I knew Eric...in fact we fought many battles together shoulder to shoulder; we laughed many laughs; shared our thoughts, opinions, admirations and stories each and every day, afternoon and night that we put on the very uniform that got him killed.

“Pickles”, as he was known, was my best friend on my platoon.  He was truly a great man, a cherished friend, an idolized father and a loved husband.  This world was truly blessed for him to have walked with us, for him to have protected us, to become a part of us and for him to be our friend.

As I choke back my tears writing this message, I think of the slogan: "Heroes in life, not death" and the memorial pins that we will be wearing on our vests during the next few days and the empty chair at my parade table at Leitrim Station.  Such a senseless act has taken away my friend and our brother. A coward took my friend’s life.  A coward has striped a father from his son; has broken apart a family; has left our brothers and sisters in blue throughout the world wondering why.  Why can this Officer's life be taken in vain?  Why can this gentle man be forced into a battle that “Pickles” himself would never have wished upon his greatest foe?  I still haven't grasped the events of last night and to be honest, I don't think I ever will. 

I haven't slept but only for a few minutes today, glued to the TV waiting for answers, for details for anything that can give some meaning or understanding for our loss.  But still, I'm left with nothing but sorrow and disbelief.

The Chief’s description of “Pickles” during the press conference was probably the best anyone could have given.  “Pickles” was everything you said and so much more.  Thank you.  Thank you for sharing with the world the “Pickles” we knew and will remember.  He was proud to put on the uniform each day and I was proud to serve next to him.

A friend sent me this email today that I wanted to share with you.  I think that it speaks well to the brotherhood we all share.

“Brothers,

    It is with the deepest sadness and a heavy heart that I'm sending my thoughts to you two, though I must selfishly admit that I am relieved to hear that it wasn't one of you killed when it was broadcast that an Ottawa police officer had been murdered. It is a noble and united profession that we've chosen and when we lose one of our own it affects all of us across the country. It could have been me, you, or any one of us. These are the risks we take and we are all acceptant of these risks, its part of the job. But it doesn't make accepting the death of a fellow officer, colleague, and teammate, any easier, that's for sure.

    As I think back on the short time we all spent together, I'm reminded how closely we bonded in such a short time. Our closeness was not due to the fact we were just cops, it's due to fact the fact that we really knew we could trust each other in battle and with our lives. We had to. It's hard for people outside of the police world to understand, but I think it's a lot like being hockey teammates, only deeper. Everyone has strengths and weaknesses but we're all pulling towards the same goal. We all have each other's backs. 

    I've never met Eric Czapnik, I've never worked with him, and I wouldn't have known him if I bumped into him on the street. But he was a cop, and I am part of his brotherhood, the police brotherhood, and a piece of that brotherhood was left on the wet, cold pavement early this morning as he lay dying. I'll raise a glass tonight for Eric, for a fellow officer that made the ultimate sacrifice and made me even prouder to call myself a police officer.”

We will grieve together,

