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This book is dedicated to the memory of my “foster” parents, 
the late Ken and Esther Chase of Tonawanda, New York. 

They made all the difference in my life. 



Blessed are the peacemakers, 
for they will be called the children of God. 

—MATTHEW 5:9
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A Note to the Reader
THIS BOOK IS A SERIES of stories about my police career. I have writ-
ten it mostly from memory, and have made every effort to be as 
accurate as my memory would allow. With only a few exceptions, 
I have changed all of the names of the people in this book. There 
are at least two short stories I have included, which were told to 
me by others. I cannot verify that those two incidents took place 
in the manner described, but have written the stories as they were 
told to me. 

In some of the stories, I have included my opinions of why 
certain events occurred in the manner they did. These are not 
meant to be treated as facts; they are merely the opinion of the 
author. This book is not meant to embarrass any person or agency. 
Rather, it is designed to entertain and educate the reader about 
the realities of a police career.
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Foreword

ONCE IN A GREAT WHILE, through all the noise clamoring to be 
heard, comes a sound—sweet and pure—seldom heard, but always 
recognized. It starts softly, but then builds within the heart. It is 
inescapable. That sound is truth; a rare and beautiful melody that 
we all know instinctively. 

Here you will read about one man’s journey from humble 
beginnings to the top of his fi eld—law enforcement. As you read 
his stories, the courage, honor, humor and wisdom of the author 
will reveal itself. Yet there is much about him that he will not 
share willingly. 

He will not speak of his own integrity, humility, generosity, 
or keen insight. But the truth often speaks for itself, and these 
traits will also be unveiled. As a friend for more than thirty 
years, it was my honor to know and work with Steve through 
these tumultuous times. 

These were the days when police work was being changed, 
transformed, mutilated, and repackaged for public consumption. 
Many of our fellow offi cers did not survive the changes. Good 
cops did some incredibly brave things one moment, and the next 
day they were cleaning out their lockers. A few had been fi red, 
but most of them quit in disgust. Many of them were replaced by 



Police Stories

x

offi cers who would never dream of doing anything brave. Those 
of us who remained had to either change or face the same fate. 

As a witness to many of the events told here, I will attest to 
their veracity. In writing, Steve gives voice to the many good cops 
who were silenced by the reality of those times. Political correct-
ness was in its infancy, but growing fast. Community policing 
was something we had been doing for many years. We did it out 
of love of our profession, and a strong desire to have a real impact 
in our communities. But when the changes came, we found that 
community policing was just something offi cers did to impress 
the chief, and enhance their own careers.

What follows is no mere rant against what our profession has 
become. It is rather a tribute to a different age—a Golden Age of 
police work. It was an age when courage, confi dence, and tenacity 
were considered good traits, not liabilities. It was an age where 
offi cers were judged by their willingness to serve the public and 
protect the innocent—even at the cost of their own lives. As you 
read this book, you will see that much of that has changed.

So sit back and enjoy the book. It may make you laugh, and/or 
cry, but I hope it makes you think. You may even recognize char-
acters from your own life. You might even see yourself in some 
of these stories. Above all, you will hear the truth. And whether 
you agree with it or not, you will recognize the sound.

— Rich Rodriquez
Santa Clara PD (ret.)



xi

Introduction

“LOOK, I KNOW THEY GET YOU all charged up at the police academy 
to make you think you can change the world, that you’re going 
to make a big difference out here. It doesn’t work out that way. 
There’s just too much going on, and you’re not going to make one 
bit of difference!”

He was a veteran police offi cer and those were his exact words. 
I suppose he probably meant well. I was a young offi cer on the 
Santa Clara (California) Police Department, and I was eager to do 
my job. I was rushing from call to call, wrestling PCP “blasters,” 
and taking a lot of people to jail. Exactly what I thought I was 
hired to do. 

I was excited about going to work every day, and was having 
the time of my life. But this senior offi cer had gotten me aside one 
day and told me to slow down, take it easy. And I clearly remember 
him ending his admonition by telling me that I was not going to 
make “one bit of difference.” 

I retired from the police force in July 2008, having spent thirty-
one years trying to prove him wrong. It was much harder than 
I had imagined it would be. My own police department made it 
harder for me to be a good cop than a bad cop. One problem was 
that we got paid every two weeks, no matter how much or how 
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little we did. I found a small group of dedicated offi cers willing 
to work hard, but a larger group that did little, if any, police work. 

The good cops put their lives on the line nearly every day, 
racing to violent calls. They made almost all of the arrests, took 
most of the calls, and wrote most of the reports. The lousy cops, 
I call them “slugs,” avoided violent calls, made few arrests, and 
could always fi nd a way not to write a police report. Both groups 
made the same money. 

But the worst part was that my department treated some of 
those “slugs” better than some of our best cops. Why? Because 
good cops might get into trouble, and bad cops don’t. And staying 
out of trouble seemed to have replaced public safety as our top 
priority. The unoffi cial motto was, “If you don’t do anything, you 
won’t do anything wrong.” That’s not exactly a good philosophy 
for fi ghting crime.

Some police chiefs have a tremendous fear of lawsuits. And 
they know that the less work their offi cers do, the less chance 
their department has of getting sued. So hard working cops were 
sometimes criticized or disciplined, while bad cops were allowed, 
and maybe even encouraged, to be bad cops. Some current chiefs 
have even gone so far as to tell their offi cers that “arrests are not 
important”—unbelievable!

Some of our laziest cops got promoted or were placed into a 
special assignment, while some of our best cops were passed over. 
One commander admitted to me that an offi cer had been given a 
special assignment because he was “useless” on the streets. They 
rewarded him for being “useless,” and denied that assignment to 
one of our hardest working cops. I worked for that kind of leader-
ship for much of my career.

Some of our best cops quit in disgust, transferred to another 
police department, or simply gave up and stopped doing any kind 
of proactive police work. I was so frustrated that on two separate 
occasions I nearly gave up too. 
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Introduction

I believe that we are fast approaching a crisis in law enforce-
ment in many communities because so many good cops are giving 
up. We will see it in any police agency that has avoiding lawsuits 
as its top priority, or treats its bad cops better than good ones. 
Unfortunately, I think that will probably include a lot of police 
departments all over this country.

With that introduction, one might assume that this book is 
going to be about what a terrible career I had as a police offi cer. 
Quite the contrary: I had a great career! In spite of some incred-
ibly bad leadership, and working with some lousy teammates, I 
accomplished far more in my career than I could have imagined. 
That’s why I wrote this book. I want to encourage other good 
offi cers to keep working hard and not give up. 

I also wrote this book because I want citizens to be aware of 
what really happens when they call 911. Good cops all over this 
country will speed to your call and risk their lives to save yours. 
But there are a lot of other cops who will simply choose not to 
put themselves at risk for your safety. They will drive away from 
your call without any repercussions. We promise to “protect and 
serve,” but many offi cers will do neither. 

I want citizens to expect more from their police offi cers and 
demand better leadership from their police chiefs. I remember 
our chief at the San Jose Police Department in 1988. Many of us 
still call him our “last good chief.” He had the kind of leadership 
style we need in law enforcement today. He expected his offi cers 
to do police work, not sit in a coffee shop avoiding lawsuits. Not 
coincidentally, when he was our chief, San Jose was one of the 
“safest large cities” in the country, and we had more respect 
from our citizens.

Lastly, I wrote this book for our newest generation of police 
offi cers. Some of them will face the same obstacles I faced: cow-
ardice and laziness among some of their teammates, and unbe-
lievably poor leadership. I’ll show them that with hard work and 
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dedication, they can still have a successful and fulfi lling career, 
and have a real impact in their communities. 

I have worked with some of the best cops in the country and, 
undoubtedly, some of the worst. I still get together with some of 
the good cops I worked with to play cards and tell “war stories.” 
We are all very proud of what we accomplished in our careers.

We were sometimes criticized and reprimanded by our super-
visors, when we should have been commended. Some of my 
friends were unfairly passed over for a promotion or a special 
assignment. But we all have the satisfaction of knowing that we 
were able to save some lives, and make positive changes in many 
others. Maybe we just wanted to prove that in spite of all those 
obstacles we really could make “one bit of difference.”
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Chapter One

Military Police

Bullies 
“HELP ME, DIXON!” The little guy was terrifi ed, and I soon saw 
why—he was white, and had two much larger black guys chasing 
him up the stairs. I was in the sixth week of basic training at Ft. 
Dix, New Jersey. My platoon was crowded into a barracks room 
listening to a staff sergeant lecture us about something. I was a 
squad leader, standing on the outside of the group, when I heard 
the commotion on the stairwell behind me.

The little white guy ran up and got behind me. “Don’t let them 
get me,” he said. I moved to the top of the stairwell and blocked 
the two black guys from going any further. They told me to let 
them by so they could kick the little guy’s ass. He had called them 
the “N” word, and they were going to teach him a lesson. 

There were two possibilities. First, this little white guy, who 
was one of the nicest kids I had ever met, had walked by two 
much larger black guys, and deliberately provoked them with a 
racial slur. Or these two big black guys saw a much smaller white 
guy, and decided to kick the crap out of him. I had no doubt the 
answer was possibility number two.

I told the black guys that the kid was in my squad, and if they 
wanted to get to him they had to go through me. That might 



Police Stories

2

sound courageous, and perhaps it was, but not as much as one 
might think. One of the traits that would serve me well later in my 
police career was the ability to read people, and I had read these 
two guys correctly. They didn’t want to take me on, even though 
they were as big as I was. They preferred beating up little guys. 

So with a little more defi ance in my voice, I told them again that 
they had to go through me to get to him. Just a few days earlier, I 
had watched my drill sergeant kick another sergeant in the balls 
for hurting one of his soldiers, and I had already decided to do 
the same to one of these guys if they took another step. 

The staff sergeant fi nally heard the commotion in the stairwell 
and came out of the room yelling, “What the hell is going on out 
here?” The two black guys quickly left, and I assured the sergeant 
that we had things under control. The little guy couldn’t thank 
me enough for protecting him from those two bullies. I told him 
that I owed it to him as a member of my squad. He was a good 
kid. And although I didn’t know it then, I would spend the next 
thirty-six years protecting other people from all kinds of bullies.

MP School
I grew up in an orphanage in the small town of Greenville, 
Pennsylvania. After graduating from Reynolds High School, I 
joined the army in November 1970. After basic training at Ft. Dix, 
I was sent to Monterey, California, for eight months at the DLIWC 
(Defense Language Institute West Coast). I had studied German 
in high school, so I chose to take German language training. That 
decision might have saved my life. I would later be sent to Germany 
and not to Vietnam. After language school, I went to MP School 
at Ft. Gordon, Georgia.

I really enjoyed MP School. They had some outstanding instruc-
tors, especially our military law instructor. He not only taught us 
about military law, but about command presence and treating 
soldiers with respect. I learned that command presence wasn’t 
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Military Police

bossing people around; it was being able to motivate people to do 
things that you want them to do. Many cops have diffi cult careers 
because they don’t understand this principle.

I had a great time at MP School, and some of my classmates 
became good friends. But we got some bad news just before we 
graduated: of the one hundred twenty-nine students in our class, 
ninety-seven of them were going to Vietnam (this was 1971). Three 
of us went to Germany, and others went to Korea. Some of the 
Marines went to Okinawa.

Shortly before I graduated, I had a night off and went into the 
city of Augusta with a friend of mine to have some fun. We were 
looking for female companion type of fun. We ate at a small café, 
and afterward, when we walked outside I saw a city bus stopped 
in front of the café. 

I noticed a pretty black girl sitting by herself in the middle of 
the bus. She looked at me and gave me a big smile and I smiled 
back. I told my buddy that I was going to take a bus ride. He had 
already fi gured that out, and got on the bus with me. I sat next to 
the pretty girl and started talking to her. 

I grew up in a white community. It wasn’t until I went into the 
army that I began hanging out with some of the black soldiers. I 
am of mixed race; my mother was white and my father, whom I 
have never met, was black. Of course, I also hung out with white 
soldiers, but the black soldiers taught me how to “rap” and “profi le.” 
In 1971, someone’s “rap” was their way of speaking, and “profi ling” 
was a pronounced walk that made someone look like a badass. 
Both of those terms have different meanings today. 

I started off my “rap” with my standard, “Hey Baby, How you 
doing tonight?” with just a touch of a jive-talk accent. She smiled 
and said she was doing great. Now that the ice was broken, I kept 
going. I asked where she was going and she told me she was head-
ing home. I knew if I played my cards right she might invite me 
to come along. And she did. 


