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For my family





Prologue


He wants to take a shower so I make it ready for him, turning the stiff chrome handle until the water is perfect.


Everything, everything has to be perfect for him. If he doesn’t like the temperature of the water. If I add too much cream to his coffee. If I don’t weigh exactly 116 pounds.


The consequences are never the same. I would love to know that when I fuck up I will just get the shit kicked out of me, but every time is different. Sometimes it’s just a beating. Sometimes I have to face the wall while he whips me with a rubber hose. Other times, my head in the toilet until I can’t breathe. Or this: brushing my teeth with Mechanics hand cleaner while he grabs my throat so I can’t swallow.


This time I am careful not to fuck up. I only need a few minutes. Just enough time to go downstairs for the gun. Most of the weapons have been hidden away except for the revolver he keeps in the shop for protection. He never sells from the house, but sometimes he’ll negotiate there.


He has a name, but I can’t speak or even spell it. I’ll call him my dealer.


While he’s in the shower, my job is to get his clothes ready, make his coffee, load a bowl with dope, bring everything into the bathroom, and stay there until he is ready to get out.


But not today. Not today.


My plan is to kill him, then kill myself. I’ll get him coming out of the shower.


I walk down the stairs and go into the shop. I don’t know if it’s morning or night and I don’t even care. I’m on tweaker time. I’ve been up for days.


The revolver is exactly where I know it is, in the back of a drawer in his worktable, in a FedEx envelope addressed to his friend Joe. A Ruger .38 with a black handle and wood inlay, disassembled.


Putting together a revolver isn’t difficult, but only if I remain calm. I move into work mode. In recruit school we had this saying: slow is smooth and smooth is fast. If you’re trying to rush putting a mag in your firearm you’ll fumble it up. If you take your time it goes faster in the end.


I insert the cylinder, then the trigger guard, steady, thinking clearly. I’m not shaking. Except for my hands, I’m completely still, focusing so hard on listening. I can still hear the shower going, the water running through the pipes down to the basement.


I’ve thought about leaving a note for my family, for Keawe, but I have been too scared the dealer would find it or see me writing it. For me there are no hiding places in this house, no secrets from him. I figure I can write to the people I love after I kill him, before I kill myself. I have thought a lot about what I want to write, but all I can really say is that I love them, and that I’m sorry. I’m not going to try to explain anything. There is no explanation for what I have done and what has been done to me. Just Sorry and I love you, that’s all.


Will they ever see the note? Who will even find us—the dealer’s friend Joe or one of his drug groupies? Will they bother to call the cops?


How will they even know who I am?


I push these thoughts away. I need to stay focused. Slow is smooth, smooth is fast. I insert the hammer and the hammer pin, then the spring. I have a little trouble with the spring, but it doesn’t faze me. The handle, the wood inlays, then the pin that you push in to hold it all together. Once I put the inlays in I grab the last piece, a screw that holds the inlays and the handle together.


The shower stops. I should be there with his clothes, his coffee, the bowl of dope. In a minute he’ll come looking for me, but it’s okay. I’ll get him coming down the stairs.


I cannot change my mind now, and I don’t want to. In my heart I know I will die in this house. I want to die. I want to take him with me, but if there’s only one bullet, I’ll use it on myself.


I have to finish turning the screw—I have no tools, so it’s going slow. I want to load the gun first. I look up from what I’m doing, shaking the envelope.


I can’t find the bullets.


There are no bullets.


He’s the master of hidden compartments—meth in the hollowed-out leg of his kitchen table, coke in the recessed lighting. If there are bullets, they could be anywhere, and I don’t have enough time.


My body collapses. I tell myself, You have to move, because when he gets out of the shower he’s going to come looking for you.


I look wildly around the shop for tools I can kill him with, but he’s taken everything dangerous from the house, even the kitchen knives. He knows I want to die. I have told him so over and over again.


Even if I do manage to kill him now, how will I find a way to die?


My hands no longer steady, I start to disassemble the gun, to put the parts back in the envelope and into the drawer before he gets to the shop. But he’ll know anyway. There are cameras hidden all over the house, in every corner of every room, in the recessed lighting, the air vents, the electrical sockets. If he watches the footage he’ll know what I was trying to do.


Slow is smooth and smooth is fast. I’m rushing now, I’m fucking it up. I need a hit.


His footsteps on the stairs—I hear them.


He’s coming down now, to find me.


I’m living in hell and I can’t even die.
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I never intended to become a cop.


To be honest, it had never crossed my mind.


Growing up, I adored soccer and always wanted to go pro. That was my little girl dream, my teenage dream even, but once I let it die, I didn’t bother to replace it with anything else. After high school, I took off, first going on the road with my motocross boyfriend, Vin, and then drifting between my hometown of Albuquerque and where my sister lived in Seattle. After a broken engagement to a high school basketball coach, I settled in Maui, taking science classes at the community college until I determined I wasn’t going to make it as a premed.


I loved Maui. My family had spent summers and Christmases there during what I look back on as my perfect childhood—before my dad left us; before my mom started drinking; and before my sister got into the car accident that would cost her a leg. I felt embraced by the friendliness and openness of Hawaiian people. All my life I had held people at arm’s length, throwing myself full-force into anything—soccer, anorexia, obsessive relationships—that would help me forget how isolated I was. On Maui, my life felt different. Now I needed a purpose, a way to make an impact on the Hawaiian community I had grown to love. I saw an ad in the newspaper for the police department and, on a whim, I applied.


I didn’t hear back from the department, and I forgot about it. I took a waitressing job at Lulu’s in Kihei, and started to date a new boyfriend, Dalton. Starting in high school, I had had a series of long-term boyfriends, poor attempts to fill the void left in my life by my father. I felt Dalton was different. He was very Southern, very polite. A fun-loving frat boy taking a break from college. We went snorkeling and scuba diving together; we camped on the beach; on weekend nights, we built great bonfires in the sand with all of his friends around. Dalton had a lot of friends that became my friends, and he had created this life for himself that I believed was my life also. I had a terrible history with men, starting with my father, but my relationship with Dalton felt normal and healthy.


A couple of months into my relationship with Dalton, MPD contacted me, wanting me to proceed with the interview process.


I told Dalton about it one lazy afternoon at Keawakapu Beach. He worked as a pool bartender at the Grand Wailea, but it was his day off, and I didn’t have to be at Lulu’s until five thirty.


“You know how I’m always saying how much I want to be part of the community here?” I asked him.


“Yeah, though I can’t say why.” Dalton was from Miami and a bit of an East Coast snob. After just a couple of months on Maui, he had come to hate the island culture and the pidgin. He felt the locals had no education, no drive. He was ready to go back home, but he was staying because of me.


“I applied for the police department, and I’ve got an interview,” I told him.


He laughed, and then realized I was serious.


“What? Come on, everyone hates cops.”


“Not everyone. You don’t hate cops. I don’t hate cops.”


“I’m sure it would be very easy for a blond haole girl to become a cop on Maui,” Dalton said, condescending and sarcastic.


“Why?” I said, starting to get annoyed. “I’m smart. I work hard.”


He ran his warm hand along one of my biceps. “And you’re in fantastic shape, darling,” he said. “You would get those lazy Hawaiian mokes off their asses.”


“I think I’d love it,” I said. “I never want the nine-to-five. I’m an adrenaline junkie. I just am.”


“I guess you can’t be a waitress forever.”


“Thank you for sounding like my mom, Dalton.”


I had loved waitressing at Lulu’s when I started, shooting the shit with the locals, flirting with the tourists, hanging out after work with the other girls who worked there. It was a fun restaurant near the water, and many nights Dalton came in with his roommates and closed down the place. But my mom had been on my back to do something with my life, and with Dalton planning to return to Miami soon, I felt the pressure to move on.


Could I really be a police officer?


Did I stand a chance?


My mom called from Albuquerque the next morning and I didn’t even tell her about it.


“So Alli,” she asked, “are you signing up for any classes at MCC next semester?”


“Mmm,” I said. By this time, I had concluded that college wasn’t for me. I was smart enough, but I couldn’t sit still in lectures and was very lazy about homework. “We’ll see.”


“Because I think we can come up with some money if you need it,” my mom was saying. “Your grandma—”


“No, that’s okay,” I said, pushing her off. “I’m making good money. I’m supporting myself.”


“I know you are, Alli,” my mom said. “But you can’t—”


Be a waitress forever.


I knew.


I went back to snorkeling and working out and getting tan and concentrating on Dalton. Unlike all the other guys I had gone out with, Dalton was a great boyfriend. A real Southern gentleman. Not a jerk. Not someone who would ever let me down.


•  •  •


All I’d ever wanted from Maui was a new life, completely different from my old one, and now it looked like I was going to have it.


My childhood was wonderful—soccer games, barbecues, a big and loving extended family. Fun, artsy mother, sweet older sister, and my father, Ian. My hero. My role model.


I was a daddy’s girl. While my sister was into cheerleading and gymnastics and dance, I spent my childhood following my father everywhere. Whatever he did, I was by his side. I spent hours in the garage, helping him restore old hot rods. As soon as I was old enough, I started working out with him at the gym. At holidays and family gatherings, while the rest of the family chatted and cooked and did dishes together, he would take a nap on the couch and I would fall asleep beside him. My father had an uncanny ability to detach from all around him and in this, too, I tried to copy him.


My father was an architect, and he had designed and built our house. He loved vertical gray brick and put it everywhere, inside and out, adding lots of sliding glass doors, high windows, and angles. There wasn’t a square room in the house. Mom, an artist, couldn’t stand not painting and redecorating, and our house was a constant battle between the architect and the artist. She carefully painted the dining room walls to create a Tuscan feel long before that was popular. She designed abstract wire sconces for the walls. She was always sewing slipcovers and pillowcases, forever redesigning, rearranging, sanding, painting—anything she could do to create a home. The house was full of Mom’s paintings, my father’s photographs and woodwork, Granddad’s paintings, and Grandma Mimi’s pottery, almost in competition.


Things changed between my father and me when I was twelve or thirteen. I changed—adolescence and all that—but my father did too. He started pulling away from the family, traveling constantly, only coming home a day or two each month. He stopped inviting me to work out with him, stopped coming to my soccer games. I thought work was the reason for his distance, but when I was fourteen I found out that he had begun an affair with his secretary. Soon afterward he left us for her, and they moved into a house across town. He had moved out of our house but also out of our lives. My sister and I saw him only on rare occasions—and even then we had to arrange everything through this secretary, whom I couldn’t help but hate. It was then that I threw myself into my doomed relationship with a high school boy named Josh.


The sliding glass doors that led from my bedroom into the front yard made it easy for a despondent teenager to escape from the house. I spent nights sneaking out to smoke pot and go joyriding with Josh. I gave up my other friends, my grades slipped, and I got kicked off the soccer team. My whole life telescoped down to Josh and me.


Josh was controlling and abusive. You don’t call me enough. You’re not thin enough. You don’t have sex with me enough. He got into fistfights with my friends and sometimes with me.


We tortured each other.


I loved him.


Despite the fact that we were both miserable, we stayed together all through high school. I had never had a lot of girlfriends—I just wasn’t good at those kinds of friendships—and now that my father was gone, I was trying to replace him with Josh.


It was only after high school ended and Josh joined the Marines that we stopped tormenting each other and I moved on to Vin and then Hal, who I eventually dumped for Maui. Now, twenty-three years old, in love with the island, I was ready to put down roots, ready to make Maui my home for the rest of my life.


•  •  •


I had applied to the police department on an impulse, but as I started to go through the interview process I got excited about the questions they were asking me—questions about my past, about ethics, about the way I thought. They dug way down to figure out if I would be a good candidate, and suddenly I wanted to be. It started to be important to me to be more than a waitress with a great body and a great boyfriend. I wanted to be a cop.


After each step in the process, I assumed I would get cut. But that didn’t happen. Written exam: passed. Psychological test: passed. Background check: passed. The department had to go back and find a child psychiatrist my mom had taken me to see when I was fourteen and depressed because my dad had moved out. The guy had retired, but they tracked him down and got him to sign a statement saying I was mentally sound. After that, there was a polygraph test, which I also passed.


“Darling, you have to be kidding me,” Dalton would say every time I advanced to the next level. It got to be a joke between us. I finally promised him I would move to Miami with him if I failed to get in.


Around this time, I was buying a soda in a 7-Eleven when a girl ran in screaming that her boyfriend was chasing her with a knife. Before anyone else had time to react, I barricaded the doors and called 911. The guy stood outside yelling and pounding on the doors until the cops came and arrested him. I loved the rush I got from taking action in such a heated situation.


At last I had only one step left: the final interview. When I walked into the room, six men in uniform stared at me—the chief, the deputy chief, three assistant chiefs, and an internal affairs detective. I could tell they thought I was a spaz. I was sure I had blown it.


It was only after the interview that I told my mom I had applied. I figured she would be happy to hear that I had tried to be something more than a waitress.


I broke it to her casually. “Do you remember when I was a kid and we saw that burglar breaking into the Andersons’ house?” I asked her over the phone.


“How could I forget,” she said. “I called the cops, but you went chasing after the guy before they even got there. And then I had to chase after you. I’ve never been so frightened in my life. I could have killed you.”


“It seems like I have this certain instinct—”


“You were eleven!” She laughed and I could hear the ice cubes clink as her glass shook.


“But there was that time in high school too, remember?” I said. “When those kids put a dry ice bomb in the yard? I called the cops and they sent the ATF, but instead of waiting for them I went running outside to catch whoever left it.”


“Yes! You went hauling out there in your pajamas and bare feet. Good thing it was just a dry ice bomb.”


I hadn’t even told my mom about what had happened most recently, at the 7-Eleven here on Maui.


“So,” I said. “I was thinking about the way I’m . . . attracted to crime. And—I decided to apply for a job in the police department.”


“What? Alli! You’re kidding, right?”


“No. I’m not.”


“I’m sorry, but that’s way too dangerous,” she said, as if that was the last word on the subject. I was touched by her concern. What mother wants her daughter to be a cop?


“It’s my decision,” I said. “I probably won’t even get in.”


News travels fast in my family. An hour later my sister called. “How are you going to yell loud enough to arrest somebody?” she asked. “How will they hear you with that little Minnie Mouse voice?” Carol put on a breathy, high-pitched voice and said, “PLEASE MISTER, PUT DOWN THAT GUN,” bursting into laughter at her imitation of me. Even I had to laugh.


My grandmother, Mimi, called the next day. “Now sweetheart, your granddad and I are worried about you,” she said. “You’re not going to be carrying a gun, are you?” She was dead serious.


My family was sure there was no way I would get in, and I suppose I thought so too.


But a week later, a letter came from the department saying that I had been accepted into the 63rd recruit class. I was ordered to report to the Plans and Training division for prerecruit work until the class began.


Heart in my throat, I called Dalton. “I got in,” I said.


“What?”


“I got into the department. Recruit school begins in October, and I’ve got a job in Plans and Training until then.”


“What does that mean?” he asked.


“It’s MPD’s way of paying us until the training session begins. So we don’t take another job.”


“So, wait. You’re really going to be a cop?”


“Yes, I am,” I said. “I’m going to be a cop.”


When he didn’t say anything, I asked, “What do you think?”


“I guess this means you’re not coming to Miami with me?”


“No,” I said, surprised at my lack of hesitation. I had made my choice, and it wasn’t him.


For once in my life, I hadn’t sacrificed myself for a man.





2


The Maui Police Department bet money that I wouldn’t make it through recruit school. Only about fifty percent of recruits end up graduating from the academy, and here I was, this thin haole girl with pipe-cleaner arms and a squeaky voice.


On our first day, as we sat in the department’s huge lecture hall, Sergeant Kainoa told us that out of all the applicants—I assumed it was hundreds, but later understood it to be more like one hundred—ours were the only twenty-four applications accepted. There were so few of us compared to the size of the room. On the back wall, there was a photo of each recruit class, and I was surprised to see how small all the graduating classes were. We would only graduate eleven out of that original twenty-four.


I sat with my friend Kevin, who I met while we worked as prehires in Plans and Training. Kevin and I had become workout buddies, getting up at five every morning to go to the MPD gym before work.


That first day of recruit school, I felt proud. I was one of the elite. I was also a little distracted by thoughts of Dalton. Our relationship had already been strained by my joining the police force, and he was moving back to Miami in a matter of weeks. We were going to try the long-distance thing, and I had no idea how that would go.


Looking down at my notebook, I realized with horror that, like a high schooler, I had doodled his name in the margin. Some of the male recruits seemed to be checking me out, but I was thinking only of Dalton. I barely noticed them.


There had been one guy who caught my eye, an officer I met briefly in Plans and Training. This officer—Officer Davis, tall, handsome, Hawaiian, built—had come into Plans and Training with a smile that captivated me. We locked eyes and had an instant connection. This is what love at first sight must feel like, I thought briefly, dramatically, but realized I was just attracted to his good looks. I was still dating Dalton, so the moment passed and life went on. I hadn’t seen him since then, but I remembered how he had made me feel.


Kainoa introduced us to our other instructors, who seemed cold. Cruel even. Reagan went over the schedule and told us when we would have an emergency vehicle operator course (EVOC), firearms training, arrest defense tactics (ADT), and physical training (PT). I felt a surge of excitement as he described all the maneuvers we would learn to do, but then he said, “I don’t know why I’m bothering to go over this. Most of you won’t even make it past the academics, and the rest of you will fail physical training.”


I felt my muscles tighten when he said this. I had been around cops long enough in Plans and Training to know they liked to show up on the first day of class with badass attitudes. Still, I was intimidated. I was concerned about the PT and my lack of upper-body strength.


Next to me, Kevin nudged me and said, “Don’t worry, Alli, you’re a beast!”


I gave him a smile. We had been working out like crazy, running, lifting, and circuit training every single day. I was stronger than I looked. When the instructors looked at me, I was sure they underestimated me. The odds were against me, but I knew something they didn’t know—I had a determination like they’d never seen, and I couldn’t wait to show them.


At break, they handed out granola bars, and we stood around awkwardly trying to meet each other. A chubby guy came up to me, chewing one granola bar and holding two more. “You’re going out for the force?” he asked.


I nodded, wondering why else he thought I would be there.


“You don’t look much like a cop,” he said.


You don’t either, Fatso, I wanted to say, surprised he had passed the weight requirement, but I held it in. It was our first day, and I was going to be spending nine solid months in training with him.


“You look like the most popular cheerleader in high school,” Fatso continued.


“I wasn’t a cheerleader,” I said. “I was a soccer player, so watch your ass.”


“Sorry,” he said. “You just don’t look like the cop type.”


•  •  •


The next morning, I was so excited to start training that I was the first to arrive. Recruits aren’t allowed to wear their uniforms outside the department, so I had to get dressed in the locker room prior to class. I loved putting on my gun belt for the first time. It was heavy and hurt my hip bones, but it gave me confidence I had never had before.


I sized up the other two female recruits in the locker room and concluded I might be able to hold my own against them. Penny Drinan had been in the military and was just like a man. A hardass. She would turn out to be our sergeant at arms, but she would struggle academically. Julia Loza was a pretty Filipina and more girlie, and she made a point of telling me that she had done some modeling in the past.


The men in recruit school were a mixed assortment, from meatheads to nerds. I loved all the local boys—they were funny, humble, encouraging. But the white male recruits from the mainland were typical meatheads. Chauvinistic. Most were physically fit. Others were a little soft. The heavy guy from the day before was named Tom Pika. It turned out his father worked in the department, and I assumed that was why he was accepted. His connections made him arrogant even though he was far from qualified for the department.


I loved the training we did in recruit school—a long training in aikido, a great deal with the martial arts, lots of hand locks and learning how to control people you normally couldn’t control. Sergeant Mankell taught us how to do hand-to-hand combat. We spent plenty of time getting hit and learning what it felt like to get hit without being stunned. My high school boyfriend, Josh, and I used to get into a lot of fights, some of them physical, but before joining the department, I had never been cracked in the face and I had never hit anyone in the face either. I came home one day and told Dalton we had practiced getting hit in the jaw all day and he just rolled his eyes. He was having a hard time watching his girlfriend become a cop.


During some parts of training, we had to keep a red band on our firearm hand. They taught us not to do anything with our firearm hand, because if you have something in that hand, how the hell are you going to draw a gun?


We also spent time on perspective training, training our eyes to look all around to avoid getting tunnel vision in a high-adrenaline situation.


“You’ll need this for domestic violence calls,” our instructor said. “You’ll be fighting with the male to get him cuffed. Meanwhile, the female is coming at you with a frying pan.”


My first day in ADT the instructor said, “Trust me, you’re going to need to use everything I teach you in arrest defense tactics. You know why? Because criminals don’t like to get arrested, and they’ll do anything they can to get away from you.” He looked around the room, appraising us. “Okay,” he said. “We’re going to start with some highly technical training. It’s called ‘Oh shit’ training.”


We all laughed, but he shook his head to indicate he was serious. “For example,” he said, “what do you do if someone’s on top of you pounding your face? That’s an ‘Oh shit’ moment. A volunteer?”


Wanting to prove myself, I raised my hand.


He looked surprised but said, “Okay. What’s your name?”


“ALLI?” I said. There were a couple of snickers. Even I could hear my cartoonish little voice.


“Okay, Alli, I want you to lie down on the ground.”


I lay on the floor and he said, “Now, you have to do whatever you have to do to get me off of you.” As he lowered his full weight onto my torso, everyone laughed. I honestly thought he would kill me. He was an enormous Hawaiian guy, two and a half times my weight. I couldn’t breathe.


I didn’t know what to do, so I bit him.


“Jesus Christ!” he said. He definitely got off me right away. Holding his arm in pain, he looked around quickly, trying not to look like a pussy. “You’re a real alligator,” he said. “Alli the Alligator.” The nickname stuck, and the bite was hard enough to leave a permanent scar.


A few days later, a girl came up to me in the grocery store. I had no idea who she was, but she pointed at me and said, “You bit my boyfriend.” At first she looked like she was going to bite me, but then she burst out laughing. So did I.


Usually ADT is the training that fails people in the academy. A lot of recruits can’t hack it. The instructors exhaust you physically and mentally first, and then they make you fight for your life, just like you’ll have to on the job. Some people have that crazy survival warrior instinct in them and some don’t. It turned out that I did. Your body will either react or freeze, and the people who react become great cops. It isn’t thinking that’s going to save your life at moments like those.


Everyone teased me about taking the department so seriously, but I was passionate about being a cop. I was even elected president of the class. If a recruit did something wrong, I had to write a letter to the chief, explaining the situation and how I was going to stop it from occurring again. Julia would sandbag when we did physical training, and we would have to run farther as punishment. My friend Jonathan forgot his bulletproof vest one day, so I had to write a letter. I took on a lot of work, but I thrived on it. We had to be there by seven thirty in the morning, but I would get there at six to work out with Kevin before class started. When we finished at four thirty in the afternoon, I would stay until six to get the paperwork done. I never wanted to leave. For maybe the first time in my life, I felt like I was in the right place. By the time Dalton left for Miami I barely noticed his absence. I just stayed longer at work, energizing and exhausting myself.


At the end of my first full week without Dalton, Julia slammed her locker door and said, “How about a drink, Alligator?”


“I’d love to, but I’m tired. I need to go home and sleep.”


“Oh come on, Alli. You never come out with us.”


“I know,” I said. “I’m sorry.” But I wasn’t really. I had avoided social situations, preferring work and Dalton instead. Plus, Loza was already making the mistakes most girls make coming into a department—sleeping with the patrol guys before recruit school even ended. I didn’t want to associate myself with her. Cops want what they want, and they want women. It’s easy for female cops to lose the respect of their beat partners and get labeled as sluts. I didn’t want to do anything that would associate me with her.


•  •  •


“I just can’t keep up,” I complained to Loza on Monday morning. My shoulders ached, my legs ached, and even after spending the weekend recharging in bed, I had to drag myself in on Monday. We were doing high-speed car chases, training all day and into the night, and I was constantly tired. Loza was bouncing around like Tigger, swinging her long brown ponytail.


“I’ve got something that can help you,” she said. She fished around in her bag and pulled out a little box. Popping open the top, she handed me a small red pill. “It’s caffeine,” she said. “Super-mega caffeine pill.”


I looked at the pill suspiciously. “I’m not really much of a caffeine person,” I said. “I don’t even drink coffee. Just soda occasionally.”


“Exactly why you need this,” Loza said.


I swallowed the pill with my vitamin juice and we headed out to the course. All of a sudden I was wide awake. I could do K-turns and J-turns; I could run faster, run longer. The next morning I asked her if she had another one, and she gave me a small bottle with a few pills.


“Thanks,” I said. “I’ll pay you back. Where do you get them? GNC? The Vitamin Shoppe?”


“You can order them online,” she said, and spelled out the name for me. “Phentermine.”


A couple of days later, I went online to look for the stuff. Turns out it was actually an amphetamine, totally illegal to purchase in the US. You had to buy it from those sketchy Canadian websites where you purchase knockoff Viagra.


“You bitch,” I said, shutting my laptop hard enough that it almost flew off the table.


I didn’t know what to do. I was pissed at myself for being so naïve, and pissed at Loza, too. I stopped taking the pills immediately. Within hours, I started to feel lethargic. Tired. Hungry. Turns out I was having withdrawal symptoms. Phentermine is addictive.


“What the hell were you trying to do to?” I said to Loza in the locker room the next morning.


“What do you mean?”


“The phentermine,” I said. “Amphetamines. Jesus Christ.”


“What?” She acted surprised. “I didn’t know.”


“Bullshit. Why are you becoming a cop if you’re not going to uphold the law? Is it because you like all the attention from the guys?”


“You’re saying I joined the force for the guys?”


I turned away, disgusted. Everybody had labeled us best friends because we were the two pretty girls in recruit class, but I had never felt Julia was serious about being a cop. She was nonchalant about the rules. I was a by-the-book recruit, and she thought marijuana should be legalized. Plus, she was so damned flirty and used to be a model. Once she brought her modeling book to recruit class, which was weird to begin with, and then just happened to leave it in someone’s patrol car so the whole department would see. I thought she was kind of shady, and I stopped returning her calls. Eventually, she dropped out of our recruit class, though she returned a year later and ultimately became a cop.


I started to worry that I wouldn’t pass my drug test because of the phentermine. I had no idea how long it would stay in my system, and I spent a couple of really tense weeks that way.


My craving for the phentermine should have put me on alert. My family has a long history of addiction, mostly to alcohol. My mother, two uncles, and both maternal grandparents were alcoholics. High-functioning alcoholics, they liked to call themselves. Mimi, my grandmother, quit cold turkey when I was a child, and two years later my family did an intervention on my granddad. By now, they had both been sober more than twenty years. But my uncles were at the height of their alcoholism, my cousin was a heroin addict, and my mom, after enjoying fifteen years of sobriety during my childhood, had relapsed into alcoholism during her divorce. I know now that I had a predisposition toward addiction, but no one in my family ever talked about it that way. The rampant alcoholism was hardly a big secret; it was just something everyone laughed and joked about. No one in my family treated it seriously. No one thought it was a big deal.


I had smoked a lot of pot in high school with Josh but never tried anything else. I didn’t even drink very much because I hated feeling out of control. I suppose you could say that phentermine was my first true addiction.


So when the drug test arrived, I was terrified. I knew if I tested positive, that would be it. I would be off the force. And I would murder Loza.


The day of the drug test, we lined up in the hallway while they inspected the bathrooms. It was easier and faster for the girls since there were only three of us. A female officer took us into the bathroom one by one. There was a special bluing chemical in the toilet to prevent me from diluting my urine with toilet water. The officer listened to me go, and I wasn’t allowed to flush the toilet afterward. I handed her the cup and she tested the temperature right away and put a tape over the cup. Petrified, I initialed the cup, and thankfully, nothing showed up. I swore I wouldn’t be so stupid in the future.


•  •  •


On graduation day, I received my badge. I wore, for the first time, my tailored uniform with my name embroidered on it, and white gloves. My Glock was signed over to me, along with three boxes of ammunition and a heavy, bulky radio. My mom came to graduation, of course, and so did my sister and brother-in-law and their baby girl, Maya. Predictably, there was no word from my father. My mom had emailed him in Florida to tell him I had started recruit school and again to tell him I was graduating. She asked him to at least send a card letting me know how proud he was of me. But there was no card. No call. He had wiped me clean from his life when I was nineteen.


Because I was the president of the class I got to make a big speech, and I won the notebook award, an academic award that made my mom proud.


As all of my teachers and instructors congratulated me, Sergeant Mankell handed me an envelope. “Here’s the five bucks I owe you,” he said. “I didn’t forget.”


I had no idea what he was talking about—probably some silly bet we had made—but when I opened the envelope later, I saw that in addition to a crisp five-dollar bill he had written a letter congratulating me. I will never forget what he wrote:


You have the heart of a lion, and you never quit.


You acknowledged your pain, but did not indulge it.


You are gentle and humble, yet sharp as a sword.


You remained generous in all that I have seen you do.


You are a warrior.


Only eleven of us had made it through to graduation. A bunch left after PT or ADT. Loza just didn’t show up one day. One guy quit because of his wife, who couldn’t tolerate the hours of recruit school. He was told that if his wife couldn’t handle recruit school, she sure as hell couldn’t handle him being on the job. Amazingly, Fatso graduated. The instructors beat him down constantly, but I guess because of his father he was passed.


As for me, I now belonged to the brotherhood. And I was finally doing something with my life.





3


There are different kinds of cops—investigators, who find facts, analyze, and problem-solve; detectives, who put together puzzles and solve mysteries; and basic cops, the guys who only wear the badge in order to kick people’s asses. I was definitely an investigator. Fresh out of recruit school, I was itching to get into the community and find out what was going on.


I was also terrified. I was a cop. My responsibilities loomed large.


Luckily, I was going to spend four months riding around with field training officers before I had to go it alone. My first FTO, Agent Kane, reined me in. Kane was a tiny Asian man, soft-spoken, and a very talented officer. He taught me how to do everything by the book and how to be disciplined in learning about the law and managing my time.


“Alli,” Kane said, “we’re shorthanded on cops in Maui, so your time management is number one. You’re not going to get home until midnight unless you learn to take care of your paperwork and evidence between traffic stops and calls.”


Kane wasn’t very confrontational, and I found myself getting into fights with beat partners while he wasn’t watching over me. He did teach me how to sit and observe instead of getting myself into trouble every time I went on a case.


My second FTO, Al Torres, couldn’t have been more different from Kane. He had a reputation for not exactly doing things by the book.


The first night I was out with Al, we spotted a teenaged kid riding his bike. We could tell by looking at him that he was a stoner, and we slowed down and drove beside him, watching him weave from side to side while he looked up at the sky. Al laughed and lit the kid up. The poor kid stopped, dropping his bike.


“What, man?” he asked. “I’m just trying to get home on my bike.”


“Been smoking weed?” Al asked. “Been dealing?”


We could smell the weed on him, but the kid said, “Come on, man, don’t take me in. I got nothing.”


The kid had a pipe sticking out of the pocket of his pants, so Al said, “I’m seizing your pants!”


“You can’t do that!” the kid said. He turned to me. “Can he do that?”


I nodded. “He can do that,” I said, though I was pretty sure he couldn’t.


“Pants!” Al said, holding out his hand, and the kid struggled to get his pants off without falling down. He handed them to Al and had to ride the bike home in his underwear. Later that night, his parents came to the station and filed a complaint.


A week later, Kevin and I were both riding with Al when we got a call from a store in the mall that a lady had stolen some jewelry. When we got there, the store detective was talking to her, and we could tell she was methed out. She was so thin she looked anorexic. She was barely wearing any clothes, just this little flowered dress and no underwear. When Kevin and I cuffed her, she went crazy, flopping around on the floor like a dying fish and trying to get out of her cuffs. Her little dress was riding up and you could see everything—it was a real mess. She fought us like crazy. Meth makes you strong, or at least makes you think you’re strong. Al watched with amusement as we struggled with her. Finally, he took his giant boot and stepped on the woman’s head.
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