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                "The state of Kentucky should declare itself the storytelling capital of the nation.The place is brimming with remarkable, colorful stories and some of the most natural storytellers you'll ever meet. James Higdon and his new book, 7he Cornbread Mafia, are the latest proof of that. This is a tale that is so rich and utterly startling that it's honestly hard to believe in parts. But Higdon's research is smart, and his writing is smooth. He's especially good on the history of this American saga, which may have fallen through the cracks of time without his hard work."
               

                
                 -Ann Hagedorn, author of Wild Ride: The Rise and Tragic Fall of Calumet Farm, Inc., AmericaPremier Racing Dynasty
                

                    "Who knew Kentuckians take marijuana as seriously as they do bourbon? James Higdon digs deep to document American pot pioneers and their extralegal escapades. Thoroughly researched, 7he Cornbread Mafia is chock-full of fascinating homegrown history, not to mention a plethora of entertaining anecdotes of illegality. Higdon  provides an intimate look at an exceedingly wild bunch of outlaws. Most impressively, he gains exclusive access to Johnny Boone, an eccentric, pot-farming legend and longtime fugitive from the law."
               
                    

                  -Jason Ryan, author of jackpot: High Times, High Seas, and the Sting That Launched the War on Drugs

                
                         "Whether you are interested in learning more about a unique chapter of Kentucky's and our nation's history or just want to be entertained, you should read this book. More importantly, though, 7he Cornbread Mafia is a case study of the effects upon a single tight­ knit community  of the drug laws put in place by successive administrations. Whether you support these laws or oppose them, this book provides a window into how those laws affect real families and their communities. Higdon's book is especially timdy, coming on the heels of the  Ken Burns documentary, Prohibition, and Ron Paul's presidential campaign."
               
                        

                 -Trey Grayson, Director of the Institute of Politics at Harvard University
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				PREFACE

				Tina Tells Ike: “It’s Gonna Work Out Fine”

				When Johnny Boone violated his parole in the early summer of 1987 by leaving Kentucky via an Ohio River bridge en route to one of his secret farms in Minnesota, he set into motion a series of events that would define him and his associates as the largest homegrown marijuana syndicate in American history. The band of large-scale pot cultivators headquartered in a three-county Catholic enclave in central Kentucky would be tagged by the federal government and the media with a name a few of the men had already self-applied: the “Cornbread Mafia”—yet just as many members claim to never have heard the term until it was mentioned publicly by federal prosecutors and amplified by the media. 

				“I wonder where they got that from?” Johnny Boone remembered thinking the first time he saw the term Cornbread Mafia in the newspaper. By then he was already in prison.

				As local law enforcement busted Boone and a dozen others in Minnesota, federal agents tracked another Kentuckian, Bobby Joe Shewmaker, who had been running from the law since being found guilty in 1985 of a pot-smuggling scheme dating back to 1979. Law enforcement agents assumed that Shewmaker was the sole kingpin of all the Kentucky marijuana growers, commanded from his home turf of Marion County. But the Minnesota bust suddenly forced the task force chasing Shewmaker to reevaluate its concept of the Marion County “cartel.” It was much bigger and more complex than the agents had ever imagined. The busted Minnesota harvest alone weighed ninety tons, the police said, a number they calculated by weighing one dump truck load, then multiplying that by sixty-two—the number of trips it took to clear the fields—and then multiplying that number by two because so much marijuana remained in the field that estimating its weight was “inconceivable.”

				When police nabbed Bobby Joe Shewmaker in a Canadian Great Lakes resort town in May 1989, the federal task force had identified as members of the Cornbread Mafia seventy rural Kentuckians—sixty-nine men and one woman, and almost all of them Catholic—from three years’ worth of busts on twenty-eight farms in ten states, where police seized 182 tons of marijuana, starting in August 1985 when Michigan State Police seized 31,747 plants (but made no arrests) to early October 1988, when the Kansas Bureau of Investigation seized 68,300 plants over four days and arrested fourteen people from Marion County but not Shewmaker, who wouldn’t be apprehended for another seven months. 

				On June 16, 1989, a month after Shewmaker’s arrest in Canada, the US Attorney’s Office in Louisville called a press conference to declare these seventy people, whom the prosecutors referred to as the “Cornbread Mafia,” to be “the largest domestic marijuana organization in American history.” Thirteen days later, June 29, Illinois State Police arrested four men from Marion County growing fifty-eight thousand plants in White County. Because the Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA) figured one pound per plant, that’s another twenty-nine tons.

				The prosecutors’ designation of the “Cornbread Mafia” as the “largest” depends upon its designation as a “domestic” organization, as in only non-smuggled pot. Cornbread operations actually reached across several international borders: Shewmaker’s 1979 smuggling scheme involved a routine shrimp-boat trip to the Caribbean coast of Colombia, and Boone would be busted in 1982 while meeting a plane that was returning from Belize. But because police nailed these two men and scores of their associates with 182 tons on farms in the South and Midwest, prosecutors didn’t even bother with the Cornbread’s international dalliances; the size of its domestic operation alone earned the Cornbread its superlative classification. Still, there was more to this group that made it unique in the eyes of the law. Federal task force documents obtained by Freedom of Information Act (FOIA) requests note that, unlike any other illegal drug operation of its size, the syndicate included no foreign nationals—that not only were all the participants American, but also they were from one state, from a three-county area, and the vast majority from Marion County. 

				And that’s not all; one more Cornbread characteristic left a lasting impression—of the seventy Kentuckians arrested between 1987 and 1989, zero agreed to testify against the others in exchange for a lesser sentence, a record even the Sicilian Mafia would find impressive. 

				The powerful form of solidarity displayed by the Cornbread types scuttled the federal government’s plan to imprison men like Boone and Shewmaker for life without parole. Without cooperating witnesses, the government could not prosecute anyone as a “kingpin” under the Continuous Criminal Enterprise (CCE) statute, the only law at the time that provided a life sentence for nonviolent marijuana crimes. 

				That’s the basic who, what, when, where and how of it. The question is “Why?” Of the thousands of pot-growing syndicates broken up by federal law enforcement over the four decades of the War on Drugs, naturally one would be bigger than the rest. But why was this biggest organization headquartered in Marion County, Kentucky, and not in Vermont or California? Why Marion County—a community in the corner pocket of the Bluegrass, the buckle of the Bourbon Belt, the geographic center of the Commonwealth of Kentucky, the center of the universe for some but the middle of nowhere for most—why Marion County? 

				After five and a half years investigating, researching, reporting and interviewing folks familiar with the events detailed in this book, I’ve concluded that in order to answer, “Why Marion County?” one needs to understand a series of cause-and-effect relationships throughout history, starting with refugee Catholics moving to the frontier and settling in central Kentucky’s peculiar geography and climate, which fostered a robust whisky-distilling industry before, during and after the Civil War, interrupted only by Prohibition, which created a culture permissive of moonshining and bootlegging, which made Lebanon a hoppin’ stop on the Chitlin’ Circuit until the Vietnam War brought marijuana home, where the whole thing exploded like a science-fair volcano.

				The story starts at the beginning:

				In 1785, in the wake of the Revolutionary War and 150 years after their forefathers’ landing, a group of persecuted Maryland Catholics sought its own freedom by migrating farther into the American wilderness, trekking three hundred miles across the Allegheny Mountains, taking flatboats another three hundred miles down the Ohio River and fending off the Shawnee, Chickasaw, Chickamauga Cherokee and other native tribes unhappy with their arrival as they made their way to what would become Holy Cross in Marion County—an expedition led by a distiller, Basil Hayden, whose surname would be among the Cornbread 70 and whose bourbon recipe would be passed down to his grandsons, who bottled it as “Old Granddad” and more recently in a single-barrel brand called Basil Hayden himself. 

				The Catholic foothold at Holy Cross, the site of the first Catholic church west of the eastern continental divide, would become a font of American Catholicism, and Marion County became the home of its descendants: a rural region of tightly knit Catholic communities, suspicious of outsiders since the eighteenth century. 

				The fertile Kentucky landscape supported the Catholic flock in its natural state—industrious farmers, ambitious builders, knowledgeable distillers and prodigious copulators. When Leonard Mattingly, an original Holy Cross settler, died in 1805, he left three hundred living descendants. The Mattinglys went on to represent a significant percentage of the Marion County phone book—a retired mail carrier said at one point that twenty-three men named Joseph Mattingly called Marion County home. It’s a surname that might likely reappear in the stories that follow from Marion County and Lebanon, its county seat. 

				The nineteenth century brought the railroad to Lebanon a few decades before it brought the Civil War, which Lebanon survived despite repeated Rebel raids as the Union fought to hold the town’s railroad terminus. By the turn of the twentieth century, the combination of the railroad and Marion County’s prodigious distilling industry made Lebanon a small-town economic powerhouse, sending bourbon by rail to New York via Chicago and then by ship to Europe. By 1919, Marion County supported nine active distilleries, which provided a living for hundreds of hardworking Catholic families—until Congress passed and the states ratified a constitutional amendment to prohibit the manufacture, transport or sale of liquor. With the onset of Prohibition in 1919, the Great Depression hit Marion County a decade before it arrived on Wall Street. 

				With the county’s entire industrial base criminalized, the new law left hundreds of Marion County Catholics—and many from the community’s minority Protestant population as well—out of work. Many of those former distillery workers, responsible for providing for an average of a dozen children each, chose to cash in on the higher-than-ever value of their skills at distilling, still construction, barrel making, gauging and store-keeping now that those trades were punishable by prison time. Within the broader community, there arose a method to rationalize the nonviolent criminal activities of one’s neighbors and relatives: One could break “Man’s Law” without violating “God’s Law”—a Venn diagram drawn by the county’s Catholic culture and expanded by the pressures of a depressed economy and the incursion of federal law enforcement. 

				Newspaper headlines from this period reveal a Marion County approaching the action-packed absurdity of a comic book: car chases with revenuers leaping from the running boards of one moving vehicle onto another; gunfights between lawmen and big-city gangsters sent to free the bourbon locked in dormant distillery warehouses; federal agents finding commercial-sized stills hidden in Marion County barns, bigger than the legitimate distilleries from before Prohibition. 

				If one peruses Lebanon’s newspapers from 1919 to 1933, one can see headline after headline like this: 

				


				FEDERAL MEN

				ARREST FOUR

				––––

				Find More Than 100 Gallons

				Of Liquor in Weeds

				Near Machine
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				THREE PLEAD NOT GUILTY
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				OFFICERS MAKE

				MANY ARRESTS

				––––

				Men Taken Into Custody Are

				Charged With Violating

				Liquor Laws
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				PROHIBITION OFFICERS 

				AT WORK IN COUNTY

				––––

				Five Stills Are Destroyed In This And

				Adjoining Counties—Two Men

				Are Arrested
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				STILL CAPTURED

				NEAR LORETTO

				––––

				Shots Exchanged By Officers

				And ’Shiners But No One

				Seriously Hurt
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				MANY DRAW FINES IN COURT

				FOR VIOLATING LIQUOR LAWS
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				FOUR HELD OVER TO

				FEDERAL GRAND JURY

				––––

				Prohibition Officers Destroy Nine

				Stills On Their Recent Raid

				In This Territory

				
 

				MANY INDICTED

				BY GRAND JURY

				––––

				Nearly Half Of The Ninety-Six

				Found Charged With Liquor

				Law Violations
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				TWO LARGE BOOZE FACTORIES

				ARE DESTROYED BY OFFICERS
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				OFFICERS MAKE

				MANY ARRESTS

				––––

				Large 125-Gallon Copper Still

				Found On Raid In The

				Chicago Section
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				OFFICERS TAKE

				EIGHT MEN ON

				RECENT RAID

				––––

				One Man Is Shot And

				Sixteen Stills Seized

				And Destroyed
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				TEN “STILLS”

				ARE DESTROYED

				––––

				Successful Raid Made

				By Federal Officers
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				Through these sorts of widespread shenanigans, Marion County gained a reputation among major crime fighters and criminals alike as a mecca for illegal booze. Al Capone, according to local legend, visited the moonshine factories in Marion County during his better-documented trips to Louisville, and Capone certainly passed through Marion County in May 1932, when the government shipped him by train to the federal prison in Atlanta following his conviction in Chicago, a route that could have passed only along the railroad tracks through Marion County. 

				On the night of May 5, 1932—two days before Burgoo King would win the fifty-eighth running of the Kentucky Derby—Eliot Ness transferred Al Capone into the custody of the US Marshals Service at Dearborn Street Station in Chicago, where they boarded an eight-car train, the Dixie Flier, which left Chicago at 11:30 p.m.

				In the middle of the night, the moonshiners of Marion County lined up along the tracks with their sons to give one last salute to the man who had helped keep their families fed. At some late hour that night, the Dixie Flier rushed through Loretto at eighty miles an hour along Marion County’s class 3 track, which ran along the foot of the Muldraugh’s Hill escarpment, the train chugging along the scarp’s foot through St. Francis, Loretto and St. Mary’s, where the Marion County whisky men tipped their mason jars in salute as it passed. Then the men took their sleepy sons home as the train made its way through the night to Atlanta via Corbin. 

				A year later, the year that would be Prohibition’s last, John Dillinger came to Marion County after his parole from Indiana State Prison in May, enticed by a fellow inmate who told him that a person could hide out in Marion County as long as he wanted. In the summer of 1933, Dillinger used his Marion County hideout as a base of operations to rob at least four banks in Indiana and Ohio, while he also plotted the prison break for his gang still locked up in Indiana. On his way out of Kentucky for the last time, Dillinger robbed the Gravel Switch bank in eastern Marion County with the help of a few local boys on August 11, 1933. 

				Marion County provided safe haven for a man like Dillinger because its people kept their mouths shut. After enough occasions of armed lawmen raiding family farmhouses, the children of those lawbreakers realized that silence was the only weapon they had to protect their fathers and grandfathers from the revenuers intent on taking them away in handcuffs; this understanding grew into an unofficial code of silence that would be passed down for generations and continues today. 

				While Johnny Boone served hard federal time for his marijuana crimes, he learned from his fellow prisoners of Sicilian descent that such a code of silence had a name in the Old Country—omertà. Moved by what his Sicilian friends told him about its philosophy and how it related to his life, Boone had Omertà tattooed across his back in red and blue ink. Omertà as a concept arose in Sicily by necessity as the island was continually conquered by a series of outside forces through the centuries. For Johnny Boone, the same concept arose in his community from a different conquering force: Prohibition. 

				When Prohibition ended in 1933, Marion County refused to end its outlaw ways, and moonshining continued unabated, especially during World War II, when the government rationed alcohol along with sugar, a key ingredient of moonshine. The illegal trafficking of sugar may sound like a joke, but it was indeed a crime during the war and for nearly a year after. It’s a crime that will serve as the introduction for a character who will play a supporting role in this story: Hyleme George, the child of Lebanese immigrants and the future mayor of Lebanon, Kentucky. 

				At 2:00 a.m. on November 6, 1946—after the Allied victory but before the end of rationing—Hyleme George deplaned a flight from Chicago carrying a suitcase. When he stepped onto the tarmac in the middle of a rainstorm, he was stopped by police and IRS agents, who knew him to be a former taxi driver with a record of gambling arrests. Inside George’s suitcase, police found enough sugar ration stamps for 47,657 pounds of sugar—sugar allegedly destined to be made into moonshine. Given an average ratio of ten pounds of sugar to one gallon of moonshine, that’s enough sugar to make 4,765 gallons of moonshine—plus three quarts. 

				Soon after the bust, in which the Courier-Journal in Louisville referred to George as a “sugar stamp racketeer,” George moved from Louisville to Lebanon, where his Lebanese family had already set down roots: Dr. Eli George, one of the county’s few physicians, had established a medical practice on Main Street years earlier, and Philip George owned a wholesale liquor distributorship on Water Street, the back street behind Main. 

				It didn’t take long for Hyleme to go into business with his brother, Philip, as Hyleme felt comfortable in the liquor business, which was a growth industry in Marion County. After Prohibition, the Kentucky legislature deferred the issue of liquor legality to the counties, and each county voted itself “wet” or “dry.” True to its nature, Marion proudly chose its fate as the last wet county to the Tennessee line, 108 miles away.

				After establishing his foothold in Lebanon, Hyleme George bought another business on Water Street, a juke joint called Club Cherry, a music venue and watering hole that catered to the town’s black folk. By 1950, Club Cherry had become a seminal stop on the Chitlin’ Circuit, that network of black nightclubs throughout the South that thrived during and in spite of segregation. In 1951, a skinny piano player named Little Richard rolled into Lebanon singing a song about a drag queen from Georgia named Miss Sonya and left Lebanon having changed the song title and chorus in honor of Club Cherry’s manager, Lucille Edelen; in 1955, when a locomotive rolled by Club Cherry’s door on its way to Chicago or Atlanta, Junior Parker played “Mystery Train” in a double bill with Bobby “Blue” Bland; that skinny black kid in the army jacket playing the guitar with his teeth at Club Cherry in 1963, that was Jimi Hendrix. 

				Hyleme George hired Obie Slater to replace Lucille Edelen as Club Cherry’s manager in the early 1950s; the Parker-Bland double bill had been Slater’s first booking job. A year after he booked Hendrix, Slater booked a new Stax artist named Otis Redding for $300 for two nights of Redding singing “These Arms of Mine” and “Can’t Turn You Loose.” The second time Slater booked Redding, Redding’s agent charged $600 for one show, which paid for a pre-Monterey Pop performance of Redding’s “Respect” and his cover of “(I Can’t Get No) Satisfaction,” with the horn section playing the Keith Richards guitar line. 

				Then Hyleme George made a business decision that changed the history of Lebanon and Kentucky—and of rock ’n’ roll. In 1964, he opened Club 68, a nightclub named for the highway that ran through Main Street, a highway that would carry hundreds of cars bringing thousands of people—mostly wide-eyed teenagers—to Lebanon every weekend from a hundred miles away or more, young white kids who were drawn by the black musicians who had been playing to black folks on Water Street for more than a decade by then. Club 68 united, for the first time in those parts, black musicians with white audiences, brought together by a Lebanese immigrant in Lebanon, Kentucky. This strange brew, combined with lax enforcement of underage drinking laws, quickly catapulted Lebanon into a primary nightlife destination for young people across Kentucky and beyond, prompting the Courier-Journal to refer to Lebanon during an investigation of its club scene as “the Ft. Lauderdale of central Kentucky.”

				Of all the performers who passed through Hyleme’s clubs, none of them—not even Jimi Hendrix—left a greater impression on audiences than Ike and Tina Turner, who played the Cherry and Club 68 between a dozen and twenty times, depending on whom one asks. The memories of these shows—from locals, out-of-town college boys and the gonzo disc jockeys from WAKY-AM, who could hardly believe what passed for normal in Lebanon—illuminate a page ripped from popular music history, with Hyleme George grilling steaks for the band as the bus arrived, Ike Turner firing his drummer for being ten minutes late and Tina shimmering on stage. 

				At some point in 1977 after Ike and Tina’s final appearance in Lebanon, local legend claims that Hyleme George received a phone call from Tina Turner. She had just broken up with Ike, and if Hyleme could send her $5,000, she knew that she could make it on her own. Decades later, when Tina Turner performed in Louisville’s Freedom Hall during a world tour, Obie Slater managed to get backstage to see if Tina remembered him, but she disappointed him. 

				“I think I might remember,” she told Slater. “But I don’t know.”

				What we do know is that this relationship between Hyleme George and the Turners began in 1961, when the jukebox man loaded a single into the Club Cherry jukebox that caught Obie Slater’s ear—Ike and Tina’s second hit record, “It’s Gonna Work Out Fine.” 

				Of course, Ike and Tina’s relationship did not work out fine. Neither did the wild notion taken by many Marion County boys who drank and danced and fist-fought to this soundtrack that they could make a living by breaking the law, growing plants considered by the government to be a threat to society. 

				In the belly of Club 68—listening to the likes of Ike and Tina—those who became the Cornbread 70 received their education in life skills, where laws weren’t so much broken as simply ignored, the outside world and its consequences held at bay by a multigenerational code of silence and a soundtrack of rock ’n’ roll and rhythm and blues, where otherwise good Catholic boys learned to run from the law. The 1971 yearbook from Marion County High School contains numerous photos of young men who would be included among the Cornbread 70. Take, for instance, Jimmy Bickett.

				Elected class clown in 1971, Jimmy Bickett spent his weekends in high school dealing cards at the endless game of seven-card stud run out of the Blue Room in the back of Club 68. When Hyleme George played, he always sat next to the dealer, and as soon as the other players were drunk or distracted, Hyleme would nudge Bickett under the table, and Bickett would rake the pot twice in the same hand. From watching the game played this way, Jimmy Bickett learned that even when he lost, Hyleme George found a way to win. 

				By the time Bickett graduated high school in 1971, enough boys from Marion County—including Bobby Joe Shewmaker—had returned from Vietnam as men who brought news that in the big cities, people paid a fortune for the weed growing wild behind their grandfathers’ barns, forgotten remnants of the hemp-growing effort during World War II. Due to their upbringing, the young Marion County men viewed the criminality of growing weed as an afterthought at best.

				“Oh yeah, it’s illegal,” Johnny Boone remembered being told. “So, don’t get caught.”

				Thus it began. 

				Starting in 1971, a certain type of Marion County boy couldn’t wait to graduate high school so he could grow himself a great big field of marijuana—and that’s how the 1970s rolled into the 1980s, a phenomenon that did not go unnoticed by police and therefore generated a steady stream of headlines in the Lebanon Enterprise year by year, of which these are just a sample:

				


				November 22, 1979:

				WHO GREW THE POT CROP ?

				POLICE HAVE NO SUSPECTS

				


				July 31, 1980:

				POLICE DISCOVER SEVEN ACRES

				OF MARIJUANA ON COUNTRY FARM

				


				August 7, 1980:

				MARIJUANA IS FOUND IN CORN FIELD

				


				August 14, 1980:

				MORE THAN 45 ACRES OF

				“GRASS” ARE FOUND AND

				DESTROYED IN THE COUNTY

				


				September 15, 1982:

				KENTUCKY STATE POLICE, SHERIFF HARVEST MORE POT

				


				September 22, 1982:

				POLICE FIND 1,000 POT PLANTS IN RAYWICK BARN

				


				July 9, 1986:

				POLICE FIND 60,000

				MARIJUANA PLANTS

				


				August 6, 1986:

				POLICE OFFICERS CONTINUE WAR

				ON MARION COUNTY MARIJUANA

				


				An exhaustive list of marijuana-related headlines from the Lebanon Enterprise would go on for quite some time. Police were even stumbling onto it accidentally:

				


				December 6, 1979:

				POLICE FIND POT WHILE SEARCHING

				FOR [COP KILLER] GRAHAM

				


				September 22, 1982:

				HIGH SPEED CHASE RESULTS IN POT FIND

				


				The story behind these headlines is partly one of how economic hardships manifested themselves in a particular community. By the 1980s, the family farm was crumbling—not just one farm or another particular family but the whole notion of one family sustaining a living off one farm, the notion upon which many in Marion County and elsewhere in America had staked their livelihoods for generations. At the same time, the free market eroded Marion County’s primary crop, burley tobacco, from both ends—usage among American adults started to decline as the tobacco companies began buying burley from international markets for pennies on the dollar for what it cost them at home, even though Kentucky farmers practically gave it away at $1.60 per pound.

				By 1985, the unemployment rate in Marion County reached 18 percent on its way to 20. While families found it harder to make a living on the farm, few viable alternatives existed for those who sought a way out. Many men from Marion County carpooled for more than an hour every morning to factory jobs in Louisville, working eight-hour assembly-line shifts at General Electric or Ford and carpooling home in time for supper.

				The factory jobs inside Marion County, found in a small garment factory, a sheet-metal lithography plant, the bourbon-barrel cooperage and the Maker’s Mark distillery—although essential to the county’s survival during the Reagan years—couldn’t begin to employ all the able-bodied adults looking for work. Many of these out-of-work farmers chose to break the law rather than take a check from the federal government for doing nothing. And as the stakes rose, it only increased their resolve to continue:

				


				August 21, 1980:

				STATE POLICE SEEK INDICTMENTS IN FEDERAL COURT

				AGAINST THOSE WHO ALLEGEDLY CULTIVATED "GRASS"

				


				July 28, 1982:

				STIFFER POT LAWS HAVE

				NOT STOPPED LOCAL

				MARIJUANA GROWERS

				


				November 26, 1986:

				FBI SEIZES 37-ACRE FARM

				WHERE POLICE FIND DOPE

				


				These headlines from the 1980s signal the changing game of cat and mouse between law enforcement and pot farmers. Stiffer state laws didn’t work? Send the pot farmers to federal court. Not tough enough? Take their property. For every new weapon the law used to curtail the Marion County marijuana growers, the growers improvised strategies to beat it. But the law never backed down, and a steady stream of Marion County residents—seventy of them between 1987 and 1989—paid a visit to the inside of the federal prison-industrial complex as guests of the American taxpayer:

				


				September 11, 1980

				SIX ARE INDICTED BY FEDERAL GRAND JURY

				THEY’RE CHARGED WITH GROWING MARIJUANA

				


				August 11, 1982:

				SECOND MARION COUNTAIN IS CHARGED

				CONNECTION WITH INDIANA MARIJUANA BUST

				


				August 18, 1982:

				THREE MARION COUNTY MEN ARE

				ARREST ON MARIJUANA CHARGES

				November 12, 1986:

				NINE MEN BUSTED

				ON POT CHARGES IN

				WOODFORD COUNTY

				


				This march of headlines continued apace to Johnny Boone’s bust in Minnesota in October 1987 and the arrests of Jimmy and Joe Keith Bickett in February 1989—the only ones of the seventy busted inside Marion County, which had been until then a virtual fortress of silence against outsiders. 

				Police arrested Jimmy at a downtown motel across the street from Club 68 in the act of selling 125 pounds of pot to a pair of informants from Maine. Then federal agents went to the Bickett family farm in Raywick, where they arrested Joe Keith, who lived in a two-hundred-year-old cabin that had been in the Bickett family for six generations.

				Bobby Joe Shewmaker would be arrested three months later. The press conference announcing the Cornbread Mafia and its connection to Marion County would be held in June 1989. The purpose of the press conference was for the federal government to tie a pretty bow on a case that it considered to be closed, but it was a story that was far from finished. 

				The story of the Cornbread Mafia is much greater than the simple arrests of seventy people who grew 182 tons of pot; it’s a story that could have come only from a rural Catholic culture that survived and adapted to the outside forces exerted upon it by Prohibition, Vietnam and Ronald Reagan. 

				It’s a story of exotic strains of a potent plant, of guard dogs without voice boxes, of guns and piles of ammunition left unfired, of buckets of emeralds used as currency in Belize, of lobsters and limousines and nuns in possession of stolen property.

				It’s a story of bloody bodies in the back seats of cars, of passions unchecked by law and pickup trucks used as weapons but also a story of generosity, of brotherhood, of criminals carrying Christmas presents through the snow. It’s the story of marijuana seeds smuggled from Afghanistan, cocaine smuggled from Colombia and European bull semen smuggled in through Canada. It’s the story of a rogue DEA agent who sells exotic poison in the classified ads of Soldier of Fortune magazine, of kidnappings, helicopters, lions and bears and an infamous sex tape involving cocaine, a Doberman pinscher and a fugitive with a legendary endowment. 

				It’s a story of a culture that nurtured the ambitions of young adventurous men willing to take incredible risks with hard work and a story of the economy that made such risky work necessary—free spirits exercising their free will in the free market, the philosophical children of John Stuart Mill, maximizing their liberty with the least possible harm to others while at work in Rousseau’s natural state, which happens to be the Commonwealth of Kentucky.

				Although the Cornbread folks remained relatively nonviolent as far as nationwide criminal enterprises go, this book still has a body count of nearly a dozen violent deaths, which doesn’t even include some spectacular ones, like the 1983 shooting of Vietnam veteran and marijuana big shot Don Nalley, who took a rifle bullet to the head as he stepped onto his front porch in the summertime, not long after his girlfriend and crew left his house to go swimming at Monks Pond on the property of the nearby Trappist monastery; the case remains unsolved. 

				This is the story whose author becomes the first journalist subpoenaed under the Obama administration because its main subject, Johnny Boone, becomes a federal fugitive after getting caught growing the Colonel’s twelfth secret herb one too many times. 

				It’s the story in which Johnny Boone says:

				“It had taken me seven years to get a variety so that it was wham-bam-get-it-done in Kentucky” and 

				“Kentucky has been a wonderful place for producing marijuana and more so than maybe any other state as far as volume goes. Well, wonder why?” and 

				“Pot breeding is really mentally enlightening.” 

				This is the story of the Cornbread Mafia.

			

		

	
        
            
            
            
   
    PART I


 
 
		
			
				CHAPTER 1

				A County Is Born: Catholic Migration, 
the Civil War, Prohibition and John Dillinger 

				The Reverend William DeRohan—former professor at the Sorbonne in Paris, a Roman Catholic priest and an Irish drunk—drifted on horseback through the wilderness of Virginia and the territory that would become Tennessee in the twilight of the eighteenth century saying Mass to the frontier Catholics where he found them in ones and twos and drinking himself into a stupor in between. 

				He came northward from the south into the land that would become Kentucky in the autumn of 1790, when the white population numbered fewer than thirty thousand, until DeRohan’s horse stopped short of the lip of a great tectonic escarpment, the ridge that would become known on maps as Muldraugh’s Hill and locally as Scott’s Ridge, where the land dropped five hundred feet nearly straight down and continued seemingly forever in both directions, giving DeRohan an unspoiled view of the entire Bluegrass basin laid out before him in the oranges and yellows of harvest time. The priest and his horse had found by accident the best vantage point to see the secret beauty of what would become known as Marion County. 

				“I remember as a kid, digging ginseng around there,” retired State Police Detective Jacky Hunt said later. “And every weekend there was a fresh car run off Scott’s Ridge up there. We always called it Horseshoe Bend because you got the Rolling Fork River shaped like a horseshoe looking out. People would steal a car and strip it and run it off there. Always all those cars down there . . . I’ve taken a lot of people up there to Scott’s Ridge, and they get up there and they’re like, ‘I never knew this was here.’ I’ve brought people from eastern Kentucky up there, and they’re like, ‘Daggone! You got a mountain here, too.’ ”

				Fifty years before thieves used Scott’s Ridge to dump stripped-out cars, Prohibition-era revenuers like Big Six Henderson looked out from the same vantage point and saw the white smoke of a dozen active moonshine stills; 140 years before that, in 1790, the Reverend DeRohan likely saw only one plume of smoke when he arrived, the only sign of civilization coming from Basil Hayden’s bourbon still at Holy Cross, which had been distilling corn whisky for five years by then. After he descended through the trees and fog of the escarpment and forded the Rolling Fork as it horseshoed along the foot of the ridge, DeRohan crossed into territory just recently claimed by settlers of European descent but also by multiple native tribes who had been hunting and burying their dead in the region for centuries.

				The Treaty of Fort Stanwix in 1768—signed by the Iroquois in present-day Rome, New York—ceded all of what is now West Virginia and Kentucky to the British, prompting a wave of immigration into the area as well as violent conflict between settlers and the Shawnee, Chickamauga Cherokee, Creek and Chickasaw, who used guerrilla tactics, including stealthy attacks upon settlements by canoe, plucking the lives from pioneers in the night. Bishop John Lancaster Spalding would later estimate that between 1783 and 1790, the confederacy of native tribes killed or captured at least fifteen hundred Catholic souls.

				In 1785, five years before the Irish priest’s arrival, Basil Hayden chose to establish his community on the banks of Pottinger Creek, a small waterway unnavigable by canoe. Few settlers in Kentucky at the time lived outside fortified encampments because attacks from natives came often and savagely. Hayden settled land about nine miles upstream from Pottinger Station, a fort built in 1781 between New Haven and the Trappist monks by Samuel Pottinger, a Revolutionary War veteran.

				Hayden’s band of fifty families immigrated together to the fertile center of Kentucky in a collective bargaining effort—the power of their numbers, they hoped, would force the church to send a priest to tend to them, but Archbishop Carroll of Baltimore, the only prelate in the New World, denied them. Then the Reverend DeRohan, the hopeless drunk, stumbled upon Holy Cross from the south. 

				When the archbishop learned that DeRohan was in Kentucky, he demanded that the Irish priest return to Baltimore, but DeRohan, insubordinate when he drank, refused. Instead, the Irish priest helped Hayden and his settlers build the first Catholic church west of the Appalachian Mountains out of rough-hewn logs. 

				Once Basil Hayden established a foothold at Holy Cross, more Catholics came, all seemingly possessing the same genetic predisposition toward bold action and risk-taking, a spirit of adventurism matched only by the community’s devotion to the church. Fertilized in the fecund Kentucky bottomland, that devotion blossomed into abundant families of strong faith, who sent more than their share of sons and daughters into the clergy and cloistered religious life.

				With the sudden abundance of frontier Catholics making a go of it deep in the uncharted darkness of Kentucky, Archbishop Carroll realized that his drunk priest in Kentucky needed help. At the same time, French and Belgian clergymen were fleeing to the New World by the boatload to escape the guillotine. Among them was a stern seminarian named Stephen Theodore Badin. Upon Badin’s arrival in Baltimore, Archbishop Carroll promptly ordained him and sent the young priest to Kentucky. 

				It wouldn’t go well. 

				For years Father Badin tried to impose his brand of Old World order upon the New World Catholics, with mixed results. Although Badin succeeded in founding the Sisters of Loretto, an order that continues today, he could never bend the people nor local church leadership to his will. In a letter to Archbishop Carroll, Badin speaks poorly of his whole flock, referring to one local patriarch, John Lancaster—a survivor of a storied Shawnee attack who was later sent to Frankfort by his peers as their representative and then their senator—as “the Kentucky Robespierre.”

				Badin’s unpopularity extended to fellow clergymen as well, including Bishop Flaget, a Frenchman; the two agreed on very little. When Flaget decided to move the cathedral from rural Bardstown to the growing metropolis in Louisville, Badin would take no more. As soon as the bishop consecrated the ground for the new cathedral in Louisville, Badin circled the property chanting the Dies Irae, the Latin song of death, then left Kentucky for Europe. Among clergy even today, Badin is talked about as a stern authoritarian whose worldview, which teetered perilously close to Jansenism, made the Flemish cleric a borderline heretic. 

				Badin would later return to America but not to Kentucky. Instead, he traveled to northern Indiana, where he bought the land upon which the University of Notre Dame was founded. A dormitory there bears his name. 

				By the time Badin died, a small town bloomed about ten miles south of his convent in Loretto, built along a buffalo trace and a small river named the Jordan (pronounced locally as “JER-den”). They named the town Lebanon for the abundance of cedar trees. It was settled first by Presbyterians from Virginia, then the Catholics and some Methodists and Baptists sprinkled in to make things interesting. By 1840, Lebanon had three churches (Catholic, Methodist and Presbyterian), one coed school, six doctors, eight lawyers, three hotels, fourteen stores, a sawmill, fifteen mechanic shops and about 750 inhabitants in town and 11,032 in the county, including Benedict Spalding. 

				Benedict Spalding came to Kentucky as a boy in the last wave of Catholic emigration from Maryland. He became sheriff of Marion County at twenty-five, married at twenty-nine, and sold dry goods that he hauled from Louisville, selling $15,000 worth in his first year in the first store ever opened in Lebanon. From then on, Ben Spalding dedicated his life to building his town into something important and after years of public service earned the nickname Uncle Ben. Midway through his life, he accomplished his greatest goal: bringing the L&N Railroad—named for its Louisville-to-Nashville line—to Lebanon. On the maiden voyage of the Lebanon spur of the L&N Railroad, the train hit a cow. But even nine hours behind schedule, a mob of people waited in trees and on rooftops to greet the train as it chugged into Lebanon, shouting, “Hurrah for the L&N and Uncle Ben!”

				With the railroad, business in Lebanon boomed: Livestock could go as far as Chicago, and farmers from all over central Kentucky had to bring their goods to Lebanon to get them to market. The distilleries that had dotted the countryside grew bigger and closer to the railroad through the little communities of St. Mary’s, Loretto, Dant Station and Chicago.

				When the Civil War came to Kentucky, both sides battled over Lebanon’s train depot, causing the Union to camp more than eight thousand men just outside of town. Although the war tore families apart—brothers against brothers and such—nothing stopped the distilling, and none of the Union officers ever went thirsty, nor did the dashing Kentuckian Confederate raider, John Hunt Morgan, who caused mayhem all along the western front of the war, including sacking the Lebanon depot and burning Lebanon—twice. 

				Morgan’s raids caused panic in the Union leadership in Kentucky, particularly with General Boyle, who called for martial law in Lexington and implored Cincinnati to send artillery by special train. News of the commotion reached Washington. 

				“They are having a stampede in Kentucky,” President Lincoln wrote to General Henry Halleck, then stationed in Mississippi. “Please look to it.” 

				The day after Morgan left Lebanon, the Union retook the town. Among the Yankee occupiers was an Englishman lawyer named William H. Bradbury, who worked as a secretary for the Union generals of the 129th Illinois Infantry. Nursing an injured leg, Bradbury wrote to his wife from a private upstairs room in a Lebanon hotel in the summer of 1863:

				
 

				Lebanon, Kentucky

				August 16, 1863

				My dearest wife,

				
 

				I am writing this before breakfast at the hotel called the Campbell House in a bedroom in which are two beds. Last night was the first really cool night we have had & good sleeping was the consequence. My leg is still troublesome [. . .]

				There is no restraint on the liquor saloons here. The quantity of whisky consumed (by officers chiefly) is enormous. The soldiers are encamped out of town about 5 miles distant where there is water. The number of shoulder straps staying at this & the other Hotel is very large. Colonels, Lieutenant Colonels, Majors, Capts, & Lieutenants swarm around, and the bar often is thronged from morning to night. Their officers ought to be with their commands & not loafing about town. [. . .]

				I shall ride in a wagon or ambulance & my baggage will be carried—I must now conclude as there are papers to be made out. [. . .]

				With best love to you & the children. I am your affect. husband.

				
 

				WmHBradbury

				
 

				Union-held Lebanon also provided refuge for the former slaves of central Kentucky. Slaves who escaped from their masters knew they would be safe there and could take the train north to freedom—the aboveground railroad, as it were. Then President Lincoln ordered the railroad extended from Lebanon to Knoxville, and Congress appropriated funds to employ freed slaves working a thousand men per mile of track. Lebanon became the work camp, and the black population exploded in a shantytown built along the tracks on the backside of the depot, a neighborhood later to be known as Black Bottom, the neighborhood that would produce Club Cherry and other track-side entertainment that drew major Chitlin’ Circuit musicians a hundred years later. 
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				With the Civil War over, the train through Lebanon carried fewer soldiers and army supplies and began hauling what Uncle Ben had envisioned for it—Lebanon’s imports and exports. In 1866, Lebanon shipped 16,105 bushels of grain, 2,081 hogsheads of tobacco, 202 barrels of flour, 1,067 carloads of stock, 158,087 pounds of government freight and 1,535,277 pounds of general freight to Louisville. Coming back from Louisville, Lebanon received 119 carloads of company freight, 457,853 pounds of government freight and 5,636,173 pounds of general merchandise. That year 17,435 people departed Lebanon as passengers on the train, and the exact same number returned. 

				While the federal government continued to keep soldiers stationed in Lebanon throughout Reconstruction, the town otherwise returned to its antebellum self. St. Augustine School, founded by the Sisters of Loretto during the war, now began to grow while churches became houses of worship again instead of hospitals. The country merchants who had fled to town for protection from raiders during the war were able to return to the hills. Former slaves departed either on the train or with the army. In 1867, Lebanon had 2,905 residents: 1,967 white folks and 938 black folks. By 1870, the US Census counted 1,102 white and 823 black, or 1,925 total—a loss of nearly one thousand people in three years, a postwar population realignment as the countryside became safe again. 

				Though the whisky stills never stopped for the war, the end of fighting allowed the distilling industry to really cook. By the end of the nineteenth century, Marion County produced bourbon with labels like “Cumberland,” “Rolling Fork,” “Grand Springs,” “Maple Grove,” “Old Happy Hollow,” “Falcon,” “Fern Hill,” “Burks Spring,” “Colonel Blair,” “Nick Blair,” “Blair’s Old Club,” “Mattingly and Moore,” “Callaghan,” “R. Cummins,” “Cummins Sour Mash,” “Ballard and Lancaster,” “Smith and Smith,” “Wm. Birkle,” “J. G. Mattingly and Sons,” “J.C.W.,” “Marion County,” “Marion,” “Belle of Marion,” “Belle of Loretto,” and “Faymus,” a bourbon whose brand seemed to encourage both egotism and bad spelling; it would be popular today.

				Of course, given this output of world-renowned whisky, the retail consumption of the local product must have been, as William Bradbury noted in his letter, “enormous” and with “no restraint.” So enormous that a substantial antidrinking movement began to brew—and not just in morally upright places but in Kentucky, too. 

				On June 8, 1872, on the grounds of St. Mary’s College, the St. Charles Total Abstinence Society held a public rally. At two o’clock that afternoon, the college brass band, in uniform, struck up a bouncy yet sober tune and marched through the college gates to the campus, followed by hundreds of citizens of both sexes, to an opening on the campus where a stage had been erected for the speakers and benches placed on the lawn for the audience. 

				To combat this rising dry tide, distillery leaders banded together into a national association to protect their interests in Washington, forming the Wholesale Liquor Dealers’ and Distillers’ Association of the United States in 1893 and electing John B. Wathen, of Lebanon, as its first president. 

				“It looks as if the distillers and reform extremists will have to get together on a compromise middle ground,” Wathen told the Washington Post from the lobby of the Raleigh Hotel in D.C. on April 1, 1901. “And it is probable that ultimately the anti-saloon people will assent to a more strict regulation of the saloons. . . . It is impossible to enforce prohibition in cities, and attempts to do so only result in multiplying boot-leggers. In Kentucky the distillers now sell in some of the best cities in prohibition districts great quantities of whisky.”

				Despite the organized opposition from the distillers, the temperance movement called a local option election in Lebanon in March 1907. Certainly Wathen and his fellow distillers felt confident that the wet votes would beat out the dries, especially in Lebanon—but they weren’t taking any chances, either, which got them into trouble. News of the election made it to the New York Times:

				
 

				LEBANON, KY., GOES DRY

				Several Prominent Men Arrested on

				Bribery Charges

				LEBANON, Ky., March 25—A local option election was held here to-day, and the city went “dry” by 63 votes. A procession of 2,000 women and children paraded the principal streets, shouting and cheering for the abolishment of saloons.

				Warrants were sworn out for S. N. Wathen, president of the Kentucky Distillers Association, and Col. Wallace Cardwell of the governor’s staff, and about twelve other citizens, charging them with bribery.

				All gave bonds except for Wathen and Cardwell, who insisted on going to jail, but were allowed to go free. Ex-Chief of Police Yowell was arrested for carrying concealed weapons. Lebanon is in one of the largest distilling counties in the State.

				
 

				Of course, the Wathens didn’t give up the fight. Three years later the local option appeared on the ballot in Lebanon again. On August 11, 1910, Lebanon burst at the seams, with ten thousand people downtown, according to the Lebanon Enterprise, but they hadn’t all come just to vote on whether liquor should be sold there; the circus was in town at the same time. The atmosphere in the crowds appeared as pleasant as the weather, nothing like the nastiness that had characterized the election three years before. Both sides were well organized, but this time the wets managed to get more honest votes than they had before, and the drys lost sixty-four votes. That night the wets celebrated by getting drunk at the circus. 

				But the drys were far from finished fighting. As the wets enjoyed their victory, the drys were distilling a campaign of enforced temperance nationally. To accomplish their goal, they would require a US constitutional amendment. The temperance movement saw its crusade as a logical extension to the end of the forced imprisonment of slavery; only this time, the movement wanted to rid the world of its voluntary imprisonment to alcoholic beverages. The drys believed that once America sobered up, it would realize what shackles liquor had been. 

				By the summer of 1917, forty-five years after the Total Abstinence Society rally at St. Mary’s College, the temperance movement in Lebanon received a huge shot in the arm: its third visit from William Jennings Bryan, who spoke to a gathered crowd of one thousand or more about the need to support the outlawing of liquor for the cause of the Great War brewing in Europe. 

				“The war is proving a substantial factor in hastening the day of Nation-wide and world-wide—prohibition,” Bryan said, predicting a global end of liquor in less than twenty years. “No doubt, you can pass prohibition by 100,000 majority in Kentucky if ever the people get a chance to vote on the question.”

				In July 1917, the Department of Justice began enforcing the “Reed bone-dry law,” which banned the import of liquor into dry states, “even though those States may not prohibit such importation, and even though the States by law specifically permit such importation.”

				At 11:00 p.m. on September 8, 1917, a Saturday, the manufacture of all whisky in the United States ceased when the prohibition clause of the Food Control Act took effect. Millions of bushels of grain that would have been ground up for whisky would now be released for food to feed the growing Allied armies in Europe. 

				The closing of the distilleries, at least at first, did not spell doom for men like Charles Kobert, Hans Mueller, Charles Burks, John B. Wathen and other Marion County men likewise engaged (although Kobert and Mueller would later sell their interest to John B. Wathen’s son, John A.). Economic forecasts claimed that the losses from the distilling halt during the war would be more than offset by the greater prices the distillers would obtain for their products already manufactured. In the hills of Marion and Nelson Counties, the five-story warehouses containing thousands of handmade fifty-gallon barrels were filled with whisky that matured in price as well as age. Some officials speculated that whisky would sell for $15 a gallon within a year, affording distillers enormous profits that would more than compensate for the loss of capital invested in plants. 

				But the predictions of great wealth didn’t pan out. By January 1919, the three major distilleries in Marion County, then the largest distilling county in the commonwealth, had been sold—and at pennies on the dollar of what they were once worth. According to the Lebanon Enterprise:

				The Mueller, Wathen & Kobert distillery, perhaps one of the best known in Kentucky, was sold at public auction to the highest bidder last Saturday. The plant, which was built at an original cost of something like $52,000 and which at one time was valued by its owners at $150,000, was purchased by R. N. Wathen, one of the members of the firm, for $18,650.

				The Wathens had built the Rolling Fork and Cumberland distillery in 1875 just outside of Lebanon’s corporate limits. Recognized as one of the best-equipped distilleries in the state, the Rolling Fork sweet mash house had a capacity of four hundred bushels a day, and the Cumberland sour mash house had a one-hundred-bushel capacity. The grounds had four warehouses with room for forty thousand barrels, its own cooperage plant and stock pens to slop seven hundred cattle. 

				Three days after R. N. Wathen bought his own family’s distillery for nothing, the superintendent of the R. Cummins & Co. distillery in Loretto bought his workplace for $6,205—less than one-third of what Wathen had paid for his. The buildings of the Cummins distillery cost $55,000 alone. One warehouse, erected just a few years before the forced closure, cost $7,000 itself. The deed to Burks Spring, the distillery that would one day produce Maker’s Mark, had already exchanged hands. 

				That February the Lebanon City Council met on its regular Tuesday night, but “very little business of interest was transacted”—except for saloons and quart houses renewing their liquor licenses but renewing them for six months instead of a year because liquor sales would expire nationwide on July 1. 

				On the last day of June 1919, the legal sale of alcoholic liquors ceased in the United States, not yet because of the constitutional amendment but rather because further wartime prohibition measures went into effect on Monday night at midnight. 

				“In many cities,” the Enterprise reported, “it was a night of revelry, but in Lebanon no celebration marked the passing of the ‘product that made Kentucky famous.’ There were, however, many ‘last go rounds,’ and dealers were taxed to take care of the trade.”

				Lebanon’s four saloons and two quart houses had all employed extra help to keep up with the countdown’s business; several closed down before the midnight deadline because they had run out of anything to sell. The evening train, which arrived in Lebanon from eastern Kentucky every night at 7:40, added an extra coach for several days to accommodate the increased traffic for those who needed to come the one hundred miles to Lebanon for “wet goods.” 

				One dealer told the Enterprise that his business would be fine if the wartime prohibition lasted only three or four months, saying that everyone had enough stock stored away for this length of time—seemingly telling the newspaper that he and everyone else were moving immediately into the illegal whisky trade until things lightened up. 

				“We had disposed of practically all of our stock,” said the dealer. “We were having many calls for case lots but we had none on hand. We could have supplied a few mixed cases, but most of the buyers did not wish these, so we decided to close up until the drouth passes over.”

				On Monday evening, America’s last wet night, J. W. Reidel’s saloon closed first, locking its doors at 7:00 p.m. after running out of stock. The Vaughn Hotel bar closed at about 9:30, just before B. J. Mattingly’s saloon. No one knew how long the wartime ban would last; many were in denial that the new dry laws were permanent. Surely they would last only a few months.

				The first night after official prohibition began, someone robbed the Vaughn Hotel bar by busting through a bolted door that connected the saloon with the baggage room of the hotel, stealing $150 in “prohibited” liquor (worth $1,957 in 2011 dollars) and more than a dozen bottles of Champagne. An automobile, police speculated, had aided the escape.

				On August 1, the Enterprise reported the net effect of the first dry month of Lebanon’s history:

				
 

				AN UNUSUAL RECORD

				Since July 1, when the “whole darn world went dry,” there has been a marked falling off in the number of arrests in this city. Police Judge John Thomas stated yesterday that during the month of July, just closed, there was one arrest for drunkenness. And this one, he said, was not a local man but one who came in on a train. In June there were between 80 and 90 arrests, but, of course, it would be unfair to compare July, or any other month, with June for the reason it was the month before prohibition became effective.

				By February 1920, the prohibitionists were ready to declare mission accomplished. Looking back at 1919, with half the year wet and the other half dry, the supporters of forced temperance saw night followed by dawn. On February 27, Dr. G. G. Thornton wrote in the Lebanon Enterprise regarding 1919:

				During the first six months (wet) there were 232 arrests for all causes, against 56 during the last six months (dry). Arrests for drunkenness during the first six months were 180, against 12 during the last six months. For other causes 53 arrests were made during the six months wet, against 44 during the six months dry. Who will look at the above figures and say that you can’t help to make people better by legislation? This is better than I hoped for this soon and it is getting better all the time.

				
 

				What Dr. Thornton called a plan to “make people better by legislation” began a thirteen-year crime wave across the country that ran deep into Marion County. The magic law of Prohibition forced the breadwinners of families on the brink of starvation into the criminal underworld to make a living by evading state and federal agents for doing what their families had done legally and peacefully for generations. 

				It wouldn’t be long before outside criminal elements flocked to Marion County and its warehouses of earthly delights—and a dark period of theft, murder and other crime slowly took hold in the once-harmonious (although regularly intoxicated) communities. With the once-proud distilleries that dotted the county before Prohibition now crumbling in disrepair, those who had earned a living at those distilleries took their knowledge into the nearly impenetrable wooded knobs. 

				Moonshiners thrived everywhere in America during Prohibition, especially in those states contained by the Mississippi and Ohio Rivers, but Kentucky had a few advantages over its neighbors to the south. 

				First, its proximity to thirsty northern cities like Detroit, Chicago and Cleveland; and second, in the case of Marion and Nelson Counties, first-hand knowledge of the distilling process on a commercial level. 

				Also, most moonshiners elsewhere used inefficient pot-bellied stills that made batches of no more than fifty gallons per day, which are fine for small-time operations. But in Marion County, moonshiners constructed versions of the steam stills that their former employers had used—clean and efficient, even a crude steam still could produce three hundred gallons of moonshine a day. More-efficient ones could produce up to one thousand gallons a day, like this one: 

				
 

				HUGE STILL

				IS DESTROYED

				BY OFFICERS

				––––

				Federal Agents Say That Plant

				Is Largest Yet Seized

				In Kentucky

				
 

				Where else would the biggest still in Kentucky be located except Holy Cross? When ten “dry officers” arrived in the hamlet that Basil Hayden had built, they almost immediately found and destroyed two one-hundred-gallon stills on Ollie Thomas’s farm. After that January morning’s driving rain slackened, they went to Tom Cambron’s farmhouse, where they found the still that broke the state record. All the agents were veterans of Prohibition raids by 1922, but none had seen anything like this before. 

				“All it needed was a storekeeper and gauger,” one agent told the Lexington Herald, “to make of the plant a regular distillery.”

				Cambron had built onto his farmhouse a thirty-three-feet-square room out of galvanized iron sheeting. Lining the wall were eight fermenters, each with a 500-gallon capacity. A 110-gallon copper still rested on a carefully constructed brick furnace; its copper arm was more than six feet long; and the worm, made from inch-and-one-quarter copper pipe, measured thirty-eight feet long and was coiled nine times. The whole thing was valued by the revenuers at $1,500 (or $20,227 in 2011 dollars). They emptied the fifty-gallon-barreled fresh whisky they found along with 3,600 gallons of distiller’s beer and mash. 

				The still had been operating twenty-four hours a day, so when the revenuers sacked it in the predawn hours, they caught Jesse Cecil, a farmhand, working the third shift. Running nonstop, the still could make more than a barrel of moonshine per day, valued at $300 in 1922 or $4,045 in 2011. After destroying the Cambrons’ livelihood and arresting their help, agents found 1,500 pounds of meal and mash hidden in an outhouse and four cows feeding on the fermented grain tossed out by distilleries, a popular barnyard feed commonly referred to as “slop.”

				Although the Cambrons had their still confiscated, the cows that had been feeding on the slop managed to escape the long arm of the law. Other animals weren’t so lucky. Again, from the Enterprise:

				
 

				CONFISCATED MULES

				AGAIN IN CUSTODY

				––––

				Team Seized with Alleged Shiners,

				Taken From Negro Man,

				Brought Here.
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				FEDERAL OFFICERS TAKE

				TWELVE HOGS IN RAID

				––––

				Porkers Were Found Feeding At A

				Big Still—Several Plants

				Are Destroyed.
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				The federal agents and those deputized by them to uphold the Volstead Act took their jobs seriously; they didn’t think taking twelve pigs prisoner was funny at all and saw no humor in arresting the same team of mules twice. Just a few years into Prohibition, the seizure of livestock and the arrest of people as if they were livestock had become commonplace as the criminalization of an entire people’s way of life became normalized. 

				Meanwhile, the distilleries that once provided honest livings to whole communities now sat empty, rotting where they stood, their walls covered by encroaching Kentucky flora and becoming nests for northern cardinals, eastern bluebirds and barn owls. The warehouses, however, were still racked with thousands of barrels of whisky. Its existence was not illegal, but its manufacture, transport or sale was. So, as long as the whisky behaved itself and stayed in its barrels in its warehouses, the federal government didn’t seem to mind, deputizing locals as warehouse agents to guard Kentucky’s aging whisky. Twelve men—one-quarter of the total number of agents in the state—were posted to the Marion County warehouses. With unemployment high, the warehouse agent jobs were sought by scores of hardworking men; the men were hired based on a strict criterion—their political party affiliation. In 1920, the Democrats controlled the statehouse in Frankfort, and so Democrats guarded the whisky in Marion County, smuggling the contents of the barrels past the federal revenuers one sip at a time. 

				When forced to choose between liquor and the law, the community came down on the side of liquor nearly every time and therefore on the side of outlaws and criminals, dramatically eroding the respect for the rule of law—including a scene in 1921 when a mob of seventy-five citizens in New Haven faced off against two government agents attempting to arrest a pair of moonshining brothers. 

				While many were engaged in replicating Kentucky’s once-legal bourbon in moonshine stills across the region, others kept busy trying to steal from the warehouses of those shuttered distilleries what remained of the bonded whisky that had been barreled there before Prohibition’s dawn. Every day the bourbon sat in those charred oak barrels, becoming more delicious by the minute, its value on the black market ticked upward. If each warehouse had become its own Ft. Knox depository, then George Remus—a Cincinnati defense attorney and first-class gangster—played the role of Goldfinger. 

				A federal agent would later testify that all of central Kentucky’s seventy-five distilleries were robbed during Prohibition—many of them by men working for Remus. A former pharmacist, Remus read the Volstead Act carefully, especially the sections dealing with the exemptions for medical liquor, and discovered that pharmacies could legally buy and pay taxes on the stockpiles of bonded whisky currently aging in warehouses like the ones in Loretto and elsewhere in Marion County. So, Remus bought a pharmacy called the Kentucky Drug Company, located just across the Ohio River from Cincinnati in Covington, from which he purchased whisky from distilleries, which he also owned, one thousand cases at a time in order to distribute them to the medical whisky market. Gangsters working for Remus would then hijack these convoys and redirect their thousands of cases of Kentucky bourbon to the black markets of Chicago and the Northeast. Using this method, Remus achieved a staggering level of wealth, and Marion County was a direct source of his income. 

				In January 1921, a man who called himself C. L. Lynn arrived in Loretto with his wife and at least one other man in a motorcade of three vehicles at a time when the newspaper still referred to them as “machines”—a Ford sedan, a Cadillac and an REO speed wagon, which resembled “very much an ambulance,” according to the Lebanon Enterprise. Mrs. Lynn stepped out of the Cadillac wearing diamonds and furs, while Mr. Lynn displayed a great amount of cash and paid some Loretto men to help him build a garage adjoining the warehouse for his REO truck. Lynn wasted no time in showing the revenue officials his permits to bottle the warehoused whisky for medical purposes. 

				The Lynns hired twelve locals to bottle the thirty-five barrels of whisky that remained in the Cummins warehouse, which filled 4,644 quart bottles that were packed into 387 cases over the course of six weeks. At night some in Loretto heard Lynn’s truck leave its garage, only to see it back in the garage the next morning. When asked about this pattern several times, Lynn said he sent his truck out to aid a stranded motorist. 

				On February 10, 1921, the Lynns drove their Ford from Loretto to a gas station in Lebanon to fill up three five-gallon external tanks in preparation for their trip out of town. But before they got out of Loretto, their Ford got stuck in the muddy front yard of Len Thompson, the superintendent of the Cummins distillery. Thompson and his wife came out of the house to help the Lynns out of the muck. That night the Lynns disappeared, taking the REO and Ford with them but leaving the Cadillac behind. The feds inspected the Cummins distillery seven days later and discovered the whole place empty of people and liquor, estimating the value of the lost whisky at $50,000 (nearly $672,000 in 2011 dollars). 

				News of the heist spread, and a newspaper reporter in Louisville received a phone call from a man identifying himself as C. L. Lynn. 

				“Officials in more counties than one are involved. A man who paid for the law enforcement was with me on the deal but he double-crossed me,” Lynn said. “They are sitting on what they believe to be whisky out there in Marion County tonight, but it’s not whisky—it’s colored water.”

				When the feds came to the Loretto distillery to investigate, Mrs. Thompson, the superintendent’s wife, provided them with a clue. When she had helped the Lynns get their Ford out of the mud, she somehow ended up with Mrs. Lynn’s gloves in her handbag. After the Lynns disappeared, Mrs. Thompson discovered stitched into one of the glove’s inside hem the owner’s real name: Edna Lawrence. 

				Edna was married to Robert Lawrence, one of America’s most wanted automobile thieves, with eighteen indictments against him in Columbus, Ohio, alone—undoubtedly one of Remus’s men. Revenue agents from all over the country met in Louisville to discuss the case, and on February 24, Elwood Hamilton, collector of internal revenue, suspended the Marion County distillery guards, including one Harold Bickett, for failure to guard the warehouse. 

				In late October 1922, more than a year and a half later, whisky bandits (likely Remus’s men) paid a visit to the Burks Spring distillery, a ramshackle set of little wooden buildings that lacked the charming aura that Maker’s Mark would give it in 1958. Despite being run-down, there was one attractive thing about Burks Spring—the contents of its warehouses.

				The bandits paid off the warehouse guards and storekeeper—no need to get into a gunfight when a little money would do the trick. Besides, the bandits didn’t need to do anything as unseemly as roll the barrels from the warehouse into trucks where any revenuer could see. Instead, they had a subtler plan—from the inside, someone bored holes in the whisky barrels and inserted a hose. From the outside, someone else siphoned the whisky out of the barrels and into kegs already packed into the back of a waiting car. It’s a technique that Remus duplicated elsewhere, including a siphoning operation at the Jack Daniel’s warehouses, which Remus also owned. 

				But maybe the siphoning method didn’t go fast enough, or maybe the warehouse guards grew itchy—because the next month, November 1922, Remus’s whisky robbers went whole hog and decided to take everything they could from Burks Spring. Eleven men drove into Loretto in a convoy of five cars and loaded them up with 450 gallons of aged whisky in barrels marked “Loretto” and forty-five gallons of unaged white dog, popularly called moonshine, from the Burks Spring distillery and headed off in a caravan toward Lexington. Led by a Packard loaded down with 210 gallons, followed by a Buick, two Ford touring cars and a Ford truck filled with guns and ammunition bringing up the rear, the load was worth $25,000 on the bootlegger’s market, or nearly $336,000 in 2011 dollars.

				At midnight a revenuer roadblock stopped the convoy in Perryville, twenty miles away. When told to surrender, the whisky thieves opened fire. The gunfight lasted three hours—the most excitement Perryville had seen since the Civil War. During the shootout, revenue agents shot one of the bootleggers in the Buick, along with the tires of all the cars in the convoy. At the end of the gunfight, eight of the heavily armed men surrendered; the other three, at least one wounded badly, escaped. After processing these arrests, the federal agents went to Burks Spring and arrested the storekeeper, the gauger, the property custodian and two warehouse guards, charging that they were all complicit in the conspiracy. When the revenuers searched the warehouse, they discovered the leftovers of the siphoning operation—sixty-eight barrels empty in their ricks. At forty gallons a barrel, that’s 2,720 gallons, worth over $323,000 in 1922 or $4.34 million in 2011. The next April government officials checking the distillery at Burks Spring found an additional 225 cases of whisky missing, every drop of bottled liquor in the house. The Enterprise reported:

				
				


				MORE LORETTO LIQUOR TAKEN

				The distillery nestled among the hills out a few miles from Loretto has been the scene of several sensational robberies, and two or three persons accused of being implicated in the thefts are now under sentence to the federal prison in Atlanta. Others arrested in connection with the liquor raids on the plant are now under bond. 

				That the distillery has again been robbed will not come as a surprise to many. It has frequently been said that the robberies would continue until all of the whisky had either been removed or stolen. The barreled whisky is now being transferred to another storage center.

				
 

				This decision to transfer what remained of Kentucky’s whisky to centralized locations became widespread. Revenuers no longer wished to rely on local, politically appointed warehouse guards to act as a line of defense against those wishing to pollute the streets with the illegal sale of alcohol. In May 1933, the month John Dillinger moved to town amid the chatter following one of the most contentious Kentucky Derby finishes of all time, workers loaded train cars with what remained of Marion County’s whisky—which would have been bottled and labeled as “Rolling Fork” and “Cumberland” if not for Prohibition. The Enterprise reported:

				
 

				’TIS ALL GONE;

				NO MORE LEFT

				––––

				Task of Transferring Whisky

				From Local Warehouses

				Is Completed.

				––––

				Over A Month Required

				––––

				The task of removing the whisky in the big iron-clad warehouses at the plant of the Mueller, Wathen & Kobert distillery was completed Monday, the last car load leaving that day for Louisville where much Kentucky liquor is being concentrated.

				Shipments of the whisky was begun several weeks ago, and two or three car loads would be forwarded each day. The whisky was hauled from the warehouse to freight cars on a sidetrack at the plant, and few people knew that it was being transferred to another city. A Chicago firm of liquor dealers several months ago purchased all the whisky owned by Mueller, Wathen & Kobert, and that firm was not interested in the ownership of the liquor shipped. In the shipment were several thousand barrels. 

				The warehouses which have housed thousands of barrels of liquor during the years of their existence are now empty for the first time. The scenes of activity that once prevailed about them are gone. The sound of the cooper’s hammer will not again be heard within their walls and a once prosperous industry in the community’s midst is no more.

				
 

				In Catholic communities like the ones in Marion County, where alcohol itself had never been considered sinful, the whole premise of Prohibition never made sense to begin with. How could the government say that whisky, beer or the blood of Christ was illegal? Seeing Prohibition as a law that attacked their way of life no differently from any of the decrees of authority figures who had persecuted them for centuries, the Catholics of Marion County rationalized a distinction that justified their lawbreaking—God’s Law and Man’s Law were not necessarily the same thing. Sure, there was plenty of overlap—both condemned murder, theft, prostitution—but in the eyes of Marion County Catholics, God’s Law didn’t condemn moonshining or bootlegging, and fifty years later, it wouldn’t condemn growing marijuana, either. 

				Dry agents from the state and federal governments soon realized that in Marion County, arresting criminals was only half the job; getting charges to stick in court with a local jury was something else entirely. 

				In the last week of April 1926, a Marion County man accused of stealing bourbon at gunpoint appeared in Marion Circuit Court. The jury acquitted him, and in the next two days, juries would acquit a whole list of folks accused of a variety of crimes. A man charged with selling liquor: acquitted. A man charged with giving away liquor: acquitted. Three accused of disturbing a religious worship: acquitted. Six accused of possessing an illicit still: acquitted. Committing grand larceny: acquitted. Possessing an illicit still: acquitted. Manufacturing liquor: acquitted. Betting on a pool game: acquitted. Two men accused of possessing a still: $100 fines and sixty days in jail. 

				“Such a state of lawlessness exists in Marion County,” the commonwealth attorney wrote in an effort to get these cases transferred to the federal courthouse in Louisville, “the jurors will be deterred from rendering an impartial verdict.”

				Consequently, liquor-related charges against Marion County men began to be tried in federal court instead of state court. The government wanted to get convictions and send these men to prison. The stiff federal sentence hoped for by prosecutors: one year. 

				From then on, a steady stream of men left Marion County for a year’s stay in the federal prison in Atlanta. Their wives told their children that their fathers had gone off to be in the army or to see a sick aunt, and some were told the truth—the whole family of eight or ten kids (with three in diapers) all piled into one car for the two-day trip to Atlanta to see Daddy in prison. And still the moonshine kept flowing—the landscape of Marion County still dotted by the telltale signs of plumes of white smoke drifting up from behind wooded knobs or from inside a creek bottom. 

				The one-year sentence in federal court was for a moonshiner’s first offense only; harsher penalties applied to repeat offenders, but no one from Marion County ever served a longer sentence for a second offense—although several did serve the one-year sentence several different times. In an age when bureaucrats still kept government records by hand, the Marion County moonshiner became skilled at convincing a judge that he wasn’t the same man who had gone to prison the year before. No, that was his uncle; or he spelled his last name with two Ls, not one; or that was someone else entirely. So, even when the federal government put its foot down in Marion County, its residents found the spaces between the toes. 

				As the Depression and Prohibition continued, Marion County moonshiners sold their ware farther afield and spent time in other states’ prisons, as did Frank Whitehouse of Gravel Switch, who found himself locked up in Indiana. 

				Whitehouse grew up in the eastern end of Marion County—the Protestant part—where modest wood-frame churches for the Methodists and Baptists stood where the larger brick Catholic chapels would be in the communities of Lebanon and westward. Even though they weren’t Catholic in Gravel Switch, there were still plenty of men who moonlighted as moonshiners, like Whitehouse, who got himself arrested in Indiana trying to bootleg a load of Gravel Switch ’shine. Convicted, Frank Whitehouse was sent to Indiana’s state prison in Michigan City, where he met a fellow inmate named John Dillinger. 

				An Indiana judge had sentenced Dillinger to ten to twenty years for a botched robbery of an Indianapolis grocery store. Dillinger had confessed to his involvement in the heist, expecting leniency for his cooperation. The severity of his sentence shocked him in the courtroom and made him bitter in prison. He had big plans for when he got out, and maybe he shared those plans with Frank Whitehouse, the Kentucky moonshiner. 

				If you need a good place to hide out, Frank told Dillinger, you couldn’t find a better place than Gravel Switch, where the road crossed the Rolling Fork River seventeen times with no bridges. People didn’t go there unless they lived there—and even they couldn’t get in or out when the river swelled up. 

				The state of Indiana paroled John Dillinger after eight and a half years on May 10, 1933, four days after Broker’s Tip beat Head Play by a nose in one of the most controversial Kentucky Derby finishes of all time. After he was free, Dillinger made his way down to Kentucky and found Frank Whitehouse in Lebanon, almost a year to the day after Al Capone’s train ride through Marion County en route to the federal prison in Atlanta. 

				While Dillinger waited for a place to stay in Gravel Switch, he holed up in an upstairs room on Main Street. Bored there, he borrowed a gun from someone in town to shoot at the pigeons that congregated on the courthouse, some have said. After Frank Whitehouse made arrangements, he took his guest back to Gravel Switch, where John Dillinger stayed for the whole summer of 1933, locals and Dillinger scholars agree. 

				Frank Whitehouse arranged for his friend to stay on the farm of an Arab peddler, George Shaheen, who had come to America at the turn of the century with a group of Lebanese Christians who settled together in Louisville. Several of these immigrant men employed themselves as pack peddlers across the countryside: carrying blankets, pots and pans, dry goods and animal feed to isolated country homes. George Shaheen supplied these peddlers and stationed himself at Gravel Switch because it was the farthest point that the railroad penetrated the wilderness. 

				Shaheen gave Dillinger a house on Hickory Corner in Gravel Switch, with nothing but farmland and knobs in every direction. Dillinger found the place nice and quiet, a place to rest between his time in the Indiana State Prison and the spree of bank robbing and jail breaking upon which he would soon embark. Shaheen gave him farm work to do, and Dillinger jumped right in, just for something to do to pass the time. On the backside of the farm, about a mile away, Dillinger parked a car in a barn that faced a back road in case any lawmen came for him from the front.

				Dillinger hit four banks that summer: New Carlisle, Ohio, on June 10; Daleville, Indiana, on July 17; Montpelier, Indiana, on August 4; and Bluffton, Ohio, on August 14—all at least two hundred miles from Gravel Switch. These jobs paid for the guns that helped spring his gang from the Indiana State Prison later that year.

				By the end of the summer, Dillinger had grown restless, and so were some of his new friends in Gravel Switch like Maurice “Tidbits” Lanham, twenty-three, and Jimmie Kirkland, a teenager. Because Dillinger decided to leave town, he and his buddies planned a parting gift for Gravel Switch—a daytime bank robbery. 

				On Tuesday morning, August 8, 1933, John Dillinger drove into Gravel Switch at 11:45 and parked diagonally across the intersection in a blue DeSoto coupe bearing Kentucky plates from McCracken County, license number 563-700. Kirkland and Lanham hopped out of the car and into the bank; one wore a straw hat and mechanics’ overalls, and the other wore shabby clothes and a dark cap; neither had his face covered. Dillinger sat in the car and kept the engine running. 

				Inside the bank, Kirkland and Lanham pulled revolvers on four male bank employees and a customer. 

				“Stick ’em up!” they said, waving pistols.

				While Kirkland held the men at bay with his pistol, Lanham leaped over the counter, handed a flour sack to Edward Isaacs and ordered him to fill it with cash. After Isaacs complied, Lanham led all the bank workers into the vault and closed it behind them, then leaped back over the counter, taking the change of a $5 bill from the customer.

				Outside, Kirkland and Lanham hopped into the DeSoto coupe, which they had stolen from Bardstown specifically for the job, and Dillinger sped away with $1,235.55 in cash, which would be worth $21,453.14 in 2011. They headed for the Danville Pike, leaving it when they turned off toward Penick and passed a mail carrier, nearly blowing him off the road. After they split up the loot, Tidbits Lanham took his share and went home, but Jimmie Kirkland accompanied Dillinger out of town. 

				As soon as the Gravel Switch bankers extricated themselves from their own vault, they told the switchboard operator to alert surrounding communities. But by the time police were looking out for a blue DeSoto coupe, Dillinger and his Gravel Switch gang had already ditched the car in a Raywick cornfield on the other side of the county. Investigators would find it weeks later with the radiator cap off, indicating it had overheated after being driven incredibly hard. 

				The next day, Wednesday, about noon, Sheriff G. C. Spalding arrested Maurice “Tidbits” Lanham at a pool parlor in Lebanon. Lanham “emphatically denied the charges placed against him,” despite the fact that the banker and his son identified him as one of the robbers. Police had arrested Lanham the previous year for “stealing gasoline from the machine of Ernest Gaillard while it was parked near the High School,” and he was currently under indictment in Washington County for hijacking. The judge set his bond for $8,000, which he could not pay, and so they shipped him to the Louisville jail, where agents from the Department of Justice wanted to question him. 

				While police cornered Lanham in Lebanon, Jimmie Kirkland and John Dillinger arrived in Chicago, checked into a nice hotel and started spending their loot on new clothes—“gambling and enjoying the gay night life of the city,” according to an account in the Enterprise. Kirkland’s share of the take was $460; when the police arrested him nine days later on August 17, 1933, only thirty-five cents remained in his new suit’s pocket. According to the last-minute bulletin that ran in the Enterprise:

				According to report received here early last night, Jimmie Kirkland and John Dillinger, alias Clarence Crews, alias Clifford Martin, wanted in connection with the hold-up of the People’s Bank at Gravel Switch, were taken into custody at East Chicago, Indiana, by authorities there. The men were said to have been taken to Indianapolis, where they are awaiting the arrival of officers from this county to return them here.

				
 

				However, when Marion County Sheriff G. C. Spalding and his deputy Pete Glasscock returned from Indianapolis, they had only Jimmie Kirkland with them because “Dillinger has been returned to the Michigan City, Indiana, penitentiary from which he had been released on parole,” according to the October 6, 1933, edition of the Lebanon Enterprise.

				When the grand jury indicted Lanham, Kirkland and Dillinger for the robbery, it also returned indictments against Marion County residents for an assortment of crimes, including storehouse breaking, child desertion, carrying a concealed weapon, shooting with the intent to kill, malicious shooting with the intent to kill, malicious assault, malicious cutting with intent to kill, arson and chicken theft. 

				The Marion County jury, loath to sentence anyone for any crime, sent both Tidbits Lanham and Jimmie Kirkland to state prison for eight years. John Dillinger, however, remained elusive, as the Lebanon Enterprise kept track of his notoriety: 

				


				PAIR TAKEN TO 

				PENITENTIARY

				––––

				Lanham, Kirkland, Sentenced

				For Bank Robbery, Begin

				Eight-year Terms.

				––––

				


				Dillinger Is Liberated

				While Lanham was standing trial last Thursday evening for his part in the bank banditry, John Dillinger, also indicted on the same charge, was liberated from the jail at Lima, Ohio, by six gunmen who shot and killed Sheriff Jesse L. Sarber. Dillinger was never returned here on the Gravel Switch bank robbery indictment but was confined to the Lima, Ohio, bastile [sic] following his arrest some time ago in East Chicago, Ind. He had been wanted in Ohio as well as several other States for bank robbery and a number of other criminal acts.

				Both Lanham and Kirkland in their testimony in this city denied that Dillinger was their confederate in the Gravel Switch hold-up when $1,235.55 was taken.

				
 

				Meanwhile, as the readers of the Lebanon Enterprise followed the weekly installments of the John Dillinger story, another historic narrative came to a close. On September 8, 1933, the Enterprise reported that the General Assembly in the state capital of Frankfort passed a bill by a vote of eighty-one to ten to “repeal . . . the Eighteenth Amendment to the federal Constitution,” also known as Prohibition. The editor of the newspaper made clear that “national repeal is not sufficient” to allow Kentucky’s own distilleries to resume operation, pointing out that an amendment to the state constitution would also have to be passed. 

				Nevertheless, construction and repairs to old distilleries in the area started up, first in neighboring Bardstown, then in Lebanon, as reported by this Enterprise headline:

				DISTILLERY IS

				TO BE REBUILT

				––––

				J. A. Wathen And St. Louis

				Men Buy Site Near Town

				For New Plant

				––––

				Work To Start Soon

				
 

				“The sale,” the story tells its readers on November 3, 1933, “includes about five acres of land, all lying north of the stream, Jordan [with] a thirty-foot right-of-way from the Campbellsville Pike,” the approximate site of the original Wathen Distillery, built in 1875, where “the famous ‘Rolling Fork’ and ‘Cumberland’ brands of whisky were made.” The property had been dormant since a fire of mysterious origin had destroyed many of the buildings in 1931. 

				On Monday, November 27, 1933, Kentucky became the thirty-third state to ratify the repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment. 

				“For the first time in the history of the State, duly-elected delegates have assembled for the purpose of ratifying an amendment to the Constitution of the United States,” Governor Laffoon declared while expressing the hope that repeal of Prohibition would not lead to the return of “open saloons.”

				The governor apparently had not traveled much to Marion County, where “open saloons” had never departed. Just two days before the governor’s speech on the subject, a thirty-five-year-old Raywick farmer named Felix Mattingly shot and killed Marion Bell, forty-four, whose body was found “on the Main Street of Raywick near the Earl Bickett Pool Parlor shortly before 10:00 o’clock Saturday night by a group who rushed from the pool room and a dance that was in progress to see what had happened after they had heard the shot.” At his trial in April, Mattingly would claim self-defense, and a jury would deliberate for fifteen minutes before acquitting him. 

				Slowly Marion County began returning to its brand of normal. By May 18, 1934, the Wathen Distillery began production in a new facility with a capacity of 740 bushels per day and a payroll of $2,000 per week. By midyear, something of a final act of Prohibition occurred with the death of John Dillinger. As reported by the Lebanon Enterprise on July 27: 

				
 

				BANDIT CAREER

				IS CONCLUDED

				––––

				Last Rites For John Dillinger

				Slain Super-Criminal,

				Held Wednesday.

				––––

				Tip-Off Denied By Girl

				––––
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