The crowd was solemn, dignified and pensive. A little girl, who could not
have been more than six or seven, ran over to the nearby policeman on duty
holding a box of Kleenex. Grabbing a little handful and finally, on her third
trip she simply came back with the box.
Sitting nearby, Sheriff Joe with a phalanx of his
deputies involved and contemplative at the same
time. This service went on delivering a lot more
tears than laughter. Some speakers tried to lighten
the affair with humorous anecdotes that for me,
was only able to raise a small smile.
Officer Glasser, athletic, energetic, deeply religious and a family man with
two children and a loving wife. What more could you ask for? It was the
American dream struck down by situational insanity, the risk faced by all
who wear the badge.
I was filled with double feelings. There were a few
moments that I just simply wanted to get up and walk out.
It was too much! There was another part of me that would
not have been any other place in the world than with those
men and women in blue, honoring their fallen brother in
arms.
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It was impressive to see the special team of officers that were directly
involved in the shooting incident where officer Glasser ultimately lose his
life. They were asked to stand up. Next other officers who where the backup
on the scene and the fire department emergency services crew (EMT). I
reckon it was close to a couple of hundred officers who where there in
supported positions.
Mrs. Glasser and her two children will always have backup when needed
and as needed. But the kids will not have a dad to play football with, or go to
a game with. Nor will she have a loving husband to wrap his arms around
her as they watch their children grow to adulthood. Officer Glasser made the
ultimate sacrifice for us on the streets of Phoenix, Arizona.
I thought about all the police cars raced by blocked streets on their way to
lay Officer Glasser to his final resting place. Directly after that they returned
to their duties, and risk their lives that some of us forget as we return to
focus on our busy lives. I believe the part of me will always be there in that
crowded church where, for a moment, we were all bidding farewell to a
falling hero.
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