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I exchange emails withother retired FBI agents andrecently the conversation hasfocused on how we got into theFBI. I sometimes wonder howa guy like me got into this ex-emplary organization.My dad had been an agentfrom 1951 until 1956. In 1956,my mom announced shewasn’t going to move again,which resulted in Dad leavinga job he loved. As a kid, my dadwould comment to me that Iwould be a good agent when Igrew up, but I never took himseriously as I figured this wasjust a dad telling his son nicethings as dad’s are known todo. It would be like telling yourson he could grow up to bepresident.In college, I was enrolled inROTC, so after graduation Ispent the next few years in theArmy where I protected Ft.Bliss, Texas, and Ft. Ord, Calif.,from all enemies, foreign anddomestic. I like to remind myfriends that neither Texas norCalifornia were attacked dur-

ing my tenure in the Army, so Itell people that might not havebeen a coincidence.Anyways, when I left theArmy, my dad again brought upthe subject of me applying tothe Bureau. I thought, no wayam I getting into the most pres-tigious law enforcementagency on earth. In my mind,FBI agents are like Superman,faster than a speeding bullet,more powerful than a locomo-tive, able to leap buildings in asingle bound (you know therest).FBI agents attend presti-gious universities, have 4.0GPAs and are successfullawyers or accountants. On theother hand, my high schooltranscript revealed I neverearned a single A. I later at-tended a state university thatwas known for accepting any-body with a pulse. I graduatedcollege with a solid 2.4 GPA outof a possible 4.0. Despite theseshortcomings, I respected myfather so much that I took theinitial FBI written test.

I recall that part of the testincluded 120 words printed inbold type and the applicantwas required to choose one offour words located beneath theword in bold print that meantthe opposite (antonym) of theword in bold.The first 65 questions werea breeze. However, the final 55words were words I had neverseen before (or since) and Ihad no clue what they meant.Since the FBI subtracted pointsoff your total score for everymissed question, you were en-couraged not to guess. Butthere was no way I was goingto leave 55 questions blank, soI gulped and made my bestguess.Several weeks later, I wasnotified that I had passed thewritten test, but my scorewas not high enough to be of-fered an interview. I was notentitled to Veteran’s pointsbecause the U.S. was not inconflict at the time of myservice. I thought that was it;I had satisfied my dad’s re-

quest by applying and so Iwent on with my life.Six years later, I was enjoy-ing life as a deputy sheriff, butnow I had three kids and wasworking a series of off-dutyjobs, like working security at aconvenience store located nextto a university where I ar-rested drunk students for re-tail theft when they stoleeverything from sub sand-wiches to beer.The FBI appeared on myradar once again when my dadwas diagnosed with lung can-cer. The prognosis was not

good and he pleaded with meto try to earn that little goldbadge that agents possess. Icouldn’t do anything about hislung cancer, but I couldbrighten his day by applying.This time, the test was dif-ferent and there were no ques-tions about word definitions. Ipassed the written exam anddid well on the oral interviewas I had plenty of examples ofovercoming problems in boththe Army and as a deputy sher-iff. Although I had passed theentrance exams, I did not knowwhen, or if, I would be hired.

One day, while on patrol, Ireceived a radio transmissionto call the FBI. I found a payphone and spoke with the ap-plicant coordinator who toldme that I was being offered aposition as a special agent.By this time, my dad was inthe final stages of his cancerand was lying in bed waitingfor the end. I hung up with theFBI and immediately called mydad and told him that the Bu-reau must have lowered theirstandards because his son wasabout to join him as a memberof an elite bunch of guys andgals known as FBI specialagents.He said something to methat I can’t recall. He was on somuch pain medication that hewas difficult to understand, butI think he knew I was hired. Hedied a few days later.It turned out that my dad’spersistent faith in me is thereason I got into the FBI. Forme, the FBI turned out to bethe best job ever. I definitelyhad the best dad ever.
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I find myself in the frustrat-ing position of being stuck be-tween a rock and a hard place.Last year, I received a phonecall from a not-for-profit or-ganization from Illinois askingfor donations. At the time I did-n’t mind how they got my cellphone number because it wasfor law enforcement and I fig-ured there were databasesthey had access to. I pledged$35 and asked for a paymentcard to be sent to my home ad-dress, which they somehowalso already had on file.The card came, donationsent, I felt better about myself,they got funds, and my worldmoved on.A few months ago, I receiveanother call from the same or-ganization. They were startingup their fundraising effortsand wanted to know if theycould count on me again. Thistime, I felt a little more pres-sure to do the transaction overthe phone. “Don’t worry, wenever ask for the 3-digit code

on the back of your card,” shesaid. But seeing as I was weeksfresh from having my cardhacked and a stranger order-ing random pet supplies andhealth supplements under myname, I asked for a paymentcard again. Surely, an organiza-tion that helps law enforce-ment would get that.Reluctantly, they send me thepayment card.Now I’ll admit, the letterwent into the land of lost junkon the counter for over a weekdue to our busy schedule. Atthis point, I get another call.

“Can you help us put the fundsto immediate use by doing thedonation over the phone?”Again, I simply could not putmyself at risk again. With myfull apologizes and embarrass-ment, I explain that I still havethe last payment card and thatI’ll get to it.Maybe the universe sawright through me, because Iknew I wasn’t going to getright to it just yet. Later thatday I receive a phone call fromanother organization; thisone’s name had an equallyworthy cause for assistance.

However, this time, I’m a littleconfused on how my phonenumber ended up on their list.Personally, I’m already onthe line for one donation that Iwas sitting on for no reason ex-cept forgetfulness. Ethically, Icouldn’t put another one onmy plate. “I’m not in the posi-tion to make a donation rightnow.” I wasn’t lying. But theuniverse had to have known.Since then, I receive a hand-ful of calls a week, sometimesback to back, from various or-ganizations. Fire Fighter assis-tance funds, Law Enforcementaid, Veteran’s waiting on dis-ability claims. The callers al-ways ask for me by full name.At the start of the calls I testedtheir validity by having themconfirm that they already hadmy address on file; they do.As concerning as this all is,I’m not naïve about the lack ofsecurity to our personal infor-mation. Frankly, anyone canfind your home address if youown a home.

My issue is the increase inphone calls. I’m a texting kindof person. Always, always, askyourself “can this be a text?”The reason I urge my friendsand family to text me is be-cause I value actual phonecalls. If I see the school calling,I know there’s an issue withmy children. The pharmacycalls, my medication is de-layed. The doctor’s office callsto reschedule or with lab re-sults that need discussed. Anunexpected call from familyusually mean there’s a crisis.Between the things I volun-teer for, youth activities for mygirls, or daily life appoint-ments, I can’t afford to not an-swer a call, even when I don’thave the number saved. So,when the phone rings and theperson on the other side isn’timportant to the many things Iactually need to be doing… an-noyed is an understatement.I’ve resolved that I need tochange my phone number.Again, I’m not naïve. The minute

I get a new number it will be puton some call list somewhere. I’llget the dealer service center formy car’s extended warranty call-ing in no time. But, maybe, thenext time someone asks me for adonation it’ll be for local sportsor scouting instead.The phone calls are the rockin my expression. I don’t see away around that rock. Mynumber is on a very public listand the calls won’t stop. Thehard place? Changing my num-ber would mean having to no-tify all the places that requireit, along with family andfriends. My phone number alsofeels like a unique part of thelast 11 years of my life. Itwould almost be like changingmy name; which is also a topicthat I’ve explored but as astory for another time.Endless spam calls or memaking endless calls forweeks, possibly months, to no-tify everyone, and literallytheir mothers, that my numberhas changed?
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Watching my grandsonsplay biddy basketball this pastweekend took me back to myyouth. It's hard to think that Iwas ever that small or playedat that level.Adam is 5 and about thesize and build of a fire hydrant.Ben is whip-thin and almost astall as his mother, which isn'tthat tall for an adult but giantfor a 7-year-old.Kids at that age don't ex-

actly follow all the rules. Thereis a lot of traveling and doubledribbling and quite a few ballhogs.Proudly, my grandsons aregood about sharing, so theypass the ball and try to helptheir teammates. When Adamhad to sit out part of the gameso someone else could play, hesat quietly by himself on thefloor and watched the game. Iguess I've never seen him sit

still before.It's interesting how kids actdifferently at home than whenthey're out. They seem to get itthat society has rules and ex-pectations. I noticed it whenBen was maybe 3 and visitedmy wife's Kindergarten class-room. He sat with the otherkids and raised his hand whenhe wanted to speak.But at home, it's a differentstory. I'm not saying they're ill-

behaved. They're just ram-bunctious when they're ontheir home court.Anyway, back to my biddybasketball days. I was arguablythe worst player on the floor. Iwas that kid who was still twid-dling his thumbs at one end ofthe court while everyone elsehad run to the other end. I could-n't shoot. I couldn't rebound. Icouldn’t defend anyone.But I could steal the ball.Being small and quick, I couldget underneath the others andgrab the ball. Apparently, Benand Adam's league has out-lawed stealing. If I couldn'thave done that, I would havehad no purpose on the team.I remember one game whenI had stolen the ball and raceddowncourt toward our basket.My brother, Greg, was on thesame team, and he was theonly one who caught up withme.I can still hear him yelling,"Pass me the ball. You'll missit!" So I passed him the ball andhe missed it.I wonder if I had kept theball and taken the shot and ac-tually made it, how differentwould my life have been?Maybe I would have had theconfidence to take more shots

and start playing better. Prob-ably would have become a starathlete. The girls would havenoticed me and my popularitywould have skyrocketed. Iwould have scored records anddates. Probably would have be-come a lawyer or a doctor andmade lots of money. The news-paper would have taken mypicture and I'd have been thetalk of the town.I continued to play biddybasketball and then two yearsof junior high ball, but in 7years of playing competitivebasketball, I never made a bas-ket. It's all because of that onefateful game when I didn't takethe shot. Or maybe I justsucked at basketball.I got to see both my grand-sons score baskets, so they'reboth ahead of me in the sport.

They'll be famous undoubtedly.Of course, when I was thatage, the hoops were higher, theballs were heavier and we hadto wear shorts that hamperedour ability to run and jump. Atleast that's what I'm tellingthem. Plus, we had to walk up-hill in the snow to the gym. Lifewas tough back then.Well, you can't dwell on thepast and the what might'vebeens. I didn't take the shot soI didn't make a basket, but Ieventually scored some prettycool grandkids. I can't com-plain.
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David Porter who can be
reached at porter@ramblin-
man.us. I remember that my
biddy basketball jersey bore
the number 0. Seems a little
harsh in retrospect.
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By David Porter
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Possible repercussions of not taking the shot

HOROSCOPES
ARIES – Mar 21/Apr 20

A sense of adventure compels you to travel to a new destina-
tion, Aries. You may have something in mind or you can throw
a dart at the map and enjoy the trip.

TAURUS – Apr 21/May 21
Don’t be surprised if relationships seem a little more intense
than normal, Taurus. Everyone is a little keyed up and the extra
energy is on display in daily interactions.

GEMINI – May 22/Jun 21
People could play important roles in your life right now, Gemini.
Partnerships are especially fortuitous. After all, two minds are
better than one for problem-solving.

CANCER – Jun 22/Jul 22
Cancer, there’s much productivity this week as you find yourself
thrust into yet another project. Once you sail through it, things
will calm down.

LEO – Jul 23/Aug 23
Leo, this week you are invited to enjoy yourself. Feel free to
live life as much as you can for as long as you can. Plan a re-
treat with a special someone.

VIRGO – Aug 24/Sept 22
Try to be as efficient as possible to save time and money in
the days ahead, Virgo. See where you can streamline things
and find ways to conserve your resources.

LIBRA – Sept 23/Oct 23
Libra, this may be a busy week for you, so take a few moments
each morning to center yourself and focus your energy before
you dive in to your list of tasks.

SCORPIO – Oct 24/Nov 22
Money has been on your mind for some time, Scorpio. Figure
out ways that you can increase your income — if only tem-
porarily. Once you catch up on bills, you can relax.

SAGITTARIUS – Nov 23/Dec 21
Sagittarius, you will likely be deep in your feelings this week,
exploring many different emotions. It can be tiring, so find some
activities to give your brain a break.

CAPRICORN – Dec 22/Jan 20
Life may seem surreal this week as your subconscious seems
to be guiding many of your decisions, Capricorn. Go with the
flow for the time being.

AQUARIUS – Jan 21/Feb 18
It is a good idea to connect with your friends while you can,
Aquarius. You may not have an opportunity for some time, so
reach out and make a plan to get together.

PISCES – Feb 19/Mar 20
Pisces, certain personal goals may need your attention at this
time. Rearrange your priorities for the next few days.




