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“Harold DeBoe is a master story teller who weaves a lifetime of police experiences into, Tales of Suburban Cops. The vignettes throughout this book will put the reader in the shoes of a police officer and allow them to better understand what cops see and feel throughout a career. Harold will walk you through dangerous, sad, funny, or crazy situations which will make you want to turn the next page to find out what happens. Tales of Suburban Cops can be enjoyed by anyone who is curious about what really happens when a man or woman put on a police uniform.” 


Chief Tom Wetzel

Author of “A Cop and a Coffee Cup”- Some simple plain spoken wisdom for police leadership in the 21st century
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“BUY THIS BOOK! Harold DeBoe has written a book that every cop wishes they could have authored. He captures police work; the grief felt in so many situations, the endless imaginative black humor, the numbing boredom punctuated by moments of fear and terror, the senseless victimization and the exhilaration of “busting the bad guy”. Lieutenant DeBoe writes with humor, honesty, and feeling. He has put to paper emotions and thoughts that most police keep bottled  inside. Every citizen of Mayfield Heights, Ohio should buy this book so they would realize what a treasure they had in, my friend, Lieutenant DeBoe and what fine police officers work in their city.”


Detective Lieutenant, Ret. Thomas Doyle

Eastlake, Ohio P.D., 39 year veteran



-Bachelor of Science, Lake Erie College

-Master of Science, Mercyhurst College

-FBI National Academy

-Taught police college courses for 34 years. 

-Supervised two State/Federal Task Forces on Aryan Brotherhood and Outlaw Motorcycle Gangs
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“Harold DeBoe brings the reader inside police work with humor, candor, and humanity. These stories are entertaining but carry the weight of real experience – the split second judgements, the absurd calls, the tragedies, and the lasting bonds formed on the job”.


Robert G. Trusiak, Esquire

-Attorney at Law Adjunct Professor

-Former Assistant County Prosecutor

-Former Assistant U.S. Attorney











Drawing from years of experience as a suburban police lieutenant, Harold presents memorable short stories from a career in law enforcement. The stories offer an honest look at the challenges, humor, and everyday moments officers experience on the job. It is an enjoyable worthwhile read for anyone interested in police work and the people behind the profession.

Jim Cook

Chief of Police -Retired, City of Highland Heights

-F.B.I. National Academy

-Northwestern School of Command and Staff

-Certified Law Enforcement Executive

Tales of Suburban Cops

Based on true stories from “the Job.”

––––––––
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By Harold DeBoe, Det. Lt. Retired

Author of “Justice on a Cold Platter

-The True Story of Murder and a World Class Stalker”

COPYRIGHT 2025 BY HAROLD DEBOE

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means including mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording, or otherwise without the prior written permission of the publisher and author, except by a reviewer who wishes to quote brief passages in connection with a review written for inclusion in a magazine, newspaper, or broadcast.
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COP – THE FUNNY, THREATENING, 

DANGEROUS & DEADLY JOB

My career as a police officer began in Mayfield Heights, Ohio, located on the east side of Cleveland. I was still over the moon to learn I was one of three applicants accepted to join the growing department. My fiancé and parents were present as Mayor Ross DeJohn swore me in. It was such a proud moment for me.

Having recently returned from a tour of duty as a combat Marine in Vietnam, I was sure that a job as a police officer would fill the void of meaning and excitement in my life. My initial training came from Western Reserve University in Cleveland. The thirteen-week course of study covered so many topics and situations a police officer might encounter; at graduation this new patrolman felt ready.

I was sent to Genesee Road to see a resident about an unspecified issue. Upon my arrival at the address the homeowner greeted me and appeared visibly distressed. So much so I was concerned that something unbelievably bad may have happened to one of his family members.

In spite of all of Case Western Reserve’s diligence in preparing me to hit the streets running, this call took me off guard. The man explained that a squirrel hit by a passing car had dragged itself into the shrubbery next to his house. Pointing to the side of the house where he had last seen the injured animal, he made it clear he would not be joining me as he was too squeamish to view the bloody site.

I wanted to get off on the right foot. My first call working on my own was no time to screw up. For a moment I wondered if I should take the injured animal to a local vet but quickly surmised that it was one of scores of rodents zipping around the tree-lined street. Certainly the city could not pay for veterinary treatment every time a squirrel, raccoon, or skunk misjudged the speed and lethality of a motor vehicle.

I mentioned to the home owner that he could take the animal to a vet, if he chose to. However, given his description that the poor animal was “dragging its hind quarters,” I made the recommendation a more merciful approach would be to put the little guy out of its misery. The man begged me to do the distasteful deed. He brought me a shovel and retreated to the front of the house, not wanting to witness the squirrel’s last moments. 

Once the man was safely out of sight, I drew the shovel high and with all my might brought the sharp edge down like a medieval executioner. When I looked down, the squirrel was no worse for wear, but I had torn a six-inch gash in the house’s vinyl siding. I muttered, “Oh shit!” Determined to improve my eye-hand coordination, again I raised the shovel high and struck with the precision of a bulldozer only to leave a twin to the first rip in the siding. “F**k!” Then in a stroke of genius that would have made my academy instructors proud, I used the shovel to pull the suffering animal away from the house before delivering the coup de grace. 

Looking down at the battered siding, I quickly broke off branches from the shrubs and tucked them into the torn vinyl to camouflage my handiwork.

I used the shovel to carry the squirl to the front yard where the man had left a cardboard box for its remains and then placed the box in the trunk of my squad car. Before leaving I knocked on the man’s door and suggested he not go near the scene of the squirrels demise until there had been a heavy rain...or two. 

For a long time, I waited to be called into the chief’s office to be confronted about the siding. Luckily for me that call never came. Although this assignment did get my pulse racing, it was not racing for reasons I had hoped for. Eventually, it was one I could laugh about. Other calls...not so much.
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Graduation Class Case Western Reserve University

DEBOE (Bottom Right)

INTRODUCTION

Many of the funniest people I know are cops. Many of the saddest people I know are cops. The suicide rate for policemen is significantly higher than that of the general population and likely higher than statistics indicate. As an example, we know of police officers accidently killed while cleaning their gun. This is often a fabrication to save the officer’s memory from the stigma of suicide.

Suicides exceed the number of cops killed in the line of duty. There are other troubling statistics. The divorce rate for police is higher than average. And according to the National Institute of Health, cops live on average twenty-two years less than the people they serve and have a 50% greater chance to suffer from heart disease.

Police often use humor, including gallows humor, to cope with what they see every day. Their sense of humor may come across as sarcastic, biting, abrasive, and sometimes caustic to civilians. Truly, the more horrific the scene or situation the more likely an inappropriate joke will be made.

The more lethal the event, the more likely cops will attempt to handle it like someone who whistles as they walk past a cemetery. Mad Magazine’s character Alfred E. Newman would say, “What? Me worry?” Cop humor tries to mask the “What? Me afraid? Me disturbed by what I saw or had to do?” 

Humor was an avenue sought by many cops to process grief and tragedies. The term for what they suffer from is accumulated psychological trauma. Grief counselors abound today, while I never saw or even heard of the concept during my career. Left to their own devices, police often deal with such stress through inappropriate humor, tough talk, or copious amounts of alcohol...or all three. 

Times change. Today’s politically and culturally unacceptable words and descriptions were commonly used when I was on the job. This includes putdowns that refer to racial, ethnic, and religious backgrounds. Being of Polish decent I heard relentless dumb Polack jokes and it stung; albeit, I found many cleverly crafted.

Whether you were Italian, Irish, Black, Chinese, or of some other ethnicity, there were putdowns. Pollack, wop, chink, hillbilly, maceral snapper, and worse were used between cops. Yet, honestly, I never witnessed any of those putdowns uttered in a tone that reflected actual discrimination. This book is about my experiences during a different time. 

More than toward the public, cops dished the negative humor out at each other...relentlessly. Chief Nick Tagg wisely told me once that cops will not bust your chops unless they like you. The group of cops I worked with could slash a fellow cop to ribbons pointing out their foibles until they were bleeding all over the squad room floor. There wasn’t a single cop that could escape it, me included. Someone with thin skin would have a tough time assimilating into a cop environment until they learned to give it back as much as they received it.

I never knew that the f-word could be used in so many ways. “That f-in f-er pulled a f-in gun on me, I thought I was f-ed, well f him, that f-er is going to f-in jail,” would not be unusual jabber in a conversation between cops.

Most cops are idealistic and maybe a little naïve about how the public views policemen. I learned over time that many taxpayers would be happy to see cops go the way of the dodo bird, which is until they are victimized.

When evil comes calling and that evil has a butcher knife to someone’s throat and is ready to cut them four ways (long, wide, deep, and continually), most will pray for a f-spewing centurion with a gun over a social services worker offering a hug...every time! 

Police are called the thin blue line for a reason. They are what separates us from anarchy. Police officers make up a tiny fraction of the populace and would quickly be overwhelmed without the support of the public. Of late, support for police is eroding. 

In recent years high profile cases have made the news where a police officer had to make a split second decision and the result of that decision was tragic. If we, as a member of society, are not willing to give a police officer the benefit of the doubt until all the facts are in, it is an injustice to ourselves and our communities, not to mention the officer. 

At one time police went to work knowing they could be killed or seriously hurt. Thousands of police officers are every year. Now they go to work with the added burden of knowing that doing their job could land them in prison. We are ready to indict officers based on the outcome of their action without regard to their intent or the circumstances around their actions. The sweet spot according to my friend and fellow author Tom Wetzel is to have cops who are both inspired and accountable. Well respected, Tom is the University Circle Police Chief and former Richmond Heights Police Chief.

Policing is a unique job. Most police could put in an eight hour day with minimal public interaction if they chose to. When we send the message that police officers are expected to be infallible, we are encouraging police to be reactive instead of proactive, which lowers productivity. That attitude not only short-changes tax payers, but more importantly public safety.

Sometimes the loss of support is justifiable. The hard work and efforts of many to build a bridge with the public can be undone in a moment by one. Other times those calling for defunding are people who would never pin on a badge and risk their own lives but are quick to be Monday morning quarterbacks. Investigations of police wrongdoing must be conducted with balanced, thoughtful, and appropriate discipline.

With every call to defund the police, we come closer to chaos. Once allowed to tip in that direction it may become impossible to recover.

This book is not a rant on why everyone should love and support police, or a slam on social workers. There is a place for both, and if they worked together much could be accomplished. For many people the only interaction they will ever have with a cop is to be pulled over for a traffic violation. 

The intent of this book is to pull the curtain back to show the reader what cops deal with every day—the funny, the silly, the threatening, the dangerous, the deadly and everything in between, and how they learn to cope with it all. The cases are real and the memories of them strong for me.

In most instances I will use pseudonyms rather than real names to save embarrassment or simply out of respect for privacy, and real names when it is appropriate to give a police officer credit for a job well done.

Throughout the book I often refer to police officers as cops. The word COP originated with the bobbies in England and stood for Constable on Patrol. At one time that moniker was considered disrespectful; generally, that is no longer true unless uttered with venom. 

The need for police services is typically born from events that are not good. Police are called on a daily basis to deal with the worst of humanity, to restore peace, and enforce the laws that the people’s representatives enacted. They have been given an obligation and sworn a solemn oath to accomplish such. To restore peace they are sometimes forced to use unpeaceful methods. 

The mantra often uttered to suspects who were getting “froggy” and ready to leap was “treat me with respect and I will treat you with respect; treat me like an asshole and I will treat you like one.” It seemed fair.

My hope is that this book will make you laugh, cause sober reflection on what these men and women in blue are exposed to, and help you to view officers who are your neighbors and relatives in a way you may not have seen them before...that is, for what they are, human beings. Perhaps imperfect human beings, but human beings, nonetheless.

If you read my first book, Justice on a Cold Platter – The True Story of Murder and a World Class Stalker, you know it was about a single homicide that grew into a series of cases which collectively created one bizarre and fascinating story. Conversely, this book follows a series of vignettes that are a sampling of my experiences and typical of experiences every cop faces daily.

I concur with my friend Chief Tom Wetzel who described police work as a love story. Not a romantic love story, but of love for one’s fellow man shown in the generosity of police who leave their homes every day willing to lay their very lives down for strangers. No greater love!
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This book is dedicated to

Officer NICHOLAS R. CATALANO, 

the only Mayfield Heights Police Officer

to be killed in the line of duty.

December 26, 1956

Officer Catalano was killed in a car accident at the intersection of SOM Center Road and Mayfield Road while responding to a bank alarm.

Catalano Drive in Mayfield Heights, Ohio, is named in his honor.

[image: ]

Plaque with photo honoring the memory of

Patrolman Nicholas R. Catalano
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CHAPTER 1
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IN A FOG

January 10, 1970, was the day I had been waiting for, my first day on the job as a cop. Mayfield Heights Police Officer, Badge #17. It had a nice ring to it and I was ecstatic to have the honor to wear that badge.

Assigned the midnight to 8 AM shift, I reported to Sergeant Walt Harmon. Although I wouldn’t know it then, Sergeant Harmon would become one of my favorite bosses. When a command decision needed to be made, Harmon never stuttered he acted. He wasn’t infallible, but it was comforting being led by a man who was decisive. Harmon loved coffee. It didn’t matter whether it was cold, burnt, thick as paste, he called it nectar of the gods.

Since my formal police training classes at Case Western Reserve University would not begin until April, it would be on-the-job training until then. I rode with experienced officers and worked with dispatchers who would explain real world situations that the academy’s text books might not cover. 

Although uniforms and leather gear had been ordered for me, they were late in arriving. I was instructed to report to work wearing a sports coat and, because it was winter, a trench coat as well. I owned a sports coat but made a trip to a second-hand thrift store to find a top coat. The pickings were slim, but eventually I bought a pathetic looking London Fog trench coat. In the dimly lit store it looked serviceable, but in the light of day some sketchy stains made me wonder if the previous owner might have been an exhibitionist. 

I was issued a six shot Smith & Wesson revolver with a four inch barrel, a handful of extra rounds of ammunition, and a set of handcuffs. Not having a holster, I was told to stick the gun in my coat pocket. When I did, I found the pocket wasn’t very deep and the butt of the gun was exposed. Surely this was how Barney Fife started out in Mayberry.

Veteran Patrolman Larry McHugh would be my training officer that first night. He drove and I rode shotgun...literally. Before we got in the car, I was shown how to release the shotgun from the mechanism which secured it to the car and once released how to chamber a shell. The Marine Corps had trained me in a variety of weapons, but a 12-gauge shotgun wasn’t one of them. I prayed the shotgun would not be necessary that night.

As soon as I sat on the passenger seat, my gun slipped from the pocket of my London Fog and onto the floor in the space between the seat and the door. I tried to be as inconspicuous as possible as I reached into the tight space to retrieve the firearm. Every time my fingers touched it, the gun slid further into no-man’s land...damn it! If McHugh knew what I was dealing with, he didn’t let on. I wasn’t going to start my first day on the job by announcing that I lost my gun. 

When McHugh stopped to buy cigarettes, I got out of the car and reached under the front seat, sliding my arm through the snow salt and slush on the floor of the car as I tried to retrieve my gun. This move gave the sleeve of my London Fog an even more lived in look. I was heartened that the salt may have helped disguise some of the more questionable stains.

Getting back into the car, McHugh returned. Again, as soon as I sat down, the gun found its favorite hiding spot. For the love of God and everything holy! I started to consider that there could be worse things than getting shot at and not having a gun to defend myself. The prospect didn’t sound as bad as trying to retrieve my gun every time I sat down. I decided to leave the weapon where it was.

Patrolman McHugh imparted a great deal of wisdom that night. For example, when searching for a suspect in a dark building, you should always hold the flashlight out to your side. An armed suspect will often aim at the light. Many of his tips revolved around getting a cop home safely from his shift. His insight was much appreciated and I put it to use again and again during my career. By the time the bars closed and the streets cleared around 3 AM, my eyes were drooping.

As 5 AM rolled around I was in full blown dream mode. While envisioning myself arresting a couple of bank robbers, McHugh slammed on the breaks and screamed “WHAT WAS THAT?!!!

I jumped up banging my head on the headliner while at the same time reaching for my gun under the seat, again without success. My brain was spinning, adrenalin was pumping, and my heart was beating through my chest when I heard a calmer Patrolman McHugh add, “Never mind, it was just the crack of dawn.”

Patrolman McHugh would soon make sergeant and be my boss in the Uniform Division and again later in the Detective Bureau. There wasn’t a nicer man.
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Photo of the late Detective Sergeant Larry McHugh

MY FIRST TRAINING OFFICER
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CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


IN MEMORIAM

After many days of riding with training officers, I attended the basic Police Training Academy. I would learn a litany of subjects that included Criminal Law & Procedures, Report Writing & Documentation, Criminology & Sociology, Ethics & Cultural Diversity, Firearms Training, and Defensive Tactics.

The day my uniform and leather goods arrived surpassed the excitement I felt my first day on the job. Dressed for the role made it all the more real and filled me with pride. 

The television show Adam12 starring Martin Milner as Los Angeles Police Department Officer Pete Malloy and Kent McCord as Officer Jim Reed aired 1968 to 1975. It was created by Jack Webb of Dragnet fame and Robert Cinader. Adam12 was a reference to the call sign on the car the main characters drove. 

The show was one of the first to portray police as professionals in a realistic setting. Drawing from actual LAPD cases, the show was immensely popular with the general public and even more so with actual police. Malloy and Kent were dashing figures in their crisp midnight blue uniforms. They used real police jargon and were what Marines referred to as “squared away.”

Many police departments that issued tan, gray, green, or some other colored uniforms would switch to midnight blue at the urging of their officers. It was known as the “Adam12 factor.” Mayfield Heights Police Department (MHPD) was one of such departments changing from gray uniforms to midnight blue. 

Police were required to purchase their own uniforms which were expensive and required dry cleaning. Given my Marine background, I was willing to pay extra to have my shirts starched and military creases ironed in. The annual $250 per year uniform allowance offset only a fraction of that expense. 

On the plus side my London Fog was filed under “T” for trash. As I stood in front of the mirror and adjusted my clip-on tie (a real tie could get you choked), I pinned on my shield and strapped on my black basket weave gun belt and holster. I could see LAPD Officer Kent McCord looking back at me and beamed.

My first day in uniform was on day shift 8 AM to 4 PM. The day began with roll call in a brick clad room called The Bunker. Roll call was informal. We drank coffee and read reports from the previous two shifts. The shift supervisor would brief us before giving the order to “burn some gas.

Donning our heavy shirt-waist winter coats and hats, we grabbed our brief cases which held a book of traffic and parking tickets, a clip board with report forms, street maps and other miscellaneous gear then headed to our cars. 

Once at my assigned car (4504), the inspection began. I walked around the car to check for damage from a previous shift. Next, I’d check the emergency lights, give the siren a short blast to make sure it was working, and radio the dispatcher to check the recall. We did not have portable radios or cell phones in 1970. If you were out of your patrol car and were needed, the dispatcher would activate that car’s recall which was a button on the dispatch console. When pushed, it set off an audible tone that caused the police cruiser’s horn to blare until the officer returned to the car and “keyed” the mike. The blaring car horn was highly effective in getting an officer’s attention. During night hours officers could set the recall to activate their overhead emergency lights instead of the horn.

With the car ship-shape and fully gassed by the previous shift driver, it was time to hit the streets. I had only driven a few blocks when I received an assignment. There had been a break-in overnight and theft of tools at a construction site. Gates Mills Towers was a high-end apartment complex located at the far east end of Mayfield Heights where the city bordered the wealthy village of Gates Mills. 

The two existing fifteen-story buildings were filling fast and construction on a third building was underway. Tradesmen used heavy metal locked boxes on site to store their expensive tools when they left work for the day. One of those boxes had the lock cut off and all the tools taken; details I noted in my report. Remembering my training I asked the who, what, where, when, and how. It took me about 45 minutes to gather all the facts.

When I was ready to leave, the job foreman asked me a peculiar question, “Did someone on your department die?” I quickly responded, “Not that I know of,” further explaining that I was new to the department. “Why do you ask?” He replied, “I just thought that was why you were wearing your badges upside down.” I took off my hat and looked down at my coat to confirm that both badges were indeed upside down. I did the only thing I could do...I laughed. It seems my co-workers have a unique way of welcoming the new guy.

––––––––
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Photo of HAL DEBOE, Badge #17

Badge returned to right side up.
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