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      Two other books exist starring Josie Du Puy in my pantheon of her life. They are, in order, Third Time Not a Charm, and Bombs Away Phoenix. They chronicle her career as an investigator for Phoenix Homicide Division. After this story is complete a fourth will out, perhaps.

      

      Josie’s life story has been told in minimal part before. Some things were not discussed in detail, some aspects of her thoughts, her desires, her goals in life, and her achievements, were left to the mind of the reader. This book fills in blanks, gives the writer and the reader another taste of this wonderful woman of the law, but so much more than just the law. She is every woman, any woman who has the grit and determination to take a course of action and fulfill her dreams, no matter of what those dreams may consist. She is fictional, of course, but a construct of a lifetime of contacts with strong, resolute women of character and ability, including my own mother.

      

      So, read on about the life and times of Josie Du Puy. I hope you enjoy getting to know her once again just as I have enjoyed writing about her again.
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      At the exact moment the explosion occurred, she felt rushed forward by a massive blow from behind. She was afraid, before the explosion, but not so much for herself as for her beloved Ned. A flash thought passed through her head before the instant of pain arrived in which she asked herself, will he be all right? We have been so close; it has been so good…oh dear God how I will miss him… Then there was an instant of pain from what seemed to be every nerve ending up and down the backside of her body. Then there was only blackness … Will he be all right? My poor Ned. Out of the blackness, sounds. Could it be? Was I still alive? My Ned’s voice then, droning on, reading to me, and a little light in my brain, a recognition of life.

      Ned thought, it has taken me a long time to get all the correct information to write about the times of a wonderful woman, my wife Josie. What I offer here is a kind of personal history of her early years, and then her years as a street cop, with some added details of life in a time when she could not be a cop. Some information came from Josie and was hard to get out of her. Her innate modesty made her somewhat unwilling to share. Some moments of her life were difficult, brought great sadness, or even anger., Those we fought over, but she gave up in time. She is a great young woman. Knowing her better than almost anyone, it is clear she could have been anything she wanted, done anything she wanted. Her personality, her abilities, her willingness to learn were unmatched by any woman whose path has crossed mine.

      She is a great cop, no matter in what capacity, whether as a street cop or as a detective. She is blessed with a sense of justice which gives her the ability to look at life, and what people do, in a different manner than many cops. I know, it’s common to criticize the “jaded” officers, those whose response to anything is more violence. That criticism has its place, but it is not in this story. Their work, her work, is too important to our society to cast into the dung heap willy nilly.

      Josie didn’t see “crime” and with a knee jerk reaction make an arrest. She saw people in distress, the victims and sometimes the perpetrators. Sometimes her choice of how to handle situations was unique, but always she was straightforward, just, and simple in her outlook. She saw through complexities, made them into simple problems with simple solutions. It made being a cop, one of the most difficult tasks any person can do, into a much easier job for her. Her challenges brought great satisfaction to her in the solutions she created. They brought great wonder to me, and many others. She brought me an abundance of joy; the satisfaction of a life so blessed. She is a unique and wonderful woman. Here she is again.
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            EARLY LIFE AND DESIRES

          

        

      

    

    
      My name is Ned Markham. I am an agent with the FBI. My wife is Josie Du Puy. The first time I met Josephine Meryl Du Puy, I attended a murder scene which might involve a federal crime. I saw a beautiful young woman in uniform, She interested me right away, and I asked her Lieutenant if I could talk to her. He said yes but be careful. I tried to chat her up and she shut me down with intensity. She told me she was not interested in dating a cop, and not to ask. When I persisted, she told me to stop in no uncertain terms, with a threat implicit in her words. I asked her Lieutenant what I should have done to avoid her becoming angry. He said, “Nothing. You’re lucky she didn’t kick your ass when you didn’t stop right away”. Later I learned she would have done that. She came by those skills because of hard work. She started young.

      A YOUNG LIFE BLOSSOMS

      As a girl, age 8, Josie Du Puy started learning rudimentary moves in Kempo Karate. Her father, not a student of the discipline, but having the ability to read and learning some small self-defense techniques, passed them on to both her mother and to Josie. Her father, Guillaume, or Bill as most called him, and her mother, Meryl, had Josie as their second child, having lost a son earlier.

      They decided she would be their only child so she could grow up not having to compete for the attention of her parents. Her dad said she had pink cheeks, a full head of dark hair, and a bright disposition at birth. Her childhood life filled with the learning of everything. She soaked in knowledge like a sponge, retaining each morsel. She was not whiny, not difficult in any sense, not given to crying. Always she seemed to have a wry smile. Her parents gave her every minute they could, and all the love they had in their hearts. They had fun with her, took her everywhere with them, talked to her even when she was less than communicative. Reading to her every day became Meryl’s responsibility, along with teaching her about being a girl. Josie loved everyone and responded to her parents love.

      She loved to be bathed, laughed with her mother, rode her father’s shoulders, rolled on the floor with them. Her first steps she laughed out loud, clapping her hands in synch with her mother. Her first word came out a little different, but they figured out was Mom. When she said it, she looked at Meryl, smiled, then laughed out loud again, and repeated the word, over and over. Not much time passed before Josie spoke in brief sentences, then asked about everything. In what I would later see as a wonderful trait for a detective, her questions became short, direct, allowed no equivocation. Her parents respected her growth, gave her direct answers when they could, but never evaded. She soaked it all up.

      Josie was born in Pinetop, Arizona in the summer. Not long after her birth the family moved to Phoenix, Arizona. Her father held a position as a management officer in a retail company. A position with the company opened in Phoenix. It meant a raise in salary, and responsibility. He jumped at the chance. Josie was six at the time, thus the move was not too much of a dislocation of her childhood.

      She started elementary school in Glendale after their move. Josie was able to read a little, to write a little and knew numbers better than most in the first grade. She was not the most outstanding student in her class that year or any year. She was a good student who made good grades all the way through elementary school. That she cared about learning was one of the most interesting things about her. It became a life defining characteristic, her downright insistence on learning both in and out of school.

      They lived in the city of Glendale, a suburb of the metroplex of Phoenix, along with many other communities. Glendale is located to the west of the downtown area of Phoenix, and it became a bedroom community for Phoenix. Glendale developed much industry and local business by the time the Du Puy’s moved. The city area, large in mass but not so large in population, had more crime than they understood when they moved. They searched for and found an area with less crime. New developments in the far stretches of the community permitted them to escape the crime laden areas.

      Josie’s small family lived in a developing area of Glendale in the northern area of the city. A large, new shopping center and many strip malls made shopping easy for her mother. The reputation of the city, learned after the move, gave Bill the motivation to have his wife and daughter learn some self-protection moves, hence the beginnings of Kempo Karate. The small moves motivated Josie to learn more in time, as did the bullying she saw in her school years. Somehow, she escaped the bullies. Even so, they motivated her to keep learning Karate.

      Her parents were strict with Josie about how she dressed as a young girl and as she moved into her first teen years. She was not permitted to wear short skirts when those were the style for all the teenagers. She wore knee-length or lower skirts most of the time, many made by her Mother. Meryl was a wonderful seamstress, and her creations drew attention from all Josie's friends. Meryl's creations also drew attention from parents of Josie's friends.

      Meryl garnered some income of her own when she got requested to make things for girls with whom Josie attended school. It was not a necessity in the lives of the Du Puy family that Meryl work. Bill’s income provided well for their family. It did help that she brought in some money now and again. They never wanted for anything. They lived a well-financed middle-income life that instilled frugal values in Josie. Money was not available for large ticket items without some sacrifice but there were no problems. “Things,” or having things did not interest Josie much. When Josie wanted something, it was most often a trip with her Karate dojo or her soccer team.

      During her childhood, Josie was precocious and happy, a girl, though she also loved sports and competition. She was a momma’s girl. Since her mother was a homemaker Josie could spend time with her mother almost every day. They did many small things together, some of which taught Josie not only a means to an end, but about her mother, and about how her mother thought. Meryl’s life centered on her home, and her family, but not to the exclusion of other activities or causes. Meryl involved herself in the community by helping in a burgeoning food bank program called the St. Mary’s Food Bank. It was a small gesture, but it connected Meryl and gave Josie an understanding of her mother’s desire to be of service to others.

      Often, as Josie would brush her mother’s hair, a moment she and her mother shared, Meryl would talk to her about more serious things. It was during one of those times when Josie had her first mother/daughter sex talk, for example. World affairs sometimes crept in, attitudes toward people was a big topic from time to time, the terrible visage of racism as reflected in the late 1960s was something her mother spoke of. Josie asked one fine day, after studying about Martin Luther King in her school, “Why would someone want to shoot Martin Luther King, Mom? He seemed like such a good man.”

      “People sometimes don’t have a reason for what they do, Josie,” was part of her mother’s response. She also said, “Some people have hatred in their hearts for anyone not of the same color of skin or not of the same church. Haven’t you been teased about being a Catholic girl?”

      “Yes, Mom, but that’s different from hating just because someone’s skin color differs from mine.”

      “You are right, darling. You must still remember some people harbor hatreds without reason. Maybe it is a personal sickness, or it comes from unpleasant experiences in life. It might come from being taught racial hatreds as a child, but whatever it comes from is wrong. You never use words offensive to others about their race or church, do you, honey?”

      “No, Mom, I don’t but sometimes I am tempted to do so when one or the other of the kids is being mean.”

      “Perhaps the person who is being mean is just having a bad day. Or perhaps their parents were mean to them in the morning before school, or maybe their grandfather died, or a pet. Did you ever think about those things, honey?”

      “No, but I guess you are right Mom. Sometimes I have a bad day too. Sometimes I don’t want to talk to anyone. I’m sure some of my friends might feel the same.” Josie remained silent in this conversation with her mother for a few moments, and then said, “Thank you, Mom. I will try to remember what you have told me when someone is being mean the next time.”

      Racist attitudes were not in Josie’s world in any sense as she grew up and became first a teenager, and then an adult. She saw differences in people, and she understood those differences created chasms between people. The divides which she saw could never, not in a million years, persuade her in her worst moments to harbor racist beliefs or attitudes. In her high school yearbook coming from her senior year, many of the comments to her by classmates mentioned how nice she was.

      The discussions Josie had with her mother shaped her, among many other factors from which she learned, including her physical abilities and the sports in which she participated. Her coordination developed in her youthful years. When she began attending a Dojo to learn more Karate, she was eight. The Sensei seemed querulous about why someone so young wanted to learn. When he saw her move and use techniques he taught her as though she learned them years earlier, it amazed him. She developed and grew in the discipline by leaps and bounds before becoming a teen. As a teen she earned her first black belt.

      She was good at soccer, what some called “football,” and continued playing the game until high school when she lost interest. Josie learned about dealing with the desires of others on a team while playing soccer. She was far and away the best scorer on her teams at whatever age. Even so, she often passed the ball at the last second to provide one of her teammates the opportunity to score.

      She learned others needed to have their desires sated, their personal goals fulfilled, just as she did. She learned the value of teammates who not only were willing to play together on the same team with her but were avid in their desire to do so. The simple act of passing the ball even though she might score herself, allowing a teammate to score, earned her the title of the best teammate on her soccer team. To her the strategies of the game, the running, the physicality drew her. So did the camaraderie, the team spirit, the friendships formed on the field.

      By the time she got to eighth grade Josie was considered a “comer” by many coaches in the Valley of the Sun. Her abilities made some speculate she might play at a much higher level later in life. In high school her competitive fire waned, replaced with other thoughts, other desires, other interests. Despite the loss of intensity about soccer all the lessons of the team sport became a background to be applied in life. Somehow Josie knew those things would play important roles in her life.

      THE HIGH SCHOOL YEARS

      Josie was petite as a child. In high school she grew to her full height of five feet seven inches. Her weight in high school she stayed around a hundred and twenty-five pounds. Later she gained weight to be stronger for life on the streets of Phoenix. When she gained weight in her early twenties, she settled at a weight of one hundred thirty-five to one hundred forty-five pounds. At one hundred forty-five she looked to weigh much less. She never exhibited a washboard set of abs, or large muscles in the arms, but the muscle, the hard, taut strength gained from long and constant workouts in karate and with weights, was there. In the later times, I mentioned her strength on many occasions. Her response, earlier in life and later as well, showed her typical modesty. “It is because of the work-outs I do.”

      Kempo became her favorite pastime activity in her early teen years. Her attitude toward her future life was an impetus for her to learn well and learn as much as she could in the discipline. No predestination existed in her thoughts of being a police officer, at least not as a student in school. It took on the status of an early desire after she left high school. She was an excellent karate student; lean, well-muscled though not in appearance like a body builder. Her movements, lithe, practiced, enabled her to ace the belt tests in progression with ease. Her reflexes, honed, became cat quick. Each response to contact in training got held in check but came as a lightning-fast technique. She always told me she would only use those techniques necessary to resolve a situation. If the circumstance called for her to knock someone out, she knocked them out. The maintenance of control ruled her response.

      Her knowledge of the kicks and blows, as well as the defensive postures and uses was excellent. The focus force closed fist blows she threw into the heavy bag as she practiced bore as much or more power than many much larger men. If the men in her dojo were asked none of them wanted to fight her, even those who were much larger than Josie. She became the best “kicker” in the small dojo in which she practiced and learned in Glendale. She could deliver a jump-spinning back kick so fast it made one watch in wonder at what she had just done.

      She could kick the bag in the lowest quadrant, the middle quadrant, and the upper quadrant, as though she was walking kicks up the legs, ribs, and head of an antagonist, so fast the kicks all seemed to come together. Listening to her practice kicking the bag, when she was practicing speed, was like listening to one solid explosion. She held the distinction of being the only student in the history of her dojo to kick the bag so hard it almost tore the bolts holding it in a roof joist right out of the wood. The bag was useless until the joist repair and buttressing with additional wood and bolts got completed.

      Josie’s mother and father marveled at how well she progressed in Karate. She taught her mother many small things. One day she taught her mother a finger flip. Her mother commented, “Well that seems nice, Josie but what use is it?”

      “Mother, if someone bothers you to the point where you feel you must respond, use the finger flip to his or her eyes. It will not blind anyone. It will cause swelling, and it will make it impossible for them to see for a few minutes. Control will be yours, and you can leave, call the police, whatever you wish to do.”

      As Josie grew up, she was interested in dancing, and became an excellent dancer. She was not a ballerina but was great at all the popular dances of her youth. In her teen years and before, she was small and always had a cute figure. In high school many boys sought after her. Josie liked the boys. It seemed odd to her so many of them grew attracted to her. Her breasts grew to a medium size, much smaller than some girls. She thought her butt was a little too small for her size. Many envied her the figure she possessed.

      Josie was a good student, but not excellent in all subjects. She had C’s in Math but excelled in historical topics and English. She was precocious enough to win over almost any teacher, and more than one young male teacher had a crush on her as she finished her high school years. One of her teachers, a George Gonzales, taught her in his English classes to love books, to read with both speed and comprehension. The speed-reading skill he gave her, along with comprehension, helped her a great deal in the police academy.

      Josie was a girl. Josie loved dressing well. She loved to dance. She loved to wear frilly things when she was a smaller child but grew out of them on becoming a teen. Her Mother taught her to sew, but alas she didn‘t possess the creative ability of Meryl. She became a jeans girl as she grew older. That was a bit of a disappointment to Meryl. Meryl had to admit that jeans looked great on her daughter. In fact, as the years of Elementary and then High School passed anything looked great on Josie. She was a pretty girl. More than that, according to her father, her attitude toward life shone through. It did nothing but enhance her natural beauty.

      Josie wore shorts but preferred them baggy as she went through puberty. She didn't like the look of the "short shorts" that some girls wore. She thought them way too revealing and a little uncomfortable. Though she was not prudish, she was modest. She didn't hide out with towels in the girls' locker room after a soccer game, but she didn't parade through that facility nude either. She knew she had a great figure. It seemed unnecessary from her point of view, to flaunt her looks. Some girls tittered about showing their “camel toe” through their shorts, giggling at the reaction of the boys. Josie blushed as those discussions took place among her friends, and said to her mother, “Jeez Mom, those girls have no sense of fear about provoking the boys. They think it’s funny to see a boy walk around with an obvious H/O.”

      Her mother didn’t consider herself old, or out of touch, but didn’t understand. She said, “What’s an H/O?”

      Josie broke out laughing, a little out of control for the moment until she saw her mother’s face redden. “I’m sorry Mom. It’s an erection, you know, a hard on.”

      “Oh. Oh, my goodness, the boys do that?”

      “Well, yeah. Several girls might as well have nothing on at all. The outline of their vagina and their camel toe, as they call it, you know, their clitoris, is right there.”

      “All the more reason for you to be more modest in the way you dress.”

      Near the age of thirteen she began to have an athletic but definitely a girl's figure. Within a year she began to draw the attention of some of the most eligible young men in the St. Mary's High School. She attended a Catholic girl only school which was close to St. Mary's. Every week the girls from her school and the boys from St. Mary's had an afternoon get together. The nuns chaperoned it but at least it was contact. She had several boyfriends, did Josie, before she finished High School. She was not serious about any of them. Sex tempted her and sometimes she let a boy touch her breasts. Nothing more happened. If the boy put his hand on her leg, she moved it. If he tried to touch her vagina, she slapped him. Her curiosity ended with a little petting. That, she thought, was plenty for that time of life. She did like the feeling of being touched.

      She loved her girlfriends, her Mother, and Father. Josie would rather spend time with her Mother if push came to shove. She loved to hear her Mother talk about her Father in the afternoons. It was obvious to Josie that they loved each other, and her Mother reinforced that. The two of them had a regular event in their lives together. She would sit while her Mother brushed her hair, and her Mother would talk about woman things. Meryl talked about her Father and what a good and true man he was. One day her Mother asked Josie, "Do you know about sex Josie?"

      "What are you asking me, Mother?"

      "Do we need to spend some time talking about the topic?"

      "Yes, Mother. I think we do. I have not had sex. A lot of my girlfriends have experimented with it and seem fascinated by sex. I think it is something I can wait to have later."

      "You do know what it entails don't you Josie. You know about the difference between men and women I mean, and that sex entails a man being inside a woman?"

      "Yes, Mother I do know about that. Again, I have not done it yet and I don't think I will for a while, so you don't need to worry about it. Do you and Dad still have sex, Mother?"

      "Yes Josie. I hope we always will. It is a wonderful thing when it is between two people who love each other. Well, it is wonderful sometimes. Yes, we do honey. Yes, I like it and so does your Father."

      "Okay, Mother. It’s okay. Sometimes I heard noises in the night which I thought meant the two of you were still active. That does not bother me. I would feel strange if I knew you two were not intimate with each other Mom. I'm glad you still love each other enough to have sex." It was the only real discussion they ever had about sex. Meryl and Bill discussed the talk Meryl and Josie had engaged in and decided they needed to accept the fact Josie would make up her own mind on the topic. They also thought she would not get pregnant at a young age. They were right on both counts.

      Even though she knew about sex, and even though many of her friends talked about how wonderful it felt, she was not interested during high school. She didn’t want to lose her virginity in the back seat of some “jock’s” car. She dated, she was popular with the boys, she was very pretty, she was willing to allow some playful petting, but she was not interested in giving it up in those salad days. Some of the boys, the “jocks” who wanted to get in her pants, called her “goody two shoes” or a prissy girl, or a prick teaser. They never said those words to her, though. For her part she wanted to wait a while before being a ”grownup.”

      She put on a “kata” demonstration as part of a school fair one day during her junior year in high school. When she did the exhibition, she was 17, and she was a black belt karate student. She explained what the kata was, showed everyone present the presentation in slow motion, then in what she called normal speed, then at a rapid pace. No one talked down to her after the demonstration. Her speed and power were clear to all. She became something of a legend in the school.

      School ended for Josie when high school was over. Both her mother and father wanted her to go to college. She decided she would take a couple of classes at Phoenix College, a junior college near to where she lived. She didn’t like the college atmosphere or classes, and she went to work to support herself as much as was possible. Her first few jobs held no satisfaction. Josie had no desire to work as a fast-food purveyor for the rest of her days, but she also did not want to go to college.

      A YOUNG WOMAN GOES TO WORK

      Josie’s took her first full-time job as a clerk working in the perfume section of a May Co. store in Metro Center, a large shopping mall in northwest Phoenix. She underwent training to do the job and excelled. She learned about selling her products and her bosses watched as her progress as a salesperson and an employee grew. The job came along as she turned eighteen years old. Never did she need to manage her rising time, her time to work, her work hours and time away from work without the help of her parents. It was a daunting time for her because during the first year of her job at May Co. she met a young man who wooed her.

      He studied as a law enforcement trainee in college. His law enforcement major turned her on. She fell in love with him and they moved in together. It became difficult for her to maintain her schedule of workouts along with her job and her love affair, but she managed by changing her hours at work. She began training in the early morning hours, working, playing later. Her schedule left her exhausted some days, more so at the end of the week. Her fatigue caused problems with her boyfriend who wanted to party on Friday and Saturday nights. She, on the other hand, wanted to rest up to begin the new week. She tried to accommodate him in all ways, but it was difficult and growing more so with every week which passed.

      Josie never used alcohol to excess. She chose the level of influence of alcohol. Drinks sat for long periods of time in front of her. She gave them back to the cocktail server who cleared dirty glasses off a table at which Josie and a group of friends sat. No one noticed except her boyfriend. He too chose to be a careful drinker. His name was Jamie Wentz. At twenty-one, Jamie seemed an urbane “man” to her. He attracted her, then overwhelmed her by his attentions, then got her in his bed, and she fell in love with him. She told him the first night they stayed together, “I am giving you something I have held for all my life up to this day. Are you ready to accept my virginity and my love?”

      Jamie was in heaven. She was a beautiful young girl, in love with him, hot and ready for unlimited sex. She was drop dead gorgeous when they got naked together. He almost felt inadequate but managed his usual professional job of giving them both pleasures. He cared nothing about her loving him. The conquest had been his goal all the time, the sex for a while, until he found another nubile woman unable to resist his charms. To have a virgin in his bed was not as big a deal to him as she seemed to feel it was to her. He thought it to be an overblown thing but was happy with her interior feel. He told her, “I love you too, Josie.” He lied, but he got her into his bedroom and naked.

      To him, she discovered in time, she was another conquest. It lasted for about six months and it was over. He packed up all his stuff one day and left while she worked. By then he understood she was a karate expert and he thought she might kick his ass if he hung around and tried to get one last poke. When she came home to his place on which there was rent due and utilities shut off, she found him gone. His leaving outraged her, made her angry. Josie wanted to beat the crap out of him.

      She faced the need to move out the next day. She moved home for a time. It was the only thing she could do with the little money she had available. Her mother welcomed her with open arms. Her father, not convinced Jamie was good for her from the outset, was a little cold for a day, but then they sat together and had a good mutual cry over the entire situation. She was nearing nineteen years of age, knew what she wanted to do with her life. She wanted to be a cop, but she would have to wait until she was twenty-one.

      After Jamie left her Josie railed to herself, to her parents, and to her closest friends about the injustice of the relationship. She vowed never to let another man close enough to hurt her again and proceeded on with her life as a clerk at May Co. It hurt her. Jamie created a cynical attitude about men and their sexual conquest needs. She steamed, a whole lot pissed off that Jamie was not more dependable, more what she thought he was, more what he promised her he would be. In time, she passed by all those feelings of dislocation and resumed dating, but never with a cop. The no cops rule was one she adopted early on in her career. Another of the personal rules which she adopted was never to jump in bed with a man on a whim or a first date.

      Her work at May Co. taught her there were those in our society that either could not or would not pay for such things as perfume. They would rather steal them or attempt to steal them. One day, the day she decided to become a police officer, she caught a young girl at shoplifting. It was so easy. The girl was so obvious.

      The girl was sixteen. She was good at concealing things she was stealing, but Josie noticed the girl entering the store. From time-to-time Josie kept an eye on the girl as she progressed through the store. When the girl took some perfume as Josie watched from a place the girl could not see, Josie nabbed her. The girl tried to talk her way out of the situation, saying "I have done nothing wrong that you need to be persecuting me this way."

      "Then why don't you take that perfume out of your purse and show me a receipt for where and when you purchased it."

      The girl said, "What perfume are you talking about?"

      Josie responded, "Do you want me to have security come and get you or do you want to take the stuff out of your purse now and walk out of here."

      The girl realized Josie had caught her and took out several items Josie saw her lift from the store. Josie knew store policy dictated the girl should be charged with shoplifting. Josie also knew if that happened the girl would have some severe limitations on her life possibilities. So, Josie sat her down, this sixteen-year-old, behind the perfume counter and in a few minutes sat down to talk with the girl. "What's your name?"

      "Lorrie."

      "How old are you Lorrie?"

      "I am sixteen."

      "How old do you think I am, Lorrie?"

      "I can't tell, eighteen or nineteen."

      "I am nineteen Lorrie. I am going to be leaving this job and going to the police academy as soon as I get closer to twenty-one."

      "Why are you telling me that."

      "Because I want you to understand I am already studying about the laws in this state. I have to in order to become a police officer. Does that make sense to you?"

      "I guess so."

      "Do you think you might like to go to school to become a beautician someday Lorrie, or a nail tech?"

      "I don't know. I don't have any money right now. When I cannot buy things it makes me mad, so I take them."

      "Well Lorrie if you get caught stealing like I caught you tonight and you get charged with shoplifting and get convicted it's not a big deal as far as the fine or any jail time. It is an enormous deal about what kind of jobs you can get later in your life. So, Lorrie watch what store you are in, and if you see me there you better just buy what you need or leave. Or, even if you don't see me there like you didn't see me tonight, you better just leave if you have in mind to steal anything. Is that clear enough for you Lorrie?"

      "Yes, I guess so." Josie could never know that the girl had an attraction for her. Lorrie decided she was gay when she was only fourteen. By fifteen she came out to her parents and her close friends. Lorrie had little respect for "adults." She viewed Josie as an "adult" until Josie sat and talked with her. It was a life lesson for Lorrie never forgotten. She gave in to her urges to steal again and she was caught. Josie saw her name, wondered about whether it was the same girl in arrest data around her station in the first few years she was a police officer.

      LIFE BRINGS LOSS, AND PLANS

      It was only a few weeks after Josie was devastated by Jamie’s leaving when she learned the true meaning of the word devastation. One sad and frightening day her mother announced, after a series of visits to a doctor, a diagnosis of cancer had been given her. Meryl did not tell either Josie or Bill the diagnosis was late-stage uterine cancer. The doctors with whom she consulted did not encourage her but told Meryl chemo and radiation might help give her additional time. She did not add their admonitions to the disclosure of her condition to Josie and Bill right away.

      The diagnosis shocked and surprised both Josie and her father Bill and made them sick at heart. They remained supportive and encouraging, crying when alone. Meryl gave them no indication before the diagnosis she was feeling ill, or about anything untoward existing as to her health. The two of them, Josie and Bill, worked every day. Meryl was home and took time to go to the doctors while they were at work. She had to tell them because it was going to be necessary, per her doctors, for her to take chemotherapy, and radiation therapy if she wanted to continue living for much longer.

      Meryl fought hard against the cancer, arising first in her female organs, for over a year. She researched anything which could help the chemotherapy, a god-awful time for her, to eliminate the cancer. Josie helped in whatever ways she could. Many times, she held Bill while he despaired over the treatments and how sick they made Meryl. Then, for a moment the tumors seemed to disappear, the cancer seemed to be in remission. Meryl had quite a few months of feeling well when compared to the months of chemo. The constant sickness seemed gone, but it returned with a vengeance, and within weeks Meryl was gone.

      Josie was devastated by her mother’s death. As before, Josie spent a lot of time with her mother during the period of Meryl’s illness. She and her mother were, in many ways, like two peas in a pod. They chattered with each other while performing some task in the house, each finishing a sentence for the other at times. The silence of the house when Meryl died seemed deafening to Josie. It was an instant change to their family which both Josie and Bill noticed, and which they discussed some weeks after Meryl died, laughing, and crying at the same time as they did.

      Josie and Bill grew much closer during Meryl’s illness. There was little choice for them but to console each other as Meryl vomited and slept during the chemo. They sustained each other, after Meryl’s death, through the initial stages of grief. They got along well in accomplishing the sad myriad of tasks necessary for her cremation and interment, and the settlement of all the estate issues. Josie was nearing twenty at the time her mother died.

      She had already decided when she was past twenty and six months, she would submit her application for consideration, and seek to get hired as a police officer with the Phoenix Police Department. She announced it to her father one night as they had dinner together in a small restaurant. She said, “Dad, I am going to apply, when I can in a few months, for a job with the Phoenix Police Department.”

      He didn’t know it was coming. They had discussed the topic before. It was not a surprise to him she was going to follow through with her idea to become a cop. He said, “I think your mother would be proud of you no matter what you might do, Josie. So, am I by the way, but you already knew my feelings? So why now?”

      “It is simple, Dad. I must be twenty-one to be hired as a peace officer in Arizona. Since the Academy is a little over six months long if I apply after I reach twenty and six months, I will be fine in terms of my age.”

      The Phoenix Police Department did not have a lot of women on its force when Josie applied. They seemed happy to have her as a potential member of the force. She entered the class of students starting the difficult police academy training as she crossed past the age of twenty and a little more than six months. It was a winning situation both for the department and for her. It all hinged on her completion of the rigorous training she would undergo.

      She started police training in early summer. She did not complete training until the winds of winter chilled the air. The classrooms were air conditioned, as was the gym, but the gym often stayed warm in the afternoon. The number of candidates seeking entry into the P.D., plus the Arizona heat kept the air conditioning running full time in the summer. The late fall and early winter allowed the doors and windows to open, freshening the air and the spirits of the candidates. Either way they spent much time in the gym.

      It was also necessary for her and the rest of her fellow applicants to run during the day, every day, around an outside track. She tried to get up early to get in at least a mile every morning. Her willingness to get more fit, to raise her ability to pursue a perpetrator in time, was noticed by her supervisors. They also saw her practicing karate moves and wondered how she would handle the notion those moves might not be available on the streets.

      Josie’s lack of formal education made the initial classes in the law confusing. Two other young women attended these classes in the first weeks. The three of them banded together right away in an “us against the world” group. The women studied together, helping each other to grasp the concepts coming at them in bunches. They ran together in the mornings, the other two moaning and griping, and unable to finish a full mile. After two weeks passed in the classes, with the help of her friends, Josie felt comfortable and excelled in absorbing the curriculum. Her two classmates did not measure up even though they tried hard. Neither of them ever conquered one mile, and never could make the five miles in seven minutes required at the end of the course. They dropped away, but Josie stayed and excelled. All the supervisors in the Academy touted Josie as a “comer,” one who might make a helluva cop. Much remained for her to experience and accomplish in the Academy even though she got recognition.
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