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Broken Blue: Our Family’s Long Walk to Justice

Author’s Note

This book is written with shaking hands and a breaking heart — by a wife and a mother whose life was torn apart in a way no warning could soften. It is not a legal document. It is not a political argument. It is a record of pain, loss, and survival. It is our truth, written because silence nearly buried us.
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Chapter 1: Before the Sirens
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We were a happy family. Ordinary. Unremarkable. Safe.

At the time, that safety felt permanent. It did not announce itself or ask to be protected. It lived quietly in routines we repeated without thought. Mornings began before sunrise, alarm clocks ringing while the house was still dark and cold. I moved through the kitchen on instinct—switching the kettle on, packing lunches, checking schoolbags while the children slept curled beneath blankets. Shoes were always missing by the door. Someone was always late. These were the small irritations of a life that worked.

Our days followed a familiar rhythm. School runs. Work schedules written on the calendar. Dinner cooked between homework questions and tired conversations. We argued about ordinary things—money stretching thin at the end of the month, whose turn it was to fetch the children, whether we could afford something now or had to wait. The future felt open and negotiable. There was time to fix things.

In the evenings, when everyone was home, the house filled with sound. Plates clattering in the sink. Television murmuring in the background. Laughter that came easily because nothing had yet taught us to be careful with joy. Happiness did not feel dramatic or fragile. It felt unearned in the best way—simply there, waiting for us every day.

My husband’s work was woven into that pattern. His uniform hung ready, folded with care. Fifteen years of service showed in the way he prepared for duty, quiet and focused. He carried heavy things because the job required it, but he tried not to bring them home. When he did, he carried them gently, setting them down in silence rather than words. I learned not to press. Some stories could not be told without changing the person who told them.

There were sacrifices we accepted without resentment. Missed birthdays. Holidays postponed. Long nights when he left while we slept and returned when the house was already awake again. We framed those absences as proof of purpose. We told ourselves they mattered because the work mattered. That belief allowed us to endure the cost.

Faith lived easily then. It was not something we examined or questioned. We believed in fairness, in effort, in the idea that integrity counted for something. We believed that systems existed to protect people doing their best. We believed that service earned trust. We did not imagine a world where these beliefs could be turned against us.

Looking back now, the innocence hurts more than I expected it to. There is a particular pain in knowing you were not reckless or naïve, only unaware. We were not reckless with our lives. We planned carefully. We worried responsibly. We loved sincerely. None of that prepared us for what came next.

The last morning before everything changed looked like all the others. Breakfast on the table. A rushed goodbye. A casual promise to see each other later—a sentence so ordinary it barely registered as hope. When my husband kissed us goodbye, there was no fear in that moment. Only routine.
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