                                                              Splat
     My first few years as a Firefighter were rather quiet since they were spent at a substation. But as the saying goes, “be careful what you wish for –you may get it!” My captain was promoted to shift commander and asked me to go with him. Headquarters station was a different life. Very busy and definitely more exciting. Lots of fire runs, much noise, giant cockroaches and right next door to the police station and drunk tank. Five or six drunks were always yelling through a barred window asking for a cigarette or a phone call. But I never once thought that I would be called upon to wrestle a large hog!
   It was a warm and sultry night so the large front doors were open and this downtown station had a considerable amount of traffic going by. I heard a loud noise, sort of a "splat", and went out to the street to investigate. There was a very large hog lying somewhat stunned in the middle of 10th street and an old farm truck with high stock racks had stopped. It seemed that this large female hog had somehow managed to climb out over the top and the sound I had heard was it hitting the pavement. Well, being the good civil servants that we were, about 7 of us went out to help the farmer put his hog back into the truck. Easier said than done! The hog had now recovered from her fall and was making her bid for freedom. She had no intention of returning to the truck. A lively and lengthy fight ensued and we were making little progress until 3 more firefighters joined the fray. The hog immediately bit our shift commander on the knee, injuring him and taking him out of the fight. After much screaming and cursing, we somehow got her back into the truck. Like most of the other men, my uniform was dirty and torn and I was bleeding in several places.
    Bruised but feeling good about having done my civic duty, I was limping toward the stairs to go upstairs to clean up and to bandage my wounds when I heard another loud "splat"! Much wiser and more knowledgeable than I had been 30 minutes before, I proceeded on up the stairs as the remaining 5 or 6 on duty firefighters rushed past me to the street to see what all the commotion was about. The city police had now gotten involved and ole Tom had had enough excitement for one night.  You know, the quiet life at a substation was sure looking good but I was destined to finish out my years downtown. Be careful what you wish for--you might get it.
