
164  |  Fellowship

For some strange reason, I often find 

myself in unusual situations. Some-

times I feel like I live in a poorly 

written sitcom that no one  would be likely to 

watch. A perfect example happened recent-

ly as I was driving from Seaside, Florida, to 

Tuscaloosa, Alabama. Taking back roads is 

always my preferred route, but on this par-

ticular day, I ended up on a highway I had 

never traveled before. Unlike my regular trek 

to from Birmingham to the beach (where I 

know the speed limit signs by heart), I was in 

unfamiliar territory. As a habitual cruise con-

trol driver, I thought it would be safe to keep 

on truckin’ down the road at my regular rate. 

Unfortunately, I made the teeny tiny mistake 

of cruising at 65 miles per hour in a 55 mile 

per hour zone ... okay, 67 miles per hour. 

I quickly learned of my error when the un-

mistakable blue lights of an Alabama State 

Trooper lit up my rear view mirror. As I 

pulled to the side of the road and uttered a 

few choice words under my breath, I braced 

myself for the bad news. The officer walked 

up to the window, and I politely told him 

there was no way I could have been speeding 

since I was driving on cruise control. He told 

me using cruise control is an excellent way to 

maintain your speed, but he also let me know 

that cruising at twelve miles an hour over the 

posted limit was not such a great idea.

Because I am me, I ended up asking about 

his family (he has a five year old son), ask-

ing how long he had been a State Trooper 

(seven years), and thanking him for being so 

polite to me. I also asked for his supervisor’s 

name and address so I could send a note to 

compliment the great job he was doing. I’m 

sure he thought I was crazy, but my South-

ern manners took over, and I couldn’t help 

myself. While he finished up my ticket, we 

chatted about football and law enforcement, 

and he complimented me on not being “in 

the system.” He asked where I was heading 

as he reached through the window to hand 

me the ticket to sign. I told him I was going 

to visit my son, and just as I passed his clip-

board back, a bright yellow sports car came 

flying down the road past us. 

He looked at me and said, “Did you see that? 

Can you believe someone would be so bold 

to speed past me like that? That’s just rude. 

I can’t let them get away with it. Follow me!” 

Follow me? Seriously? Did an officer of the 

law just invite me to join him on a high speed 

chase? I didn’t have time to ask questions. 

I watched as he ran to his car and pulled out 

into the highway, and then I followed along. Of 

course, I did not speed, but I did drive down to 

his encounter with the new lawbreaker. I pulled 

over to the side of the road and waited patient-

ly as he dealt with the perpetrator. After about 

ten minutes, he walked back to my car and 

said, “The guy in that car up there should come 

back here and thank you. He’s getting multiple 

tickets, but since I don’t want to take up any 

more of your time, I am going to void yours 

first. If you weren’t here waiting, he would be 

going to jail.” 

Wait, what? Did I just get Punk’d? What’s 

happening? Did I just get out of a ticket I 

didn’t even try to get out of? Did I just help 

someone I had never met stay out of jail? 

He canceled my ticket and told me to watch 

out for the county sheriff, who usually parks 

at the top of the hill a few miles down the 

road. (And by the way—he was there ready to 

strike!) I stepped out of my car to thank him 

and asked if I could hug his neck—again, 

because I’m me— but he said that wasn’t al-

lowed. He did concede to shake hands, and 

he gave me a big “Roll Tide” before sending 

me on my way.

These days, whenever I see a State 

Trooper, I think about my little adven-

ture on US Highway 82, double check my 

speedometer, and smile.
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