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and jokes t ei’ muailv funny were
{ v hilarious. I was hung over hy 7.
m., and %twas 'ulmt“e lmeofdutv,ﬁc (\i"

i
VW liz )p avo un?eer, a rmgnr ang
reporter get (‘r.mk and act as guinea pigs
silee officers training in administering
field sobriety tests — those tests you take
standing on the side of the road after you've
been puiled over by a police officer suspt
s of your driving.

it was lhe fourth three-day class of iis
type at the Washienaw Community Coll ege
,,lece academy, and {rainers catled it the

est one yet,

It s called the Horizontal Gaze Nystag-
mus class, and it started three years ago
'vhm Ann Arbor Police and Michigan State

Police moved to standardize field sobriety
tesi,mg and training across the siate.

The training is for police officers alveady

n the field, according to Ralph Galvin, di-
ru‘tm of pubi.c serv:ce tvammg at VS C.
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TESTS
CONTINUED FROM A3

They do that in what most people
might find an interesting manner,

They get pecple drunk. On pur-
pose. And they keep them that way
for five hours. Onempty stomachs.

Here was my chanee, acecording
to one friendly cop. My chance for
what, I wondered. Blackmail? Oh,
no, he said, HE'D be getting drunk
teo. He was right — here WAS my
chance.

50 off we foddled, scon to drink
the most arnazing amounts of -
quor, on stomachs we had been or-
dered to keep empty.

By learning the weight of the
guinea pigs, the testers determined
how much alcohol we should drink
to get us te various levels of intoxi-
cation.

Having had only an orange and a
bottle of seltzer all day, beginning
at 1 p.m. Wednesday, I drank the
equivalent of about four shots of
vodka, mixed with orange juice, in
35 minutes. I was allowed up to an
hour to drink it. I was supposed {o
register .08 on a breath test, legaliy
impaired, but not intoxicated.

Washtenaw Sheriff’s Sgt. Brian
Miller, who tips the scales at about
240 pounds, downed 15 shots of
whiskey. He was aiming for a .14
biood alcohol content, almost haif
again the legal .10 level.

Deputy Ted Williams
about six shots.

Deputy Cindy Squires downed
about five shots, aiming for s .10.

A volunteer named Shawn drank
about 5-1/2 shots.

Mariellen, a
aimed for a .14.

At the end of the hour, we were
given breath tests. I registered
only .07, so they gave me half again
as much liquor as I'd had before.
Next time, I registered .11, over
the legal intoxication limit. By this
time, I told trainers confidently, I
felt a little high, but not neariy as
drunk as I'd expected from hearing
stories from police.

Shawn was glassy-eyed.

Miller, William, Squires and I
were suddenly finding hilarious an
awful lot of things that weren't par-
ticularly funny. Mariellen played
cards with Galvin,

By 3 p.m., we were directed to
act under testing as if we didn't

drank

small woman,

turn and walk nine siens back
keeping your arms al your side
iooking at your feef, nting o
ioud,” they said,

Mow, that's a lob io remembe
when you're drunk and think yo
aren’t,

Maybe thal’'s why I {&l] off th
jine three times, my arms flailed ¢
keep me vertical and I turned th
wrong way — FOUR TIMES ~ be
fore {finally got it right — sort of.

And, oh! the exclamations of jo;
from the lesters whe
waiched my eves bounce around i
my head!

That was the nystagmus test — ;
medical reaction in the eyes to
among other things. alcohol.

Testers held a pen or similar ob
ject in front of and just over the
head of the driver, and move i
slowly back and forth in front of the
driver’sface.

The eves of most people wh
have been drinking will start i«
jerk, rather than glide, as they fol
low the pen. The soconer they jerk
the more the driver has had {«
drink.

Testers should be able to calcu
late, within 2-5 percent, the blocd
aleshol level of the driver.

Well, they nailed me, all right. ]
could even feel my eves jerking as
they followed the pen, and there
wasn’t a thing I could do about it.

They didn’t trip me up, though,
on my ABC’s. And I think I scared
a few of 'em when I was told to
close my eyes, throw back my head
and recite my middle name, letters
between L and Q and occupation —
yes, there were definitely a few
glances between the testers when I
got the first two answers right, and
announced ‘“‘reporter” on the last
guestion.

Meanwhile, Willlams was jive-
walking his line; Miller, who blew
a .18, was having trouble standing
up he was laughing so hard; and a
iot of cops were puzzled about Mar-
iellen.

It seems she was a ringer. She’s
done this before, and she’s a rarity,
someone who deesn'f have an accu-
rate nystagmus. She’s also a ‘“‘sea-
soned’’ drinker who is able to mask
many of her other symptoms.

She blew a .16 — plenty infoxicat-
od — on the breath test ANa one pge




