
Pull Over Ma’am 

 was notorious in the city of Atlanta for driving like a banshee on a mission, but I got 

better about that.  Snell said I drove like I had a blue light and a siren on my car.  

Well, the person that taught me to drive was an Atlanta policeman, so maybe there is 

some truth to his description. 

On more than one occasion, I have been pulled over on I-20 coming from Carrollton 

to East Atlanta.  I was lucky though. I never got a ticket, but I did get a few warnings.  

“Patsy, if you don’t slow down, I am going to call your daddy.”   

Daddy always knew about it before my car made it home, anyway.  “Slow down, 

Patsy.  You are going to kill yourself or somebody else.” 

The knowledge of not being invincible has helped my lead foot. Being invincible is a 

disease of youth, you know.    How many young people have paid a price for the youthful 

blind faith that “it won’t happen to me”? 

I have slowed down, and I do put on brakes much further away than seven feet from 

the stop sign. Yellow lights no longer mean speed up and rush through the intersection.  

Caution has been exercised.  I have stopped pushing the limits of my youthful stupidity. 

However, last week I met a young man who is a Gwinnett County policeman. I was 

driving sedately along the road from my house.  My speed was with the flow of traffic 

and well within the legal speed limit.  Suddenly, I jerked the wheel to the right and took 

a turn into a subdivision on two wheels.  The stench of burning rubber and clouds of 

blue smoke poured from my tires.   

I jumped from the car and started the Comanche War Dance, complete with afore 

mentioned banshee screams of death, destruction, and terror.  I didn’t stop when the 

policeman, with his blue light twirling, pulled up behind me.  He even did a whoop-

whoop with the siren.  I know he thought he was going to have to call for back-up and 

the insane asylum van.  

Well, the blue light and the whoop-whoop didn’t help at all.  Maybe, if I had his 

gun… 

Do you all know what a wolf spider is?  It is a big, hairy spider that probably spans 

the size of a fifty-cent piece.  I was driving along and saw one sitting on my right leg, 

looking at me.  Smiling at me.  I think there was a little bit of drool coming from the 

corner of its mouth. 

What would you do?  I thought I handled the situation well.  One spider scream, I 

got off the road and leaped from the car. I could have set Olympic records with the 

sitting to standing long jump.  That spider was the size of a saucer, weighed at least a 

half-pound, and was looking at me. 

Wolf spiders can jump.  They often capture their prey by jumping on it.  The dang 

(expletives deleted and trust me there were plenty of expletives in use) thing was sitting 

in my lap and looking at me.  I am pretty fat and would probably have been a good meal 

for this one-pound, dinner-plate sized spider.  But, he had to catch me first. 

I 



When I hit the pavement, I did a shimmy that would make your Sister Kate green 

with envy.  (Yeah, I’m old.  My references are old, too.  Google it.)  I may get bills for 

replacement windows because I let out one of my famous Spider Screams that might 

have cracked some glass. 

I don’t know who was more frightened, me, the spider, or the cop.  The policeman 

was pretty wide-eyed, and I was not a calm, sedate old woman. I did all my aerobic 

exercise for the month in that one minute. 

“Ma’am?”  I hate being old enough to be called a ma’am, but it is better than the 

alternative.  I was pretty sure that three-pound, platter-sized wolf spider was going to 

kill me.  I might have killed myself with a massive heart attack, and he would have had a 

big old feast of quivering cholesterol lying right there on the street. 

“Spider!”  That was the only discernible word that came from my mouth. Well, 

“$%&(*^$$&*  spider!” might have been understandable. The policeman looked at me 

like I was nuts.  Then he jumped back and let out an expletive deleted himself.  He saw 

it. 

“That is the biggest spider I have ever seen!”  He had his hand on his holster.  He 

might have been going for the stun gun, but I really am not sure there were enough volts 

to stop that monster. 

By this time, I had begun to breathe normally. The policeman and I just looked at 

each other.  We started to laugh.  Both of us were standing in the street laughing and 

crying.  Apparently, the spider thought we were too dangerous to be around and crawled 

off to parts unknown.  

“I understand and don’t blame you,” the officer said as he started to return to his 

car.  

I smiled at him and said “Thank you. You should have shot him but thank you for 

stopping to check on me.  Look in your car before you get it.  You left your door open.” 

Laughing, but with caution, both of us did a thorough search of our vehicles before 

we drove off, smiling and waving at one another.  

The spider is stalking another neighborhood.  I am not going to tell you where. 

 

 


