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	To the children
 

	May you never be left without hope on your journey 
 

	Let hope overcome fear and uncertainty, and you will rise to become our better angels 
 

	You are the reason we strive for a brighter tomorrow
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	Black-Eyed Susans  Still Bloom
 

	At the Minneapolis intersection of Thirty-Eighth Street and Chicago Avenue, a twelve-foot sculpture of a raised fist emerges from a bed of flowers. The memorial commemorates George Floyd, who was murdered on this corner on May 25, 2020. Former Minneapolis police officer Derek Chauvin pinned Floyd’s back and neck beneath his knee until Floyd gasped his last breath, calling out for his mother as he died. Officers J. Alexander Kueng, Thomas Lane, and Tou Thao looked on with indifference. The tragedy was followed by the State and Federal criminal convictions of all four officers. The tragedy and the bittersweet triumph—one of America’s greatest police-accountability victories—occurred on my watch.
 

	In the spring and summer of 2020, I was three years into my term as the first Black chief of police in the history of the Minneapolis Police Department. I couldn’t bring George Floyd back. But I could work on behalf of his family to bring them justice. That was my mission. 
 

	In the weeks after George Floyd’s death, the city erupted with the most destructive and costly civil unrest in the United States since the LA riots twenty-eight years before. Decades of trauma, outrage, and frustration fueled the flames in cities across the country. For a time that summer, the whole world turned its focus on the legacy of American racial violence. 
 

	Today, visitors from around the world stand before the raised fist of resistance at Thirty-Eighth and Chicago. There, each summer, in late July, black-eyed Susans bloom, brightening the base of the sculpture with bursts of yellow petals. Grown from seeds harvested just a few blocks away, these flowers keep another memory alive. These black-eyed Susans are the direct descendants of blooms first planted in the 1930s by Mrs. Edith Lee.
 

	For a time, Edith and her husband, Arthur Lee, owned a modest two-bedroom house at the corner of Forty-Sixth Street and Columbus Avenue. Arthur was a World War I veteran. He worked for the US Postal Service—a steady job with good pay, especially during the Great Depression. Their financial stability enabled the Lees to purchase a home in 1931. The little white house measured 850 square feet—a homey cottage where the Lees could raise their six-year-old daughter, Mary. The only problem with the house was the address. 4600 Columbus Avenue was located just south of a line that was invisible on the street map but existed nonetheless: a color line. Members of the local neighborhood association had voluntarily signed an agreement in 1927 to sell homes only to whites. Arthur, Edith, and Mary Lee were Black. 
 

	Neighbors posted a sign in the Lees’ front yard soon after they moved in. It read: “No n—s allowed in the neighborhood. This means you.” To regain white ownership of the house, the neighborhood association offered to buy it for $300 more than the Lees had paid. The family refused. 
 

	“Nobody asked me to move out when I was in France fighting in mud and water for this country,” Arthur Lee told the Minneapolis Tribune. “I came out here to make this my home. I have a right to establish a home.”
 

	The Lees were members of the Minneapolis NAACP, which provided support by hiring Lena Olive Smith—the city’s first, and only, Black female attorney. Smith met with the mayor and Police Chief William Meehan to discuss the tension brewing in the city. “As far as Mr. Lee is concerned,” Smith told the Tribune, “there will be no further negotiations with any committee of citizens.” At Smith’s urging, Chief Meehan agreed to provide police protection for the Lee family and their home.
 

	When neighbors learned that the Lees could not be bought out, they turned up the pressure. Vandals threw black paint on the little white house. The Lees received death threats. Mary’s dog died of poisoning. On July 11, 1931, about 150 people stood outside the Lees’ home to protest and intimidate the family. Five days later, the Lees’ house was surrounded by more than 3,000 angry whites and onlookers. The Tribune described the scene on July 16:
 

	From the windows of his darkened home, Lee and his friends looked out, as from a barricaded fortress, on a sullen, angry semicircle of humanity. They heard themselves threatened continually, from all directions. They heard stones strike against the house and heard windows crash as some of the stones took effect. Now and then a firecracker exploded on the lawn. 
 

	World War I service veterans from Arthur Lee’s American Legion post, along with members of the postal workers’ union, arrived to defend the family around the clock. The Lees later told their grandson, Robert Arthur Lee Forman, that these supporters had joined hands to form a human barricade between the family and the crowd. They were hoping to prevent “what truly could have been a horrific tragedy,” said Forman. 
 

	Chief Meehan initially deployed a squad of twenty-five officers to guard the home. At first, the officers were able to break up the crowd, but they were soon vastly outnumbered. An NAACP observer documented the violence and vitriol the mob directed at the Lees: 
 

	Yells of “let’s rush the door,” “let’s settle this now,” “let’s drag the n—s out”; the clatter of glass being knocked from the windows by stones; the flash of photographers’ torches, and the bursting of firecrackers, created a revel of morons.
 

	The crowd included men, women, and children. Vending wagons arrived to sell ice cream and refreshments. From evening until the early hours of the morning, shouts and slurs and other harassments rained down on the little white house, forcing the Lee family to sleep in the basement. The crowd was defiant of the police, the Tribune reported. 
 

	Standing ten feet apart, [the police officers] waited. Inch by inch the crowd moved closer to the Lee home, muttering threats, and loud in their denunciation of the police. More police reserves were sent for. A squad of motorcycle men mounted their machines. They drove straight at the crowd, turning sharply as they reached the front lines. This only served to rouse the throng. One motorcycle policeman was pulled from his machine and a squad of patrolmen went charging to his rescue.
 

	Every available squad rushed to the scene. The crowd was undeterred, advancing toward the Lee home until the throng stood almost face-to-face with the line of policemen. Day after day, the officers stood their ground against a barrage of taunts and threats and rocks.
 

	The mob of thousands persisted until the newspapers published a definitive statement on July 20 from attorney Lena Olive Smith that the Lees were not going to leave their home. “Mr. Lee intends to remain in his present residence,” it said. “He has no intention of moving now or later. . . . I believe we have made that clear to all parties involved. I have been assured that my client will receive ample police protection.” The crowd began to shrink, but it took a month for the nightly protests to disband. For more than a year, the Lee family remained under police protection. Mary had to be escorted to and from kindergarten by a uniformed officer.
 

	I often think of the conversations that Arthur and Edith Lee might have had as they peeked through their curtains at the furious mob. I wonder if they asked themselves whether taking a stand was worth it. Their lives had been threatened. Surely, they worried about putting their child in danger. At the same time, their hopes for Mary’s future must have fueled their determination. The Lee family inhabited their home until late 1932, when they chose to move to a more integrated neighborhood nearby. They felt they had stayed long enough to make a point. They were not second-class citizens. 
 

	Just eleven years prior, three Black circus workers had been lynched by a white mob in Duluth, Minnesota. It would be another thirty-three years before the passage of the Civil Rights Act of 1964. But the Minneapolis police officers of 1931—most of them white—showed up night after night to stand between a riotous crowd of thousands and a Black family of three. Some of the officers might not have been able to afford a house like the Lees’. Some of the officers took a beating. I’m sure there were some who were asking: “Why am I putting myself in harm’s way for this?” But they showed up anyway. They followed the orders of a police chief who had come to America at the age of twelve and whose own family may have faced discrimination as Irish immigrants in the 1880s.
 

	The chief and officers of 1931 demonstrated what Chauvin, Kueng, Lane, and Thao failed to understand. Police officers are granted their power by the citizens they serve—and with that power comes the obligation to protect the rights and safety of all people. It’s as true today as it was then. When someone calls 911 because they need help from the police, they reach a dispatcher—a total stranger. The dispatcher doesn’t ask the caller anything about their social status in life—nothing about the caller’s income, who they love, who they worship, or what party they vote for. It’s just: Where are you? What’s the emergency? We’re on our way. 
 

	Meanwhile, the caller doesn’t know anything about the police officer sent in response. This blind trust is rare today, but it is essential to the contract between citizens and the police. Policing is the only profession in which a member can detain a person, deprive them of their freedom, and legally take their life. Even the president doesn’t have that authority. If there’s ever a system that needs oversight and accountability, it’s policing. Time and again, the system has failed to provide consequences for officers who kill, harm, or mistreat citizens. It leads to civil unrest.
 

	The combination of peaceful protest and destructive turmoil following George Floyd’s murder in 2020 was unprecedented in scale, but it was by no means the first uprising against the Minneapolis Police.
 

	The people’s quest for police accountability has spanned generations. During the long, hot summers of the 1960s, tension between Black community members and police in Minneapolis erupted in violence. Riots in 1966 and 1967 were a culmination of many forces in play during the civil rights era. The Minneapolis Tribune observed, “Negro youths in the cities of America also are expressing a profound sense of indignation for their group, a group striving to gain its rightful place in society not later, but now.” The previous summer, after a riot in North Minneapolis, politicians had promised to invest in jobs for Black youth. That promise, however, went unfulfilled.
 

	According to Minneapolis civil rights leader W. Harry Davis and other community members, the 1967 uprising was sparked when a white bar owner shot a Black man. Others said the tipping point occurred at the city’s Aquatennial Torchlight Parade, an event that is still held every summer. Police officers intervened in a fight between two Black teenage girls by shoving the girls to the ground. All we have is the oral record. There was no video. But we know in the Black community, oral history contains essential knowledge. We pass down stories to survive and learn. Either of these incidents would have been enough to push young Black people over the edge.
 

	Protesters marched on the night of July 20, 1967, the night after the Aquatennial Torchlight Parade. They demanded an end to violence against Black people—most of all by the police. Officers in riot gear responded, and one is reported to have struck a pregnant woman in the belly—further enraging the protesters. Some in the crowd threw rocks and bottles at police and broke store windows. Along an eight-block stretch of Plymouth Avenue North, protesters set stores and other businesses on fire.
 

	W. Harry Davis and Urban League director Josie Johnson were summoned by the mayor to help bring peace to a neighborhood that was now losing its community resources. All three of the grocery stores on Plymouth Avenue burned that night. Davis described the destruction: 
 

	There was only fire—fire everywhere, it seemed—and scared, agitated people milling about. . . . The scene that night on the street was nightmarish. The stench of smoke was oppressive. The heat was enough to break display windows, exposing the stores to looting. The streets were blocked.
 

	On July 21, Minneapolis mayor Arthur Naftalin appealed to the governor to deploy the Minnesota National Guard. The next day, six hundred troops arrived in North Minneapolis and the unrest was over. It had resulted in eighteen fires, thirty-six arrests, three shootings, and twenty-four injuries. Damages along Plymouth Avenue totaled $4.2 million—the equivalent of $32.5 million in 2020.
 

	In the aftermath, Mayor Naftalin convened an all-white grand jury to investigate the cause of the riots. The move was widely regarded as an act by Naftalin to de-legitimize the concerns of Black residents. Unsurprisingly, this grand jury found no wrongdoing by police. Instead, they advised that the staff of the neighborhood’s Black community center, The Way, should be investigated for inciting the unrest. These findings had no credibility within the Black community. 
 

	The Minneapolis Tribune offered an analysis of the unrest in the summer of 1967 that could apply just as easily to the summer of 2020: “The racial disturbances in a city such as Minneapolis are not just the result of unemployment, poor housing and discrimination, although these are likely factors. The disturbances also may be a part . . . of a broader malaise of youth.”
 

	I remember speaking to a group of young people in North Minneapolis in 2021 and hearing this malaise in the voice of a young man about twenty years old. He raised his hand and said to me, “Chief, I’m tired of slow justice.” The only thing I could tell him was, “I understand.” The generation that raised me was tired of slow justice before I was born. I have lived a long time myself, and I have not yet seen swift justice. But sometimes a big swing results from cumulative actions over time.
 

	Mary Lee was six years old when she needed police protection just to walk to school. She was forty-three years old by the time the Fair Housing Act was passed, making racial discrimination in housing illegal. But after her family’s courageous stand in 1931, there was never another mob in Minneapolis protesting outside the home of a Black family. We must continue to move forward. No matter how frustrated or how tired I get, I am never going to give up. Progress is not always linear, as we will see in the following chapters. Broken systems have a natural tendency to embrace stasis and to follow the path of least resistance. Nevertheless, individuals within institutions—and outside of them—can make a difference, for better or for worse. 
 

	I often thought of the children of the city during the tumultuous summer of 2020. You can imagine the concerns of children who may have seen a man’s life extinguished on video. They have watched thousands of people marching in the streets and seen neighborhoods burning. A frightening pandemic has shut down their classrooms and disrupted the comfort of their regular routines. In times like this, children want to be reassured, and they look to adults for answers. They wonder if we are going to get through this—or if this is the way it’s going to be from now on. As a leader and as a father, I didn’t always have the answer. I certainly didn’t have a playbook to guide me in 2020. But I was certain of one thing. There was no way I was going to leave the children of our city a legacy of despair. 
 

	There are four generations of Medaria Arradondos living in Minneapolis today. Most people call me Rondo, but my given name is Medaria, after my father and my grandfather. My son and grandson also bear this family name. The littlest Medaria Arradondo is still a preschooler and he will be brought up, like I was, to recognize the importance of hope. Unlike wishful thinking, hope acknowledges the challenges we face and says we can overcome them. 
 

	If American democracy is an experiment, as it has been described throughout our history, American policing is also an experiment that we are constantly trying to get right. We must call out the impediments that slow our progress and try to disrupt the forces that stand in the way of justice for all. We have seen police live up to their oath, honorably, and we have seen them fail. With the level of responsibility and authority that is granted to the police, when we fail the consequences are severe.
 

	Even though we are making incremental progress, we cannot detach policing from its history. That history is always with us and cannot be revised or erased. Some look at our imperfect history as an anchor that weighs our profession down. In one sense, that’s true. You can’t run away from who you are. We must acknowledge our vulnerabilities and learn from our mistakes. And we should never forget how much police contribute to our communities when we are at our best. An anchor, like our history, can be a stabilizing force. I look to our past not as a burden but as a touchpoint that grounds me in turbulent times. Our history shows us how far we have come, how far we have yet to go, and what direction we need to move forward.
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	A Son of Minneapolis 
 

	In the summer of 1978, when I was eleven years old, I set out each morning at 6:00 a.m. to deliver the Minneapolis Star Tribune newspaper (rebranded in 2024 as the Minnesota Star Tribune). The job didn’t pay much, but it helped contribute to the family budget and it kept me flush with Tootsie Rolls and Charms Blow Pops. When I arrived on my blue Huffy to pick up the morning edition from the distributor, I was the lone kid among all the adult carriers—and mine was the only bike among all their cars. 
 

	Pedaling through the dark streets, I towed a broken-down yellow wagon rigged up to the back of my bike. The wagon contained the papers and my eight-year-old brother, Johnny. I had placed a few blankets and a pillow in there so Johnny could be comfortable—but sometimes he had to sit on top of the papers. It had not been my idea to haul a sleepy second-grader along on my route. But when I had proudly told my mother about my new job, she said, “Take your brother with you.” That’s the way it was in a large family. You were always looking after someone, and you always had someone looking out for you.
 

	I grew up with my parents and nine siblings in a large, white two-story house on the 3700 block of Park Avenue South in Minneapolis. A pile of kids’ shoes in all sizes waited just inside the front door to trip any visitors who failed to watch their step. We ate meals on a variety of mismatched plates, accumulated in different patterns and colors. Apparently, the size of our family far exceeded the number of place settings in a standard set of dishes. Our pantry was crowded with canned goods to feed a lot of growing kids. My dear mother was a chef Houdini! She could do magic with a couple of cans of cream of mushroom soup.
 

	Although our home was bustling with children, my mother always kept it clean. You know that saying “you can eat off the floor”? The Minnesota Department of Health would have applied it to my house. My mother’s neatness extended to our clothes and appearance. We may not have been able to afford the highest quality clothes, but they were freshly laundered and neatly folded. The Arradondo kids were not walking out that front door with stains or wrinkles. These standards had nothing to do with social status—to this day, my parents don’t measure anyone’s worth by what they can buy. Rather, making an effort in your appearance was seen as self-respect and self-care. I’ve tried to live up to that credo, and I’ve tried to pass it on. 
 

	Unfortunately, I did not inherit all the traits I admire in my parents. Although I can’t draw to save my life, my father is a talented artist, particularly as a painter. He will spend years adding the slightest, but powerful, details to his canvases. I remember one beautiful painting that had a bare tree in the background, which was not the central focus of the portrait. After several years he added leaves to it. When I asked him why, after so many years, he added this detail, he simply said, “It was time.” 
 

	Don’t let my mother Jackie’s petite stature fool you. She’s a powerful presence and loves fiercely. She’s strong and resilient, yet soft-spoken. When she speaks, you are drawn in to listen. My parents are living examples of how to treat others with respect, and they instilled a sense of service in their children. Growing up with nine siblings was a life lesson in and of itself. I had to advocate for myself and I had to compromise. With different ages, interests, and personalities, all of us kids were rarely in agreement—and so I came to understand that agreement is not a prerequisite for civility or friendship. 
 

	When I was a kid, the South Side was a neighborhood of working- and middle-class Black families, many of whom owned their homes. From the 1930s to the 1970s, there were more than twenty Black-owned businesses in the corridor along Thirty-Eighth Street and Fourth Avenue South. Among them was Minneapolis Spokesman (now the Minnesota Spokesman-Recorder), the oldest continuously operated Black newspaper in Minnesota, founded in 1934 by Cecil Newman. As kids, our neighborhood headquarters was Phelps Park, with its grassy lawns, picnic tables, ballfields, and playground. That’s where I met up with my friends after school and during long summer days. If you had a crush on a girl and wrote her a letter, you handed it to her at the park. It was the site of weekend family cookouts, baseball games, and daring feats on the monkey bars. Second only to Phelps Park were the alleys that carved a kid-sized thoroughfare through the middle of each block. We ran up and down these corridors like we owned the place, stopping on hot days to take a drink from a neighbor’s hose or spigot, always being careful to turn off the water when we were through. We’d spend hours building wooden ramps on stacks of bricks to do Evel Knievel jumps with our bikes. It’s a wonder we survived the landings. 
 

	In those days, most homes in the neighborhood, like our house, did not have central air-conditioning. The smells of lasagna or chicken wafting out of open windows told you exactly what each family would be serving for dinner. This airborne preview gave me time to decide whether I should go home at six like I was supposed to or make an excuse to tag along with a friend who was having something really special. The choice was clear whenever my mother made pork chops—nothing could compare.
 

	The neighborhood felt like an extended family to me. As kids, we knew all the adults on the block, and we only called them by their last names. They encouraged us to be our best selves. Any adult had the leeway to give you public praise if you were minding your manners or to discipline you if you were out of line. Children were viewed as priceless assets of the community, a source of pride and bright potential, regardless of whatever financial or familial struggles impacted their home life. The guiding lights in our community were—and still are today—the Black church and our elders. I have learned that nothing in the Black community moves forward in Minneapolis without the Black church behind it. Even when I had an office in City Hall, Zion Baptist Church on the North Side served as my satellite location.
 

	When I was growing up, elders provided guidance and received our deep respect. One day, I watched an elderly Black woman walk down the street toward a group of older teenagers who were hanging out on the corner, smoking cigarettes. The teens were part of what you could call a gang at that time. The younger kids viewed them as the rough crowd, and I was amazed at the four-letter words I sometimes overheard them say. As soon as the elderly woman drew close to those young men, their cigarettes disappeared behind their backs. Every single one of them stood up straight—they looked to me like soldiers in a military parade. The teens nodded their heads and addressed the woman by name. “Good afternoon, Mrs. Jenkins, yep, have a good day.” The cigarettes and smack talk only re-emerged when she was well down the block and out of earshot.
 

	The teenagers’ behavior was not merely a nostalgic display of old-fashioned manners. Nor was there the slightest hint of mockery in their tone or actions. The teens adhered to a social code that applied to everyone. There was a shared recognition in our community that while our elders were people we looked up to, they were also in the stage of life when we must look after them. These informal yet deeply ingrained customs and expectations helped keep the community safe.
 

	Years later, as a patrol officer in North Minneapolis, I heard a call-in show on KMOJ, the local Black-owned radio station, that took me right back to that encounter on the corner. But in this case, the social code had broken down and needed repair. An elderly woman called in and said to the DJ, “I wonder if I might be able to get some help. I’m older and living on Social Security. I take the bus to wash my clothes at the laundromat on Broadway. The last couple of times, some young boys were standing around and blocking the door. I don’t feel safe. I haven’t been able to do my laundry in a couple of weeks.”
 

	I pulled my squad car over in a huff and debated driving down to Broadway myself. Then the DJ said, “Ma’am, please hold on. I’m going to talk to you off the air.” On the air he said, with an undertone of indignation, “Men out there, meet me at the laundromat on Tuesday. We’re going to make sure she’s able to wash her clothes.” I didn’t drive to the laundromat myself, because it wasn’t necessary. I had no doubt that, on Tuesday, the kids’ behavior would be corrected by adults in the community. 
 

	Some of the elders I once knew have passed away. Many of my friends, now grown, have moved away. Still, when I visit family members who live in South Minneapolis, I often run into young adults who were just pipsqueaks, as we called them, in my youth. They are now raising their own families nearby. 
 

	The pipsqueak generation is too young to remember the long-gone landmarks of my childhood, such as Wilharm Pharmacy. It had a soda fountain in the back. Mr. Wilharm knew his customers and would give neighborhood families credit if you were coming up a bit short—simply on your word that you’d pay him back.
 

	The pharmacy was long ago replaced by a convenience store. A crooked banner with the word “Unity” written on black vinyl now hangs above the awning out front. This banner only partially covers the large red letters that spell out “Cup Foods” across the brick storefront. This is the intersection of Thirty-Eighth and Chicago today—rich in unsung heritage yet struggling to move forward following the tragedy that occurred here: the murder of George Floyd in 2020. I’ve known this corner my whole life. That’s long enough to understand that while much has changed, the resilience of the people is a constant. There was widespread destruction in the summer of 2020. But for every shattered window, there were dozens of neighbors who showed up with brooms to sweep away the shards. 
 

	In the 1970s, there were very few officers in the Minneapolis Police Department who looked like me. One was the late Riley Gilchrist, a tall, thin man who wore glasses and spoke in a deep baritone. In uniform he was a hybrid police/professor, an impression magnified when he was smoking a cigar. Officer Gilchrist cared about the community and coached Minneapolis Park Board youth football. When he came walking down the block, it was like Moses parting the Red Sea. As a kid I thought, “Wow! Here is a police officer who is serving the neighborhood and being respected for it.” 
 

	Not only were there few Black police officers in my neighborhood growing up, I saw few police officers at all. At that time, a kind of self-reliance threaded through the fabric of our community. Today it is topical to talk about safety beyond policing—but alternatives to traditional 911 police response were practiced every day back then. Neighborhood disputes were resolved by elders and neighbors.
 

	When police were called in, a different dynamic held sway. Other than Officer Gilchrist, most police officers were strangers. Their job was to resolve a situation quickly so they could move on to the next call. These officers did not always demonstrate the compassion or empathy that we were used to when resolving conflicts on our own—so we kept our guard up.
 

	This ambivalence toward police first hit me when I was eight years old. One night, I was awakened by my father telling my mother to call the police. I walked out of my bedroom to the landing at the top of the stairway, where I could see across the living room into the kitchen. Standing there in my pajamas, I heard sounds coming from the basement—first the sound of kicking, then glass breaking. I heard a voice from below that seemed to be asking: “Where are you?” I saw my father placing a chair up against the door that led to the basement, jamming it shut.
 

	After what seemed like an eternity but was probably only minutes, two white male police officers came into our house through the front door with their guns drawn. “Where is the intruder?” they asked, as my father directed them toward the basement door. While removing the chair from beneath the doorknob, my father recognized something in the voice coming from below. It was his cousin’s voice.
 

	Like millions of Americans, my father’s cousin struggled with mental health issues and today would likely have been diagnosed with bipolar disorder. Back then, mental health services in the Black community were either nonexistent or woefully inadequate. The stigma associated with depression and trauma, especially for Black men during the 1970s, was heavy and hard. As a consequence, a mental health crisis was playing out in our basement.
 

	The two police officers were right behind my father, guns raised and ready to descend the stairs. My father stood between them and the basement door. 
 

	My father is an eloquent speaker. His voice conveys confidence. But that night, as my father stepped aside to allow the officers down the basement stairs, I heard desperation in his plea: “Please don’t shoot him! He’s my cousin.”
 

	Watching silently from the landing, I wondered why my father was so concerned that the police might shoot a man who I thought would never try to harm us, even if he was struggling. Fortunately, nobody was hurt that night. But it was my first glimpse of the reality that adults—even my father—could be afraid. And that calling the police could possibly end in tragedy. 
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	The Boot
 

	After graduating from Minneapolis Roosevelt High School, I went on to receive degrees in criminal justice from Suomi College in Hancock, Michigan, and Metropolitan State University in St. Paul, Minnesota. In 1989, I graduated from the police academy and became a recruit officer with the Minneapolis Police Department. My parents were proud that I was the first in our family to wear a police uniform, and I was proud to represent my family in taking on this service.
 

	I was just twenty-two years old, but I was not naive about the profession. Being born and raised as an African American kid in Minneapolis, I had elders who gave me lessons about the city and about life. They imparted the historical knowledge often left out of textbooks and newspapers but recorded in the memories of community members. I knew the history of policing in Minneapolis as it related to the Black community. I had been schooled by the best, and they helped shape my ideas about what kind of officer I wanted to be. 
 

	Growing up as part of a community whose members have often been pre-judged by the police, I wanted to be an officer who showed up with an open mind. I knew that police officers make a difference during people’s worst moments and can offer a sense of hope when it is needed most. We all hear stories of ordinary people doing extraordinary things to help others who they don’t even know—a stranger jumping in a lake to save a drowning child, or passersby pulling a family from a burning house. I think most of us get a chill up our spine when we hear of such selflessness. Often, we ask ourselves: Could I have done that? When these brave individuals are interviewed on the news, with their singed eyebrows and smoke-stained clothes, they almost always say: “I had to do it. I wasn’t going to stand by and let that person get hurt.” I was about to meet and work alongside many courageous, selfless people who, like these Good Samaritans, were willing to put themselves in harm’s way to help a stranger. Instead of simply being in the right place at the right time, these officers had signed on to go toward the danger every day. That’s why we say this profession is a calling.
 

	The night before my first day as a recruit, I pressed my uniform shirt, making sure the crease was sharp enough to slice a loaf of bread. I had a ritual for polishing my boots: cotton balls, cold water, and black shoe polish. I buffed them to a nice shine. I made sure my uniform was meticulous because my name tag said “M. Arradondo.” That meant I needed to live up to both my inspector’s standards and my mother’s. “You represent us,” my mother would say—and she had taught me that one’s appearance matters. 
 

	In Minneapolis, the department gave you the hat and the badge, but you had to pay for your uniform pants and shirts and your equipment—a flashlight, a leather duty belt, and a gun. I had scraped together enough to buy everything but the gun. The pay for our rookie class was so low we were close to qualifying for food stamps, and I had no money left. So, I reached out for help. I made a call to W. Harry Davis. I had grown up with his son and spent many afternoons at the Davis house. I was always welcome and never left without receiving a history lesson from the renowned civil rights leader who, among many other accomplishments, had helped bring calm to Plymouth Avenue after the 1967 riots. Mr. Davis was a veteran of historic conflicts between the police department and the city’s Black community. Yet it never entered my mind that he might object to helping me complete my uniform. That’s not the kind of man he was. I only worried he might have sticker shock over the price. He did ask me, “How much is the gun?” When I told him, he replied, “I’m in a meeting right now, but you come on down.” When I arrived, he had a check waiting for me. And when I entered my new profession, I brought with me the lessons learned from many years of observing Mr. Davis interact with people of all races to pursue a common cause: improving the lives of people in our city.
 

	Everything I had trained for at the academy was starting now. I was about to enter the Field Training Officer program. As excited as I was, I knew better than to get too puffed up about it. I was about to become a “Boot.” That was the term for all new recruits. It signified that we were nothing at this point. 
 

	At that time, the Minneapolis Police Department ran three shifts to cover twenty-four hours: day shift (6:00 a.m.–2:00 p.m.), mid-shift (2:00 p.m.–10:00 p.m.), and dogwatch (10:00 p.m.–6:00 a.m.). I’ve been told that “dogwatch” is a sailor’s term for the hours when, on land, all but the dogs are asleep.
 

	I started out on the mid-shift in the 4th Precinct, which covered downtown Minneapolis. Every patrol shift starts with roll call—the time when supervisors give their daily or nightly briefs, the equivalent of a parent providing the kids an overview of what their family vacation is about to look like before everybody piles into the station wagon. The supervisor stands at a podium, sharing information on new policies, changes in the law that officers need to know, and hot spots in the precinct. The supervisor might say: “Squad 411, be aware that they’re expecting a large crowd at the downtown bar rush tonight. If you guys go up to the diner, make sure you’re tipping the waitstaff good. They don’t have to keep the place open all night but they do it to take care of us.” Roll call is also a time for a sergeant to recognize personal and professional milestones: “Officer Swanson is getting married next week, so give him a hard time—it’s the worst decision he ever made.”
 

	Roll call gives senior officers a chance to review any issues from the previous day. The veteran officers were informal coaches, pointing out what could have been done better. In those days, the senior officers sat and sipped their coffee or had a “spit cup” for their chewing tobacco. Many came from a generation where smoking cigarettes was as common as carrying a cell phone today. This was before indoor smoking bans, and some senior officers walked in with a “heater” dangling from their mouth, having mastered the ability to hold a conversation without ever dropping the lit cigarette.
 

	If the chairs were full when a senior officer walked in, a Boot would give up his or her chair immediately and go stand in the back of the room. When I walked into roll call on my first day, I took my place alongside three other recruits standing at the back. After the daily brief, the sergeant threw out a question that prompted many senior officers to shrink down in their chairs, as if this would render them temporarily invisible.
 

	“Who’s going to take the Boots?” the sergeant asked. 
 

	If no one volunteered, the sergeant would issue assignments. A chosen officer might protest that he had just trained a Boot last month and now it was someone else’s turn. A Boot was like the younger sibling that your mother forced you to take along on a date. No one was going to have a good time. 
 

	After some haggling, the first three Boots were paired with officers. My name was called last. “Okay, we’ve got recruit Arradondo,” said the sergeant. A hush fell over the room. As the silence stretched on, I thought: “It’s gonna be bad if everyone walks out of the room and I’m still standing here when the lights go off!” Finally, I heard a gruff voice speak up. “Yeah, I’ll take the Arradondo kid.” 
 

	The officer who selected me had more than twenty years on the force. I’ll call him Officer Johnson, and he was known around the force for never going the full distance and always looking for a way to deliver the least amount of work during his shift. And so Officer Johnson was nicknamed “Short Cut.” He was a white man in his early fifties, which was considered old back then. His slick black hair was streaked with gray. His leather gear was worn and his boots never shined. Rather than iron his shirt, he put on his uniform jacket to cover up the wrinkles. He spoke fast and seemed preoccupied with his own troubles. He always let somebody else drive so that he could work on his personal business while on the clock. In hindsight, I can confirm that Officer Johnson is the last person you’d ever want training anybody. I didn’t know that at the time, and even if I had, it wouldn’t have made a difference: The alternative was no training at all.
 

	As roll call ended, Officer Johnson immediately began issuing instructions. There was no handshake, no introduction—just: Grab the shotgun and make sure you’ve got these supplies. As we walked out to his squad car he looked at me and said, “Let me tell you, kid, here’s the only reason why I took you. You got an uncle named John?” I said, “Yep, that’s my uncle.” Officer Johnson continued, “When I was a kid, I got into a few scraps and I went to the county juvenile home. Your uncle took care of me when I was in there. That’s the only reason I’m taking you.” 
 

	With that preamble, I was not surprised by what he said next: “You’re going to be driving every shift. I handle the radio—you don’t touch it. You go where I tell you to go. You’re going to be doing all the paperwork.” This slight hazing was typical for Boots. From the training officer’s point of view, a Boot had to prove worthy of being part of the team. Before we let you in, the thinking went, you’ve got to show us you can hold your own. When lives are on the line, it’s crucial that every member of the team can perform reliably, not only on their best day, but also on their worst day.
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