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Praise for Cop Under Fire


“Sheriff David Clarke has truly moved beyond race and politics, which allows him to look through the reality prism of crime in America. He is an ‘America First’ law enforcement officer and one of the finest and stalwart gentlemen I’ve ever met. Sheriff Clarke understands our Constitution and knows what to do to restore civility to our country. Respect for the law and its enforcement is his badge of honor. Every citizen must read this book!”


—Paul E. Vallely, Major General, US Army (Ret)
Chairman, Stand Up America/Glacial Forum,
Chairman, Legacy National Security Advisory Group,
and Chairman, Syrian Liaison Group


“At a time when too many leaders value political correctness above honest discussion, Sheriff David Clarke provides a much-needed voice of reason in tackling America’s challenges. He speaks his mind, and his no-nonsense approach to law and order is exactly what we need to make our country safer. Clarke knows that criminals commit crimes—not guns. His commitment to protecting law-abiding gun owners while getting criminals off the street is a model for all leaders.”


—Chris W. Cox
Executive Director, NRA Institute for Legislative Action


“Sheriff David Clarke is an American hero, and a powerful voice against the racist radicals who have declared war on our police. Sheriff Clarke understands the radical nature of this movement and the threat it poses to the frontline defenders of our communities, and especially our inner-city communities. We owe him a debt of gratitude for standing up to the haters and destroyers, and for speaking the truth. We owe it to ourselves to read this brave book and arm ourselves for the battles ahead.”


—David Horowitz
Author, Political Analyst, and
Founder of the David Horowitz Freedom Center


“The media and political establishment in my community is obsessed with silencing Sheriff David Clarke because his message threatens their culture of entitlement, excuse making, and race hustling. Sheriff Clarke doesn’t back down because the people have his back. Even in a predominantly liberal community, his message of law and order, accountability, and self-empowerment resonates. He is one of America’s most important cultural voices.


—Mark Belling
Talk Radio Host for 1130 WISN-AM in Milwaukee and
Columnist for Newspapers Including the Milwaukee Post


“At a time when America seems to have lost its way, Sheriff David Clarke offers critically important leadership, both as one of the nation’s top cops and as a much-needed public truth teller. His no-nonsense approach to law enforcement and unwavering sense of moral clarity are invaluable as we begin to restore our foundational principles and bring this exceptional nation back to full strength. A must-read.”


—Monica Crowley, Ph.D.
Fox News Channel,
The Washington Times


“If you have already encountered David Clarke in action—whether knocking the stuffing out of a supercilious TV news anchor or delivering a clarion defense of law and order at the Republican National Convention—you will feel right at home with this rousing survey of the present American scene. If, however, this is your first—and, sadly, belated—exposure to Sheriff Clarke, be prepared for the ride of your life. Clarke is a unique voice today: fearless in his contempt for political correctness and eloquent in his articulation of core American values. There is no more influential spokesman for the police; he has fought back relentlessly against the dangerous lies spread by the Black Lives Matter movement. In Cop Under Fire, Clarke takes on the social destruction wrought by the liberal crusade against personal responsibility. He movingly recounts his disciplined upbringing, providing a model of the only solution to urban dysfunction that can possibly succeed: committed, responsible parents. Clarke’s clashes with the Democratic political machine in Milwaukee are a lesson in true democratic values, based on responsiveness to public needs. One can only hope that the fortuitous timing of Cop Under Fire, coming as the country embarks on a radically new presidential administration, is a sign that the era of delusional victimology and identity politics is coming to an end.”


—Heather Mac Donald
Thomas W. Smith Fellow at the Manhattan Institute and Author of The War on Cops


“My mother once told me, ‘Someday, everybody has to sit on their own bottom.’ That’s a message Sheriff Clarke addresses so personally and eloquently with this book. If America listens and learns, we’ll be a better nation for it, and certainly a more united one.”


—T. Boone Pickens
Chairman/CEO of BP Capital


“I have had the pleasure of getting to know Sheriff David Clarke over the past twelve months. Over this short time period, Sheriff Clarke has shown that he is a man of tremendous character who exemplifies honesty and integrity. His beliefs are based not only in academia but also real-world, personal experiences, which makes his words invaluable. He does not put political affiliation, race, or gender before his patriotism for the great nation—this in itself gives him immense credibility and exemplifies leadership. I implore all to read Cop Under Fire, because Sheriff Clarke’s personal first-hand experiences will provide all with a better example of racism, its causes, and how the liberal Left continues to use it for their agenda at the expense of police officers’ lives. Sheriff Clarke is a tremendous leader, follower, and a strong voice of reason who needs to be heard by all!”


—Kris “Tanto” Paronto
Former Ranger (2nd Battalion, 75th Regiment),
Security and Military Consultant, and
Hero of Benghazi Attack


“Cop Under Fire is a revealing narrative by an experienced law enforcement officer who understands both the cultural clashes that are occurring in American society and the public safety concerns of the average, hard-working, law-abiding American—no matter their color. Sheriff Clarke’s rejection of the identity politics that are being used to divide our nation and his dedication to telling the truth makes him the kind of honorable, principled public official we see all too little of these days.”


—Hans A. von Spakovsky
Senior Legal Fellow, The Heritage Foundation, and Former U.S. Justice Department Official
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To the men and women who are privileged to wear the badge and uniform of their local community and, while serving and protecting, put themselves in harm’s way … and to the proud profession of policing that has been a part of my life for nearly four decades.
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by Sean Hannity


I FIRST MET SHERIFF DAVID CLARKE when he came on my show to talk politics, but I immediately knew he wasn’t like many of the other conservatives I’d ever met. Sheriff Clarke, with this cowboy hat and boots, doesn’t look like your typical Wisconsin resident. In fact, he looks like a sheriff out of an old wild west movie. He’s a man with honor and courage, values that are more common in those old films than in pop culture these days.


That’s why I love Cop Under Fire: Moving Beyond Hashtags of Race, Crime, and Politics for a Better America. It’s about a man from the Milwaukee projects who thrived amidst challenging circumstances, who overcame racial politics in the police department, and who rose to the office of Milwaukee County Sheriff. It’s about a man who dared to call out America’s first black president for his lies, corruption, and disregard for the constitutional process. It’s about a man who runs and was elected as a Democrat, but instead of buying into the modern liberalism dogma of the Left, he chooses to live by his principles and force the Democrat Party to excommunicate him if they don’t like it.


David Clarke refuses to bow a knee to political correctness, and he refuses to give his party over to the kinds of black activists whose policies would destroy America. That’s why I have Sheriff Clarke on my show so frequently: he says things you need to hear. Some viewers don’t like his straightforward approach, thinking that he’s too blunt or not sufficiently “tolerant.” In fact, some of my colleagues at Fox have said he is too controversial. But I keep inviting him back because he says important things, usually, in the most memorable way possible.


Apparently, America agrees with me: it’s time for some straight talk.


I think Sheriff Clarke makes people uneasy because he defies easy categorization. He’s black, but he’s against Black Lives Matter. He ran as a Democrat in Milwaukee, but he spoke at the Republican National Convention. He’s from an urban area but he’s more conservative than an Alabama tea party member. It’s easier for people to stereotype than to deal with the actual man and his actual beliefs. That’s why you hear people criticizing the man but rarely criticizing the substance of his arguments.


That’s why I like the guy. As many of you know, I was born in New York City. I’ve also raised eyebrows by saying that I’m a “registered Conservative” and not a Republican—though people often mistake me for one. While some people believe that “conservatism” only thrives in rural areas, I love seeing people like Sheriff Clarke who hails from an area not typically known for producing conservatives. Isn’t it time to think beyond the old categories of Republicans and Democrats? People who live in the real, complicated world tend to learn really fast what works and what doesn’t—no matter where they live or what color their skin. And reality teaches lessons in conservatism.


For Sheriff Clarke, those lessons have been hard won.


Remember when the election of Barack Obama was supposed to signal the end of race issues in America? Well, that hasn’t happened, has it—and some bad racial moments have happened in Milwaukee. In spite of President Obama’s eight-year term—or maybe because of it—this nation is more divided than ever on issues of color. How we can rise above our current division to once again be a truly united people in pursuit of liberty and justice for all?


In this book, Sheriff Clarke writes about the lessons he’s learned over the course of his thirty-eight years of law enforcement and shows once again that he’s a true American. He writes about how his traditional upbringing in the housing projects of Milwaukee improbably molded him into the cowboy-hat-and-boot-wearing sheriff we know and love today. He tells about why he recorded a public service announcement in 2013 in which he told residents of his county that they needed to play a role in defending themselves and their families, explaining that self-protection is not something to be outsourced to the government and encouraging citizens to consider taking a firearm safety course. This caused liberals all over America to foam at the mouth, even though the Second Amendment has been alive and well since it was ratified in 1791.


He also reveals the hard, ugly truth behind “Black LIES Matter” (as he likes to call them), which will forever change the way you look at this nefarious political movement. In one particularly chilling chapter, he explains why he thinks this movement should be called a terrorist organization … and I defy you to disagree once you hear his reasoning.


But this book is not all gloom and doom, focusing on how bad things are in this nation. To the contrary, Sheriff Clarke presents interesting solutions to problems that have plagued us for decades. He even explains how “we the people” can wrest power away from a federal government too eager to wield its authority and bully anyone with whom they disagree politically. Plus, he talks about a constitutional solution to government overreach that should make both liberals and conservatives happy.


Here’s the truth: the principles Sheriff Clarke stands for are the same principles this nation was built on. He’s much more than the Milwaukee County Sheriff. He’s America’s Sheriff … and Cop Under Fire is must-reading for people who love this great country. In Obama’s “post-racial” society, this is the kind of leadership we have lacked but so desperately need. I always say this guy should run for president. In the meantime, I guess we’ll have to settle for this book—the right book about race for these racially confusing times.
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From Rebellion to Respect for the Badge


AS THE SQUAD CAR ROLLED PAST our house just outside the projects of Milwaukee one summer afternoon, I clenched my hand into a tight fist. My friends and I had been hanging out in the front yard, and I was in a rebellious mood.


It was 1969. The previous year, it seemed our nation was changing at breakneck speed. Martin Luther King Jr. was shot dead outside his room at the Lorraine Motel in Memphis; Robert Kennedy was murdered in Los Angeles; Apollo 8 was the first manned spacecraft to orbit the moon; fictional Star Trek character Enterprise Capt. James Kirk kissed Lt. Nyota Uhura in America’s first televised interracial kiss; and riots broke out at the Democratic National Convention in Chicago. Also, two black American athletes made history at the summer Olympics after winning gold and bronze medals in the 200-meter race. As our national anthem played, Tommie Smith and John Carlos stood on the podium, shocking the world with heads bowed and black-gloved fists raised high in the air to protest discrimination against black people back home. As they left the podium, the crowd booed, but Smith didn’t back down. “We are black, and we are proud of being black,” he said. “Black America will understand what we did tonight.”


We did.


Watching those Olympic Games about two thousand miles away in Milwaukee, we knew inherently that there was something wrong with America. The raised fist had become the universal symbol of black solidarity. That’s why, when the police car got in front of my house at 39th and Kaul Avenue, I thrust my fist into the air and planted my feet into the ground.


Black pride. Black power. You aren’t welcome here, my raised fist conveyed to the police officers.


At least that’s what I wanted them to understand. The cops apparently didn’t get the message. Instead of being intimidated, they suddenly stopped their car. Two officers got out and began walking over to me. The grins on my friends’ faces faded. Out of respect, I lowered my arm, walked to the policemen, and looked down at my shoes. But just as the police began to open their mouths to question me, my worst nightmare came true.


The front door of my house creaked behind me and out came my father, David Clarke Sr. He squinted in the afternoon sun as he assessed the situation, and my heart nearly stopped beating.


My Dad, the Ranger


My father joined the US Army when he was sixteen, just three years older than I was when I raised my fist in defiance. He was assigned to a tank battalion in Fort Knox, Kentucky, but he really wanted to be a paratrooper. Ranger training hadn’t even been offered to black soldiers before then, but he was able to go to Fort Benning, Georgia, to train with the Second Ranger Infantry Company—the army’s first, last, and only all-black Rangers. Since he was the only person in the Rangers to come from a tank battalion, they called him “Tank.”


When war broke out in Korea, UN forces pushed the North Korean Army as far north as the Yalu River. But when Chinese troops poured over the border to help the North Koreans, America realized the South Koreans might face defeat if they didn’t fully utilize the skills of these black Rangers. Could black Rangers be elite? There were many differing opinions on that, but the army needed them. Consequently, members of the Second Ranger Infantry Company had two very divided lives.


Stateside, they were black soldiers living under the inequity of segregation. In combat, however, they were well-respected members of a top-notch fighting force. Though the army was the last military branch to comply with Harry S. Truman’s 1948 executive order committing the government to integrating the armed services, the inefficiencies of separate hospitals or aid stations were unaffordable; combat troops of all ethnicities were mixed together. On March 23, 1951, the Second Ranger Infantry Company loaded onto a plane headed to Munsan-ni for a jump. One black Ranger, as he prepared to make history, observed, “It took the Chinese to integrate the American Army.”1


Buffalo Soldiers. That’s what they called them. Though there are a few stories floating around about the origin of the nickname, apparently the Cheyenne saw black soldiers fighting in the plains back in 1870 and compared their curly hair and color to those of buffalos. In World War I, black soldiers adopted the nickname and wore a shoulder patch of a solitary black buffalo to indicate their division. In 1942, they even somehow got a live buffalo as a mascot. By the time my dad was in the army, the term was a sign of respect. Embracing the name helped the soldiers declare, “We are Rangers and we carry the tradition of earlier Buffalo soldiers. We are strong, we are resilient, and we are united to destroy the enemy.”


But no matter how determined they were, they had no idea what they were getting into. The war was hard on the Second Ranger Infantry Company even before they got into battle. Frostbite was rampant since temperatures in Korea dipped below zero and bitter winds ripped through the combat clothing left over from World War II.


One January morning, they headed out to meet the enemy. My dad was a First Platoon BAR runner. BAR stood for Browning Automatic Rifle. He carried his weapon and ammo for the 60mm mortar over an old, abandoned railroad track. Since they found it too difficult to reload in the mountainous terrain, the Rangers doubled the amount of ammunition they carried.


That evening, they ate C rations and slept on the frozen ground. The next morning, they awakened stiff and cold and began making their way down the treacherous mountain. During their journey, they received enemy fire. One American soldier was shot while eating a can of beans. Within seconds another soldier was killed with several others wounded. My dad, his friend Corporal Lawrence “Poochie” Williams, and the others took cover behind a boulder, but they didn’t have a good line of sight to the enemy. “Put some fire on those hills,” my dad heard, an order he obeyed. Turns out, the boulder wasn’t as protective as they’d hoped, especially when they realized that some fire was coming from behind.


“Sergeant Freeman, Poochie got hit in his head!” my dad heard just as his friend’s corpse nearly fell on him. Poochie had hated wearing his steel helmet and wasn’t wearing one on that fateful day—it’s not clear it would’ve saved his life. He got hit in the head, and the bullet came out of his eye. A bullet ripped open another Ranger’s chin, and another was hit twice and fatally in the neck. Private First Class Robert St. Thomas was near my father when a bullet went through his foot.


“Is that a bullet hole?” he asked as he peeled back his shoe pack. It was so cold he could barely feel the wound.


“You’ve been hit,” my dad confirmed.


By that time, my dad had used all of his ammo but one magazine, and soldiers were getting shot all around him. “Everybody out!” he heard. As they retreated under a shower of enemy fire, many more Americans were killed or wounded. This included St. Thomas. The last time my dad saw him alive was when he was inspecting his bullet-pierced, frozen foot.


“Come on out,” a soldier named Dude Walker with an M1 said. “I got you covered.”


Because of his own bravery and the bravery of others—but most important by the hand of God—my dad survived that skirmish. But no matter how brave they were, it wasn’t enough for some people.


The Second Ranger Infantry Company was attached to the X Corps, led by General Edward M. Almond. He was one of those people in the military who still didn’t support racial integration of the troops. “No white man wants to be accused of leaving the battle line. The Negro doesn’t care,” he said. “People think being from the South we don’t like Negroes. Not at all. But we understand his capabilities. And we don’t want to sit at the table with them.”2 He frequently discussed black soldiers’ incompetence, cowardly nature, and ignorance.


No matter what the general said, the Second Ranger Infantry Company served with valor and courage. They received the Combat Infantry Streamer awarded to units that received more than 65 percent of casualties in a particular engagement.


General Douglas MacArthur recognized the importance and historical significance of Dad’s company. “I have one criticism of negro troops who fought under my command in the Korean War,” he said. “They didn’t send me enough of them.”


My dad returned to Milwaukee as a sergeant with a chest full of medals. There, he married Geraldine and worked for the post office. Together, they had five kids. I was the second-born but oldest son, and we had a peaceful life. When I was younger, we lived in a housing project on the north side called Berryland, but after I turned twelve, we moved to a compact house with white aluminum siding and wide awnings a few blocks away. My parents lived frugally, living simply so they could send all of their kids to Catholic school. We never had new cars or went on vacations. Well, to be clear, our idea of a vacation was piling in the car and visiting my grandmother in Beloit.


Every morning, we’d get bundled up and walk about five blocks to St. Albert School, a large off-white brick building surrounded by an asphalt playground and a chain-link fence. The nuns at school held complete sway over our behavior, their raised rulers coming down hard on us when we strayed from the straight and narrow path. We knew not to cross them in the classroom, but our fear extended beyond the schoolhouse doors. Blocks away, we felt the lingering effects of their discipline. As soon as we got about three blocks from school, we knew to cross the road and walk double file down the sidewalk until we reached the intersection where the crossing guard would escort us across the street to school. Why double file? That configuration, the nuns told us, allowed two kids to be on the sidewalk without blocking the way for any adult pedestrians who might be coming our way. We never even dreamed of doing something as radical as walking in a group down the sidewalk as if we owned it, making anyone who walked toward us go around us … even outside their domain. There at St. Albert, I developed my love of learning and books, but I also loved sports.


My hero was my dad’s brother Frank. Named after Franklin Delano Roosevelt, he was a great athlete who was drafted out of the University of Colorado in the fifth round of the 1956 NFL draft by the Cleveland Browns. He played one season in Ohio before the Cowboys picked him up in the expansion draft. For Dallas, he became the first receiver with more than one thousand receiving yards. He’s often described as the first black athlete who was a star, even though his host city was racially divided at the time. He held the Cowboys season touchdown reception record until a few years ago when Terrell Owens broke it. Terrell signed a football and sent it to my uncle when that happened. Frequently, people ask me where I got my affinity for my trademark cowboy hat and cowboy boots. It goes back to my love of my uncle and his success for Dallas.


My dad’s other brother, Edwin Clarke, wrote for The Milwaukee Journal and hosted black public affairs programs on local television. My father had, I suppose, a less prominent job. Every Sunday, he’d get up and meticulously iron his postman’s uniform before the start of the week. The man could press a seam. My mother was a stay-at-home mom until we were school age. Then she worked as a secretary for Milwaukee Public Schools. Even though they were working parents, they kept a strict rein on us kids.


My friends would go to a nearby train trestle, grocery store, or corner drugstore after school, but my dad allowed me to go only to our neighborhood park, which was just an empty field a few blocks from home. My father said, “No farther,” so the park was the unofficial boundary line of my life. I didn’t know how big the city was because I rarely left the neighborhood. My siblings and I weren’t out running the streets. My father didn’t go for that, nor did he go for hanging out. Everything that I did took place within a few steps of my home. When the streetlights went on at dusk, I’d better be at home. If not, my dad would drive through the streets looking for me. Once I got home, he hid my shoes to ensure I was not tempted to sneak out.


“You have no business standing around doing nothing,” he always told me. “You’ll be at our house.”


“How can I see my friends?”


“If your friends want to see you so bad, they can come over here.” He didn’t add “where I can keep an eye on you,” but he didn’t have to. He had the reputation of being the strictest father on the block. He wouldn’t tolerate disrespect and definitely didn’t suffer fools. I bristled under his watchful eye, but I also knew he had my back.


An Unforgettable Moment


A few months before I raised my fist to the cops, I had been on our neighborhood playground, which was nothing more than an asphalt basketball court (with bases painted on it for baseball too) and a swing set. I was swinging with my buddies, all who were white, when some older kids came up. Back then, teenagers who were sixteen to eighteen were either “hood” or “college” (pronounced coleej). These guys were hoods.


“Get off that swing, n—,” one of them said to me.


Even though I lived in a predominantly white neighborhood, it was the first time someone had called me that word publicly. I got off the swing and shuffled home, embarrassed and hurt not so much because of the name but because I’d been called it in front of my friends. I’d never seen myself as different, but there it was—the color of my skin pointed out in the most embarrassing fashion.


“What’s wrong?” my mom asked when I walked in the house. I was bawling.


“We were on the swings,” I cried, “and they kicked us off and one called me n—.”


“David, you know what I always say. Sticks and stones will break your bones, but words can never hurt you.”


I tried to find comfort in her singsongy advice, but it was cold comfort. That’s when my dad came in the room.


“What’s going on?” As soon as my mother explained the situation, he started to head out the door.


“Dave, don’t,” she said. “Stay.”


But my dad pointed at me and said, “Come with me.”


“Those guys?” my dad asked when we walked into the park. The hoods were still on the swings, slowly going back and forth as they talked. My dad went straight to them and with a raised voice said, “Get off those swings!”


They obeyed more quickly than I had complied to their demand a few minutes earlier.


“Which one of you called my son a n—?” he asked.


“It wasn’t me, it wasn’t me,” they all said. They knew my dad was a no-nonsense man, and they were rightfully afraid of him. He didn’t lay a hand on them, but he put the fear of God in them.


My dad stuck up for me, and I knew I would never forget this moment. But he also was adamant that I was not a victim. He never encouraged the racial hypersensitivity seen too frequently today. Though he never talked to me about it outright, I knew he didn’t like identity politics and wouldn’t have his son participate in such nonsense.


When I raised my fists to the police, as soon as my father appeared in the door, my friends’ curiosity over the impending interaction with the police disappeared. They grabbed their bikes and left—no words spoken. Even they respected my father.


“What’s going on here?” my dad asked, his eyes squinting as he tried to adjust to the afternoon autumn sun. “Is there a problem, officer?”


“Your son called us over,” one said. “We were driving by, and he raised his hand. We figured he needed us.”


The other added, “Actually, he raised his fist.”


I was a rule follower, so a raised fist was not typical behavior. On that day, this usually shy and reserved kid wanted to impress my friends; I wanted the cops to know I didn’t like them; I wanted to make a statement. Now that I’m older and fully appreciate all that my dad went through in the war—the segregation, the insults, the slander, the deaths around him—without complaining, I bet he couldn’t imagine that his kid had a reason in the world to be angry at those cops.


My dad placed his hand on my shoulder and said—without changing his calm tone of voice—“I’ll take care of it.”


The officers nodded, got back in their car, and drove away. I would’ve rather been handcuffed and dragged down to the station than be left there with my dad. When we got inside the house, he turned to me and asked, “What do you think you’re doing?”


I didn’t answer. I knew not to make excuses.


“You never mess with the police,” he said. “Never.”


There was something in the tone of his voice and his steady gaze. The police knew my dad would handle my attitude. My dad knew he could handle it. And I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that I would never do that again.


And I didn’t.


The Irony of Life


In an ironic twist of fate, I actually became a Milwaukee police officer. For eleven years, I patrolled my beats on foot or in a car going through the streets of our city just like those two officers so many years earlier. In 1989, I was promoted to detective. Nine months later, I was selected for the specialized Homicide Division, where I helped investigate more than four hundred murders over a four-year span. In 1992, I was promoted to lieutenant of detectives and assigned to the Criminal Investigation Bureau as shift commander of the Crimes Against Property Division, the Violent Crimes Unit. In 1996, I was promoted again to become captain of police and soon became commander of the department’s First District (Milwaukee’s business and entertainment center) and ultimately the Department’s Intelligence Division. And all of that was before I became sheriff of Milwaukee County.


Over the years, I’ve had a front-row seat to the staggering ways our nation has changed, and believe me, a great deal has changed, as life always does, but not always for the better.


Here’s how my story would go in 2017:


A black kid and his friends are hanging out on their front yard when they see a patrol car coming slowly through their neighborhood.


One kid curses at the police officers, picks up a rock, and throws it at their car. His friends laugh and extend their middle fingers to the cops. The car stops, and the officers get out.


“You can’t come over here, pig,” one yells. “This is private property!”


“We’re on the sidewalk,” the officer says, his hand held up to calm the boys. “This is public property.”


The door opens, and the mother of one boy runs down the steps as she shouts, “Get outta here! Why are you bothering these boys?”


The situation escalates as one kid picks up a rock and hits a policeman square in the face.


The other police officer drops the kid, putting him in handcuffs. The mother, wailing all the while, whips out her cell phone as the policeman tries to hold him down and keep the others from interfering with the arrest.


“Quit brutalizing him!” she screams. “He’s a good kid!” The kid resists arrest, screaming, “We were just talking!” The dramatic footage leads the six o’clock news. For the next few days, Black Lives Matter protestors set up camp around the boy’s house. The officer is accused of racism and is put on leave. The YouTube video of the incident is seen more than a million times, #TalkingWhileBlack becomes a widely used hashtag, and political pundits on both sides of the aisle use this incident as a Rorschach test.


When you watch this, do you see an out-of-control police force or an out-of-control kid? Your answer says a great deal about you. Fights on Facebook break out among the closest of friends, and the fabric of society tears just a little more.


What has happened to America? It seems as though incidents such as these—and others far worse—happen across the nation with startling regularity.


You probably picked up this book because you have seen me on television or heard me on the radio. But I have to admit: most handwringing pundits have no idea what they’re talking about when it comes to “police brutality,” racial politics, and the intersection of law enforcement and some of the poorer people of America. I want to shed light on these topics—and more—to give Americans a better understanding of the scope of the problem, the challenges we’re facing, and—I hope—some solutions.


Scratch that. Thomas Sowell is famous for saying, “There are no solutions, just tradeoffs.” I agree. As America becomes increasingly divided and polarized, there are no easy answers to what ails us, but it’s never too late to view our problems with open eyes, look to God for answers, stop blaming the wrong people, and realize that what has worked in the past might still work in the future.
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Political Shakedown: Give Me Your $29 or Else


IN JANUARY 2002, Milwaukee County Sheriff Leverett F. Baldwin resigned midway through his term, so I decided to apply. Ultimately Republican Governor Scott McCallum would select from the ten people who threw their hat in the ring.


On the application for the appointment, one question gave me pause: “If selected, what party will you run under during the next election?” After being appointed, the replacement would be facing a political campaign in another five months. I wasn’t terribly interested in politics.


Republican? Democrat? I placed my pen in the “Republican” box and checked it. I wasn’t incredibly wedded to that designation, but it felt like a better fit than the Democratic Party. I was a “law and order” police officer, of course, which seemed more naturally attuned to the GOP. The next portion was an interview with a panel of six people, which I felt I’d handled pretty well. The only thing to do was wait. But there was one slight problem. Every year, I go on vacation with my wife, Julie, her sister, and her husband to celebrate our anniversary, and I worried I’d miss the call.


“I just wanted you to know I’m going out of the country,” I told the governor’s chief legal counsel. “So I wanted to leave you the number of the condo where we’ll be staying.”


I remember sitting poolside in the Cayman Islands when my brother-in-law called down, “Hey, David, the governor’s office is on the phone.”


“You’re lying!” I yelled up to him.


“No, it’s the governor’s office,” he said more urgently, his hand covering the phone receiver.


Reluctantly, I went up there and grabbed the phone. He wasn’t lying.


The first thing the governor’s representative said was, “Don’t read anything into this, but if you get the appointment, you need to consider running as a Democrat.”


He had barely finished the sentence before I blurted, “Absolutely not!”


“This is a Democratic county,” he said. “You can’t get elected as a Republican here.”


“Sure I can,” I explained. “I have a good message, and I know a thing or two about police work.” But I was naïve because I thought you could win an elected office based on principles alone. Though I’d lived in Milwaukee my whole life, I wasn’t involved in elected politics and had no idea what I was getting into.


“Look, if you get the appointment and have to run in the election,” he said, “you’ll need to be a Democrat.”


Still, I wasn’t happy.


“Just sleep on it,” he said. “Enjoy the rest of your vacation. We think you’ll be busy when you get back.”


That’s when I realized I’d probably get the appointment.


But me a Democrat?


The Rumor Mill


After we returned home, Julie and I met with Governor McCallum. I imagined the first topic of discussion would be my choice of a political party, so I was quite shocked when he said, “I have to ask a delicate question. Why does the Milwaukee Police union hate you?”


At the time, I was no longer in the union, even though I’d been in it fourteen years. I didn’t know what to say.


“I was told appointing you would be my biggest political mistake.”


Apparently, the union had been calling the governor’s office and encouraging him to choose a different replacement.


After a brief pause, he said, “Also, I have to ask, are you telling us absolutely everything?” He looked back and forth between us.


The governor was facing a reelection campaign in five months as well, so I understood his need to know exactly who he was dealing with. But I sensed he was fishing for something. “What are you talking about? I’ve been completely transparent.”


“We’re hearing something about a domestic violence incident.”


My blood ran cold. The same rumor had emerged when I was a captain in District One—the downtown district. One day when I had gone into work, my lieutenant entered my office and said, “I heard the police came to your house last night to investigate domestic violence.”


“What?” I had asked, incredulous. “There weren’t police at my house last night.”


A few more cops had approached me about it over the course of the next few days, and friends had also begun calling Julie.


“He doesn’t beat me,” she had told them, exasperated. The rumor had even reached her parents in northern Wisconsin, putting her in an awkward position. “No, everything’s fine,” she had reassured them.


At the time, I had gone to the office of the assistant chief, who would’ve been notified if one of his captains had been called for domestic violence.


“Hey, you guys have to help me kill this rumor,” I had told him. “It’s not true.”


“I know,” he had said, “but after consulting with the chief, he thinks it would add fuel to the fire if we put out an official statement. Just let it go.”


“I want my name cleared,” I had protested before ultimately submitting to their counsel.


I regretted that decision now as I was looking into the eyes of a very concerned governor.


“It’s a hoax,” I said immediately. “It’s not like a call was made and the cops said there was a misunderstanding. There was no call … ever.”


“Julie,” the governor asked, “what can you tell me about it?”


She began to cry. “I’ve never called the police,” she explained. “No police have ever been to my house about domestic violence. Ever.”


The media had poked around for gossip but found nothing. That’s when the rumor morphed. It hadn’t happened in Milwaukee, the new rumor suggested, but in northern Wisconsin. That had caused the media to call Green Bay’s police department looking for something—anything—that would have given them dirt on me. When nothing turned up, the rumor changed to suggest the chief had ordered the destruction of all the records of my domestic violence call.


Have you ever heard of the logical fallacy of a loaded question? The most classic example is this: “Have you stopped beating your wife?” Whether the person answers yes or no, he’s in a bad spot. Either answer presupposes that he has, in fact, beaten his wife at some time in the past.


I felt as if I was in that horrible position. How do you deny something that never happened? All you can do is go into denial mode, which makes you look guilty. The fact that you can’t be proven innocent leaves a shadow of uncertainty. Other than the fact that there were no records and Julie backed me up, I couldn’t prove it didn’t happen.


To make matters worse, I wasn’t sure who I’d offended. I had been an up-and-comer, so I have to assume the rumors had started because people knew I was going places. Perhaps some had believed I’d gotten the promotion they deserved. I finished number two on the lieutenant’s list, and although I had been slightly disappointed not to have received the top score, I knew I had done my best to prepare myself, using vacation time and every spare minute off duty to study. The only other time I had worked harder in my life was when I was finishing my bachelor’s and master’s degrees. But when the scores came out, immediately people claimed the test was fixed for minorities. I tried not to let it get to me, but it did.


Maybe the rumors were started because people thought I didn’t deserve what I was getting. Maybe it was because I was married to a nice-looking white woman. Who knows? I just knew someone had attempted to assassinate my character, and it had followed me for years.


After the governor talked to Julie, he turned to me and said, “The fact that the Milwaukee Police Association was working against you helps you. I’m mad they treated you that way.”


At the news conference announcing my appointment, I proudly stood before my parents, Julie’s parents, my colleagues, and my friends. Yes, it had been a tough road, but I had survived the slander, and my merit was obvious to all.
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