DETROIT URBAN SURVIVAL CHRONICLES

In Response To Detroit Urban Survival Training (IG):
“You are legendary.” - DJ Khaled
“Too good to be true, unbelievable. Great tactical work to be able to outsmart someone that has a gun on you.
What the world would like to see is a TV show, and I want to help you with that. We love what you, Dale, are
doing and your wife and team.”
- Snoop Dog, Rapper & TV Personality
“We at Fox 2 have known Dale for years; now everyone else does. The eyebrows and uniform, now famous.”
- Fox 2 News
“He’s legit in self-defense and the security game for 26 years. He was also a Paratrooper; he knows what he is
talking about.”
- Joaquin Buckley, MMA Fighter
Endorsement Quotes:
“The founder of the Threat Management Center conducted a safety training session for our field agents... The
survival tactics demonstrated by Commander Dale Brown and his team was a true asset I received positive
feedback from the agents during the training and the kudos continued into the following day.”
- Joyce Martin, OIG (Office of Inspector General)
“The last two years I have witnessed Threat Management working closely with our litigants and to ensure the
safety and security of victims of domestic violence. Threat management has in my humble opinion set the standard
for leadership and community outreach in the air of shrinking police services and budget cuts cleanly program
start management has a positive and example of responsible corporate citizenship.
Threat Management is building a safer community for all and is an indispensable resource to victims of domestic
violence in Southeast Michigan.”
- Honorable Richard B. Halloran
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“I have known instructor Dale Brown for approximately one year. The tactical instructions taught by Instructor
Brown has proven extremely useful to Fugitive Operations, with particular regards to its practical, flexibility
and avoiding injury whenever possible while not compromising officer safety. Defense tactics learned at Threat
Management Center were immediately applicable in the field and have been employed many times by Fugitive
Operations personnel with
positive results. Additionally, the professionalism demonstrated by Instructor Brown and his staff has been
second to none. I highly recommend Dale Brown and Threat Management Centers on both personal and
professional levels.”
- John Claypoole, Deportation Officer, US Immigration and Customs Enforcement
“Dale Brown and his personnel have become recognizable through their tactical paramilitary uniform and Dale’s
iconic black hummer. Dale Brown model and lives by his core philosophy of heroic altruism. His personnel are
required to routinely protect individuals whose lives have been threatened, such as domestic violence victims, for
free regardless of the level of risk. Dale Brown developed his own training system, called Eclectikan, built on a
foundation of tactical psychology, law and skill.
That the honorable members of the Detroit city council nearby recognize and acclaim Dale Brown and The Threat
Management Center for their exemplary community service and unquestionable courage and unwavering
commitment to protecting those most vulnerable in Detroit and the wider region.”
- Detroit City Council
“I would like to congratulate you on becoming one of this year’s recipients of the Oakland County Domestic
Violence Prevention Award. Your efforts exemplify a standard of excellence and compassion that we all aspire
to. Without efforts, many victims would continue to feel helpless and alone. Due to your efforts, Oakland County’s
coordinated community response is stronger than ever. “
- Lisa J. Ortlieb, Co-Chair - OCCCADV, Domestic Violence Section Leader, & Attorney
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DEDICATION
In loving memory of my father Robert K. Brown
My dad said I should read books, so instead, I wrote one.
Furthermore, to Deletha Word, without her, I would have never realized the importance
of providing education and protection for the public!
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“OUR MISSION IS TO NAKE THE WORLD A SAFER PLACE THROUGH NONVIOLENCE.”

FOREWORD
By Michigan State Trooper Walter Crider (RET.)
Like most midnight shifts, we patrolled the streets and highways of Detroit to enforce the law. As sworn
police officers, my partner and I had our favorite proverbial fishing holes that often yielded "good" arrests
(the coveted guns, drug money, and dope). We were cruising the Greektown entertainment district when
I saw what I thought was an elite SWAT team. The men dressed in tactical military gear were not cops.
They were VIPERS (Violence Intervention Protective Emergency Response System). The men walked in
unison, yet I couldn’t discern a leader. It wasn’t until several nights later that I encountered the leader,
Commander Dale Brown.
Emerging seemingly out of a cloud from the entrance of the smoke-filled nightclub, Dale Brown appeared
like a warrior king surrounded by his VIPERS. The nightclub, colloquially known as the "River Rat," was
not for the faint-hearted.
This downtown entertainment venue was akin to an outlaw motorcycle hangout crossed with a blind pig
after-hours strip joint. Truth be told, my scout partner and I rarely ventured inside. We were content
snagging drunk drivers leaving the club.
Dale Brown reminded me of a special forces’ tac. officer at first glance; or had SWAT taken down the
club? No, he wasn’t SWAT; Dale had a much harder job ... he was the peacekeeper in a lawless club.
As Dale approached our patrol car, it became clear that he wasn’t the "police". Many police officers are
territorial creatures, and they once looked upon Dale and his VIPERS as vigilantes or "wannabes." My
curiosity was sparked. It was apparent that Dale wasn’t a wannabe; he was the real thing — a protector!
Dale greeted my partner and me with a smile and that now iconic eyebrow raised. That night would
change my career and challenge my philosophy. It wasn’t until several years later that Dale and I would
join forces, and I learned Commander Brown’s internal motivation.
At the turn of the century, I became a police community liaison trooper. Still curious about the man
behind the eyebrow, I began training in Dale’s Preventive Threat Management’s exclusive and proprietary
law enforcement defensive tactics system, the N.I.C.E. program (Non-Injury Compliance and
Extraction). Ironically, after two decades, many of those police officers that looked upon Dale with
disdain have been trained in the N.I.C.E. program. Dale was a practitioner and a student, and he also
helped me with my State Police efforts in the community.
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For 17 years, we have partnered in more than 300 safety presentations, including personal protection,
active shooter response, workplace violence, and robbery awareness. We addressed sorority sisters to
corporate CEOs and Fortune 500 corporations. I have heard many of the stories contained within this
book during our presentations. As Dale gave these inspiring talks to the crowd, their dedication to safety
and protection won over the hearts of many.
I was privileged to witness the aftermath of many of his “victories “— a term given to domestic violence
victims that Dale and his VIPERS assisted. These women, often with their children, not only received
professional escorts, usually reserved for the elite of business executives, but were also empowered with
Dale’s urban survival tactics. Tactics that don’t rely on prior fighting experience, strength, or gender.
Many of the victors never returned to their tormentors and lived lives of peace and prosperity.
Dale’s training benefited me as a law enforcement professional. I’ve used his N.I.C.E. tactics on the
streets. During our department-sponsored defensive tactics training sessions, he dazzled my fellow
troopers with his cutting-edge maneuvers.
My most valuable experience with Dale’s training happened on the streets of downtown Detroit.
While on duty, I was flagged down by several city municipal workers.
They were frustrated with a homeless man who refused to vacate the grassy boulevard, preventing them
from landscaping. The middle-aged homeless man was guarding his life possessions contained in a sack.
When I got out of my patrol car, the homeless man pointed a knife at me and told me to "back off."
Because a knife was interjected into the scenario, some may have chosen to utilize deadly force. The
incident could have been deemed "a good shooting" with little articulation. There is nothing ever good
about taking a human life, particularly that of a vulnerable member of society with mental and emotional
issues.
Immediately, I mirrored the man’s intensity, lateraled to his side, thus physically and psychologically
joining sides with him against the city workers. Before long, the homeless man put away the knife and
placed his life’s possessions in the trunk of my patrol vehicle. We met a block away, where I returned his
belongings. Because of Dale’s training, mainly his tactical psychological component, I was able to preserve
my life. When I first met Dale, I was an enforcer. Through his training, I changed into a community
partner and then into a protector.
The engaging stories that you are embarking upon are more than the heroic feats of Dale Brown. They
are stories of true love. Dale’s love of humanity, Dale’s love of people.
It’s been said, "You cannot protect that which you do not love, and you cannot kill that which you love."

PREFACE
The Origin of D.T.M.C. and D.U.S.T.

The evolution of myself and my organization started when a girl was stripped and chased off a bridge in
front of a crowd of people. Her name was Deletha Word. That year, 1995, I went from having a business
model for protection services to creating a self-defense school that would teach people to defend
themselves and to do it legally.
I was so outraged that day that I turned it into my life’s purpose. I was no longer about making money
and running a business; I was meant to help people learn how to defend themselves.
I cared more about training people on the east side of Detroit, locally known as "crack alley," where atrisk families by the hundreds are left unprotected. Vulnerable.
I opened the school there for everyone, shared self-defense tactics at what they could afford, and if they
couldn’t afford it at all, I would still train them.
My training systems grew over time, but starting out, they were mixed—those included knives, rifles, and
fighting with legal structures.
I loved teaching families.
Then another turning point happened; a younger girl got attacked in front of me and I was attacked. I
was threatened in front of my school, the school I had just opened, by gangs that were pointing guns.
The final straw was that I sought to be a community liaison, which turned into an organization.
When I stopped being a liaison, I then started being hired by the community.
I became an agent of change.
Twenty-seven years later, with no days off, we continue to be funded by sweat equity, self-funded, with
no business loans, no government funds, or donations unless under special circumstances. And will
continue to provide free, no-cost protection to anyone in need of protection from high-threat conditions
in low-income and same-community areas as well as surrounding and rural areas.

The stories you will read will reflect the time between 1995 and 2012, real-life moments of encounter
with DUST, and the application of tactics used in real-life scenarios.
-

Commander Dale C. Brown

INTRODUCTION
“I am an elite trooper –a sky trooper –a spearhead trooper.” -Airborne Creed
_______________________________________________

1,250 Feet
Fort Benning, Georgia
Airborne School
August, 1989
Approximately 3:00 AM

A fire alarm blared.
My head shot up off the pillow. One of the other airborne school students had tripped the alarm.
Awareness of my surroundings sunk in, the adrenaline subsided, and a sharp pain coursed through my
neck.
It was the morning of the first jump, and I couldn’t get my helmet on. A knot bulged from my neck, and
my head was stuck at a tilt. I tried to correct it. There was a feeling like a knife entering between the
vertebrae. The drill sergeants, known as black hats, wouldn’t allow anyone to jump without a helmet.
Morning rise was at 5:00 AM. I walked outside, around 4:00, to a payphone. I called my mother. Dr. Gale
Northcross, US Army captain, a physician and was the most feared Army doctor I knew of. I explained my injury.
“I don’t think I can jump.”
“You’re just looking for a reason to fail.” She replied.
“No, I’m not. I can’t get my helmet on.”
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“Yes, you are.”
“No, I’m not.”
“Prove it.”
The memory of Lieutenant Colonel Poteet flashed in his mind. Poteet was my JROTC instructor in high
school in Ansbach, Germany. Poteet, from Alabama, resembled Colonel Sanders in military uniform.
“See this? Do you know what that is?” He barked.
“A skinhead with no neck?” I replied.
“This is what you’’ll never be.”
He was referring to the photograph of him mid-air, in full uniform as a paratrooper.
Unfazed, I responded, “Why would I jump out of a perfectly good aircraft? That’s just dumb.”
Two years after graduating high school, realizing I had no college options, I, Dale Brown, martial artist,
survival expert, injured, and afraid of heights, was about to lose the opportunity to jump out of such an
aircraft and prove everyone but myself right.
I decided to push forward. I got the helmet on with the chin strap hanging loose.
The group in training, known as non-airborne personnel (NAPs) or ‘‘dirty nasty legs,’’ as the black hats
liked to say, marched five agonizing miles in the summer heat of Georgia to a hanger. I lined up with the
other NAPs.
One of the commanding officers noticed my tilted helmet in the crowd. “What’s wrong with your
head!” He yelled.
“Nothing, sir.” I replied.
“Are you injured?”
“No, sir.”
“Then you will put your head at an upright position and secure your chin strap.”
I grimaced and grunted as the pain coursed up and down my spine. The black hat grabbed both sides of
my head and tugged it into an upright position. Tears streamed down my face as my head quaked.
The strap snapped into place.
“If I see you with your strap unsecured again, I will drop you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”
The C130 was the aircraft paratroopers typically deployed from.
What I saw was the largest, most intimidating aircraft that existed in the military, the C141. The craft
looked big enough for a train to fit inside.. These planes were used primarily to transport tanks and other
heavy loads of equipment. I remembered the past instruction: “Never jump from a C141, or you will burn to
death! Exiting the blast shield will cause your parachute to burn through you.”
I stood in line with about 200 other NAPs to board the ramp of the idling aircraft. I felt my heartrate
spike. The pain in my neck spread to my chest. I became short of breath and began hyperventilating. I
wondered if I was experiencing my first panic attack. As I surveyed the other troopers, I saw their lips
and faces desperate for air like my own.
A C141 has four gigantic TF33 turbofan engines on each wing. These depleted the entire area of oxygen
for the length of a football field. The only place to breathe was inside the aircraft.
The interior of the C141 was imposing. Unlike a commercial airliner, it resembled the steel hold of a
battleship. There were four rows of inward-facing seats. Every trooper was packed in tight, face to face,
for as far as I could see. I recalled the airborne creed, “I am an elite trooper - a sky trooper - a spearhead
trooper.” It occurred to me that I was to be a part of the military songs sung about death from above and
righteous violence. At that moment, I realized I was a member of an imperial invasion, much like the
Roman Legion shock troopers. I was a cog in a larger-than-life force that both terrified and exhilarated
me.
Once I boarded, one of the other cadets jumped from one seat to the next. I realized my assigned seat
had just been taken. The seat left open was closest to the door and meant for the first man out.
Inside the craft, it was too loud to hear anyone speak. I used signals to share that my seat had been taken.
The jumpmaster, who looked something like Tom Cruise and wearing aviator sunglasses, approached
me.
He yelled into my ear, “You will sit down, and you will stand up and walk out when I tell you to.”
I sat, with my chinstrap still secure.
Most deployment flights, during training, are between 15 to 20 minutes. However, for re-certification, air
force pilots must complete what is known as a ‘contour flight.’ To pass, the plane must be kept just above
tree-level for 45 minutes. At the time, I didn’t know what a contour flight was.
The plane took off.
An explosion of light rocked the pressurized cargo hold. My ears popped. The aircraft pitched as I felt I
was going to be sucked out of the plane.

The jumpmaster gave the order, “Stand up!”
I repeated, “Stand up!” stood, and echoed the subsequent calls.
“Hook up!”
“Six minutes!”
“One minute!”
“Walk out!”
The order was directed at me. On the floor were flashing arrows pointing toward the open door and the
words ‘Walk Out.’
I walked to the opening. I felt the jumpmaster nudge me forward, more and more until the edge of his
boots were no longer inside the aircraft.
The flight was turbulent, deafening, and violent. There was nothing to hold on to for stability. Instead, I
gripped the spare chute attached to my abdomen, as instructed.
The jumpmaster, who I assumed was keeping me from falling out, but couldn’t feel anything, repeatedly
yelled in my ear.
“When I tap your shoulder, you will walk out, do you understand?” “Yes, sir!”
For the next 45 minutes, I stood, the toe of his boot hanging over open sky, as they flew at 1,250 feet
above the ground. The trees appeared close enough to touch until he felt a tap upon his shoulder and
heard the order.
I walked out.
My primary parachute was to release from a static line automatically.
For mass deployment, paratroopers are dropped at a low altitude between 1,250 and 8000 feet. High
altitude, low open (HALO) drops were considered much safer. The logic of low-altitude drops is that the
soldier will be shot at by enemy combatants once the parachute is deployed. Once a trooper exits the
aircraft, he is instructed to count: one thousand, two thousand, three thousand, four thousand. At four
seconds, if the primary chute hasn’t opened, the paratrooper is to release the D-rings, turn his head to the
left, and feed the spare up past his face to avoid ‘bounce’ or landing without a parachute.
I was in free fall and screaming. My body was in a tight tuck position like a professional diver, in an Lshape.
I inverted and saw the aircraft over my feet, flying away, as the chute opened.

The powerful thrumming of the aircraft was gone. There was no wind rushing. All was suddenly silent,
peaceful. An intense high overtook me.
Dale Brown, that day, at that moment, was reborn into a world without limitations.
The screaming of 100s of troopers, male and female, filled the air.
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The Belle Isle Bridge
Detroit, Michigan
August 1995

A young mother and daughter leave their dog behind as they run for their lives. Three large young men, the size
of football players, follow closely behind. The mother and child get into their car and sped towards the bridge
that connects Belle Isle to greater Detroit.
This is a weekend, so the bridge is packed. The woman’s car slowed to a stop behind a row of red taillights.
The young men rush between the idling vehicles. The leader has a crowbar. They find the car and wedge the
door open. The woman is pulled out as she screamed from the driver’s seat.
As this is going on, approximately 30 people exit their vehicles and formed a crowd. Everyone stands by as if
watching a spectator sport while the young men rip her clothes off. Loud cheering is heard.
During the struggle, the young mother breaks free. She bolts, half naked and screaming, while the men resume
chasing her. They gain on her. Realizing she has nowhere else to run to, she turn and jump off the bridge into
the rushing water below.
Two young observers, weighing approximately 150 to 180 pounds each, dive off the bridge after her. They hit
the water and resurfaced a moment later. The young mother does not.
****
I came to Detroit to teach self-defense because of the mother’s story on the Belle Isle bridge. It revealed an
important reason for my existence and my training system. I was a lifeguard, a swim instructor and taught self-

defense at the Y.M.C.A. in 1994. I knew that she would still be alive if I had been on that bridge or trained a
student.
The story broke the day it happened and was put on high rotation on CNN for a week and recounted through
interviews worldwide. The city of Detroit experienced global humiliation.
The backstory is that of a young football player who wouldn’t take "no" for an answer. He’d gone to private
schools, was articulate and intelligent, and held a football scholarship to the University of Michigan.
The young lady was gorgeous and approximately 33 years old. She was on Belle Isle, the biggest island connected
to any city in the U.S.A. It’s about one mile long and six miles in circumference. The island is famous as a party
place for young people and an adult vacation spot. The woman was walking her dog by the river when the men
began hitting on her. She was so scared that she left her dog behind when she fled.
The water runs about 30 feet below the bridge, which spans four lanes across. The day after the woman died, I
stood on the bridge. Even though I had been an airborne paratrooper, a lifeguard, and a swim instructor and had
done extensive research on where to jump off, I never found a place I felt comfortable enough to actually do it.
I wanted to jump, get it on camera, and show it could be done. I never did. It is terrifying. The water is 30–40
feet deep. The current is fast and strong. Steel, cars, debris, and dead bodies can be found below the surface. The
two men who jumped in to save the woman did so without hesitation, but they couldn’t see anything in the dark
water. The undertow is very powerful and is known for dragging people from the shallow areas around the island.
When I first heard the story, I didn’t believe it was true. I was sure the media was lying. There’s no way a crowd
of people would jump and cheer while something like that was happening. Later, I found out that’s what groups
tend to do. That is how a group dynamic works. Random people who don’t know the victim or the attacker will
root and cheer for the attacker. No one steps up because they assume someone else will.
The internet wasn’t a thing in 1995. I thought the news lied. Years later, I found online testimonials of people
who were on the bridge that day. It was true. It happened.
The young men who jumped off the bridge received an award on Channel 4. I was very proud of them. I
remember thinking, "Wow, these are some real heroes. I can’t imagine jumping off that bridge.’

_____________________________________________
Chapter 1 Lessons
§ Some men can’t take "no" for an answer.
§ Group settings are safe.
§ With our training, those two heroes could have avoided jumping off the bridge after Ms. Ward by jumping in
before the attackers chased her off the bridge.
____________________________________________

