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Dedicated to the Memory of

New York City Police Officer Brian Moore

Shield 469

Killed in the line of duty May 4, 2015

His compassion, kindness, and bravery live on

and

for our current guardians on duty who still believe and walk that thin blue line


Foreword

The Current Crisis in American Policing

This time we face is like no other in American policing. There has never been a moment in my career when the collective gaze and consciousness has been as fixed on policing as it is right now. We are experiencing what is arguably the most difficult and challenging time in American policing history.

Community policing, police legitimacy, police reform, culture change, use of force, de-escalation, militarization, Black Lives Matter, fair and impartial policing, constitutional policing, blue courage, unconscious bias, de-policing, the Ferguson effect, body-worn cameras, citizen oversight, policy change, warrior vs. guardian—these are just a few of the buzzwords now commonly heard.

But what do all these words mean to us in law enforcement and to society? This is the increasingly complex moment in which, we, both law enforcement and the communities they serve, collectively find ourselves.

I have devoted my entire adult life to policing. This is not just a job or a profession, but a calling. Law enforcement officers put our lives in harm’s way on a daily basis to protect freedom and democracy, confront crime, and ensure the safety of our communities. We do this because we took an oath to safeguard our fellow citizens. We believe in that oath, and we feel an allegiance to them and pride in our communities.

Law enforcement officers are the street-level arbiters of justice 24/7, rain or shine, 365 days a year—we never close our doors. Not only are we charged with protecting the public, but many of the nation’s social system failures are laid at our feet, including homelessness, unemployment, and mental illness.

The stress our officers face every day is staggering.

The country is experiencing failures of one social system after another in providing the most basic and vital services to our communities. Far too often, law enforcement is tasked with addressing the impacts of those failures. Today, law enforcement and first responders are being asked to do more than has ever been expected of any single governmental entity.

In addition to protecting lives, we also provide a myriad of social services, intervening in one crisis after another. Yet, as law enforcement tackles these gravest of community challenges, we have been confronted by the most disheartening and serious phenomena of all: the fact that so many of our communities, particularly communities of color, call into question our trustworthiness, our commitment, and our legitimacy.

While disheartening, this should not be a surprise to any of us. This has been brewing for decades. We have seen moments in our history when there has been similar civil unrest. However, there is something different about what we have experienced over the past two years. What we are seeing is a culmination of a sense of injustice and loss of dignity that so many have experienced, not just at the hands of the police, but by a social system that has let many people down. Each incident we now see is a flashpoint that has exploded into increasing unrest, greater mistrust, and calls for major reform.

We have seen demonstrations in every corner of the country and in many nations around the world, accompanied by a momentum that grows with every perceived miscarriage of justice.

I believe the country is faced with one of the gravest crises to ever confront police and many of our communities, and it increases my resolve for us to do what is needed to bridge the divide we are experiencing. In searching for a path forward, I ask that we not rush to judgment or make unfounded accusations. We must instead have a conversation about the proper role of policing and how to restore trust on both sides.

Statements on all sides that presuppose guilt or inflame public opinion have only served to exacerbate the problems we face. We must tamp down the incendiary rhetoric and the hyperbole. We can and must examine the words we use as we continue these important conversations.

Far too often, we hear comments about statistics—particularly about use of force by police or on police. While the issue of data collection is an important one, right now is not a time to focus on statistics. This is about emotion. This is about people’s lives.

It is only through respectful, thoughtful conversations that we will find the solutions necessary to move forward. And it is through these continued difficult discussions that communities can begin to heal.

Rather than let these incidents divide us, this is a time for us to come together as a community, share our grief, and look for solutions.

Terrence M. Cunningham,

Deputy Executive Director,

International Association of Chiefs of Police


Introduction

Several years ago, in an effort to inform the public about what really goes on in a police investigation, I cowrote an account of a case I supervised involving the murder of a young woman. The result, Finding Amy, was an Edgar Award nominee, and I had many people tell me that, for the first time, they had gotten some insight into the police officers’ world.

As the events unfolded in Ferguson, Missouri, after the death of Michael Brown, with all of the anti-police rhetoric and calls for Darren Wilson’s indictment long before the facts were known, I was inspired to write again. I wanted to foster a better understanding of the human beings behind the badge, and of real-world policing in the worst of police experiences: deadly force events. This book is the result. My hope is that seeing these events through the eyes of the officers—along with discussions about police training, the physiology and psychology of shooting incidents, and the effects of such incidents on the involved officer—will provide a deeper understanding of the realities of deadly force events. I also hope these stories will create better connections between police and the communities they serve rather than the polarized positions which too frequently result from sensationalistic media coverage and mutual distrust, and help bring officers and citizens together to work through these situations, producing better results in the future.

These stories offer a tiny window into our world.

Most people who hear about an officer-involved shooting event have very little realistic information about the day-to-day reality of police work. During the course of an “ordinary” day, police officers constantly deal with very difficult human problems. They deal with things you don’t see, don’t believe, or don’t want to know about—situations that would damage the psyche of many people. It’s our job to keep you away from all that. There truly is a thin blue line out there acting as guardians for society, and unfortunately there is little contact between the officers on that line and the average citizen.

Interview a hundred police officers and the majority of them, often apologetically, will tell you that the reason they chose policing as a profession was that they have a true desire to help people and make a difference in people’s lives and in their communities. To do something bigger than themselves. I still remember my nights on patrol, driving around the city in the dark. Everyone is sleeping and my job is to keep them safe. Over time, experiences on the street may make cops cynical, but it’s that desire to help that attracts young recruits the job.

There are many wonderful parts of the job: meeting people from all walks of life; having great laughs at the crazy and funny things we see; successfully handling the challenges of thinking through an emergency; and the chance to help someone in trouble or through a crisis. A good cop knows he or she is having an effect, day to day, in people’s lives, even if it’s through something as simple as taking a kid home, talking to a mom, giving someone a ride, providing some clothing, or giving a poor soul money to eat. The public rarely hears about the thousands of good contacts police have or the many good deeds officers quietly do. Those things keep us going.

That can change in an instant, though, when circumstances put us, or someone we need to protect, in danger. Then we must become warriors, because a warrior mentality is essential if we want to survive an attack or protect someone who is in danger. This is part of the cop’s training and working life: when everything in your being tells you to run away, you must move forward.

Sometime during the first year on patrol, an officer will learn about what it takes to survive a violent encounter and how dangerous the job can be out there. You never know what to expect on any call or assignment no matter how much information is given out by the dispatchers. When you arrive on scene, it’s almost never what you expected. You must adapt quickly to whatever you encounter, often without much—or any—time to plan your response. Officers are in harm’s way each day, and they are frequently mired in emotional chaos as well. You are regularly exposed to bad things, bad people, poverty, the effects of drugs, alcohol, and domestic abuse, child abuse, violence, and mental illness. You see adults, children, and even animals in horrible situations and in their worst moments. You deal with the injured, the dying, and the dead. You deal with unimaginable cruelty.

In a moment, an officer’s day can move from routine assignments into situations of chaos and sheer terror. Then the drama stops as abruptly as it began. You may need a break after desperately trying CPR on an infant found unresponsive, only to hear someone remark, “That’s the cops all right, drive around all day, eating donuts and drinking coffee.” No one sees you park behind a building and cry because that baby died. That’s a face cops don’t show to the world. Yet it is psychologically and physically exhausting to operate in a world full of adrenaline rushes and crashes, periods of recovery, and long stretches when things are mundane yet you can’t let down your guard.

Young officers’ images of the police are formed from TV or movies and they are still surprised by how violent the job can be and by what people are capable of. I know I was. Most will be injured on the job in some fashion, from being kicked, punched, bitten, scratched, or cut to being slashed, stabbed, or shot. It’s a fact of police life.

If this sounds too dramatic, take a look at the statistics or talk to a street cop. US Department of Justice data shows that between 2003 and 2012 there were 576,925 reported felonious assaults against police officers. Almost a third of those, 191,225 cases, involved some sort of weapon—gun, knife, club, vehicle, baseball bat, table leg, beer bottle, hammer. The majority involved no weapon other than hands, feet, or fists. As Peter Moskos, professor at John Jay College of criminal justice, observed: “Some critics of police forget that the job of police and crime prevention involves dealing with actual criminals.”1 At the same time, Moskos says, “as difficult as the job may be, that does not give officers the right to hold back from vigorously doing their job because they are angered by criticism and calls for reform. Professional police officers should never place their own sensitivity ahead of public safety.” In other words, it’s a violent world officers inhabit, and they can’t hold back because of fear of being injured or criticized.

Time on the job, and the exposure to violence and volatile situations—regularly experiencing ugliness, filth, inhumanity, and human misery—changes our perspective, our attitude, and our behavior. Police officers come to see the world very differently from the average citizen, living in alert mode throughout every shift, and even in off duty hours, constantly aware of potential danger and the way life can change in a flash. We look at windows, doors, streets, and everyday objects with an awareness of potential danger. We notice things out of the ordinary. We develop a keen awareness of our environment. We get in and out of the car always looking around and scanning for things that don’t seem right. Soon, being a constant observer becomes unconscious. As we develop a sixth sense of observation—that strong intuition that keeps us alive—we look at people differently, learning how they behave and how to read body language.

That watchful behavior becomes so ingrained we begin to sense trouble ahead of time. It’s the “this just doesn’t feel right” instinct. We see the subtle flinches, a finger twitch, artery pulse, or tiny blinks that give people away. We learn to live with danger. And we come to believe in evil.

Officers learn to read those subtle clues because danger doesn’t announce itself. Something as simple as a spoon on a table can be a weapon. One minute you are having a conversation with someone and the next you’re fighting for your life. You may have multiple encounters with the same individual, all relatively benign, and then one day he tries to kill you. Few people understand that. While officers frequently hear the proverbial, “Oh, you put your life on the line every day,” the public has a very limited understanding of the real implications of that statement. Police officers do put their lives on the line every time they start another shift. Often the real damage occurs psychologically and emotionally. That’s where life changes.

There is a high suicide rate in police work. Reliable statistics on this are hard to find, but estimates indicate that the number of officers who kill themselves is three times higher than the number who are killed in the line of duty. I have seen more cops hurt emotionally or psychologically than I have ever seen hurt by any gun or knife. That’s a big secret in this profession. Another secret is that we get scared, too. These are difficult things to express in the police profession where stoicism, inner strength, and bravery are valued. Good police organizations are finally recognizing this and creating programs to deal with the trauma.

Not all police work is violent or disturbing. Seventy percent of the time is dealing with calls for service, 911 runs, patrolling, and helping people from the drugged to the desperate to the deranged. Officers constantly work with social service agencies and provide assistance to people. They spend an enormous amount of time dealing with society’s ills, shuffling people—the homeless, the mentally ill, the addicted, and children—through myriad systems, sometimes on their own time and with their own money. These are the stories the public rarely hears. Oftentimes police are stuck with the problem and with no good avenues for resolution. But the potential for violence, and for things to change in an instant, is always present.

One major goal of this book is to take you inside deadly force events through the eyes of the officers involved. It will give you a first-hand view of how suddenly violence can arise and show the complex series of actions, emotions, and choices these situations require in stunningly short periods of time. Far too often, in the immediate aftermath of a major police event, media coverage and public outcry goes directly to blame and criticism—well before the facts are in. These assessments usually come from people who have little idea of police work, officer training, or the reality of deadly force events. Situations can become even more inflamed when there are perceived to be racial issues involved.

Skeptics don’t like to believe this, but despite the cries for immediate “transparency” and disclosure of the facts, it can take time to establish what happened—determining the truth can require dozens of interviews, scene reconstruction, and forensic testing. In most deadly force situations, it has been the policy that the officers and departments involved not speak publicly about the event because of these ongoing investigations. As a result, other than brief statements from police spokesmen, the police officer’s side is rarely heard.

Police departments are constantly changing their policies and are becoming more willing to talk about what has happened as soon as enough information can be established. But while the witness yelling, “They shot him in the back,” or “He was unarmed,” becomes the headline, it may take days, and a medical examiner, ballistician, a crime scene examiner, and a forensics laboratory to establish that that those claims aren’t true.

All too frequently, however, by the time the facts are determined it is too late to recover from the initial damage done by reporters, politicians, or other public spokespersons who have already rushed to judgment and held forth about what they think has happened. And while the rush to judgment is usually on page one, all too often the actual facts are buried on inside pages or never reported at all.

Sheriff David A. Clarke, from Milwaukee County, Wisconsin, captured the situation this book addresses succinctly in a speech he gave to House of Representatives Committee on the Judiciary on May 19, 2015. In that speech, he said:


Police use of force should be scrutinized—locally, that is. It should be examined in terms of factual data and circumstances that led to the police action, and not from an emotional foundation of false narratives or catchy slogans like “Hands Up, Don’t Shoot,” or “No Justice, No Peace,” or “Black Lives Matter.” Let’s leave that conduct for the public to engage in, not the mainstream media or those elected officials who can’t resist the opportunity to exploit the emotions of an uninformed or misinformed public simply for political gain.



The public’s perception is also, too often, shaped by ideas drawn from television programs or the movies. The cleanliness and romance of TV detectives and cops is far from reality. It is not pretty. Seeing someone die is deeply disturbing and often ugly. It is not handled quickly or simply. It does not leave the involved officers unshaken.

In order to truly understand officer-involved shootings and deadly force encounters, it is important to have some understanding of the world the police function in. Of their training and of their experiences in these situations, which can be far different from those of an ordinary citizen. Often, when people read about officer-involved shooting events, they identify with the suspect, not the officer. Perhaps they’ve been stopped by the police. Perhaps they’ve been in a situation where the police were abrupt or unfriendly, or even threatening or scary. This is a book about those encounters from the officers’ perspective. It will take you into the immediacy of their world. It does not claim that there are no bad cops or no wrongful shootings. What it does do is bring another point of view to the conversation. It shines a light on the world we work in. It challenges some of the myths, explains some of the misperceptions, and shows how misunderstandings can arise without a deeper knowledge of police training and experience.

The chapters that follow will focus on the involved officers’ direct accounts of a number of deadly force cases. In some of these incidents I was personally involved and on scene. Others are from interviews conducted with officers along the East Coast. The involved officers are male, female, rookies, experienced cops, black, white, and Hispanic. In some cases the officers interviewed were involved in more than one shooting—the media likes to flag such officers as “killer cops”—which often results from officers being assigned to the department’s most dangerous squads or task forces.

I have personally witnessed the toll these events take on the officers, especially in my own department. I wanted to foster a better understanding of the human beings behind the badge, and of real-world policing in the worst of police experiences: deadly force events. This perspective has largely been absent from the public discourse and I felt that more was needed to show the reality of these sudden, violent, and often bewildering encounters from the officer’s perspective and in their own words.

The interviews began with officers in my own department. Most of the initial interviews took place in my home in Portland, Maine, after I retired. They were all one-on-one. These officers knew me, trusted me, and had experience with me during their careers. Still, it was hard to open the box of trauma. It took time and mutual trust to get through the interviews. My own experience and deep empathy for the officers helped us move forward. I was an on-scene commander at most of their incidents and the officers knew I was concerned for their well-being at the time. Being a founding father of our peer support and employee assistance programs also helped.

When I decided to expand the stories to officers outside my department, I contacted professionals in the field that I knew. They connected me to the officers. Because the response brought so many stories, I decided to focus on the East Coast. Two interviews were conducted by phone, the rest were conducted one-on-one at police departments in interview rooms, offices, or conference rooms. In choosing officers to interview beyond the ones I knew, I looked for diversity in identity, geography, and experience.

Even with years of experience on the job, I found conducting the interviews for this book a difficult and emotionally challenging task. I had to build the trust necessary to break through the brave facade that officers present to the world—defenses that are reinforced after experiencing tremendous trauma. Our shared police experience was paramount. Cops can tell immediately if someone is genuine and real in their world.

The interviews were an emotional roller coaster: riveting, disturbing, and draining. There were many “holy shit” moments where I was stunned at what I was hearing. Telling their stories would lead to recalling memories that had been repressed or forgotten. I frequently had to stop recording to qualify portions or because the officer became emotional and needed time to recover. I learned things I never knew even when I was present at the scene and involved with the investigation. Sometimes recounting a story would lead an officer to need to talk about other horrific events. Even years after the events, the officers were still pained and troubled by them. It was surprising to see stoic individuals tear up as they described their incidents and the damage that resulted.

Each interview was recorded and then transcribed and edited. The fact that the officers were willing to identify themselves in this book is brave and unique. They took a risk in sharing such deeply painful experiences, understanding that this work is not about them or me but about our profession and the human beings behind the badge. It’s about helping our society in understanding their guardians as people and what really happens in these events.

I hope these stories will create better connections between police and the communities they serve rather than the polarized positions which too frequently result from sensationalistic media coverage and mutual distrust, and help bring officers and citizens together to work through these situations, producing better results in the future.

The situations these officers experienced are complex and chaotic. Frequently, the officers involved in these deadly force events will report being stunned by what has happened to them and are astonished to learn that the events involved occurred in a matter of minutes or even in seconds when the encounters felt, in the moment, like they lasted for a very long time.

These real stories are not what you see on TV and in the movies. In real life, it’s grotesque, dirty, and disturbing. Death is ugly and blood is everywhere. People cry out in pain or disbelief. On TV, you don’t experience smell of death, the bodily eliminations, or the metallic tang of blood. In the real world, a deadly force event is not over when it’s time for a commercial break or tied up neatly at the end of the hour. The actual event will be followed by exhaustive crime scene reconstruction, medical examiners, body removal, interviews, and multiple protracted internal and external investigations. On TV, they don’t take the officer’s gun, or her clothes, or leave him sitting alone in an interview room for hours, covered in a partner’s drying blood. They don’t show the burden of living through years of protracted trials, nor the threat of subsequent civil suits even if they have been exonerated by official investigations.

On TV, an officer may shoot someone every week for years and show no effects. For the individual officer involved in a real-life shooting, it is life changing, often devastating, with long-term or permanent emotional and psychological repercussions. Many officers involved in these incidents leave police work, and the ones who stay often experience personal and professional difficulties. But you rarely hear about any of that.

While the media is full of distorted statistics about the number of people shot by police officers, it’s rarely, if ever, a part of the conversation that statistics show close to fifty thousand officers are assaulted each year, some disfigured or injured so severely they’re permanently disabled. About ten thousand of those assaults are with guns and knives, but anything can be a weapon. Hands and fists can kill. You may not hear about these cases on the news, but every cop knows how quickly a situation can become deadly.

Some cops like to say that there are two kinds of calls from dispatch: the ones that sound like you’re walking into a shit storm, but when you get there the incident is over and things are manageable or relatively calm; and the ones that sound routine that explode into insanity. The reality is more complicated, but one reality is always the same: when you get a call from dispatch, the details are sketchy and you usually have no idea what you’ll find when you get there. Even when there’s prior experience with the parties, you can’t let down your guard. Things can change in a second. There is no such thing as routine.

The following pages walk you through an officer-involved shooting from multiple points of view including the officer, James “Jimmy” Sweatt, who was being stabbed by a suspect, and the rookie, Glen McGary, who shot the suspect to save Sweatt’s life. These voices and my narrative will give you a sense of the chaos and confusion that exists when officers first respond to a shooting scene, show the multiple crime scenes that may be involved in such an event, and highlight the different police teams and outside agencies involved in a deadly force event.

It was a September Friday night in Portland, Maine, with gray skies and drizzling rain. Cops had handled the call to remove a patron causing trouble at a local bar—the man agreed to leave and not return or he would face trespass charges—and gone back on patrol. The man, Kevin Caufield, was well known to the police; he had often been removed from the bar or arrested after a disruption.

Forty-five minutes later, the same two officers were sent back to Paul and Val’s Firehouse Tavern for the same man they had earlier removed. The first contact had been cordial; this time, the bartender told the officers that the guy came back in an angry rage, threatened to kill everyone, and said he was going to bomb the place because they called the cops.

Officers James Sweatt and Glen McGary went back on the street to look for him. They found him on Caleb Street riding a bike. When he spotted the officers, he dumped the bike and ran into a beat-up old garage. The officers pursued him, assuming it would still be a pretty straightforward arrest, even though the issue was now terrorizing, not trespassing. The suspect slammed the garage door shut, and, for a brief moment, the officers and the suspect stared at each other through the glass. There was no hint of what was about to happen.

* * *

Officer Glen McGary: We chased the guy into a garage and he slammed the door and locked it on us and was holding the knob. He looked at us through the glass. We were close, and he was just staring. He looked different than when we saw him at the bar earlier. He was looking right through me and he had this bad anger about him. You could feel it. This was not the polite and cooperative person who gave us his ID when we warned him to leave that bar earlier in the shift. He went back to the bar and said he was going to blow the place up among other things. Now we wanted him on a terrorizing charge.

He was holding the door and looking at us through the glass, we were all up close and personal. We told him to open the door so we could talk to him and he just would not do it, so Jimmy said, “Gimmie your stick. We’ll break the glass.” I whip out my baton, hand it to him, and Jimmy breaks the glass. When we did, the man actually punched Jimmy in the face right through the glass. Then he starts to run to the side, inside of the garage, and Jimmy said, “He’s going out the side door. Cut him off!”

I ran over to the side and saw another door. I shined my flashlight in and instead see him run up a stairwell in the garage. I pushed the door open and it gave a few inches. There was all sorts of junk inside that it was up against.

“Jimmy. Jimmy! I can’t get in. He’s going up the stairs!”

Jimmy, who is bigger, came over to the door. We both hit that door at the same time and it gave way a little bit. Jimmy squirrelled in somehow, and the door came back and slammed shut on me. He’s inside with the guy and I am fighting and struggling with the door to get in. Finally, I was able to squeeze through, but I didn’t realize that my radio twisted off and fell to the ground when I got inside. Fortunately, I had already called out the chase.

It was a small wooden stairwell, not very wide, with no handrail, and the guy was on top throwing all sorts of stuff down at Jimmy, boxes and junk. It was really dark inside. As I started up the stairs, I stepped on something, lost my balance, and fell onto the floor. I was looking up and realized I’d lost my radio and now I’d lost my flashlight as well.

Jimmy had his tactical light on the man and I saw the guy coming at Jimmy from above him. As the man came at Jimmy, I saw the light go out. Then I saw them fighting and pushing on the upper part of the stairs. For a second, I felt hopeless. I was finally able to get to my feet. When I did, I heard Jimmy yell, “He’s stabbing me. He’s stabbing me!”

He said it over and over.

It felt like it took an hour for me to get my gun out of the holster. Everything was like mud. The holster and gun felt like it weighed a million pounds. I finally drew it out and got my gun up. Looking up the stairs, I got three green dots on shadows that were moving around, with one of them screaming, “He’s stabbing me!”

I do not know which is which so I can’t pull the trigger. Just as I’m starting to think about what my next options are without a flashlight, they fell down on the stairs. I was tracking them with my gun as they were falling. I could see Jimmy was on the bottom with his back on the stairs and his head facing down. The man is on top of him. He was cocking his arm back to continue to strike. I thought I saw something in his hand. My partner is still screaming. That’s when I started firing rounds.

They came sliding down the stairs and came to rest with the guy on top of Jimmy. I pulled him off Jimmy and onto the floor. It was bad. I’ve been an EMT for many years and before that I was in search and rescue. That helped me a lot. I started feeling him from the waist up and he just kept saying, “You got to help me. You gotta help me.” I still can’t see anything. It’s all in the dark. I’m just feeling, feeling. As I was feeling up to the top of his body, it started to feel hot and wet. My hands were getting soaked. I said, “Jimmy, I am here for you. You are gonna be all right.”

I reached inside his neck and felt where it was pumping out and I squeezed it off. I put pressure on it, too, but I could still feel it coming through my hand. I went for my radio to call in and realized I didn’t have it. I was trying to figure out what to do next. We were all alone in the dark on the floor and I could hear the guy dying next to us.

I grabbed Jimmy’s radio and couldn’t get it to work. I thought, Now what am I going to do? And just at that moment another officer, Jeff Viola, came to the door, looked in the window at us, and started screaming for an ambulance. I saw his face and he was shocked. He called for more cops. Thank God he was there. He was bigger than me, too, and he got the door open. He pulled all the junk out of the way and then all of a sudden the cavalry came.

Everybody showed up and just like that, time came back. We were grabbing ahold of Jimmy and carrying him out of the garage. I told one of the officers, “I need to pass him through the door and keep up the pressure. This is where his wound is on the neck.” The officer ripped off his shirt and put hard pressure on it.

As we moved out the doorway and into the driveway, there was an ambulance on the street, backing up as we were coming out. Everything fell right into place. We put him on the stretcher and away he went, just like that! It was a very chaotic situation. Everyone was running everywhere and I was standing alone there trying to figure out, What do I do next?

As I start walking back to the scene to tell someone what happened, one of the supervisors said, “Hey Glen! Grab the crime scene tape and string up all over this place. I want it all roped off! Now. Close it up.”

I said, “Okay, sergeant.”

I don’t think she knew what I had done. Nobody knew what had happened. I saw that this guy was still on the garage floor. Two officers were with the man and had handcuffed him just to be sure. There was no need for it but they were just following good procedure. We know that sometimes people have been known to jump up and attack even if they were shot a lot of times. I started realizing that I had killed him. It was a strange feeling. It didn’t feel good. I didn’t know what to do but I remembered from the academy something somebody said is to tell your supervisor right off exactly what happened. Then I was supposed to ask for a representative from the union and an attorney. So I went back to the garage and grabbed another supervisor. I told him the sergeant had told me to string up a crime scene tape. I told him, “There is a man in there, Sergeant, and I shot him, and here is my weapon.” I pointed to my weapon in the holster that was still cocked back.

The sergeant looked at me for a second, stopped, and went, “Ahh ahh, ahh, Okay. Okay! Decock that weapon, now.”

So I did. Then he said, “Snap it in the holster and secure it and don’t take it out.”

He went from being in control of the scene to a shocked look and said, “We got to figure out what to do with you. Stay here. Don’t move. Don’t touch anything and hang on for a second.” He then put me in a patrol car with another supervisor and that supervisor brought me back to the police station.

Lieutenant Loughlin2: Empty police cars are angled everywhere, radios still on loud, talking like robots back and forth. Whirling, blinding blue and red lights reveal glimpses of officers running about in the dark. There are shouts back and forth above the diesel engines of fire trucks, medical units, and the beeping evidence van backing up. Another police car lurches away at high speed with blaring lights and sirens. Crime scene tape is all over the place. A siren wails. The rain spits on us. It is surreal. It’s a freakin’ mess.

I called into dispatch, “700, I’m out at scene,” and walked into a morass of shit—the whole chaos of a complex crime scene, with cops, screaming, shouts, sirens, the noise of cars idling and equipment humming.

The words, “Jimmy is dead,” play in my head as I walk toward the evidence van. I can’t even remember who told me that. I pass several officers with blood-soaked uniforms. One in particular, Glen McGary, seems calm but he’s walking around in a daze. At that point, I didn’t know he was the officer who had just shot the guy who stabbed Jimmy. No one did.

Sergeant Tom Joyce grabs me and I jump into the van. “LT, listen, Jimmy is not going to make it. I think he’s a dead man. He was stabbed a lot of times. They are working on him now, but we think he’s a dead man.” Jim is a friend of mine and I feel dizzy.

As the criminal investigation division (CID) detective sergeant, Tom is coordinating the scene with the street supervisors to get some kind of order to this mess. He goes on, “Look, LT, there’s a dead guy in the garage and that new guy, McGary, did the shoot.”

A rookie and a dead guy, I think. That’s bad.

I feel everyone’s anxiety, the awfulness of one of our own maybe going to die and a rookie shooter, but I’m already running the scenarios that will come after. Reporters, internal investigations, lawyers, the chief and his staff, the medical examiner and the attorney general’s office looking over our shoulder. Those are issues for later; right now, there are a lot of decisions to be made and fast. As the detective lieutenant, I’m in charge of this craziness until someone higher up the food chain arrives. But it will really come down to Tommy Joyce and our crew. We’re CID, and this is a criminal investigation.

I’m wondering how this all happened to a highly trained street-smart cop and a US marine who survived two deployments. But I’ve been through enough to know it can happen to any of us at any moment. Then, much as I want a good outcome, I think, Hell, I hope they are not “working” on him like we worked on people as they were dying even though we knew they were hopeless, dead or soon to be.

Officer Joe Fagone: I was the senior officer on scene at the time, I think. I jumped into the ambulance with Jimmy. It looked real bad for him. He was grabbing my hand and squeezing and I was holding on to him. He thought he was dying and so did I. He kept saying “Joe, Joe, Glen did the right thing. Glen did the right thing. He was stabbing me. He was killing me! The guy was killing me. I told Glen to shoot. I told him to shoot him. Glen did the right thing.”

I never saw so much blood in my life, and you know we see a lot of blood. I couldn’t even believe he was conscious. It was amazing. We rushed off to the hospital. They were working on him the whole time. Siren is going, the van’s rocking all over. I held his hand the whole way. All the way, he’s telling me about the scene and what Glen had to do and what led up to it, trying to get everything out because he knew. He was grabbing my hand. He thought he was done.

We got to the hospital and the doors flew open and people poured out of emergency. They got him right into the trauma room fast. They had the mast trousers on him and everything shoved in him. He never lost consciousness, not when I was with him. I couldn’t believe it. Stabbed like that. It was Kevin Caufield that did it. We all knew him. He was crazy.

They took him upstairs as they worked on him and we posted the room with an officer. I thought it was only a matter of time. The evidence technicians were coming to retrieve clothing and take photos. None of us can believe he could live. But he did.

Officer Glen McGary: Once we got back into the station, it seemed very chaotic there as well. Everyone was yelling. I was new and I can tell by people’s expressions that something was really, really wrong. I knew Jimmy was hurt real bad but didn’t know how he was doing or if he was even alive. But I wanted to know if he was okay.

A supervisor came in and said, “Yup, Jimmy is in surgery right now and they think he is going to be okay. They think he is going to live.”

I was relieved to know that. That was all I cared about at the moment.

They got me in an interview room and I’m thinking, This is where they bring suspects. The bad guy room. Those cameras in there and everything and I’m thinking, Oh man, am I in trouble? I didn’t know what to think. I started second-guessing myself. I felt really alone. As long as Jim was okay, I’ll take whatever is coming to me. I did the best I could.

I was covered in blood. I had short-sleeve shirt on and it was caked all over my arms and crackling when I moved. I had been in there long enough and finally someone came in and asked if I needed anything and I said a cup of water would be good.

The detective came in later and said, “You are probably gonna wanna talk to your wife.”

I said, “Okay, can you take me to a phone?”

They let me out of the interrogation room and brought me to a private office. I called my wife, Elsa, who remembers this all to this day. I said, “Honey, I’m going to be a little late. I’ll talk to you a little later, okay.” I called her by her first name, too, and I never do that. I always called her honey or sweetie and then she said, “Something doesn’t sound right. Are you okay?”

I said, “Yup. I’ll talk to you when I get home.”

They put me back in the interrogation room. I’m still covered with blood. Every time I’m looking down my arms are beet red from Jimmy’s blood. Finally someone came in and said, “Okay, we’ll get you into a shower and a change of clothes.” They got in my locker, and got my clothes, and the evidence technicians took all of my uniform stuff, clothes and everything.

I didn’t know what was going on. Then my lawyer showed up. His eyes were glassy. He had lipstick on his face. His speech was a little slurred. Obviously he had been out to a bar. I told the union rep, “This guy cannot represent me.” Then they realized his condition and sent for another lawyer. I had to give a thumbnail sketch of what happened to our internal affairs detectives first. Then the attorney general’s office came in. I thought the AG investigator was the worst one I have ever seen. He grilled me, but not before putting on tape that I had not one but two attorneys. I was a young officer. I’m thinking, I thought my partner was dying. I just killed someone and I have no idea what’s going on. It was a hard thing to go through after the shooting.

When I got home that night I just had this terrible feeling that I screwed something up. I had a lot of self-doubt and was beating myself and second-guessing myself that I should’ve taken a shot earlier. I should have had a backup flashlight. Why am I so clumsy? All these crazy things kept coming into my head. I kept reviewing the scene over and over and flashing back.

Officer Glen McGary: People helped me through it. Guys would call, especially guys who were in shootings before identified with what I was feeling. They would say stuff like, “Are you doing the thing where you are second-guessing yourself?” “Not sleeping, not hungry, huh?” I said, “Yes,” and “I wasn’t feeling anything” and I’d say things were weird and they would tell me it’s perfectly normal. I said, “Perfectly normal? This is not perfectly normal. This doesn’t feel right. I feel bad. I feel terrible.” They said, “This is a normal reaction for an abnormal situation and there will be more stuff coming.”

I remember one time I was sitting at the traffic light. There was a man on the side of the road, an older gentleman, homeless, and he had that strange look to him. He looked at me directly and my heart started racing and I was sweating like crazy. I had no reason to fear this man or for my body to be in alarm when I’m sitting in the police car with my weapon but I was in alarm and my heart was just coming out of my chest even though there was no threat at the time.

I drove away from the guy as fast as I could and started to come down and then I realized that it was from my incident and people told me that this would happen. I went and talked to a friend about it and it helped and I started to understand it better. At first, I want to be like the old-timers, like, “Nah, that stuff didn’t bother me. Not me.” But I realized it had to bother everyone who’s been through this. It took a really long time but a lot of people helped me through it and I had a lot of support from my wife.

We all went through a debriefing. It was one of the first debriefings the department had had at the time. A lot of things changed after that for other officers who were in shootings. I was able to help a lot of other officers, and Jimmy and I even taught young officers at the academy about the situation. I am the guy now calling other officers in the middle of the night who have been through shootings.

Officer James Sweatt: The foundation of my life kept me afloat—good family, loving wife, the way I was raised responsibly. That made a difference. I had faith and values. I was a marine, and in Desert Storm, and that helped a lot to my survival and not giving up. I had a lot of solid things behind me. When I was hurt—well, I wasn’t hurt, the guy attacked me—I wasn’t going to let him take my life. He tried to kill me. I almost died. I didn’t think I would ever return to police work again or even walk. I didn’t think I could function physically the right way again ever. I had a broken cervical spine because the knife hit my spinal column. That swelled during the attack and that’s what paralyzed me and put me down on the stairs, helpless. My body was paralyzed for about twelve hours. I was in the hospital for over a month and trying to get by day to day. I was angry and just wanted to get back to being a normal person again and I was so happy when I got feeling back and could move. I got new hope.

I got inspiration by seeing a lot of severely handicapped persons around me in therapy. I remember during therapy I was on the treadmill one day and it was very, very painful. Then I thought of Brad Williams, one of our dispatchers who is in a wheelchair for life after an accident, and I was so thankful and lucky to be walking. The doctor couldn’t understand it. The suspect injured me very badly. He died that night and I wasn’t going to let him alter my life for good even after he was gone. I focused on getting back to life and work. I went through a lot of dark doors and got on the other side with help from my wife, family, the police department, and a lot of people.

* * *

Jim Sweatt is now a commander in the Portland Police Department and former Special Response Team (SRT) team leader. He is married to Lisa, who is a Portland police detective. Glen McGary is a lieutenant in the police department and head of the peer support team. Glen is married to Elsa and they have several children. Post-shooting policy3 was introduced after this case. A policy for command response was also put in place, and policies for caring for officers in the aftermath of these events.

A subsequent search of the basement of the house where Kevin Caufield lived with his parents revealed that he had, in fact, been making bombs and could have carried out his threat to blow up the bar.

There is a lot of discussion these days about the role of police in society, with the focus on police as guardians of the population. Plato’s Republic includes a discussion with Socrates on how they should care for their guardians. Even then, they recognized the importance of helping their guardians in a holistic manner. We as a society do not do that very well. It’s time to look at our culture and the police profession differently, and on both sides of the equation. Police-community relations, and a healthy well-trained and well-supported police force, directly affects you as a citizen and taxpayer. We must care for the health of our officers. It will pay dividends.

The conversation spurred by the encounter in Ferguson between Michael Brown and Officer Darren Wilson can be a turning point. It can make a difference in our country if we harness it for good. It’s important that the communication be a two-way street. The conversation must include an understanding of police officers and their perspective. Not the perspective of Hollywood and the media, but the perspective of the officers themselves, informed by an understanding of how these events unfold. Sharing a more complete and better understanding between citizens and law enforcement will help each side.

We also need to understand that if the police are to do their job well, we must be willing to invest in training and education. We can’t just talk about what must be done; we must provide the right tools and education in order for them to be more effective. Law enforcement should implement training and education for both police and citizens in understanding the trauma and violence in the profession and the dynamics of force encounters. During my career I passed a quote from Theodore Roosevelt on to many a beleaguered officer. It still hangs on the wall of my police department in the patrol division:


It is not the critic who counts; not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles, or where the doer of deeds could have done them better. The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood; who strives valiantly; who errs, who comes short again and again, because there is no effort without error and shortcoming; but who does actually strive to do the deeds; who knows great enthusiasms, the great devotions; who spends himself in a worthy cause; who at the best knows in the end the triumph of high achievement, and who at the worst, if he fails, at least fails while daring greatly, so that his place shall never be with those cold and timid souls who neither know victory nor defeat.4



I hope that you will set your automatic responses aside until you have read this book and taken the time to get inside actual deadly force situations through the eyes of the human beings who were there. I hope you will suspend judgment until you have learned more about officers’ training and experience, how they come into play under pressure, and how training can be improved. I hope you will think twice about assuming that involved officers walk away unscathed until you have heard about the investigation process and learn about the immediate and long-term effects of these events on the officers involved.

We must reduce hostility and misunderstandings with clear facts and a dialogue between the police and the citizens we serve. Part of that dialogue must come from recognizing the humanity of police officers. I hope that some of that understanding will begin in the pages ahead.

As you read the officer’s stories, set a kitchen timer or count off the seconds on your watch so you can get a picture of how rapidly things evolve and consider how much information much be processed and all the life-and-death decisions that must be made in those brief instants. Grab a hammer and swing it around for ten seconds and picture the damage you can do. Try to imagine yourself, or your spouse, son, or daughter being the cop. Imagine you, or someone you love, wanting to go home alive and uninjured at the end of a shift.

_____________

1 Peter Moskos, “Have fearful police brought an end to the drop in crime,” New York Times, June 4, 2015.

2 At the time of this event, Loughlin was the lieutenant in charge of CID.

3 A methodical approach to addressing multiple crime scenes and assignments of command personnel to various tasks. It provides a template for assisting the involved officer(s) with peer and emotional support.

4 Excerpt from the speech “Citizenship in a Republic,” delivered at the Sorbonne in Paris, France, on April 23, 1910.


PART I

Myths and Misconceptions


This thinking is the result of “training by Hollywood,” in which movie and TV cops are able to do anything to control the outcomes of events that serve the director’s dramatic interests. It reflects a misconception of real-life dynamics and ends up imposing unrealistic expectations of skill on real-life officers.

—Bill Lewinski, executive director of the Force Science Research Center at Minnesota State University–Mankato




Chapter One

The Things that People Believe

Here are some of the things people commonly believe about the police. As police officers, we have all heard people make these statements. On the news, in the paper, on the street, but also from family and friends, at the gym, at dinner parties, and even in conversation with people we believe ought to have some understanding of our reality:

•   Why did the police have to fire so many bullets?

•   Why didn’t the police just shoot the gun (or knife, bat, other weapon, etc.) out of the suspect’s hand?

•   Why couldn’t they use their baton against the suspect’s knife?

•   Why did the police not yell at the suspect to drop their weapon before shooting?

•   Why didn’t the police talk the person down instead of shooting?

•   Why did the police have to shoot him? Just let him go and arrest him later.

•   Why did the police have to kill her instead of just trying to wound her?

•   Why did the cops shoot so many times?

•   Why did they shoot him in the back?

•   Why didn’t they wing him or shoot the guy in the leg like they used to?

•   Why didn’t the police use Tasers or other nonlethal methods?

Often, those questions are followed by statements about the police such as:

•   Cops kill people. That’s what they do.

•   They get to be judge and jury.

•   They shot him for no reason.

•   They just wanted an excuse to kill the man. That’s what they sign up for.

•   They just wanted to be heroes.

•   Cops are just one part of the criminal class policing the other.

•   The guy didn’t even have a weapon. He was unarmed, for God’s sake, and they killed him.

•   It was just a little knife. A small screwdriver.

•   The cops shot him while he was handcuffed.

•   All a cop has to do say he’s threatened and he can shoot someone.

In the pages and stories that follow, you will experience deadly force incidents through the eyes of the officers involved, see why so many of these assumptions are unfounded, and hopefully gain some understanding of these events, which will give you information to help evaluate—and question—the versions you will hear on the news and in social media.

I used to have my own share of mistaken beliefs. As a child, I remember watching John Wayne, Clint Eastwood, Gene Autry, Vic Morrow, and all the heroes of war or westerns on TV. One shot would knock a man off his feet and he would be dead. A shotgun blast would blow someone ten feet back and he would be killed with one round. Guys were blown through windows or off roofs. Multiple shots would bounce someone around like a marionette. Guns and knives would be shot out of the bad guy’s hands. Heroic cowboys could shoot a man on the fly as they were running, riding a horse, or jumping off a roof.

The movies made this even larger and grander. Cop movies showed the police shooting someone on the run or a gun out of someone’s hand or a well-placed shot in the leg dropping the bad guy in a flash. Clint Eastwood with his .44 Magnum would blow the bad guys right off their feet with one shot. The good guy would shoot multiple bad guys and they would each drop with a single bullet and never shoot back. As children, we would play cops and robbers, war, and all the other games, shouting, “I got you! Fall down!” And you were supposed to fall down. When video games came along, everyone blew apart or just dropped in place.

I believed what I saw and heard on TV—until I became a cop. Even today, TV, video games, and movies perpetuate many myths about what happens in armed encounters. Here are some of them:

•   Bullets will knock someone down easily. One shot is all you need.

•   A shotgun will knock someone down for sure. Blow ’em right off their feet.

•   If you knock someone down, the fight is over.

•   All police are well trained and able to shoot with precision and accuracy.

•   Cops have better decision-making and memory due to training.

•   Police have plenty of time to decide when and where to shoot.

•   People armed with a knife or hammer are not as dangerous as people with guns.

•   An unarmed person is not dangerous.

•   After a cop has shot someone, she will just holster the gun and go on as though nothing had happened.

•   The police get together and lie to protect themselves.

•   Videos will tell the whole story.

None of these are true.

The real world is tremendously different from the world of fiction. There is almost no public understanding of what the officer goes through when involved in a deadly force incident.

Not of the training officers go through to prepare for these events.

Not of the mental, physical, and emotional reality of the events.

Not of their stunningly short time sequence.

Not of the aftermath.

In responding to a threat, time is a critical factor. Time to think, time to act, time to react, and do it all within imperatives of the law, department policy, and training strictures. These decisions often occur in the space of seconds, as statistics show many deadly force confrontations begin and end within three seconds.5 The reality of action versus reaction as it pertains to a deadly force incident is as much ignored or fantasized as is the reality of wound ballistics.6 But these factors cannot be ignored, dismissed, or minimized to fit the needs of the public in support of the offender.

There are many things we wish the public knew about officer-involved shootings before jumping to the conclusion that the cops got it wrong.

Even in controlled police training environments, you often cannot shoot straight or react quickly under duress. The adrenaline and fear are sometimes overpowering. Under extreme duress, you can be only feet from an individual and miss. In real cop life, it never happens when you are ready or comfortable. It happens in the rain, in the snow, in the middle of the night. Or when the subject seems compliant.

In reality, a person charging from twenty feet away can plunge a knife into you or put a hammer in your head before you can draw your weapon, sometimes even before you recognize you are in danger. In the real world, deadly encounters happen in milliseconds with little time to react. In the real world, people do not get knocked down by a bullet or blown off their feet and lie still. In the real world, someone who has been shot can still shoot back. Still charge at you. Still attack you with hands or fists, a knife, or other weapon. Rage, mental illness, and heavy-duty drugs often fuel these encounters and make people impervious to pain. People can actually run around with many bullets in them for quite a long time.

As a young, liberal-minded man training to be a police officer, I discovered quickly that the common myths are far from true. The first thing I learned is how quickly you can be overpowered and find yourself on the ground fighting for your life and gasping for breath. It’s frightening, even in training where the attacks are simulated. This can happen even when you are prepared for it. Verbal orders are ignored. Batons get ripped from your hands. Equipment fails. Guns get jammed. Tasers won’t deploy. Pepper spray fails. The department’s officer trained with a nonlethal weapon is on another call.

In the real world, events evolve suddenly, with a significant threat occurring well before an officer can draw a weapon. During our training, to give us a good example of how quickly a physical or knife attack could occur, the instructor would take a rubber knife and cover it with chalk. The assailant would charge us in a planned or surprise attack from twenty feet away after we started a dialogue and then we would observe the multiple chalk marks or handprints all over our clothing. The results were shocking. Sometimes, even when you are prepared for an attack, you fail. Then you learn, through muscle memory and repetitive practice, how to move forward through an attack like that, or back up if there is a place to go. Practice, repetitive training, and creating a confident mindset are paramount for survival. All of this takes time.

At the academy, we learned that for many, perhaps most, officers involved in shootings, the timing of the attack or gunfire is a total surprise. It often defied logic or physical laws. It was shocking to learn that people do not always go down even when they are shot multiple times. Ammunition and the power of the weapon itself are factors, but bullets are not magic. Even with someone who has sustained fatal injuries, the body still works, the mind still thinks, and the heart still pumps, giving the offender plenty of time to do damage and kill.

Many officers who were in shootings reported that the person was hit multiple times and just wouldn’t stop. Or the bullets would not penetrate and be stuck in the clothing, walls, doors, and floors after the smoke cleared. As one officer said, “You are watching it happen in front of you in total disbelief because it just does not make sense. It’s frightening. You think you missed or something is wrong that you are unable to explain.” Most times, after a deadly force event, the officer involved had no idea how many rounds were fired.

A fact that surprises many people is that all police are not trained to the levels the public and media believe. Officers need constant and consistent training to physically survive attacks and unfortunately, often cops do not get that. Unless you are on a specialized unit such as Specialized Weapons and Tactics (SWAT) or Special Reaction Team (SRT), the average officer does not get much ongoing training. With all the other demands an officer faces at work, it can be difficult to keep up with these skills once you’re on the job. Most departments cannot afford the time, money, and training for officers beyond the basics necessary for qualification, or the minimum standards for carrying a firearm. Often officers must take it upon themselves to maintain their skills. And the stress of the moment changes everything. Your ability to react, fire a weapon, or employ self-defense tactics can go out the window fast.

After a police shooting, we will often hear Joe or Jane Average say something like: if I had a gun, I would just shoot the guy in the leg or wing him. You know, cops are trigger-happy. That is why they shot that man twenty-six times. These people have absolutely no idea. There are many valid and practical reasons for shooting multiple times; the most important is that you are trying to stop someone who is trying to kill you or someone else. That’s the objective: to stop, not to kill.
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