Robert Brooks Eulogy

It is my greatest honor that I come before you to speak of my friend, Robert Brooks.  It is unfortunate, in the very limited time that I have with you, that I can never truly convey who this man was and his great impact on my life.   How can I ever hope to express to you the depths of my grief at his passing while simultaneously reveling in the joy of the life we shared as friends?
“Weep not for me,” Robert would say, “but weep for yourselves because I have gone to my eternal reward.”  A pragmatic, rough-and-tumble individual, Robert was not given to the gnashing of teeth and rending of clothing.  Instead, Robert dealt with difficult situations by finding the humor in the circumstances, or by placing them in a choke-hold.

I met Robert when he was a rookie and I his field training officer in January 1996 on deep nights.  What stood out prominently for me was his desire to learn the craft of being a police officer and his absolute fearlessness in the face of danger.  Because he was one of those rare individuals that absorbed information effortlessly, I was able to give him extra time and teach him those things that others take more time to grasp.
One night, when activity was slow, I decided to teach Robert a technique of searching a building using a limited number of officers call “bounding” or “successive bounding.”  At that time, to the south of this church where the retirement home is now, an abandoned office building formerly belonging to Eubanks concrete stood and was to serve as our training area.
I told Robert that we would conduct a walk-through first, to make sure that it was clear of any local no-do-gooders, before getting down to business.  I entered and Robert was behind me.  The floor of the building was covered entirely with broken window glass and metal framing from the ceiling: each step made a distinctive crunch as we moved in.  All of a sudden, what sounded like a herd of elephants began making its way toward us at high speed from the back of the building.  Weapon drawn and flashlight searching, I began immediately to backpedal to escape what was sure to be my doom from being trampled under foot.  Slamming into Robert, he too began to backpedal towards the door while all I could get out of my mouth was a continuous hissing, “FFFFFFFFFFFFFFFFF....!”

Regardless of where I pointed my flashlight, I could not see the enormous pachyderms about to cause our demise.  Passing the doorway and from out of the darkness, we were overtaken by a raccoon that had apparently decided to rush us in an effort to escape whatever perverse acts we were going to commit upon his person.  My composure totally gone, I could only continue to hiss at the foul creature with my mantra of, “FFFFFFFFFFFFFF....,” weapon still in hand, tracking it out of the building as it ran to the north.
Robert, on the other hand, had collapsed on the hood of our squad car and was having difficulty returning his firearm to his holster because he could not stand due to the volumes of laughter emanating from his mouth.  After several minutes and our laughter subsided, Robert spoke to me.  In his typically professional manner, Robert asked, “Sir?  Is ‘FFFFFFFFFFFFFF...’ the appropriate verbal command when encountering subjects during a building search?”

While I know my story serves to only show you one small glimpse into Robert’s existence in this our mortal coil, I suggest to each and every one of you that the true measure of this man’s soul can be found in the impact that he had upon our lives and in turn, the impact that we had upon him.  You have only to look about this solemn congregation to see the truth in what I am saying.
In closing I read for you a quote from William Shakespeare’s play, Cymbeline, that I believe embodies what Robert would want us to understand about his passing and how we should learn from his fearlessness with which he faced his own mortality:
Fear no more the heat o' th' sun

    Nor the furious winter's rages;

Though thy worldly task hast done,

    Home art gone and ta'en thy wages.

Golden lads and girls all must,

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

 

Fear no more the frown o' th' great;

    Thou art past the tyrant's stroke.

Care no more to clothe and eat;

    To thee the reed is as the oak.

The sceptre, learning, physic, must

All follow this and come to dust.

Fear no more the lightning flash,

    Nor th' all-dreaded thunder-stone;

Fear no slander, censure rash;

    Thou hast finished joy and moan.

All lovers young, all lovers must

Consign to thee and come to dust.

