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Rockingham County Dispatch was 
the communications center for one 
of the worst officer-involved 
shootings the State of New Hamp-
shire has ever endured.  Four officers 
were wounded and one was killed on 
April 12, 2012 in the small town of 
Greenland.   
Many do not understand what a dis-
patcher goes through when an 
officer or first responder is injured or 
killed.  After all, it’s not as if we were 

there ourselves, right?  If those 
words angered you then you too are 
a dispatcher.  We are there.  Night 
after night, call after call, we are the 
voices that get our men and women 
what they need when they need it.  
We are the voice of calm when all 
else is breaking loose.  It’s our job to 
check them to make sure they are 
okay and to send help when they are 
not.  We are often their friends, their 

family and their loved ones.   
Every dispatcher hopes they are pre-

By Laurie Roy 
Rockingham County Dispatch 
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pared for the worst; every dis-
patcher attends training classes to 
prepare them for just such an 
event.  However, there are things a 
class can’t teach you.  There are 
circumstances for which training 
will not prepare you.  The dis-
patchers working the night of April 
12, 2012 felt their experience dur-
ing and after the incident could be 
useful to others when a tragedy 
such as this one occurs.  Each tele-
communicator has submitted in 
their own words as much as they 
could about the events that took 
place that night and the days, 
weeks and months following 
the event.   
As a precursor, we wanted to 
give a quick overview of how 
Rockingham County dispatch 
works.  We have two police 
frequencies.  In 2012 they 
were called Rock B (now Rock 
East) and Rock C (now Rock 
West).  Each police radio had 
13 police agencies utilizing that 
frequency.  They were broken 
down by using Rte. 125 as a 
dividing line.  Towns east of 125 
were on Rock B (east) and towns 
west of 125 were on Rock C (west).  
The fire frequency is Seacoast Fire.  
All 17 fire departments that Rock-
ingham dispatches use that fre-
quency along with surrounding 
agencies in Plaistow, Raymond and 
Fremont.  Rockingham works with 
four to five dispatchers on an 
evening shift.  Three dispatchers 
cover the police and fire radios, 
and one or two dispatchers work 
as call takers. 
On April 12, 2012, this was the 
lineup: 

Dispatcher Jason Laing was on Rock 
B, Melanie Thornbury was on Rock C, 
Bill Wyner was on Seacoast fire, Lau-
rie Roy was 4th position (a call taker 
position), and Joanne Carter was at 
the 5th position.   
Rockingham telecommunicators ro-
tate each night between police, fire, 
and the 4th and 5th call taker posi-
tions.  It is only by luck of the draw 
that any person is in any given posi-

tion on any given night. 

Jason 
 
Thursday April 12, 2012 it was 1822, 
I didn’t know it then but this was the 
moment that would be the defining 

moment of my entire dispatch ca-
reer thus far. The shift was running 
normal and as day to day as it gets. 
When the clock struck 1822 every-
thing changed, “260 (Chief Maloney) 
Rock priority”, this transmission was 
odd because the guys don’t usually 
start out with priority traffic. “260 10
-3”, “units will be out at 517 Post Rd 
for a warrant service”, “10-5 260”. 
30 seconds pass then, “263 (Wayne 
young) Rock shots fired officers 
down.” Every other transmission 
from Wayne was 2 officers shot, 3 
shot, 5 shot, 260 is down not mov-
ing, Rock we are pinned down by 

gunfire in front of the house.  
The week prior Melanie and I had 
just completed the NHEDA Dis-
patch academy, I knew instantly 
this was it, this was “THE” call, the 
one they talk about in every train-
ing class and the call no one wants 
and I got it. It was time to Shit or 
get off the pot. I chose the former 
and we took care of business. In-
stantly reflecting back on my train-
ing, I needed to maintain my calm 
and control the call, the radio 
traffic, the officers, and coordinate 
operations until a formal com-
mand post could be set up and 
that’s exactly what happened. We 
were able to coordinate an 
astounding number of police and 
fire units on scene and they were 
staged and set up very quickly. We 
were all working like a Swiss 
watch, everything clicking; working 

as one nobody missed a 
beat. My heart was pound-
ing, my adrenaline level 
spiked, my whole body was 
on fire and I couldn’t stop 
trembling. My sense of 
awareness was on over-
drive.  While the officer res-
cue team was being formed 
to go in and bring out the 
chief, my intuition told me 
the chief suffered a grave 
injury. I turned to my co-

workers and told them there will 
be a time for us to mourn but the 
guys on the road needed us to re-
main collected more now than ev-
er and see the call through. After a 
while once all the injured officers 
were evacuated to the hospital the 
radio went quiet and the reality of 
what just happened started to hit 
me. I remember taking a deep 
breath looking at my co-workers 
telling them they did an outstand-
ing job and then saying to myself 
holy crap did that really just hap-
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pen.  
The next time I remember looking at 
the clock it was 0330 the next day! I 
had no idea or concept of time and I 
didn’t even realize 12 hours went by 
and felt like 2. When I went home that 
night as I got in my truck I looked at 
my cell phone and had 45 plus text 
messages waiting for me from various 
friends, fellow dispatchers, officers, 
family and so on. I called one particu-
lar friend who had just gotten off his 
shift from one of the PD’s we also dis-
patch, he had just gotten home after 
listening to the radio all night, he an-
swered the phone and said to me 
“BRO did that really just happen” he 
kept repeating it like it was all just a 
dream. I don’t know if he did it on pur-
pose or not, but my friend talked with 
me until he knew I was home safe and 
with my girlfriend.  I don’t think I fell 
asleep as much as just passed out 
when I got to bed. 
The next morning I still don’t know 
why but I woke up early, for those 
that know me this is a very odd thing. I 
felt compelled to get ready for the day 
and found myself driving around stop-
ping at one friend’s house, then an-
other, and then I ended up arriving at 
the office I felt a need to be there. As I 
walked through the dispatch door all 
eyes were on me. A co-worker whom I 
greatly respect and who helped train 
me when I first started stopped what 
he was doing, stood up with purpose 
had a slight tear in his eye and shook 
my hand. There were no words be-
tween us for a few minutes and there 
was no need. The others working fol-
lowed suit and lined up behind him to 
greet me. I spent a while in dispatch 
that day just talking and I was shocked 
by the gratitude everyone expressed 
to me for the work I’d done. All the 
while all I thought to myself “I just did 
my job, what I was trained to do”.  In 
the days that followed I was over-
whelmed by gratitude and everyone 

that gravitated toward me rang-
ing from family, friends, and co-
workers to officers and respond-
ers that I’ve never even met or 
talked to before. Everyone offer-
ing words of comfort, praise, sup-
port and so on. To this day I now 
know the work we did that even-

ing created everlasting bonds 
between my fellow dispatchers 
and I as well as every officer on 
scene and listening on the radio 
that day. I press on everyday 
knowing we did the best we 
could given the situation, and 
nothing we did or didn’t do 
could have changed the out-
come. I have solace in knowing 
we did well and can handle any-

thing with grace. 

Joanne 

I was the call taker out back that 
night.  I was standing in dispatch 
when I heard the Chief's last 
words on the radio "260 Rock pri-
ority we'll be out at 517 Post Rd 
on warrant service with drug task 

Continued from page 2 
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D Wanted D 

Editor-in-chief for the NHEDA 

Broadcaster.  Responsibilities 

include producing a monthly 

newsletter that addresses the 

actions and concerns of the New 

Hampshire Emergency Dispatch-

ers Association.  Editor will an-

swer to the NHEDA executive 

board of directors for editorial 

content and direction.  Training 

by the outgoing editor-in-chief 

will precede the transition to full 

responsibility.  Contact current 

editor Paul Bagley for details via 

his phone: 603-673-4078, or his 

email: 

paul@berkshirecottage.com 

Continued from page 3 please know you are not alone, we 
understand and we care. 

Laurie 
 
That night our Lieutenant had 
brought us a dispatcher apprecia-
tion dinner.  We had enjoyed an 
unusual lull in activity and had been 
able to enjoy eating dinner togeth-
er at our desks.  After the Lt. left we 
were sitting around chatting.  It was 
looking to be a dull and uneventful 
evening.  Around 1700 Chief Mike 
Maloney (260) called in.  He had me 
run a person named Cullen Mutrie.  
There were no bells or whistles.  
There were no cautions.  Cullen 
Mutrie was just another warrant 
check on an average spring night.  I 
have run thousands of warrant 
checks; I remember few of the 
names.  I wish I could forget his.  

force".   At which point I went out 
back to grab the phone.  At some 
point I looked up and the supervi-
sor was holding up three fingers and 
she said “We have three officers 
down”....things are pretty blurry 
after that.  I remember working hard 
to make sure no one on a radio an-
swered a phone....walking as calmly 
as I could back and forth into dis-
patch to see what they needed and 
trying to anticipate their needs and 
that of the officers on the road. I 
remember having to call far away 
for available medics, calling officers 
cell phones to make sure we kept 
one unit on the east and one unit on 
the west in case anything else went 
down.   Receiving tactical info from 
various places and getting it back to 
the right person.  Perhaps one of the 
hardest things was trying to help 
one of the Greenland officers find 
the Chief's son... 

I remember being told to go home 
and not wanting to.   I don't remem-
ber driving home.   I remember fall-
ing into my husbands’ arms and cry-
ing forever.  "He is gone and there is 
nothing we could do..." 

The events of the last year have put 
a different perspective on what we 
do and why we do it.   Safety of our 
officers was redefined.  The 16 or so 
guys that sign on with you on shift 
are supposed to go home at the end 
of the shift -no scrapes no bandages 
and hopefully relatively happy.  That 
did not happen that night.  The five 
of us that worked dispatch that 
night did an incredible job together!  
We will share something that cannot 
be broken.  So take care of each oth-
er.   For forty plus hours you are a 
family within dispatch and with the 
guys on the road.  It is not a matter 
of if another critical incident hap-
pens but when.  When it does 

Continued on page 5 

Maureen Will 
Director of Communications 

Newtown, CT 

Newtown Offers Lessons 

for New Hampshire 

Maureen Will is Director of the 

Newtown Connecticut Emergen-

cy Communications Center 

(NECC) and was NHEDA’s key-

note speaker at the annual 

NHEDA/TERT meetings.  She pro-

vided those in attendance an in-

side look at how her sleepy little 

town prepared and executed a 

plan for disaster.  She shared 

what was done right, and what 

could have been improved. 

The random shooting of innocent 

school children is that part of the 

story that everyone knows.  

What isn’t widely known is the 

amount of training and prepara-

tion that went into getting New-

town ready to handle such a cri-

sis, and the collateral damage 

that such a catastrophic event 

can level on a community. 

Since 2008, NECC has trained its 

continued on page 10 
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Mike and I chatted briefly.  I sent 
him the information he requested 
and promptly went back to the 
conversation in the room.  The 
four of us in dispatch (Joanne was 
stuck out back at the 5th position) 
were having a typical dispatch con-
versation.  It went bad fast. 
 “260 Rock priority,” He signed out 
along with other units doing a war-
rant service.  I remember thinking 
that it was odd, that he would sign 
out that way.  We all spun around 
to face our computers 
because that is what 
we are trained to do 
when an officer says 
the word ‘Priority’.  I 
was turning around 
when the sound of 
Wayne Young’s voice 
stopped me. “263 Rock 
Shots fired. Officers 
down!” What!?   The 
world stopped.  For a 
split second the four of 
us in the room were 
absolutely silent and it felt like 
time stood still.  Each of us simul-
taneously flew into motion.  I told 
Jason to call a signal 1000 (clear 
the radio of all other traffic) He 
was doing it as I said it.  Bill started 
calling ambulances; Melanie took 
control of the other radio channel 
which now had all other police 
agencies on it.  I called Troop A, 
before I could even say who I was 
Jackie was asking “What do you 
need?” all I said was “Send every-
one“.  In that time span 263 was 
able to relay to us that three offic-
ers had been shot.  It was then 
that I realized Joanne was out back 
with no radio and no way of know-
ing what was happening. I stood 
up and walked to the window 
“Joanne we’ve got three officers 
down.”  Her face reflected the hor-
ror I know was painted on mine.  

Three officers down.  
263 came on the radio asking us to 
call Portsmouth hospital and tell 
them 271 (Teddy) was en route 
with two of the wounded officers in 
the back of the cruiser.  I looked in 
our automated rolodex (Quest for 
you IMC users) and I typed in Ports-
mouth.  For those of you not famil-
iar with Quest when you type in a 
name and hit F10 a list pops up with 
all the contacts that have that name 
in them.  I looked; I could not find 
the number for Portsmouth Hospi-
tal.  I could not read.  I literally 
could not understand the letters or 

numbers there in front of me. It 
was like reading a foreign script. 
Even now after all this time this is 
the thing I struggle with; my feeling 
of failure of not being able to do 
that, the simplest of jobs.  I feel 
guilty, ashamed and embarrassed. 
Today if I type in ‘Portsmouth’ I can 
find the number in one second flat.  
I now know that type of experience 
is perfectly normal and happens to 
even the most seasoned and experi-
enced officers’ dispatchers and first 
responders.  During Critical Incident 
Stress Debriefing one of the officers 
talked about how he could not per-
form a task he had done countless 
times before.  I felt an enormous 
amount of relief.  Okay I don’t suck. 
It isn’t just me.  I did of course find 
the number.  It took a frustrating 
ten or fifteen seconds but it seemed 
like hours as officers lives flashed 

before my eyes.  The nurse that an-
swered the phone had the same 
(WHAT!?) response we all had.  She 
asked questions I didn’t have answers 
for; my sense of impotence grew ten-
fold.  How badly were they injured?  
Where were they shot?  How long until 
they got there?  I don’t know, I don’t 
know and I DON’T KNOW!  We didn’t 
ask on the air; we were keeping the 
channel clear because our guys were 
still in a gun fight.  I finally told her “Just 
get ready for worst case scenario.  I am 
assuming conscious breathing and alert 
as they were put into a cruiser but I just 
don’t know.”  I hung up in frustrated 

annoyance.  That part of the 
event remains crystalline 
and frozen in time.  
Fifteen minutes in. 
Sergeant Sawyer called in. 
Somehow she had heard 
there was something big 
going on in her town. But 
she didn’t know what. 
“Laurie” she asked “what’s 
going on?” Oh God please, 
why do I have to tell her?  
“Dawn” I choked out 
“you’ve got three guys 

down.”  Her stunned silence was reply 
enough. “They’re in Teddy’s cruiser go-
ing to the hospital” another pause as it 
sunk in, “Who?” she asked. “I don’t 
know” I now hate that expression.  
“Okay I’m on my way.” she said “To 
where Dawn?” I asked “The scene or the 
hospital?”  She was crying as she replied 
“Hospital.”  I was trying not to break in-
to a million pieces. “Please call dispatch 
and let us know when you get there.”  “I 
will”.   As I hung up I felt a great weight 
pressing down on me.  I felt it more than 
heard it as my control was swiped away 
from me. I said to the room in general “I 
just had to tell Dawn…” my voice must 
have been shaking.  Jason told me to 
calm down.  I was praying.  I took a 
breath and answered the next call.  
It wasn’t over. Not even close.  
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The final outcome: 
All of us stayed well beyond our 
scheduled shift that night. I had 
called my husband David who is an 
officer too and he spent his night 
watching the news as so many oth-
ers did that night.  He was worried 
about me. He was worried about 
his friend Wayne.  The first thing 
he asked when I got home was 
“Are you okay?”  Nope. I talked to 
him for what seemed like hours 
but all words felt useless and 
brittle in my head.  I remember just 
staring at my quilt feeling numb, 
tired and angry.  I didn’t sleep that 
night or the next.  Sunday I went to 
Church on my own, I told my hus-
band I needed to be alone.  I spent 
a lot of time asking God what else I 
could have done.  Father Von add-
ed Chief Maloney, the wounded 
officers and the Rockingham Coun-
ty dispatchers to the ‘Lord hear our 
Prayer’ at which point I finally dis-
solved into wracking sobs.  Crying 
has its own power of healing.  It 
was still a while before I slept 
through the night or could fall 
asleep without playing it over and 
over.  I kept thinking if only some 
warning bell had gone off when I 
ran the man that killed Mike I 
could have sounded the alarm.  If 
only I’d been able to say “Be care-

ful”.  I know it wouldn’t have done 
any good.  I know it would not have 
changed the outcome, but it would 
have made me feel so much better to 
know I had said it.   
We attended CISD, we went to the 
officers walk thru and then we went 
to the funeral.  It was both awe in-
spiring and devastating.  To see so 
many of my officers, my friends, my 
family with tears of pain in their eyes 
was shattering.  Final roll call hurt to 
my very soul.  However, those things 
are all cathartic and have their pur-
pose; they help to heal and to assist 
the living with the awful truth of 
moving on without one of our own.   
Today I care about my officers even 
more than I did before. I look more 
carefully where they are, where they 
are going, who they are out with.  I 
talk to them about their lives, my life.  
I try to make them laugh as often as I 
can.  I enjoy the quiet times in dis-
patch even though I don‘t trust it.  I 
enjoy and appreciate my dispatchers 
more than I did before.  The little per-
sonality quirks that used to be irk-
some aren’t anymore.  After all, I too 
am quirky and irksome on occasion.  I 
still have nightmares about it, some-
times I dream it’s happening again.  
When that happens I talk to God, my 

Continued from page 5 

Every time Wayne came on the air 
he was saying another one down, 
they were pinned down by sniper 
fire.  Another officer shot.  How? 
How is this happening in Green-
land?   Four officers down.  Then 
the worst and how could it get any 
worse?  The words that still haunt 
me today.  I don‘t know who said it 
on the air, it was just one officer 
talking to the other officers “The 
Chief is down in the road and he’s 
not moving.”  The reply from an-
other unit on scene, “Just keep 
talking to him.”  It wasn’t only the 
words; it was the tone, the sound 
of absolute defeat in their voices.  
We knew, before they ever con-
firmed it, we all knew he was gone, 
there in the middle of the road 
with nothing we could do.  Fifteen 
miles away with only a radio to 
connect us I swear we could see 
what those officers were seeing.  
We too were there sitting by in 
helpless frustration unable to help 
the Chief.  
As the supervisor that night I am 
proud to say the five working (Bill 
Wyner, Jason Laing, Melanie 
Thornbury, Joanne Carter and I) 
did an exemplary job. I still marvel 
at how well we all pulled together 
and worked as a well-oiled ma-
chine.  How Jason took command 
of the scene.  How Melanie kept 
her voice calm and steady as offic-
ers on her side kept doing stops.  
How Bill got ambulances going and 
staged within minutes of the initial 
call.  How Joanne kept coming into 
the room asking what task needed 
to be completed and once she had 
it done there she was again asking 
what else was needed of her.  Dur-
ing the long exhausting hours that 
were consumed by the call we 
were flawless. I could not be more 
proud of my team than I was that 
night.  We did what we were 
trained to do.   

Continued on page 7 



faith has helped me accept what I 
cannot change.   
Looking back a year later I can say 
that the initial wound has healed 
and I’ve moved beyond the horror 
of that night but the scar definitely 
stayed with me.  I have not lis-
tened to the tapes from that night, 
I want to and I don’t.  Like picking 
at a scab I’m afraid of infecting it 
all again.  We all lost our innocence 
that night; it is no longer a matter 
of if it happens but when it hap-
pens again.  I stay positive and fo-
cused.  It is always there in the 
back of my mind.  It has made me 
more cautious, more alert.  It has 
made all of us better dispatchers.  
We know the worst of what hap-
pens and how to deal with it.  We 
carried on with amazing grace calm 
and professionalism considering 
the gravity of the situation.  
We did it once, I hope we never 
have to but I know we can do it 
again. 
 

Melanie 

April 12th, a year later.  

It was a 'normal' Thursday after-
noon for me. I was working 1200-
2000. For the first 4 hours of my 
shift I was "5th"-a call taking posi-
tion in a separate room from the 
main dispatch center. I could still 
communicate with fellow dispatch-
ers, but it could be hard to have 
room awareness and know what's 
going on in the main office. My po-
sition for those first 4 hours was to 
answer phones, help cover breaks 
and do miscellaneous paperwork. I 
remember being incredibly bored 
and thinking to myself, "I wish 
something big would happen to-
night." Those are the unspoken 
words that I'll never forget and will 
always regret. Be careful what you 
wish for.  
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As 1600 rolled around, I rotated 
my position and took over a radio, 
known as Rock C.  At the time, it 
covered police on the west side of 
the county. I remember that it was 
dispatcher appreciation week.  Our 
Lt. honored us by purchasing din-
ner for the entire shift. Everyone 
ate, talked, worked, and enjoyed 
the fact that the beginning of our 
shift was relatively quiet.  I'll never 
forget who I was working with that 
night. Jason who was on Rock B 
(dispatching police for the east 
side of the county), Bill, who was 
on Seacoast Fire, Laurie was our 
4th position/911 call taker, and 
Joanne was our 5th position.   

Our conversation was interrupted 

when Chief Maloney called out 
"260 Rock, priority". Our ears are 
trained to perk up at those words. 
Then he signed out with units at a 
warrant service on Post Rd.  We 
thought it was a little odd to be 
called in as a priority, but we didn't 
read into it. After all, it was just 
another routine warrant ser-
vice.  Moments later, we all heard 
the words that every dispatcher 
dreads.  "Shots fired, Rock, Officers 
down". I think we were all in utter 
shock, but we acted quickly.  In 
that instant Jason did a Signal 
1,000, a message to all units not 
assisting with the officer involved 
shooting to switch to Rock C. The 
images of my co-workers horrified 
faces are etched in my mind as we 
fumbled to overcome our shock. 
From that moment on, my sole 

responsibility was to take care of eve-
ry officer we dispatch for in our coun-
ty that was not assisting with the 
shooting. We dispatch for 27 police 
agencies, so it can become over-
whelming at times.  

It happened so fast. I felt my body 
going into a state of panic, tears well-
ing up in my eyes.  My hands were 
shaking and I wasn't sure I could 
type, let alone speak. I took a deep 
breath and whispered to myself 
"Hold it together, Melanie. You can't 
help anyone if you're a mess your-
self.  Keep it together". I felt like I 
was holding my breath at first, listen-
ing intently to every new transmis-
sion, hoping to hear good news. To 
hear that it was over, that they ap-
prehended the suspect. Part of me 
was even wishing they would kill him. 
To silence him forever and never al-
low him to harm another soul. In-
stead, it seemed like transmission 
after transmission was news of an-
other officer shot. Another one of 
ours was down. All I could think was 
that they were walking into an am-
bush, they kept dropping like flies. I 
felt sick.  

I remember resorting to my training. 
You know; all those classes you 
attend to prepare yourself for such a 
dreadful moment. I’m not sure that’s 
entirely possible. Jason and I had just 
completed the NHEDA dispatch train-
ing academy the week prior to this 
event. I can recall thinking about one 
of the audio tapes we heard of an 
officer involved shooting. I remember 
hearing the desperation in the voices 
of the officers to get some sort of 
large vehicle into the line of fire so 
they could rescue their officer that 
had been hit. I got chills hearing that 
call. I turned to Jason and our co-
worker Heather, and said “I don’t 
even know what I would do or how I 
would handle that. “ And here we 

Continued from page 6 
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were, handling it. We were actually 
dispatching our way through the 
same sort of event. The locations 
were different, the circumstances 
were different, but the way things 
unfolded seemed to have so many 
parallels. Our officers needed help 
and we had to step up to the chal-
lenge.  

I could have easily let the fear, 
panic, and emotions sweep me up. 
But I had the strength of my team 
in that room, the camaraderie, the 
training, and the friendships re-
placing the negativity that wanted 
to creep in. I had the familiar voic-
es at the other end of my radio 
some of whom were unknowing of 
what was unfolding on the other 
side of the county. They made rou-
tine motor vehicle stops and all the 
other typical service calls. Some 
have asked me why I didn't tell 
them to go with priority traffic on-
ly. I didn't because I wasn't over-
whelmed by their requests; in fact 
they gave me a sense of purpose in 
those moments that I otherwise 
felt so helpless. It empowered me 
to muster every ounce of profes-
sionalism I had to watch over 
them.  

I think the most stressful part of 
the whole event was feeling like I 
was in the dark. I was worlds apart 
from “our” guys and found myself 
envisioning the worst scenarios my 
mind could conjure. Your imagina-
tion can be a powerful thing if you 
allow dark, dismal and grim 
thoughts to creep in. It was physi-
cally painful not knowing who was 
on scene, how serious the wounds 
were, how many more were in 
danger or how or when this would 
all be over.  

When the radio traffic slowed 
down, it was replaced with phone 
calls. Laurie, Joanne and Bill did a 
wonderful job of making 

sure Jason and I did not have to 
answer phones and that we could 
dedicate our full attention to the 
radio. I did, however answer a few 
phones when I had the chance or 
when everyone else was tied 
up.  The call I remember most, was 
Chief Maloney’s mother.  She knew 
something was happening in town, 
but was unsure of what. She only 
lived a short distance from the sce-
ne. The concern was evident in her 
voice. I told her that I would have 
someone call her right away.  At 
this point we were already aware 
that the Chief was shot and unre-
sponsive on the ground.  My heart 
ached all over for her because I 
knew how her world was about to 
change. 

I was scheduled to leave at 2000, 
but I stayed until 2230. I couldn't 
leave yet. I couldn’t break away. I 
wasn't ready to let go. We had not 
closure. The suspect was still not in 
custody; our officers were still not 
safe. How could I leave them? 
Eventually I was ordered to go 
home, I’m sure for my own sake, 
perhaps even the safety of the 
officers I was still dispatching for. A 
fresh set of eyes and ears were 
needed to take over. 

By then it was suspected that the 
chief was killed, although not con-
firmed. But we knew. We all knew. 
We heard one of the officers say 
that it appeared he was shot in the 
head, and he was still unrespon-
sive.  Another officer keyed up and 
said to keep talking to him.  They 
would not leave him. The status of 
the other 4 officers that were shot 
was still unknown.  The battle was-
n't over. In fact, it had only just 
begun in a way.  

I walked out of the office feeling 
numb. As soon as I sat in my car 
though, the tears just flowed. I 
cried the whole way home, not 
knowing how to handle the on-

slaught of emotions I had been quiet-
ly tucking away throughout the night. 
I wondered if we failed. If we could 
have somehow, some way, saved 
Chief Maloney and avoided the trau-
ma the other officers endured. I 
asked all the "what if" questions that 
everyone asks in the wake of a trage-
dy. No, we could not have changed 
the outcome. It was well in motion 
before we could key up our mics. Our 
team fought through every personal 
battle they had in those hours and 
dispatched with courage and 
strength.  I'm proud to work with 
them.        

The night was long. I called friends, 
co-workers, family and let it all pour 
out. Some cried with me, some just 
listened. 

In the weeks to come, I felt sad, irri-
table, moody and short tempered.  I 
didn't sleep well, I had knots in my 
stomach and I ate everything in 
sight.  I would cry at random times 
and things like signs, tributes, stickers 
or lowered flags triggered the water 
works. I hated being at work. I was 
always waiting for the next bad thing 
to happen. I developed a stronger 
sense of responsibility to our first re-
sponders though. I may have even 
been snappy or pushy with them.  I 
just couldn't allow anything to hap-
pen to them.  I couldn't find myself 
not knowing what was happening 
again. I couldn't face losing one 
more.  

Our team of dispatchers stayed close. 
We went to debriefings, we attended 
the chief's memorial, his funeral, and 
we celebrated his life with fellow 
officers, dispatchers and friends. It 
was all a part of the healing process. 
We needed to cry, to be angry, to 
talk and to laugh. I continued coun-
seling months later because I felt like 
I had no control over anything. I felt 
like my erratic emotions were break-
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ing me down, causing strain within 
relationships. My intrusive 
thoughts and dreams would keep 
me awake at night and distract me 
from reality. It wasn't until I real-
ized that I cannot be in control of 
everything that I was able to let go. 
Bad things happen, and some-

times, maybe too often to good 
people. I did all I could. I let this 
experience make me a better dis-
patcher, a better friend and a 
better person.  
Today, I don't have acquaintances 
out there.  Police or fire, they are 
my family now, my friends. I al-
ways valued their lives and their 
sacrifices but it means so much 
more to me now. I value the rela-

tionships I have with both the men 
and women in red and blue and 
the dispatchers to my side, towns, 
counties and states away.  
Yes, on April 12, 2012 I was irrevo-
cably changed forever.  I'm strong-
er and more confident, but I am 
humbled. I am grateful. I am heal-
ing.¨ 

Bill 

     It is 1 year later 
and I am now the 
Dispatch Supervisor 
for another agency 
(I am still proud to 
be a part timer at 
Rockingham). I do 
not speak about 
that night very 
often.  Only a cou-
ple of my dispatch-
ers know that I 
worked that night. 

One of them asked me not long 
after how I felt about working dur-
ing the incident. I could not really 
answer him because even now it is 
hard to express how I feel. I still 
feel sad and angry sometimes 
along with some pride in having 
been part of the shift working that 
night. My dispatchers now will 
work a shift and when it is slow 
they speak out loud about wanting 

something to 
happen, just a 
little more excite-
ment they will 
say. I will tell 
them that a calm 
shift means that 
nothing has gone 
wrong and no 
one is being hurt, 
the way it should 
be. No thanks & 
never again, I will 
think to myself. 
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4th Annual 

NHEDA-TERT 

Conference 

For the fourth consecutive year from 
April 8th through the 10th, NHEDA 
and NHTERT hosted a professional 
training conference for New Hamp-
shire’s emergency telecommunica-
tors that offered a wide array of edu-
cational tracks, a one-day tradeshow, 
and a program that, for the first time, 
included formal recognition of the 
Granite State’s best and brightest in 
the field of emergency communica-
tions. 
Merrimack County Sheriff’s Depart-
ment was recognized as the out-
standing supporting agency with the 
NHEDA Award.  
Sheriff Scott Hil-
liard was on 
hand to accept 
on behalf of his 
agency. 
The recipient of 
the Radio Tech-
nologist of the 
Year was not on hand, but the award 
was presented posthumously to 
Leonard “Len” Goodman of South-
west Fire Mutual Aid.  Chief Phil Tir-
rell accepted the award on behalf of 
Len’s family. 
Company President Hal Koch accept-
ed the NHEDA Support Award on be-

North Conway Police 
Department Honor Guard 
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NHEDA’s Critical Incident of the 
Year. 
Cecily McNair, supervisor of the 
Merrimack County Sheriff’s Office 
dispatch, is chairman of the 
NHEDA awards committee and 

presented each 
award recipient 
with a plaque 
of recognition.  
The fourth an-
nual Presi-
dent’s award 

was presented by President Cas-
sie Leavitt to past NHEDA Presi-
dent Paul Bagley for, “… further-
ing the goals and representing 
the interests of the New Hamp-
shire Emergency Dispatchers As-
sociation and for exemplifying 
the best efforts and traditions of 
all emergency telecommunica-
tors in the Granite State.” 
NH-TERT Chairman Tom Andross 
also offered recognition to the 
outstanding member of TERT 
who contributed above and be-

Continued from page 9 
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deal.  It meant working far beyond 

their comfort zone, and it took a 

toll on everyone at NECC.  Not only 

were there additional hours of 

effort that each telecommunicator 

put in, the intensity of those hours 

was beyond anything they’d ever 

experienced. 

Maureen offered many suggestions 

of how dispatch centers can better 

prepare for disasters, but among 

her most telling insights was the 

suggestion that dispatchers need 

critical incident stress debriefing in 

the wake of such tragedies.  

What came to light from the 

half of his com-

pany, ex-

acom.  
NHEDA Super-
visor of the 

Year was presented to Tom An-
dross of the Grafton County Sher-
iff’s Department. 
Denise Unkles of the Derry Fire 
Department 
was awarded 
NHEDA’s first 
Telecommu-
nicator of the 
Year award 
for her 
efforts in sav-
ing the lives of family and by-
standers during a fatal fire, and 
Christopher A. McKay of the 
Claremont Police Department re-
ceived an award for his actions 
while dispatching a domestic inci-
dent that became identified as 

personnel with active-shooter pro-

grams.  In addition, dispatch drafted 

an active shooter policy that was 

ultimately accepted by the emer-

gency responding agency heads, 

and which was in operation on De-

cember 14, 2012.  The departments 

trained with dispatch on handling 

just such a scenario.  Newtown was 

as prepared as any community 

could be. 

But few dis-

patch cen-

ters con-

template 

the vast 

drain on 

resources 

that such 

an event can cause.  Thousands of 

phone calls from people desperate 

to learn about their loved ones, 

from police, fire and ambulance 

personnel from other jurisdictions 

who are anxious to be invited to 

assist, and, of course, a carnivorous 

press and media. 

Aside from insuring that the threat 

within the Sandy Hook School was 

neutralized, dispatchers were sud-

denly confronted with finding ways 

to route and reroute thousands of 

vehicles in order to permit hun-

dreds of emergency vehicles to get 

to given locations.  They had to co-

ordinate with a wide array of public 

officials, including school depart-

ment and local political leaders, 

with whom they normally did not 

Continued from page  4 
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NECC debriefing was insight into 

perceived problems that had noth-

ing to do with the events at Sandy 

Hook. 

Post traumatic stress disorder 

(PTSD) happens to dispatcher who 

never set foot on a crime scene or 

disaster site.  They vicariously ab-

sorb pain even though they are 

remote from locations where the 

trauma truly exists.  Like everyone 

else who is affected by an incident, 

and who must alleviate the pain in 

some fashion, telecommunicators 

need a catharsis of some kind.  
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yond the normal call of duty.  This year’s recipient 
of the famed TERT Red Jack-
et was Deputy Chief Bonnie 
Johnson of Southwest Fire 
Mutual Aid. 
In addition to awards, won-
derful meals, outstanding 
instructors and guest speak-
ers, there was time for dis-
patchers to do something 
they rarely have time to do: 
schmooze with one another.  
The NHEDA conference 
committee created a terrific schedule of training 
break-out 
sessions 
that offered 
quality in-
formation 
in a relaxed 
environ-
ment.  
Attendees enjoyed the simple ability to socialize 
and a chance to unwind in a comfortable hotel.  
The Red Jacket Mountain Resort provided great 

service, excel-
lent cuisine, 
and breath-
taking views 
of New 
Hampshire’s 

beautiful White 
Mountains in 
early spring. 
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Even if they chose not to participate in a debriefing, it’s 

important that they are in the room while others do. 

A simple punch list of 

things to do and not to do 

is not a solution for emer-

gency telecommunicators.  

Emergency communica-

tions is a constantly moving target and constant training 

and retraining is the only method of assuring a success-

ful approach to the problem solving that is required 

during a major crisis.  A comprehensive active shooter 

policy being in place is only the foundation.  Regular 

drills in conjunction with such a policy is the way to in-

sure that dispatchers and field personnel will know 

their jobs when the big one comes. 

 Train 

 Establish a written policy 

 Live-action drills with field units 

 Train some more 

 Drill some more 

“If you lack the resources you need, keep after the pow-

ers-to-be for the money to get those resources,” she 

said.  “Preparation is the key; training is your best 

hope.” 

Continued from page  10 
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I have to admit, I am still riding the high from the Annual Confer-
ence. What a great conference this year. I would like to extend 
many kudos to the conference committee headed up by Director 
Tom Andross, his group of highly motivated individuals have done 
it again. It seemed like everything was effortless and flawlessly 
done. And although I know that is probably not the case, they 
made it seem outwardly that is was. The ability for them to multi-
task is incredible and a testament to their skills in their profes-
sions.  
 
The annual conference is a chance to get some solid training done, 
but also the immersion into the profession is important. Being 
around people who enjoy their jobs and want more out of their 
jobs, trying to be better. It recharges the batteries. I came back 
from the conference renewed and refreshed. Speaking of refresh-
ing, it was very refreshing to hear from Maureen Will of Newtown, 
CT, her keynote speech as well as her after action session was very 
enlightening.  
 
On the heals of the conference, the NH Fire Academy hosted sever-
al APCO classes that were grant funded. I had the opportunity to attend two of them. April was 
a great month for learning and dispatch immersion.  
 
If you are looking for a time to get involved, now is a great time to jump in, or get your feet wet. 
If you are waiting to be asked, consider yourself asked. We are in need of help on several com-
mittees, if you have a passion about something, please let me know, we'll find a good match for 
you.  

 
Lastly, I would just like to say thank you to everyone for putting up with my son, Brenden. I was 
thankful that I was able to bring him so I could still participate in the events. Even more appre-
ciative of his adopted NHEDA grandmothers (and aunts) who stepped in to look after him when I 
needed it. Thank you. 

 

    Cassie B.  Leavitt   

the NHEDA Broadcaster 

The NHEDA Newsletter is 

produced monthly and avail-

able free of charge electroni-

cally to emergency telecom-

municators who serve the 

people of New Hampshire.   

Go to www.nheda.org today 

for details on free member-

ship and other benefits of 

belonging to NHEDA.    

Any NHEDA  member can 

contribute to the newsletter.   

Email Paul Bagley at:  

paul@berkshirecottage.com 

Submit articles, photos, 

training announcements and 

your ideas for articles. 
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