
Short

Stupid

Stories

I was a cop 

William R Fisher

08-29-2024


Table of Contents

Title Page

I was a cop

When you reach a certain age memories are just about all you have left and you find yourself going back in time, back through the years to when you were young and wild and full of shit.

Some people say that I jump back and forth with my writings, rambling, they call it. It s

just the way things enter my head and I get off track momentarily, but I always come back.

That’s just the way I write, so either bear with it and read my story, or don t read it, who gives a shit ?

I was a cop, a member of a swat team well trained in the martial arts and hand to hand combat. Tae Quon Do, hands and feet and discipline in the Korean language. I was a tall, good looking, well liked guy. A badass when it came to dealing with the criminal element. I busted too many heads to remember. I was involved in some shootings but it is not good to go into any detail over those with the way a lot of the public feels about cops today. A time in our country when police are not supported or even treated with much respect, when cops can be prosecuted for even defending themselves, when cops are sent to prison for doing things that were justified back in my day, the time when police could use whatever force was necessary to enforce the laws and protect the public  It bothers me how our country has changed . I would be in constant trouble if I were a cop today cause I would sure bust some heads.

I spent most of my working life in law enforcement. Sheriff s dept.City police ,Township constable and then the last part of my career as a C O  in a County Jail.

I think what I liked best were the years I spent as a Deputy Sheriff. I worked in the jail for a year or two, then to the road patrol, to Plain clothes investigator to warrant officer.

I have investigated everything from vehicle accidents, some fatal some not, shootings, some fatal some not, cuttings, some fatal some not, suicides, always fatal, homicides  the same, always fatal.

Somebody did something to one of my little girls once, something really bad. She never told me about it for twelve years. She will not positively identify this guy cause she doesn't want me to hurt him and get into trouble myself.

I know who he is though. I tracked him down through social media networks and I always know where he is and I will deal with him sometime in the future. I have promised myself that if I outlive my pretty wife I will look him up and remind him of something he did to a innocent little girl while he was a dope smoking little bastard working as a counselor at a church camp.I will fuck him up to the point that if he lives he will squat to piss for the rest of his miserable life  but, like I said,only if I outlive my wife. I can t go off to prison and leave her all alone. I have to be here to take care of her. If she outlives me then it will be up to God to deal with him.

My Wife came in a little earlier and asked me how to spell clearance. I wrote it out for her on a piece of paper CLEARANCE . Thanks babe, she said as she left the room. A few minutes later I went into the kitchen for a cold drink and saw an envelope addressed to her uncle Clearance. Don t you mean Clarence, I asked. She got in my face and looked at me menacingly. Why, is there a difference ? Knowing she would hold me responsible for the spelling I just said, oh no its just how you pronounce it and quickly walked away.

I flipped my cruiser once while in pursuit of a burglar. I woke up upside down in a field somewhere wondering where I was and what in the hell I was doing there. I didn't see any lights or hear any noise, just the hissing sound from my engine. I was in severe pain, mostly my back, my cruiser's roof was squashed down almost to the top of the seat. I could smell some smoke and I was afraid I might become a crispy critter by the time any help arrived.I wasn't really. I was never gonna burn to death when I had a revolver within reach. I was looking around as best I could in my cramped position hoping to find an escape route when suddenly a very clear voice said, Why don't you crawl out that window ?I looked over to the passenger side window and it was partially broken out with large shards of jagged glass sticking up from the frame. I maneuvered over to it and although it was a really tight space I was able to squeeze through without cutting my back too badly..I was out of my cruiser laying on my back in the tall grass thinking about what to do next, pitch back, no lights, no noise, pain all over.

I could see a road nearby but nothing was moving on it and I was so far back  into the field it was doubtful that people in passing cars could see me anyway.

It was 2:15 on a Tuesday in March. I knew that because the impact had stopped my watch showing that time and date. I still have that watch. It is damaged to the point of being non repairable but I keep it as a reminder of how your life can change in an instant.

I remember thinking, how will they know where I am when the same voice I heard inside the car said, Why don t you use that radio by your leg? I raised up as far as I could and sure enough there  was the mike to the radio laying right by my left leg. It was as though someone had taken it off the holder on the dashboard and pulled it through the broken window and placed it beside my leg. Strange huh? I picked up the mike, keyed it and started talking incoherently into it. I vaguely remember hearing the shift commander dispatching all county units and asking adjoining city forces and township units to assist in covering the area I had been working in attempting to locate me. What made the situation more tense was the fact that I could not tell them what had happened to me, Had I been shot, badly injured in some unknown incident or was it a traffic accident ?  

They tell me that  about forty minutes after my original call  a township unit found me lying in a field semi conscious near my demolished cruiser.

I was lucky, I guess, I had a bad cut on my head, my arms were badly bruised and strained from holding onto the steering wheel while my cruiser flipped end over end and then rolled several times before coming to rest upside down about 200 feet off the roadway. The vehicle was still showing 85MPH when I hit the concrete culvert. I also had broken bones in my back which still give me trouble to this very day. The van I was chasing kept on going and has never been located , as far as I know. I remember pulling up beside him on that two lane county road and looking at him hard right before he cut into the field. I guess he was trying a short cut to another road going the other way and he was lucky and I was not.

I was laid up for about sixteen weeks before I was able to return to work. I could have  stayed off longer but I missed police work and wanted to get back to it. I always thought of it as having a front row seat in the game of life. You were always first to anything, bar fights,domestics,stabbing, cuttings,burglaries, robberies and traffic accidents. You never know what to expect, it was exciting, traveling down a highway at 100 plus MPH with your lights flashing and your siren screaming while in pursuit of a vehicle or going to a bad call was sometimes almost as good as sex. I have heard some officers say they have had orgasms while running lights and sirens.

I don t know who or what spoke to me in my demolished cruiser that night. I heard a voice speaking to me once before, the night my dad died but I wasn't alert enough to make any sort of comparison. Maybe it was Jesus or one of his angels or maybe it was just my imagination. I guess I will never know but I am not sure I would be alive if not for that voice, real or imagined.

I got a call one sunday evening, lots of things happen on sundays. It is not always a quiet, peaceful day with families and friends congregating in church to worship God, Lots of drinking and fighting going on. I remember breaking up a fight one sunday morning in a very large local church, two Deacons duking it out right there in front of all the parishioners, right there in Sunday morning services.

Turned out later that they were fighting over the preacher's pretty wife. While he was holding services at the church during the week she was sometimes holding services of her own back at the house.My friend Danny always said that if you see the preacher coming out of your house zipping up his pants and chewing on a chicken leg you can be pretty sure he has not been there trying to save your old lady’s soul.

Well  anyway, getting back to the Sunday evening call. It was reported by a neighbor that a large, drunk naked lady was running around her house screaming and holding a large knife. I pulled up in front of the residence and did not see any sign of the large, drunk naked lady so I got out and walked up to the front door keeping an eye out for the perpetrator. The door was partially open so I walked up and knocked, POLICE ! I shouted and stepped inside. As soon as I cleared the door the husband tackled me. We hit the floor with him on top of me punching at my face and spitting and slobbering all over my uniform. It was nasty! He wasn't too much of a fighter, just drunk, so it wasn't long before I had him flipped over on his stomach with my knee on his neck putting cuffs on him. I was bouncing just a little bit on his neck with my two hundred twenty five pounds and almost had him cuffed when this naked, drunk old woman who had evidently been hiding somewhere in the house, jumped on my back and wrapped her arms around my face and neck. I could feel the grease and smell the stink of her sweaty naked body. I will always remember those big greasy titties pressed against both sides of my face. I turned my head slightly to the right and almost touched one with my lips’ I think I screamed. It seems like I did anyway but it happened so fast and it's been so long ago that I m not sure anymore. I stood up and threw her off me and as I did I felt a sharp pain on the left side of my neck. She landed on the floor in front of me and I saw the bloody knife in her hand and knew that she had cut me. Her husband was grabbing at my legs and trying to pull me back down and she
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