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Like any business, one hearsa lot of advice over the yearswhile working at a job.Here are some interestingwitticisms from those older(not too many) and wiser (a lotof these guys) who are mem-bers of the law enforcementcommunity:When a patrolman com-plained to a senior officer, “Howis it that the assistant chief (whowas related to the mayor) hasbeen promoted from detectivewhen he and I both started at thesame time, and I have 10 timesmore arrests than him?” The oldcop responded, “It’s not hard toscore a run when you’re born onthird base.”A seasoned FBI agent wasasked by his trainee why heread the newspaper every dayat his desk. The older agentreplied, “When I took the testto get into the FBI, the inter-view panel asked me questionsabout current events. I figured

current events must be impor-tant and I want to be ready fora retest.”While a New York rookiepoliceman was on surveillance,he was stationed on top of thetiger cage at the Prospect ParkZoo in Brooklyn on a midnight-8 a.m. shift in January. A seniorcop yelled at him, “A wet cop isa dumb cop!” as they bothmoved to a security guard’sheated shed (which still of-fered a good view for surveil-lance.)Another rookie New Yorkcop was approached by an old-timer walking a beat. The old-timer said, “Kid, see this?(while holding up his night-stick)” There is more justice atthe end of this stick then in allthe courts in the city.”While responding to a bankrobbery the field training agenttells the young new agent, “Seethat crack where the street andthe curb meet? Get down there

if any shooting starts.”Another old sage told a newagent, “Don’t start looking forfugitives on Friday afternoon…you might find them.”One veteran agent told hisnew partner, “FBI agents arethe cheapest people in theworld, always looking for a saleof some type. If they had a saleon amputations there wouldbe a lot of one-armed FBIagents walking around the of-fice.”One former Chicago cop re-called that when he was arookie working midnights, hisfield training officer and someother cops from the districthad breakfast at a restaurant ina not-so-good neighborhood.This restaurant, like otherbusinesses, encouraged the po-lice to stop by often and theyenticed the officers to visit byoffering free stuff. When theyhad finished breakfast, therookie noticed they had not

I have traced my anxiety backthrough many traumas, but theone that always rears its uglyhead in any situation that de-mands control happened duringmy 7th grade class trip.My elementary school inChicago had an amazing classtrip program. That was the yearI learned that I could sell theheck out of some candy bars forfundraising. I earned my way topaying for my trip and evenhelped a few classmates raisefunds. At the end of the year, wehopped on a charter bus andheaded to Springfield. All of myolder brothers and sister wenton this trip, and I had heard allabout Shakey’s Pizza, KnightsAction Park, and rubbing Lin-coln’s shiny nose.Part of the excitement of thattrip was spending the night atthe Holiday Inn with friends. Ihad never stayed in a hotel, andthis was my first overnight withjust friends.The glass elevators faced thecenter of the building and over-looked a big swimming pool.After we settled into our roomswe changed into our swimsuitsand joined the rest of the classfor a night swim. My best friendand I were pretty competitive, soit wasn’t long before we wereracing the length of the pool. Wedid this a couple times beforetaking a break.It’s hard for me to believe thatI was actually a decent swimmeronce upon a time, to be honest.After catching our breaths,we sized each other up again andcounted it down, “ready, set, go!”Starting from the shallow end,

we were neck to neck for most ofthe race. As we got to the deepend, we had to swim down to getunder the buoy line. Maybethat’s why I didn’t notice twoboys racing the width of the poolin the deep end.I was about 10 yards from theedge when I felt my hair beingpulled. I had insanely long hairat the time; it went all the waydown my back. I did rememberto tie it back in the ponytail be-fore jumping into the water, butit would still have made for aneasy target for someone panick-ing for something to grab.I was still on the last breath Ihad taken after passing thebuoys. The thing pulling my hairreeled me in and now there wasa hand on the top of my head. Istruggled to swim up but thenthere were knees on my shoul-ders. Someone was literallystanding on me, holding meaway from the surface, awayfrom another breath of air.My feet hit the pool floor. I’mflat footed in the deep end and Ican see the glistening lights justpast the surface of the water. Istarted crawling at the hand onmy head, pushing on the knees.

There’s absolutely no doubtin my mind that he couldn’t feel

that the thing he was using tosave himself was another per-son.Now I’m running out of air.My lungs were burning andwithout meaning to, I exhaled. Ilooked up as the bubbles floatedto the lights while I silentlyscreamed “help!”Blackness. My vision disap-peared but my brain had onelast instinct. As the waterrushed into my mouth, I took agulp, and I can still rememberthinking that I might actually

be attempting to drink my wayout of that pool.Then the hand released itsgrip and the knees floated away.I was still flat footed, so I pushedoff hard. As soon as my headcame out of the water, I heard ahigh piercing scream, and it tookme a second to realize it wascoming from me. I swam myselfto the closest edge, pulled myselfup and sobbed. I don’t remem-ber who came to check on me,who spoke to me, or where theboy went that almost killed me.

I realize that it wasn’t myfault. I knew how to swim; I was-n’t playing in the deep end with-out the credentials.When I sign my kids up forthe mommy and me swimclasses, swim lessons, andswim team, it’s not only aboutsaving them. I did it because Idon’t want my kids to be thecause of someone else’strauma. I teach them watersafety so that they won’t bethat boy who should neverhave passed those buoys.

Margie’s Mess
By Margie Carter

margie@tuscolareview.com

Why my kids learn to swim

We have a growing problemat our house, and I’m not justtalking about my waistline.The problem – well, one ofthe problems – is that I havetoo many shirts. In particular, Ihave too many printed tees. Ihave too collared shirts, too,but they’re not the problem. Infact, they solved a problemwhen we had too many hang-ers.My printed tees are out ofcontrol. There are too many tofit in the dresser, so the dresserdrawers won’t close right. Ifyou pull one out from the bot-tom, you upset the whole she-bang. It got to the point whereI would just let the shirts stackup in the laundry room – onthe table, on the deep freeze,on the dryer. In the bedroom,there were stacks of shirts ontop of the dresser, on the desk,

on the desk chair, on the floorin the closet.My wife, after five or sixyears of this, finally hadenough and started sortingthrough the shirts with the in-tent of throwing away some ofthem and donating others tocharity. I always knew thatwoman would someday takethe shirt off my back.I told her that I would takecare of donating the shirts. Iknow a place across townwhere the women are so poor,they walk around all day withno shirts at all and men givethem dollars so they can buyshirts. Jennie put the kibosh onthat whole shebang.She separated the shirtsinto piles on the bed. These areshirts you wear most often, shepointed out on the left. Theseare ratty. Those are too small

on you. You never wear theseover here. You need to makesome decisions about whatyou’re going to keep and whatcan go.I had already made a deci-sion in that indecision is a typeof decision in of itself. I startedcounting. She had 50 shirtsstacked on the bed and thatdidn’t include the ones still inthe dirty laundry.

Aside from those poor girlsacross town, nobody needs 50printed tees. I started wonder-ing how I had acquired somany. Part of it is just time. Myshirt size hasn’t changed in 40years and I have tees that oldto prove it. Of course, there’s alot of stretch in that cotton.A lot of the shirts were free-bies. When you donate blood,sometimes you get a T-shirt.

When you run in a marathon,you get a T-shirt. I don’t haveany marathon T-shirts.I do have some long-dis-tance bike ride shirts, but youdon’t have to ride a bike to getone of those. If you stand onthe side of the road and passout water to the riders, you geta shirt – year after year afteryear.Some of the shirts weregifts. Those are the ones thatproclaim me to be a grouch, aklutz or stinky. Some guys getshirts that tell the world thatthey are the best dad, the besthusband, the greatest golfer. Iget shirts that warn thosearound me to stand back lestthey be contaminated by toxicwaste.There were a few shirts thatI had actually bought for my-self to commemorate some

event in my life or to supportsome school function. I’m es-pecially fond of sportswearfrom every college I ever gotkicked out of. An educationmight have been a betterchoice but you get what youcan.Now that we’re paringdown the number of shirts inmy dresser, maybe we can“pair down” the 560 shoesspread throughout the house. Idon’t know what to do withthem, though; the poor girlsacross town already haveshoes, or so I’m told.
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Forty years of collecting shirts fits me to a T
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been given a bill. The rookiestood up and pulled out hiswallet and began walking to-ward the cashier before hisFTO grabbed him by the sleeve,saying, “Remember kid, crimedoesn’t pay and neither do thepolice.”After being frustrated(once again) by failing to op-erate the FBI’s computer sys-tem correctly, a coworkerlooked at me and said, “Pete,remember that computers are

like dogs. They sense fear.”The following advice was awarning not to engage in rela-tionships with coworkers;“Don’t get your meat whereyou get your bread.”Some agent was overheardtelling his fellow agent, “Jim,the FBI is the greatest job inthe world. It’s like college with-out the books.”Regarding the FBI being agood job, one agent com-mented, “This is the greatest

job in the world. They give youa gun, a badge, a car and threehundred guys to play with.”Regarding some agents whomade some major mistakes,one ancient agent said, “Well,Jesus himself didn’t pick 12good Apostles, you can’t expectMr. Hoover to pick 10,000 goodagents.”Once upon a time, an agentwas bragging about all his hardwork to anyone who would lis-ten. A wise old-timer looked upfrom his desk and said, “Don’ttell me about all your laborpains, just show me the baby.”A training agent once toldhis protégé, “There are threekinds of agents. Pick which youwant to be: 1) Those that makethings happen; 2) Those thatwatch things happen; and 3)Those that don’t know whathappened.”There was some debate re-garding which type of agent Iwas.

The wit and wisdom of on-the-job training

So there I was
By Pete Buckley

pete.buckley@tuscolareview.com

QUEENS IN THE CORNOur Lord Jesus Christ espe-cially blessed little children dur-ing His earthly ministry (Mark10:13-16) and issued a vividwarning to those who would en-danger the innocence of children(Matthew 18:5-6). Each child de-serves the protection and carenot only of his or her parents,but also of the community atlarge. It is simply wrong to ex-pose children to sexually explicitthemes. This fact is recognizedin the Illinois law against ob-scenity, which makes specialmention of obscenity aimed atchildren (720 ILCS 5/11-20 (c)).Inviting drag queens to per-form for an event billed as “ap-propriate for all ages” isintended to introduce childrento sexually explicit themes. Inthe words of the Illinois statute,it is "prurient." It is contrary tocommon sense, natural law, andall that is good and holy. Even adecade ago one would have

struggled to find even a smallminority in our community whowould disagree with those state-ments. Now local events areusing community space to do ex-actly this. Our community de-serves better from their publicservants.We strive to make ourchurches places of refuge from aworld gone mad. We preach thelove of God to all who will repentof their wrong-doing and comewith open arms to receive theLord’s grace. There can be no re-penting of wrong-doing withoutacknowledging that it exists. Asministers of Christ, it is our dutyto say that this is wrong. We ex-hort all involved to repent of thiswrong-doing. We encourage allChristians to beseech the Lord togive them repentance and faith.
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SUPPORT PAUL SCHIMPF
FOR GOVERNORYou have lots of choices in theRepublican Primary and theseare two positive reasons to sup-port him. First, Paul Schimpf hasa conservative legislative record.As Illinois Republicans, we havelearned the hard way that talk ischeap. You don’t know wherepeople really stand until theyhold office and have to make dif-ficult decisions. Paul has a leg-islative record that can back uphis campaign positions. Paul hasa legislative record where: hevoted for pro-life, he votedagainst every tax increase thatcrossed his desk, he never intro-duced legislation to give Illinoisnew taxing powers, he voted for

a strong Second Amendment,and he voted against mandatesand in favor of local control ofeducation.Secondly, Paul is the only can-didate running for Illinois Gover-nor who has won a majorcontested election against a De-mocrat. In his 2016 Illinois Sen-ate race, Paul defeated formerLieutenant Governor, Lisa Madi-gan, by 22 points despite beingoutspent by over 300K. Paulknows how to win big races.To defeat JB Pritzker, a Repub-lican candidate has to do threethings. First, unify the Illinois Re-publican Party. Secondly, getcrossover votes from Democrats.And lastly, be able to survive a100 million dollar character as-sassination campaign that iscoming from JB Pritzker. Paul cando these three things and no-body else can. That’s why I’murging you to support PaulSchimpf for Illinois Governor.
Signed, Martin Marx
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