Routine

On a cool evening, a police officer pulls over a young woman in a white car near an apartment complex.  After parking behind her, he gets out of his cruiser and walks to her window.  She rolls her window down.

“Excuse me.  Did you see that light back there?” he asks.

“Yes, I did.”

“What color was it?”

“It was red.”

“You ran through that light while it was red, ma’am.”

“Ok.”

“Ok.  I also caught you at an excessive speed of 48 miles per hour in the intersection.  The speed limit on this street is 35 mph.”

“Yes, I know.”

“I’m going to have to write you up a ticket for this.  May I see your driver’s license and registration?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you.”

He pulls out a pad and begins writing a ticket.  She takes a deep breath, grips the steering wheel a bit tighter.

“Sir, do you have to do that?”

“Do what?”

“Write me a ticket.”

“Of course I do, miss.  This is my job.”

“It’s your job to write tickets?”

“Yes ma’am.”

She put her hands out, palms up, making a face like an imaginary tray in her hands were scalding her.

“Why do you have to write me a ticket?”

“Because you broke the law.”

“What?”

“Because you broke the law, ma’am.”

“Are you sure?” She looks out the passenger side window. He didn’t answer. “I don’t want a ticket.”

“Well, you should have thought about that before running a red light.”

“And speeding.”

“And speeding.”

“But what if I didn’t think about it?”

“Hm?”

“What if I didn’t know, I mean, about the red light?”

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah, what if—“

“Ma’am, you know the law, and—“

“But what if I didn’t?”

He stops writing. “The California State law requires you to know vehicle laws before—“

“I know that, but what if someone slipped through the system?”

He examines her license on his pad.  “That’s not possible.  How would you get your license if that were the case?”

“Maybe there was a loophole.”

“A loophole.” He smirks.  He looks like he is about to laugh.

“Yeah.  Maybe someone cheated on the test, and really didn’t know what—“

“Are you suggesting that you cheated to obtain your driver’s license?”

“No, not at all, sir.”

“Then you know the law.  I’d like to finish writing your ticket now, if you don’t mind.”

“But you never answered my question.”

The officer makes his mouth straight, lips pressed. “I just want you to be on your way.  So just let me write your ticket, alright?”

“Do you think if someone didn’t know what the law was, they could just do whatever they felt was right?”

“I don’t really want to argue about this, ma’am.”

“But you have to.” She scratches her nose. “You’re a law enforcement officer.  You know about the law and all of the morals behind it.”

He nods.

“Ok then.” She shifts in her seat, almost like she’s getting ready to watch a sitcom.

He finishes writing, then rips the ticket off of the pad with two pulls and throws his hand in the window. “Have a nice day, ma’am.”

“Sir, I can’t—“

He shakes the ticket inside her window.

“You know I can’t afford the ticket. I have kids.”

“Again, this is something you should have thought about before running that red light, ma’am.  You’re making this a much bigger deal than it should be.”

She sighs, then drops the emergency brake and accelerates away.  The officer pulls his arm out of the window just in time and scrambles back to his cruiser.

“Stop your car, ma’am,” says the officer over the speaker. He turns on the siren.  He quickly catches up to the woman in about ten seconds, about 80 yards away.  She pulls the car over again.  The officer stops his cruiser a couple of feet from the woman’s bumper, then slides out of the car and jogs to the woman’s window, holding onto his gun at his waist.

“Excuse me, what were you thinking?”

“I’m sorry.  I’m… sorry. I just panicked.”

“Panicking like that can get you put in jail real fast.”

“Seriously, I’m sorry.”

“Sorry’s not gonna cut it today.” Another cruiser pulls up behind the first one. “I’m going to have to ask you to step out of your car.”


“Ok.”


The officer stands still.  “I said, step out of your car.”


“No you didn’t.”


“Ma’am, I’m really getting tired of—“


“You didn’t ask me to step out of the car.”


“Yes I did, just now.  Do it, now.”


“No, you said you were going to ask me to step out of the car.  You never asked me to do it.”


“You need to step out of the car right now.”


She looks in her rear view mirror, noticing two more officers exiting their car.


“I don’t want to force you out of your car here.”


“That’s good, because I don’t want to get out.”


“Ma’am, you need to get out of the car. Now.”

            “Why?”

            “That’s it. I need some help over here!”
            “No you don’t”

“Why? Are you going to get out of the car?”

“No”

“Then we’re going to have to force you out.”

“You do? Oh, that’s a shame. I have milk in the back, and I really don’t want it to go bad.”

“That’s no excuse.”

“It’s not? Well, I also have to pick up my kids from school, and I don’t think—“

“I’m sure their father can pick them up”

“Oh, ...he’s...no longer...with us.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. But if you’d cooperate, this would go by a whole lot faster.”

“So what are you saying? That I need to come out of the car to be able to pick up my kids? And get my milk in the fridge?”

“Exactly.”

“Oh, ok then. Why didn’t you say so?”

The woman exits the car, shutting the door behind her.

“See? That wasn’t so hard, was it, ma’am?”

“Yes it was.”

“Was it? How can getting out of the car be hard?”

“It’s not hard getting out of the car.  It was just hard for me.”

“Now please, put your hands on the car.”

“Do I have to?”

“Yes, you do.”

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

“So, now I’m required to do everything you say?”

“Ma’am, you’re really making this difficult.”

“Where did my liberties go?”


“Your liberties?”


“You know, my rights.”


“Ma’am, turn around and put—“


“—because I think there’s some sort of right that protects me from being pushed around by some officer.”


“Pushing you around?  I don’t want to use force, so please put your—“


“Tell me, do you have kids?”


“What?”


“Do you have any kids?”


“This is no time for—“


“Just answer the question, please.”


“Yes, I have kids, now—“


“What would they say if they saw you manhandling a woman like this?”


“Manhandling?  I don’t think so.”


“You should be careful with what you’re doing.  There are people watching.”


She looks behind her, appearing to be nervous.


“There are a LOT of people watching.”


“That’s because you’re making a big scene.”


“No, you’re making a big scene out of this.  If I were here by myself, do you think these people would be watching this?”


“I’m going to have to ask you to calm down.”


“Yes, now please turn—“


“Are you assuming that—”


“Please, just face the car and—“


“Are you assuming that because I’m a woman, I’ll just turn—“


“Ma’am, I’m really getting sick and tired of all of this arguing.  Are you going to turn around on your own, or are we going to have to intervene?” He has his hands on his hips.


“Intervene?  This is ridiculous.”


“Ma’am, if you won’t cooperate, we’ll have to do this the hard way.”


“Get your hand off of me!”


One of the officers near a cruiser draws a gun and points it at the woman.


“You think you can just go ahead and touch me?”


“I can do whatever needs to be done in order for you to calm down, put your hands behind your back, and—“


“And what?”


“Place you under arrest.”


“Is there anything else you want to do to me, mister officer?” She says this loudly.


The officer looks behind the woman.


“I’m asking you a question, officer.” She fakes a subtle sob.


“Please, I’ll ask just one more time, to turn around—“


The woman’s facial expression changes. She convulses, and the officer at the other cruiser jolts and moves at her, preparing to restrain her.


What happened next was quite possibly one of the more apt maneuvers that any one person could have witnessed in a situation such as this one, assuming the viewer could perceive what had actually occurred.  It might even be said that the following action could never be executed again, that there is a certain impossibility to this feat at any other point in the continuum of space and time, whereas the event could be mounted up and compared to a miracle or a supernatural phenomena, as if the woman had impulsively pinpointed an optimal circumstance while, at the precise moment, being graced with minutely divine instruction, although a person would wonder what good God would possibly relay this message to an individual in a situation like this.  Nonetheless, here it happened, and it can no longer be reversed.


Just after the woman had performed the mild seizure before the officers and the crowd, all credit due to her sake for her amazing performance and no discredit to those looking on who were fooled by this, the officer drew close to her in what might have appeared to be an attempt to suppress the woman’s trembling and perhaps to calm her in the process.  This was obviously a vain approach to this faked condition, since a seizure has little to do with any physical forces spent upon the outer part of the body, but the point is that this was certainly the officer’s intention, regardless of how it was perceived. The woman seized the moment – and again, this could not be explained – to weave her left forearm just under the officer’s grasp, which couldn’t be seen by any present onlooker, and hook her middle finger into a small crease rising from his uniform.  At the same time, she scooted her right foot rapidly forward as the officer was still leaning, kicking the officer’s boot squarely at the toes to cause him to slip just enough to lose his balance and press his body against hers, sandwiching her between the vehicle and the officer’s weighty body.  The officer made a reactionary maneuver to counter his loss of balance, which was also to no avail to help his circumstance, because he attempted to use the woman’s body as a counterweight in order to pull himself upright.  The result was little more than a failure, because instead of raising himself from the awkward position of his body leaning over hers, he inadvertently pulled himself closer to her, which was the woman’s cue to crane her neck forward and place her lips upon his, sucking just enough to make this doctored kiss appear genuine.

The kiss appeared to be so convincing to the eyes, in the sense that this was wholly the officer’s intention to lean toward her parted lips, that the seizure, for lack of a better definition, was quickly forgotten in every onlooker’s memory and replaced with that of the forged scene of romance taking place against the outside of the driver’s side door of the police officer’s cruiser.  The officer, also stunned by this smooth transaction of affection, froze briefly in this position with his lips formed, or more vividly described as cupped, over the woman’s mouth, as if he had lost the ability to reason further for an all-too-important second and make a decision based on his current circumstance.  By the time he had recognized his mistake, it was too late – he withdrew himself from the lip lock, pushing himself off using the aid of the cruiser side panel, and stood still to attempt to make sense of this unbelievable occurrence.

Whether or not the woman had calculated these slight movements beforehand is still in question, because they were executed with such fluidity as if instinctual, so naturally performed that her audience could only suggest that she did not even intend for the act to be done, but that her toes and the ends of her fingers simply carried out the maneuver without a thought.  But the perception of the onlookers was vastly different from that of the officer or the woman involved in the incident – according to testimonies of the witnesses to this, the officer was seen forcing himself upon her, aware of his intentions from the start, and seducing her in order to take control of the situation and make her do what he wanted.

The woman was not arrested.  Instead, an awkward silence fell upon everyone at the scene.  One of the officers gestured to say something into his communication device, but said nothing.  The woman nodded at the officer, brushed her hand on her side, slipped back into her car and drove away without a pursuit.

