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Chapter 1

The Biscuit

 


My third shift meal break was
scheduled for 3:30 AM and I was more than ready for it. It had been
an unusually active Wednesday night on the “graveyard shift”, so I
hadn’t had time to take a break since it started. I had been on one
stupid call after another all night. Nothing had been very
interesting, just the usual domestic complaints and a couple of
fender-bender traffic accidents.

Now it was 3:20AM and I was as hungry
as a “Starving Wino”. The radio traffic had finally quieted down
some, so I headed toward the huddle house on High Point Road to get
me a “Big Boy” breakfast. I groaned aloud as my radio crackled and
the dispatcher said, “Car 420, are you near to I-40?” My stomach
wanted me to lie, but my conscience wouldn’t let me. Thinking that
the dispatcher must be psychic, I pressed the talk button and said,
“Car 420, I just drove under I-40 on High Point Road”. After a
brief pause, she told me to swing back on I-40 East bound and see
if I can find a car off the road in the bushes. It should be
between High point Road and Randleman Road. I acknowledged with the
obligatory 10-4 that probably sounded a little grumpy. I get grumpy
when I’m hungry.

I made a “U turn” and swung back to
the I-40 entrance ramp. I headed east toward Randleman road,
driving slowly. There was almost no traffic this time of morning,
so I turned on my blue lights and started checking the right
shoulder of the road with my spotlight for any sign of a wrecked
car. I muttered to myself, “What kind of son of a bitch wrecks his
car at my meal time”. I saw it right before I got to the next exit.
I pulled over and got out to investigate on foot. The rotating blue
lights on my car made weird shapes in the trees as I approached the
wrecked car. It was an old green Volkswagen “Karmenn Ghia”; I guess
you could call it a sports car, with the front end all busted up in
the trees. There was no one in the car or anywhere else that I
could see. I notified dispatch and was told to switch to F-3. F-3
was a frequency we would use to stay out of the main radio traffic,
so the dispatcher could give you more details about a call. On F-3
she said, “The driver called from a residence on Randleman Road
that he walked to after wrecking his car”. “He said he lost control
of his car after he hit a person on the highway”. She paused for a
minute and then she said, “I have another car on the way to the
residence to talk to the driver”. “Can you look for any sign of a
victim?” “Please advise if an ambulance is needed”.

Since I had already looked down the
shoulder of the road from my car, I decided to take a walk down the
median to see if there was an accident victim hidden in the grass
somewhere. I left my patrol car on the shoulder at the wrecked VW
with the blue lights on and I started walking along the median
shinning my flashlight. Only two cars passed as I walked. They
slowed down as they approached the blue lights.

I had walked about seventy five feet,
when I came upon something in the middle of the median. There in
the light from my flashlight was what appeared to be a human leg.
The leg was from mid thigh on down to the foot. It was fully
clothed with pants, sock and shoe. It looked like it had been
surgically amputated with a very sharp instrument. It gave me quite
a little start when I first saw it. It looked more like a fake leg
than a real one. I had to touch it to be sure it wasn’t some joke
being played on me. It felt like a real leg alright. I mentally
marked where I found it and with apprehension continued my grisly
stroll. I began finding more body parts. Another leg, an arm, a
torso with the head attached and finally I found the missing other
arm. It almost looked like a mannequin had been dismembered. Each
part was perfectly cut and there was very little blood. I guess it
all soaked into the soil.

I willed myself to be cool and calm. I
took a few deep breaths that I held in for a few seconds to calm my
nerves before I called the radio dispatcher from my “Walkie
Talkie”. I keyed the talk button and in a cool voice I said, “Car
420, no ambulance is needed at this time. I need a supervisor on
the scene”.

I knew this accident report was going
to take a long time to complete. I needed to finish it before the
sun came up and the birds and dogs ate all my evidence. As I waited
alone on the median, surrounded by carnage, I noticed something was
clutched in the hand of the second arm I had found. I bent down
shining my flashlight beam on it. I saw that it was a sausage
biscuit with one small bite taken out of it, still held gently in
the dead hand. I figured this guy must have stopped at McDonalds on
High Point road, gotten a biscuit and started eating it as he
walked down I-40. Evidently he had just taken his first bite when
the VW hit him from behind.

My investigation later determined that
a Volkswagen “Karmenn Ghia” is made entirely out of sheet metal. On
impact the front end collapsed leaving just razor sharp sheet metal
edges. That’s why the cuts looked almost surgical.

Standing there alone in the dark, I
looked down again at the hand holding the delicious looking sausage
biscuit and I thought about it for a long while as my stomach
growled. At that particular moment, I remember thinking, “I’m still
as hungry as a starving wino”.

 













Chapter 2

Fun With Winos

 


“It takes a sorry son of a bitch to
arrest a man”

Wild Bill Hurley 1980






Nobody wanted the beat in the downtown
area, because it was mainly just dealing with winos, so I took it.
A wino is what we called, career alcoholics, that had reached the
very bottom of the barrel. They drank “Richards Wild Irish Rose”,
“Mad Dog 20-20” or some other brand of fortified cheap wine and
slept in abandoned buildings or cars. They begged for money or
stole things to buy wine. Some were funny and some were mean. Some
would kill another wino for his wine, money or just for fun. I
liked messing with winos. When other beats were boring, I always
had winos to mess with. I knew all the regulars like Wild Bill
Hurley, Box Car Ruby, Clyde “The Bionic Man” Hall and Gay Ray
Rachel. I had arrested them all, numerous times, for public
drunkenness and many other crimes. Over the years I had been
punched, kicked, vomited on and had them throw things at me. One
rainy night my trainee, “killer Diller’, didn’t search Wild Bill
Hurley as well as he should have. On the way to jail, Bill got mad
and threw a small jar of instant coffee that he had hidden in his
coat pocket against the Plexiglas shield and it got all over us in
the front seat. When we got out of the car into the rain our white
shirts percolated to brown. Box Car Ruby, a woman wino, came after
me on the street one afternoon. She was as big as a box car and
knocked both swinging doors off the hinges of “Jim’s Lunch” when
she came after me. She charged like a drunken bull with her teeth
snarling and her finger nail claws swinging wildly. One good thump
between her eyes with my night stick and she went down like a sack
of potatoes. I never found out why she decided to attack me. Then
there was Gay Ray Rachel, he was an ex professional boxer and he
was flaming gay. Many people made the mistake of messing with him.
He once told me that the only thing he liked better than having gay
sex was kicking ass. I changed his words around some, but you get
the picture.
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