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	“Only fifteen more minutes and I’ll be there.” I whispered to myself. "Thank heavens there’s no traffic on this back road.” I gently pushed my foot down on the gas pedal.
	I had dealt with the pain for over twenty years. It was getting unbearable and the medication had worn off and I was desperate to get home to take more. I looked up at the overcast skies and hoped it wouldn’t rain before I got home.
	I saw a police vehicle approaching. We meet and continue on our separate ways. In my rear-view mirror I saw the car make a U-turn and red lights begin  flashing. 
	Unaware I had been speeding, I pulled over to the side of the road to let him pass easily to respond to a call for help somewhere over the next hill. Imagine my surprise when the vehicle with the flashing lights pulled over behind me, What was he stopping me for? 
	“Can I see your driver’s licence and registration please.” I heard the young handsome police officer say when I rolled down the window.
	Flustered, I had trouble finding the necessary documents quickly, and tears began to well up in my eyes. My pain was building.
	He asked, “Do you know how fast you were driving?”
	I shook my head, “No, not really, I’m just in so much pain right now, I need to get home.” I felt more (sorry for me tears) starting to run down my cheeks as I handed him the papers.
	“You were going 120 kms in a 80 km speed limit zone.” He took the documents and I watched him slowly walk back to his car.
	I waited, head down, feeling more pain than guilt. “Please just let him write the ticket fast and let me go.” I pleaded to my angels, 
	When he returned, he leaned in, looked at me with his beautiful soft brown eyes and said,”I’m not giving you a ticket today. You have a good driving record but I need you to slow down and get home safe.” 
	My jaw dropped. Tears of gratitude began to fall. I took his hand in mine and covered it with my other one and said, “Thank you so much. You are truly an angel today.”
	Had I received a ticket that day my car insurance would surely have increased to astronomical and unaffordable prices and I would never live long enough to have all the penalty points removed from my driver’s licence. But because of a compassionate man, who might have had a grandmother my age, I was let off the hook and retained my privilege to drive and continue doing something I loved.
	I used to think that only young pretty women were spared tickets by crying in front of masculine police officers, but it’s not true. I’m here to tell you I’m proud and grateful for how I got myself out of that mess by crying my innocent tears.

	

