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“Got Warrants?” is a reg-
ular feature of the Bangor
Police Department Face-
book page. The stories are
selected from actual police
reports. The reports are dis-
sected using a process
called, reading. Something
we all should do more of.

The post will be long so if
you are not up for it, please
get off the bus at this time.
Those of you that have de-
cided to stay for all the
words will be among seven
or eight very special indi-
viduals. There is a raffle at
the end. We could not afford
a roll of tickets so just think
of a number. It will not be
correct. I have nothing to
give you but the glorious
and poorly crafted sentenc-
es that ooze from my fin-

gers. If there are issues with
punctuation, I have a hang-
nail. If it is well done, I re-
cently had a manicure.

I paw through the piles,
perusing police officer’s
penmanship with a plan to
prepare prose that’s worthy
of a Pulitzer. Yet, I falter. I
gaze and gander at the gar-
gantuan task of giving great
people a glimpse through
the eyes of the good guys.
Yet, I fail.

The scent is described as
sultry. Glamorous. Confi-
dent. A local woman repre-
sented all three descriptors
quite well as she fled the
Rite Aid store with the lat-
est scent offering from,
Nicki Minaj. Who among us
does not want to rule their
queendom with Minajesty?

I am not gonna lie. I long
for a sultry floral gourmand
scent that reigns with lus-
cious fruits and luxurious
fresh florals draped in
creamy vanilla and pure
musks. All I ask is that you
pay for it instead of break-
ing into a sweat covered
sprint as you leave the store

on Shank’s mare.
(I would like to give it up

for the writer of the Minajes-
ty advertisements for their
creativity in describing the
aroma of their product. I
would never have come up
with the words, “draped in
creamy vanilla and pure
musks” on my own)

We are fairly sure that
even young Officer Brandon
Sperrey would not have
been able to catch her as she
had shotgunned a container
of Muscle Milk prior the the
perfume inspired jaunt to
who knows where. Not sur-
prisingly, she did not pay for
the Muscle Milk.

Who was she? Will we
need to track her by the scent
of her newfound acquisition?
Oh wait! She left her friend
behind and she told us who
the suspect was. We have
scheduled her for some alone
time. We have prepared a
summons. Sperrey will be in
touch. He will be sporting
Old Spice. Hide downwind.
The sporty freshness should
arrive just prior to Sperrey’s
undeniable charm.

Officer Kim Donnell
placed a woman under ar-
rest for $1,849.06 worth of
unpaid fines. Prior to leav-
ing the residence, Donnell
let the woman charge her
cellular phone for a few
minutes before transport-
ing her to jail. Why the
kindness? Number one,
when we ask you to be kind
to one another, we also feel
that we should model the
behavior. Number two, the
woman wanted to have ac-
cess to her phone numbers
to call some folks to come
take care of her dogs.

Once the rectangular bat-
tery indicator held promise,
they left for the jail. Dogs
have water? Check. Food?
Check. So, you see that Nick
Lowe was wrong. You do not
have to be cruel to be kind.

•
We applaud the use of

fire extinguishers in emer-
gency situations. We frown
upon former lovers using
the fire extinguisher as a
device to smash off a door-
knob. Selecting the right
tool for the job is as impor-

tant as how you use that
tool. The woman who uti-
lized the fire fighting device
had already left when Offi-
cer Burns arrived.

The knob is one of the most
important parts of a door
latch. It allows interface be-
tween the hands of a human
and the mechanical heart of
the device. It appears that
after her Thor-like removal of
the knob, it was difficult to
turn the latch to enter.

With the woman out of
the picture, Burns spoke to
the man inside the apart-
ment and he was found to be
on federal probation. He
also smelled of burned, plant
based, calming smoke. His
probation officer either left
that off his list of “things to
do” or the man had misread
the simple directions includ-
ed in every box of freedom.
When Burns went to get a
camera to document the late
night locksmithing, the man
would not let him back into
the apartment. Calls were
made to the probation offi-
cer and we believe that easi-
ly accessible knobs will be

missing from future, taxpay-
er provided housing. So will
the herbal supplements.

This story inspired me to
return to my roots. Poetry.

Sometimes in life, you
are mad at your wife. She
bashes the knob off your
door. She busts up the place
and leaves in such haste,
obviously wanting no more.

Since the cops have been
called, you meet in the hall.
His nose is more tuned to
your weed. You close up
the door and hide on the
floor, hoping to air out
your deed.

The cop he returns. His
name? Jimmy Burns. He sees
that your probation didst
blow. The feds will return, the
cop will you spurn, but back
to the big house you go.

I think if the O’Jays were
still working their magic,
these lyrics would have
been a hit.

We urge all residents and
non-residents to keep your
hands to yourself, leave
other people’s things alone
and be kind to one another.
We will be here!
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