was skateboarding. For six years, skateboarding was my world. While I may not have reached Tony Hawk's heights, I developed a strong sense of identity and camaraderie with friends who shared my passion. Sadly, three of those friends were lost to the ravages of drugs and alcohol.

The second was my dedication to law enforcement. I acknowledge that this may sound self-assured, but I believe my background equipped me with a unique street sense and an edge that many of my colleagues lacked. Over the course of my career, I responded to over 100,000 calls for service, wrote more than 10,000 reports, and made over 3,000 arrests. Few, if any, could match these statistics in my former department.

I am also a master storyteller, a skill honed over years of narrating my experiences. My stories are grounded in truth and respect for my fellow officers. Embellishment would be a disservice to these good people.
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I began my career at the Tulare County Sheriff’s Department, where I was assigned to the custody division. I found the experience profoundly disheartening. The atmosphere was bleak, and the deputies seemed as though they were confined within the same oppressive environment as the inmates.

On my third morning, during my training with a deputy whom I shall refer to as “Jason,” we were serving breakfast to the inmates. Jason directed me to check cell 147. As I peered through the small window of the cell door, illuminated only by my flashlight, I saw an inmate sitting on the floor with a sheet tied around his neck, fashioned into a makeshift noose. I immediately instructed the tower officer to open the cell door. Upon entry, it became apparent that the inmate was already deceased; I observed lividity, indicating blood pooling in the lower extremities, and rigor mortis, the stiffening of the body due to the cessation of blood flow.

I proceeded to use the call box to request the shift sergeant’s presence urgently. The tower officer informed me that the sergeant was at breakfast and suggested it would be inappropriate to disturb him. I insisted that the sergeant needed to come to my location immediately, emphasizing the gravity of the situation by stating that there was a dead body in the cell.

Within a minute, the sergeant hurried across the courtyard to the unit. Upon learning of the deceased inmate in cell 147, he entered the cell, drew a knife—which he was not authorized to have—and cut the noose. The release of gas from the body caused a sound that eerily resembled a moan. He ordered us to commence CPR. I began chest compressions but refused to perform mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. Jason also declined, despite the sergeant’s insistence. I approached the sergeant, placing a hand on his shoulder, and said, “Sergeant, he is dead.” This realization seemed to snap him back to reality, and he acknowledged, “You’re right.”

During the subsequent interview, I was read my rights. When the detective learned that it was only my third day on the job, he shortened the interview. The conditions within the jail were severely problematic, with no weapons available and a constant risk of trouble from even minor incidents.

What spared us was the fact that we discovered the deceased inmate only 26 minutes into our shift. The routine cell checks were particularly unpleasant, as inmates would frequently bombard us with requests for essentials such as toilet paper, medication, and showers. After this traumatic event, I became even more vigilant during my cell checks, acutely aware of the critical importance of thoroughness.

Chapter 3

In 2004, the Visalia Police Department witnessed one of the most chaotic days in its history. The turmoil began in the morning when a heated altercation erupted between two employees at a machine shop, both romantically involved with the same woman. The confrontation escalated when one of the men retrieved a handgun from his car and returned to the shop, fatally shooting his colleague in the head before fleeing the scene.

Upon receiving the suspect’s address, we promptly proceeded to his residence. SWAT attempted to reach him via phone and loudspeaker, but both efforts were met with silence, suggesting either the suspect was unresponsive or, tragically, already deceased. SWAT threw a phone through the front window to no avail before forcibly entering the residence, where they discovered the suspect had taken his own life.

As I was concluding my duties at the scene, I heard the gang unit in pursuit of a vehicle from a rural area heading towards Visalia. I was directed to assist in the chase. The suspect, whom I’ll refer to as "Davey Dubois" (a pseudonym), had previously shot a California Highway Patrol officer in Gilroy. Through cell phone triangulation, the gang unit had tracked Davey to a small town about 15 miles east of Visalia. As the gang unit neared his location, Davey, having spotted the approaching officers, fled in his vehicle, sparking a high-speed pursuit.
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