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INTRODUCTION

Folklore is not the “falsehood of history,” as it has been defined by a few academic professors and others in earlier times. In fact, it comprises the history of 99.99 percent of the world’s population because it focuses on local culture, on people’s lives and times, both past and present, as they are actually lived. As I indicated in my Tales of Tennessee Lawyers, “The same assertion is likewise true of oral history, which is both the method by which verbal information about the past and/or present is collected and recorded, and the body of knowledge that exists only in people’s memories, which will be lost when they and other members of their generation have died. The body of knowledge about the past that is conveyed through oral history is different from the information typically contained in formal written documents. . . . Thus, orally communicated history can supplement written records by filling in the gaps in formal documents or providing an insider’s perspective on momentous events.”1 As a folklorist and oral historian, I know that people everywhere build their lives in accordance with beliefs, customs, practices, and frequently heard stories. Much meaningful history can be written only after oral traditional accounts are adequately researched and documented, in much the same manner as formal sources. Oral history is becoming increasingly useful in conducting research on specific topics, especially those that focus on local life and culture. Thanks to books like this, a meaningful history of sheriffs and the culprits they apprehend is made available to professional, academic, and lay readers.

There are a few early published sources relative to certain facets of the history of Kentucky sheriffs. The first one I located is on file at the Kentucky Library, Western Kentucky University. It was compiled and published in Lexington by John Bradford in 1800. In the section relative to sheriffs it states: “Sheriffs shall be hereafter appointed in the following manner:—When the time of a sheriff for any county may be about to expire, the county court for the same . . . shall in the months of September, October, or November next preceding thereto, recommend to the governor two proper persons to fill the office, who are then justices of the county court; and who shall in such recommendation pay a just regard to seniority in office and a regular rotation. One of the persons so recommended shall be commissioned by the governor, and shall hold his office for two years if he so long behave well, and until a successor be duly qualified. . . . Every person accepting a sheriff’s commission, shall in his county, enter into two bonds, with good and sufficient securities, payable to the governor for the time being.”2 Bradford’s book goes on to describe the responsibilities of pioneer sheriffs.

Richard H. Stanton’s book, published in 1871, offers practical advice to sheriffs, jailers, and coroners in Kentucky in brief sections within chapters, such as: “Who is eligible to the office,” “How elected,” “Term of office,” “Elections, how contested,” “Office, how vacated,” “Sheriff’s identification,” “Sheriff’s duties,” “Place of birth and residence,” “Executions,” “Monetary responsibilities,” “Sheriff’s duties in regards to elections,” “Arrests,” “Bail,” and “Conveying prisoners to county jail or penitentiary.”3

When my books Tales from Kentucky Lawyers (2003), Tales from Kentucky Doctors (2008), and Tales from Kentucky Funeral Homes (2009), all published by the University Press of Kentucky, were in print, I felt it was time to begin a book project focusing on Kentucky sheriffs. Many people in the academic and public sector felt the same way, so they suggested that I interview sheriffs and former sheriffs throughout Kentucky. I contacted these law enforcement officers by telephone and e-mail, and many expressed a willingness to participate. I also attended portions of the annual statewide meeting of Kentucky sheriffs held September 14–18, 2009, in Bowling Green. I explained to potential interviewees that my academic interest lies in preserving the legacy of local life and times, and they became interested in contributing to the preservation of the history of their profession.

I did not attempt to shape the interviews, and thus the book, along lines of age, gender, or geographic location, although I did hope to focus on sheriffs and former sheriffs who were middle-aged or older and had served for several terms (such as Peanuts Gaines, twenty-eight years and still active, and Fuzzy Keesee, thirty-six years and still active), with the rationale that they would have a greater reservoir of memories from which to draw. To my pleasure, however, the younger sheriffs I interviewed also shared some great stories. Regardless of the counties in which they served, each of them had a wonderful diversity of stories to share reflecting the varying social and economic backgrounds fostered by local communities, families, and individuals.

The sheriffs and former sheriffs I interviewed for this book are as follows: Wayne Agent (Crittenden County), Mike Armstrong (Shelby County), Larry L. Bennett (Russell County), Patrick Boggs (Mason County), Charles L. Boston (Wayne County), Keith Cain (Daviess County), Joseph Conn (former sheriff of Wayne County), James Ralph Curry (Adair County), Qulin K. Escue (former sheriff of Grayson County), Jerry “Peanuts” Gaines (Warren County), Jerry “Slick” Gee (Monroe County), LeeRoy Hardin (former sheriff of Boyle County), Boston B. Hensley Jr. (Hart County), Barney Jones (former sheriff of Barren County), Charles E. “Fuzzy” Keesee (Pike County), Charles Lee “Chuck” Korzenborn (Kenton County), William D. Lewis (Lewis County), Glynn Mann (former sheriff of Clinton County), Carl E. Meece (former sheriff of Casey County), Kenneth Lee Morris (former sheriff of Butler County), James Pruitt (Cumberland County), Danny Rogers (Powell County), John E. Shipp (Taylor County), John “Tuffy” Snedegar (Bath County), W. D. “Billy” Stokes (Todd County), Harold E. Tingle (former sheriff of Shelby County), Danny R. Webb (Letcher County), William D. Witten (Johnson County), and Wayne “Tiny” Wright (Woodford County).

The stories included in this book fall within ten categories, all of which were chosen on the basis of the oral accounts provided by the sheriffs interviewed: the sheriffs’ election to office, the behavior of people when arrested, mentally deprived people, law enforcement humor, illegal drugs, sheriffs’ major problems and significant accomplishments, mistakes, stories about other sheriffs, dangerous or fatal events, and colleagues. The number of stories in each category ranges from few to many. Stories relating to arrested people’s behavior, making and selling illegal products, and dangerous or fatal occurrences are the most numerous, thus providing evidence of the vital service sheriffs and other law enforcement personnel perform.

To gather the stories for this book I interviewed numerous sheriffs and former sheriffs. Before sitting down with them to record their stories, I mailed each potential storyteller a page of suggested topics. Approximately one week later I called or e-mailed the interviewees, asking for a convenient date and time for me to drive to their locale to meet with them. My invariable first question was phrased like this: “Tell me why you decided to run for sheriff, then describe your efforts in seeking election for your first term.” After their response to that question, I simply asked them to begin telling stories, choosing any topic that brought a story to their mind. Most of these sessions took from forty-five minutes to one and a half hours.

After each interview session I transcribed the contents of each cassette tape—typically a tedious task, as it takes approximately eight hours to transcribe one hour of tape. Transcription is notoriously subject to error, as sometimes the words spoken by the narrator are not clear. To ensure accuracy I sent a copy of each story to its narrator, asking him to proofread each account and make corrections, additions, and deletions as needed. Thus the stories herein are verbatim accounts provided by the narrators.

It is regrettable that no female sheriffs are represented in the book, but women sheriffs have been few in number across the years in Kentucky. Kathy Witt presently serves in Fayette County. The first woman in Kentucky to serve as a county sheriff was Lois Cole Roach, who was appointed on March 11, 1922, to the position by the county judge of Graves County after the untimely death of her husband, Sheriff John T. Roach. She was twenty-six years old. In the next general election, in the fall of 1923, Mrs. Roach ran against two other candidates for the two remaining years of the four-year term, winning the election by a majority vote of more than the other candidates’ votes combined. She was a successful, devoted sheriff, serving with the aid of five deputies.4

Another interesting account relative to female sheriffs in Kentucky focuses on Pearl (Carter) Pace, native of Monroe County, Kentucky, and sister of U.S. senator Dr. Tim Lee Carter. In 1937 she became the first woman in Kentucky to be elected to a four-year term as sheriff, replacing her husband, Stanley Pace, who could not legally succeed himself as sheriff. Pearl came to be known as “Pistol-Packin’ Pearl.” After her tenure as sheriff she served on numerous state and national committees. She was active in the presidential election campaign of Dwight D. Eisenhower in 1952. In December 1953 President Eisenhower appointed her to the War Claims Commission, of which she became chair in December 1959, thereby becoming the second-highest-ranking woman in the Eisenhower administration. She resigned in early 1961 when John F. Kennedy became president. Pearl died January 14, 1970, at age seventy-four.5

While the bulk of information provided by sheriffs and former sheriffs is given in story format, many of these public service officers also talked about the way things were in earlier times relative to the way they are today. Many of these storytellers dislike the focus of the sheriff’s job in present times, as they feel they have lost one of the aspects that made their jobs so worthwhile: personal contact with the members of the community they serve. The words of Lewis County sheriff William D. Lewis are insightful in reference to the way things are today:

Law enforcement must seek a different paradigm to be effective. To become really effective, law enforcement must customize their services and retrain personnel to provide individual services, rather than one-size-fits-all. The greatest reward as being sheriff is having the freedom to make decisions to serve all citizens. I can do anything I want to, as long as it is [within] the parameters of the law. I will walk right up to the gray line, may even touch it, but will never step over it. The only boss I have are the voters of Lewis County.

There are many activities I have initiated that take care of the public free of charge. For example:

1. I implemented a program of delivering prescription medication to elderly and disabled shut-ins that have no way, or difficulty, traveling to their pharmacy. The program works very simply by the person calling their pharmacy for the medication and method of payment (we do not handle money). Either the pharmacy or the individual contacts my office for delivery. There is no cost to my office because I have deputies on patrol anyway, and we pick up the medication and deliver it.

2. I purchased lockout kits for every officer. We unlock citizens’ vehicles free of charge. Many times groceries, children, etc. are locked in vehicles. You name it, we’ve done it. . . . This is a great service to the public.

3. During inclement weather we transport items to the elderly, disabled, needy, or anyone that needs help. We’ve transported kerosene, firewood, groceries, medicine, and many other items to help people during these tough times.

4. I realize that you must have some organizational structure and some very broad policies, such as to go forward and do good. My experience has been that rigid policies are no good, and that thinking is good.

5. The position of sheriff is the only true grassroots law enforcement agency in the United States.

I want to express my admiration of and gratitude to the sheriffs and former sheriffs across Kentucky who took time from their job—one of the busiest of public sector jobs—to share their memorable stories of their years of public service. I have always known that the position of sheriff was important, but after interviewing these law enforcement heroes, I now truly appreciate their devotion to serving law-abiding local people and making staunch efforts to straighten up the lives of miscreants within their communities. All I want to say to the latter is: make your apologies as needed, get your problems sorted out, and reform your lifestyle so as to become a respected member of your community.

Notes

1. Tales from Tennessee Lawyers (Lexington: University Press of Kentucky, 2008), 5.

2. The General Instructor; or, The Office, Duty, and Authority of Justices of the Peace, Sheriffs, Coroners, and Constables, in the State of Kentucky (Lexington: John Bradford, 1800), 162–63.

3. A Practical Treatise for the Use of Sheriffs, Jailors, and Coroners, in the State of Kentucky (Cincinnati: Robert Clark, 1871), 3–5.

4. Personal information provided by former sheriff and high school teacher Lois Roach, when she was seventy-six years old. Information is on file as a vertical file clipping, Kentucky Library, Western Kentucky University, Bowling Green.

5. Biographical information on Mrs. Pace is a vertical file clipping at the Kentucky Library, Western Kentucky University, Bowling Green, initially provided by family members and Ruth Wooten, Burkesville, Kentucky, ca. 1992.


Chapter 1

BECOMING SHERIFF

In this chapter sheriffs explain how and why they made the decision to seek election to office. Some came from law enforcement backgrounds—having previously been deputies, state troopers, and the like—but others did not. Some had never considered such a career but were talked into it by friends and colleagues who believed they would do an excellent job. In one amusing case detailed below, a would-be sheriff’s mom was asked her permission to allow her son to take on the dangerous position.

Many of the accounts below describe how the sheriff’s job description has changed over the years, from a simpler time when training—if it was provided at all—was strictly on the job to today’s more complicated and demanding requirements due to cultural, economic, technological, and other critical changes.

An unchanging theme over time, however, is the sheriffs’ motivation to take on the job; many speak of their desire to serve, to be dedicated, devoted law enforcement officials for the betterment of their community.

SHERIFF PEANUTS

I was nicknamed Peanuts after my daddy. He was a young man when he worked for a Greek whose vocabulary couldn’t say my daddy’s name, which was Emery. He called Daddy Emey. So one day Daddy was eating peanuts, and this fellow nicknamed him Peanuts, and it stuck with him the rest of his life. When my brother came along, he was never a little Peanut, but when I come along I was a little Peanut. And on my daddy’s tombstone is A. E. “Peanuts” Gaines.

I got elected as sheriff in 1977, when Jimmy Carter was president. And he really raised peanuts! So we used the “Peanut” thing all during my campaign. It used to be that you couldn’t campaign within five hundred feet of polls here in Warren County. That means that you can’t pass out cards or any kind of literature. So Mr. Higgins, who owns all these Minit Marts, called me one day and said, “Peanuts, I’ve got an idea for Election Day. I’m going to get you five hundred pounds of peanuts, and you can give them to people and ask them to drop them when going to the polls.” At the time there were about fifty precincts, and five hundred pounds of peanuts in sacks would fill up a pickup truck’s bed, and we took them and gave them to everybody in every precinct, and they would drop them as they went into the polls. They would look down, and there would be the peanuts on the floor. Well, it was about three elections before they caught me doing that!

We’ve used the peanut ever since then. We had a slogan back then that said, “It’s Harvest Time; Pick Peanuts for Sheriff.” Jack Witt painted me a big sign that had a drawing of a peanut man on it, and he wrote on there, “It’s Harvest Time; Pick Peanuts for Sheriff.” These days when I run for reelection, we write on there, “It’s Harvest Time Again; Pick Peanuts for Sheriff.” So we use the Peanut thing all through the campaign and on, and it’s been very successful.

The other day, our new congressman, Brett Guthrie, was talking, and he said he ran into the vice president, Joe Biden. Biden asked Guthrie, “Do you know my buddy Peanuts?”

Brett said, “Yeah, we’ve been friends for about twenty-two years.”

Well, one day last week, Brett was in a reception, and Hillary Clinton came by. He introduced himself, and she said, “Do you know my buddy Peanuts?” Of course, I knew her and Bill Clinton, and I’ve got a picture of all of us hanging here on the wall, where I’ve got a picture of me and many other notables taken across the years.

I got elected as sheriff in May 1977, then served until 1981 until I had to set out. I could not succeed myself as sheriff for four years. Then I came back and won again in 1985, and have been here ever since. So the Peanut thing and Peanut name has carried me on through the years.

When I go to some events, they just put Peanuts on my name tag. If I’m here in the office when the telephone rings, I’ll pick up the telephone and say, “Sheriff’s office.” They’ll say, “Is that you, Peanuts?” [Laughter]

I’ve run for many professional offices and have been elected. In one instance, I ran for board membership of the National Sheriffs’ Association in Honolulu, Hawaii, and was elected. And I’m the first sheriff from Kentucky that was elected as president of the National Sheriffs’ Association, which was a great honor. Sheriff John Aubrey of Louisville is now sergeant at arms, and will serve in this capacity as president in four more years.

I know sheriffs from many states, and they all know me as Peanuts.

Jerry “Peanuts” Gaines, Warren County, July 20, 2009

TAYLOR COUNTY SHERIFF

Back in 1995 I was getting ready to retire from the Kentucky State Police after twenty years of service in that capacity. Initially I had planned to go back to college and get my teacher’s certificate in order to teach school. A few of my old classmates in high school said to me, “John, it wouldn’t be a good idea for you to do that because of the way kids are now. Probably the first day, you would get mad and whip one of them. And if you did, you’d get fired!”

I was thinking about that when the county judge here in Taylor County, Fred Waddle, called and asked me if I’d be interested in having a job as sheriff. I said, “Why?”

He answered by mentioning Sonny Cave, who had been sheriff about a year and a half in a five-year term. He said, “Sonny is going to quit; he doesn’t want to be sheriff anymore.” So he asked me if I would consider it. Well, we talked about it two or three times, and he talked me into it. Little did I know that once I was appointed by him, I would also have to run a special election that year. I had never been in politics, because as a state policeman, we tried to stay out of politics. Well, I was nominated by the Democratic Party and ran against an ex-deputy.

I won the election by a good margin, and fifteen years later I’m still sheriff!

Before I ever thought about being a sheriff, I joined the United States Army and served in that capacity eight years, which was during the Vietnam War.

In 1975 I started as a cadet in order to become a state policeman, and served in that capacity until 1995. I was a road trooper in Elizabethtown, and from there I went to the governor’s mansion and worked as a government security under John Y. Brown and Phyllis George for about three years. After that I went to the Columbia post and worked there until I retired.

Then I became a sheriff!

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

CAMPAIGN IN HART COUNTY

Like any campaign, there’s a lot of things that happen. When people are running against you, they’ll start making up tales that are not true. However, I’d been here so long in police work that the people knew what was true and what was not true.

I was a state trooper for twenty years, retired in 2002, then came to the sheriff’s office after I retired. I was appointed as sheriff October 1, 2005, then ran for election, won, then became sheriff in 2007. It was a usual election, and I won.

Boston B. Hensley Jr., Hart County, July 30, 2009

FUZZY’S CAREER AS SHERIFF

“Fuzzy” is a nickname that was given to me by my father when I was approximately seven or eight years old. The reason for my nickname was that a gentleman lived near us in the community who was known as Fuzzy. He had a lot of bushy hair and a heavy beard, so I was afraid of him! When my mother and father would want me to come into the house if I was out playing, they’d say, “Here comes Fuzzy.” Of course, I’d run to the house.

One morning I was getting ready for school, and I hadn’t combed my hair. My father said, “Son, if you don’t comb your hair this morning, I’m going to call you Fuzzy.” And my nickname was born.

From then on, Fuzzy was the name that stayed with me, and I’ve always been proud of it since so many people can remember a nickname better than a given name. Such a nickname has been an advantage point in my political career.

When I was a young boy our family lived near a magistrate’s office in Belfry, Kentucky. In those days the magistrates had judicial powers, and they tried a lot of misdemeanor cases since they were allowed to do so. You could always find deputy sheriffs and constables hanging around there on Saturdays because they had cases before the magistrates.

There was a young and very short constable who would carry a pistol on each hip, and I was quite frightened by him. When I would see that constable, it would scare me and I would run to the house. Actually, I spent most of my young years afraid of police officers. My brother once convinced me that if I ate a candy bar and threw the wrapper on the ground, the constable will pick me up and arrest me. That was enough to send me home numerous times with my pockets stuffed with candy bar wrappers. When my mother would ask me why I was doing it, I always had a simple reply. I would say, “Well, I’m afraid the constable will arrest me.”

As I grew older my father thought he would like to be sheriff. He ran three, four, or five times, and always come in as close second, but never was elected. Then in 1957 he ran for sheriff here in Pike County and was elected that year as sheriff. He took office January 3, 1958.

At that time I had just exited the military service and moved to Louisville with the intention of going to law school. One night my father called and asked me if I would consider coming back and working for him in the sheriff’s office. Since I hadn’t started law school yet, I thought it would be a good opportunity, so I came back and worked for him. Oftentimes I would do clerical work in the tax department, and also worked on the road as deputy sheriff.

At the end of my father’s term, which expired in 1961, people began to talk to me suggesting that I should run for sheriff. I never gave it a thought early on, but their suggestions made me start thinking that maybe I, too, would like to be sheriff and follow in my father’s footsteps.

Since I did a lot of sheriff’s work anyway at that time, I decided to run for office as sheriff. My father gave me the best piece of advice right before I filed. He said, “Be sure that you use the name Fuzzy,” and I did. Sure enough, it proved to be a great idea.

There were six other candidates running for sheriff, including a former sheriff that my father succeeded. He ran again, because back then sheriffs could not succeed themselves. So I was elected as sheriff of Pike County that year. I thought the primary race was very close because there were so many good people running, and a couple of them had grown up in the Pond Creek area where I also grew up. I knew it would be a tough race, but I believe I won between six to eight hundred votes as a majority.

One of my opponents was a fine businessman, a very fine fellow and very well thought of. I ran as a Democrat, and he ran on the Republican ticket. On election night I really thought he had me beat. They had counted the votes and announced that I had been defeated [by] one hundred votes. But an attorney who was a friend of mine had been keeping tabs on the precinct and knew I had won by a little over a hundred votes. He informed everyone, “No, that’s wrong. I’ve been keeping tabs. Fuzzy has won by a hundred and some votes.”

This was the first year we had voting machines. There had been a minor mistake in tabulating the votes, and I had actually won by 107 votes! Well, the gentleman asked for a recount, and I didn’t blame him since it was such a close vote.

During my first three terms I could not succeed myself, thus over a period of twenty-four years, I served twelve years in and twelve out, being reelected every four years. The next time I ran there were five candidates, and I was fortunate enough to win again. The same fellow I had beaten only by approximately 150 votes before ran again as well. But this time I beat him by about 3,500 votes.

In 1984 a Sheriff’s Succession Bill was passed. The sheriff that was in at that time here in Pike County was in his second term, and he ran for reelection in 1985. I ran my fourth term in 1985 and was elected to take office January 1, 1986. I’ve been in succession since 1986.

One day this fine fellow came to me because he was getting close to running for election. He said, “Fuzzy, I just came in to tell you that I’m going to run for sheriff against you this time, so I want you to give me a few pointers.” Unfortunately, he came in last of the five candidates. Anyway, he’s deceased now and was a fine gentleman.

I’ve been fortunate enough to be serving my ninth term at this time. During those years I have seen many sad things happen to us, but I’ve also seen many, many funny, comical things happen as well.

Charles E. “Fuzzy” Keesee, Pike County, August 7, 2009

FROM DEPUTY TO SHERIFF

How I got started into a law profession is that I did a lot of custom work for people all over this county. In the late 1960s this fellow came to ask me if I would run for deputy sheriff with him running for the sheriff’s office. So I told him, “Yeah.”

So we ran for office, then got beat [by] about three hundred votes. Of course, we were running against the establishment, etc. So that passed on, then I got involved in another race. A neighbor was running for deputy on a ticket, so I went around and helped him campaign, then the county sort of laid dormant for several years. He got beat, but not by many votes.

We had a city policeman in Shelbyville who was not ready to retire, but he decided he wanted to run for sheriff. He came out here to this farm where we are right now, and he asked me if I would run for deputy sheriff with him. I said, “Yeah, I’ll help you part-time.” Actually, it ended up running full-time, but I continued farming and doing this and that. Then he won, but could not succeed himself after the fourth year. His name was Stanley Greenwell. His chief deputy was Tom Lincoln, and Tom asked me if I would stay on with him, and I said, “Yes, I’ll stay.” He was elected, and I was a deputy, and he later ran for president of the Kentucky Sheriffs’ Association. The night he was elected as president, he had a heart attack and passed away. He was truly a good sheriff here in Shelby County, one of the best.

After that I ran as deputy for the next sheriff. Not long after that people got to pestering me, telling me I need to run for sheriff. Well, I got to thinking about it and said, “Well, I’ll probably do it. I’ll just take a shot at it maybe.”

I really hadn’t said I was going to run, and that caused an uproar, so on August 9, 1985, the sheriff fired me. But I just took that with a grain of salt, as I was still farming. But after that happened my blood got to boiling and I said, “Well, I’m going to run for sheriff. I’m going to do that.” So the rest of it is history. I ran and won by a big number of votes, somewhere between a thousand and fourteen hundred votes.

Running for sheriff is political, so I ran as a Democrat and am still a Democrat. I ran for office again the next time, and beat the same fellow again. The next time I ran for sheriff, the Republicans were also running for office, but I beat him too.

I was sheriff for thirteen years, but all total I served for twenty years and seven months in public office.

Harold E. Tingle, Shelby County, August 14, 2009

DREAM COME TRUE

My name is Wayne Wright, but I’m known to everyone as Tiny. I am very fortunate that I am living my dream. Everyone wants to be able to say they are living their dream, and I am. I had always wanted to be the sheriff, and was elected in November 2006 and took office December 1, 2006.

I was appointed to finish the term of the previous sheriff, who retired. At this point in time, I have been in law enforcement for twenty-four years—ten years with the Versailles Police Department and fourteen years with the Woodford County Sheriff’s Office in different capacities.

Wayne “Tiny” Wright, Woodford County, September 15, 2009

SUCCESSFUL OUTCOMES

I was born in the late 1930s in northern Kentucky and raised during the 1940s, ’50s, and ’60s, during a period of time when there was a lot of gambling, prostitution, crooked sheriffs, and other things. My mother was a Quaker, and my dad was a Prussian, so the Quaker part of me knew that something was wrong, and the Prussian wanted to kill somebody about it!

As I was growing up I could see all these activities going on all around me, and I didn’t like it much. But there was a great mentor of mine, who was an honest cop in Ft. Mitchell, Kentucky, and his name was Russell Toole. As a kid I used to ride around with him. He was quite a mentor and had quite a law library. He was very well read. I admired him and thought he was the person to emulate.

I graduated from Beechwood High School in 1956 but didn’t have a lot of money to go away and go to college. However, the University of Kentucky had a northern extension campus at Covington, where students could go at night. I took courses there for two years. After that I had to make up my mind what to do, whether to go to the University of Kentucky at Lexington or just quit.

I was talking to Russell Toole and told him I would be interested in law enforcement. Well, he said, “You don’t want to be a cop around here, so let me introduce you to a special agent in the FBI, whose name is Robert Brooks, and they just started a co-op program.” So, they interviewed me and told me they would send me to Washington, DC, where I would go to school at night, and work as a clerk in the Finger Print Bureau during the day. Then they told me that after I got my degree I would be a special agent.

Well, I hadn’t said anything to my mother or father about this, but the agent came in one night with some papers I had to sign. My parents got all upset because I was going to leave the family business in order to be a cop. So I didn’t do it. Then after forty-five years went by, and I was getting ready to retire, Senator Roeding, whom I had grown up with, and Steve Hensley, chief of police in Ft. Mitchell, said they wanted me to run for sheriff.

Well, a little lightbulb kind of went off in my head, and I had the idea of doing this many years ago, so I said, “Well, I’ll give it a shot.” Just by coincidence, I had been foreman of the grand jury, and when I’d get done signing the indictments I would go into court to see what was going on, and nobody knew me. I’d smell liquor on the bailiff’s breath, and every once in awhile a fight would break out. I guess if it hadn’t been for the local policeman, their criminal element would have just walked out onto the street.

So there were other things I didn’t think were right, so I decided to run for sheriff. Well, I lost my first election by a narrow margin, but I then thought I’d just take this as an opportunity, so I studied sheriffs’ statute books from Chief Hensley as much as I could. When the next election came up, the fellow that I did not beat during my first campaign retired, and they appointed the chief deputy for about three months. So I ran against him and won the 1998 election. I was sworn in January 4, 1999.

Before I was sworn in as sheriff, the local FBI agent got hold of me and asked me if I would get involved in a project with them. The sheriff I beat didn’t like to do things like that with the FBI, so they said. So, that was just exactly what I had in mind, so after becoming sheriff, we formed a Three Unit Task Force, combined with Covington police and the Kenton County jail that assisted us.

We hit persons really hard when they were doing anything illegal on the east side of Covington for about a year. That was very effective, and they gave us an award they give once each year per state. We were the first unit in northern Kentucky to ever receive that award.

So that opened up a lot of doors for me. I’m the point of contact for members of the Secret Service contingency when they come into the greater Cincinnati airport. I have two men who are also sworn as U.S marshals, and one in the DEA, and I am presently in the FBI Joint Terrorism Task Force, and also a member of the U.S. Attorney’s Anti-Terrorism Advisory Council.

I’m really proud of the way the office has moved forward, and we are the third of five sheriff’s offices to be state accredited. The FBI sent me to their Law Enforcement Executive Development Session in 2002, and I graduated from that. They also sent me to the National Sheriffs’ Institute in Longmont, Colorado.

I’ve been keeping up with my studies. I didn’t get finished with going to school in 1958, so I’m still going!! It’s been a very rewarding thing.

Charles Lee “Chuck” Korzenborn, Kenton County, September 17, 2009

TALKED INTO THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE

I worked for the state police for four years and was assigned to Monroe County. I really enjoyed it, and met a lot of fine people while I was there. At that same time I had people in Russell County say to me, “We want you to run for sheriff one of these days.” And I thought, “Well, I wouldn’t get but a few votes.” As time went on, more and more people spoke up and encouraged me to run for sheriff. Finally, they talked me into it.

I filed, won, and am now in my fifth term. I was elected in 1989, took office January 1, 1990. People have really been good to me, so I plan to run for office again.

Larry L. Bennett, Russell County, September 18, 2009

SEVENTEEN YEARS ON THE JOB

Prior to being sheriff, I was magistrate in this district, which is Third District. When being magistrate, we had to approve the sheriff’s budget, and I had access to how much money he was getting, what he used it for, and I just always thought I could do a better job for the people with what money they received. I just wanted to do something for the county, especially for young people. Thus I decided to run for sheriff. That was in 1981 when I ran. I won that election, and won the next four elections afterwards.

Prior to me becoming sheriff, my first tenure as sheriff was when we got the concession amendment passed which allowed us to run for more than one term. We got that amendment passed when I became sheriff and went to Frankfort. After that you could run as many times as you want to, so that’s why I was able to stay in as long as I did. Before that was passed you could set out four years, then run again. But after that I could stay in as sheriff as long as I could be elected.

I wound up staying seventeen years as sheriff. I finally lost the next election, which was in 1999. I don’t think I had done anything wrong; it was just because people want to see what the next guy is going to do. After I lost, I went back to work for the county in the road department. I then run for the judge’s job, but didn’t win. Right now I work for the City of Leitchfield.

Qulin K. Escue, Grayson County, September 22, 2009

DEDICATED SERVICE

To explain the rationale for wanting to become a sheriff, we’ll probably have to go back to my childhood. I was born to two wonderful Christian parents, Laymond and Lottie Cain, both of which—but my dad in particular—instilled in me at an early age a strong desire to serve and give back to the community.

I served four years in the Marine Corps, and again this issue of service continued to be a strong motivation in all that I did. When I left the Marine Corps, I initially went into the family business. My dad was a self-employed truck driver who hauled agricultural lime to the farmers in and around the tristate area here. So I started working for him, and really thought I would take over the family business. However, after being in the Marine Corps and serving in Vietnam, I decided that my dad’s type of work wasn’t well suited for me. Thus I went to looking for something a bit more challenging, and began looking at the possibility of law enforcement as a career. When I came back from Vietnam, I took on a job that, at that time, was called a cross-country chaser (with the USMC). Basically, what we did was work with the military CID locating, apprehending, and transporting AWOL persons back to various military installations. So I had a little bit of experience of law enforcement by virtue of that job. And I enjoyed doing that type work.

When I came back home, I was wanting to do something that was more challenging and more engaged than being a truck driver. Let me make it clear that I’m not trying to lower the value of that profession, as my son is a truck driver. Something that my father taught me was that it doesn’t matter what we choose to do in life, as long as we do it to the best of our ability.

I began to look at the possibility of a career in law enforcement; I was twenty-one years old at that time. I had less than a high school education, as I left high school during my senior year. What I decided to do was to join the Marine Corps, much to the chagrin of my mom and dad. They wanted me to stay in school, but I was seventeen years and thought I had a handle of what was going on, and was the master of my destiny. So I spent four years in the Marine Corps, thirteen months of which were in Vietnam.

Upon coming back home, one of the first things I recognized as needed, and with the assistance of the company commander in the Marine Corps, I obtained my GED. So I came out of the Marine Corps back in 1973. When I thought about getting involved in law enforcement, I took a day off from work and filed my application with the Kentucky State Police, the Owensboro City Police Department, and the Daviess County Sheriff’s Department, all on the same day.

The process was a lot different then than what it is now, as you could do that pretty quickly back then. Well, I decided that the first one of those that chose to hire me, that’s where I would go to work, at least temporarily. The first person to call me was the current sheriff, whose name was Charles “Boots” Norris. He knew my family. He called me and wanted to know if I was still interested in the job. That probably happened within a couple of weeks after I filed the application.

So I went down to his office to be interviewed, and after we got through talking, I walked out the door as a deputy sheriff! It is much different now, as things have changed from a job to a profession. Legislation was passed during Governor Patton’s administration that was called the POPS Standards. That stands for Police Officer’s Professional Standards.

My training as deputy sheriff consisted of Sheriff Boots Norris giving me a gun, a badge, and a used uniform from the lockup downstairs that had belonged to a previous deputy. The pants he gave me were about three inches too short, and I could barely fasten the shirt around me. Well, the next day I was patrolling the streets of Owensboro as a deputy sheriff with the Daviess County Sheriff’s Department. In comparing the way we put people into service today, that’s a scary situation to realize that’s the way we put people on the street back then. But that’s how it was done.

Back then I realized that although training wasn’t required, but I went to training so that I could be well trained for the job. Basically, the first few years of my career I utilized my vacation days to find law enforcement schools and go to those schools myself. I paid tuition out of my own pocket for many of those schools.

A couple of years ago there were some federal funds through the Department of Criminal Justice called the Law Enforcement Assistance Administration. That was a funding mechanism wherein they provided the money for law enforcement officers that wanted to go to college. Well, I was already taking advantage of some of my GI bill, that was helping me pay costs at some of those schools. So for the next eight years I worked as deputy sheriff during the day, then went to school at night at Kentucky Wesleyan College and Western Kentucky University and obtained a bachelor’s degree while working.

After being deputy for a couple of years working uniform patrol, I was assigned to a joint narcotics task force that consisted of law enforcement officers from the sheriff’s office and the Owensboro Police Department. I worked on that task force for six or seven years and the funding for that dried up, so I was reassigned back to general investigation. In that job I worked general criminal investigation in plain clothes.

Thus I spent my entire career in narcotics, general investigation, eventually taking over as chief of the investigative unit, which actually involved only two of us. So I worked exclusively in criminal investigation and narcotics right up until a fellow by the name of John Bouiver was elected as sheriff here in the early eighties. I became his chief deputy and actually worked in a dual capacity in the office, as chief deputy and chief of criminal investigations.

During all that time my primary responsibility and love for my job was generally in the area of investigation. I liked working a case from its inception and initial call, and putting pieces of the puzzle together, and eventually locate, apprehend, and successfully prosecute a guilty party. I began to feel very successful at doing that, and worked in that capacity up to about twelve years ago when Bouiver decided to retire and not run again. By that time I’d been with the department more than twenty-five years, so I decided that I would be a good sheriff.

I filed for the office of sheriff because I knew a little bit about the political system, having worked in it for many years. I wasn’t really engaged in politics, because my job was chasing bad guys. I went ahead and ran for sheriff, and became the first sheriff in the recorded history of Daviess County that ran unopposed in this county in both the primary and general elections. Nobody filed against me, so I considered that an extreme compliment. I won the election handily, but after my first term of service the sheriff that retired decided that he wanted to come back as sheriff. So he ran against me that year, and it was a rather controversial election, but the voters of Daviess County liked what they had seen in me, and I was able to beat him about three to one, which is a pretty handy margin.

In my third election no one filed against me, so I ran unopposed again. At present we are nearing the end of my third term, and I’ll be running again next year. I read one time where a person said, “There can be no victory without battle.” I’m here to tell you, I’ve run elections in both ways, and I can tell you that victory is just as sweet in one as it is in the other, and it’s a whole lot cheaper when you don’t have opposition.

I’ll tell you one thing about an election that keeps an individual humble. There is always a contingent of people out there willing to tell you what you are doing wrong. [Laughter] And just to be honest, I’m not so sure that’s a bad thing, because when we run unopposed repeatedly I think it is good for people to bring to our attention our weaknesses so that we can push ourselves to improve things. I try to keep that in mind when I have opposition.

I’ve had a wonderful career because I’ve been with this department for thirty-six years in April 2010. My department has grown considerably since I started, but a small department has both its pros and cons. In a small department there is not as significant a chance for advancement as in large departments, but you have a more familylike atmosphere, and people get to know each other on a by-name basis, which I think is important. Too, it’s imperative that we are able to establish rapport with the community we serve as an entity they can trust, place their confidence in, and that they know will be there when help is needed. I take that charge very seriously, and I like to think that’s why I ran for sheriff without opposition.

Although I’ve had opportunities to go to other agencies, such as United States Marshal Service, United States Secret Service, and I was approached numerous times requesting my application for the FBI, and I also passed up a job with the North Carolina Bureau of Investigation. A number of years ago I was offered a lateral move over to the Owensboro City Police Department as a ranking supervisor in their detective bureau, but I passed it and all those other jobs up. I turned all of those job offers down because I really believed God had a place for Keith Cain, and I think it’s right here at this sheriff’s desk. My job has been good to me, it’s been a great career. One time I heard somebody say, “Anybody can make a living, but few people can make a difference.” So it’s much more than just a paycheck; it’s about making a positive difference in the lives of the people whom we serve.

In terms of my future as a sheriff, I don’t plan to continue for as long as I can be reelected. As I have already said, I got my bachelor’s degree in about eight years, and then I was very fortunate back in 1989 to attend the National FBI Academy in Quantico, Virginia. It’s very difficult to get in that, and I was very honored to be accepted by the academy back in 1989. So I went to the National FBI Academy for three months, and by virtue of having done so, when I left there I had somewhere between six to nine hours of college credit with the University of Virginia. When I came back to Owensboro, I thought about already having those hours toward a master’s degree, so I said to myself, “It’s a shame to waste those credit hours.” Thus I went back to night school, and after four more years I graduated with a master’s degree in criminal justice from Kentucky Wesleyan College. Since I now have a master’s degree, that’s not bad for a high school dropout.

Along about that time, I began thinking there was something else I could give back to law enforcement, and that I’m not going to be around here forever. I believe very strongly that for those of us that have been in this profession for an extended period of time, is important to train others to take our place. Every one of those men and women that work for me should be provided with the training, the opportunity, and the resources to where they could advance in the law enforcement field, whether it’s in this office or somewhere else. So I began to teach classes in law enforcement, and for about the past twenty years I’ve taught in the law enforcement curriculum in Owensboro Community and Technical College. I also do a lot of instruction for the Kentucky State Police, the Owensboro City Police Department, and a host of law enforcement agencies throughout the country. Teaching law enforcement is probably my second love. I’m a practitioner first, but I love to pass that knowledge along to others. A lot of my students across the years are now in various types of service in law enforcement agencies throughout this country.

One of my law enforcement students graduated and went on to work for the Kentucky State Police for about five years. After that he went on to work for the FBI, and is now serving as an FBI agent down in Austin, Texas. To this day he calls me when he is working cases to ask me my advice on them. To me that is a tremendous honor.

Like everyone, I want to leave a legacy. The first is that I want people to remember me as a good Christian individual. And my second preference is to be remembered as a dedicated, devoted law enforcement officer who was a public servant, and also to be remembered as a teacher and mentor. Those are [the] kind of adjectives I want people to use when I leave here to go to be with the good Lord.

Let me also say that if there are any credits to be given to me for the accomplishments that I’ve made in life and in this profession, much of that credit goes to my father, Laymond Cain, who was my lifetime mentor. He always said to me, “If you’re going to do something, give it 150 percent of your effort. Don’t be marginal in anything you do.” My mother also was very precious. So, to use the old traditional adage, “When you leave this life, it’s not what you take with you, it’s what you leave behind.”

Keith Cain, Daviess County, October 1, 2009

BUTLER COUNTY SHERIFF

I was a deputy sheriff from 1976 to 1979, got out of law enforcement for awhile, then ran for and was elected magistrate of the Fifth District in Butler County in 1986. I had it in the back of mind to run for sheriff someday, and several people approached me and asked me if I would consider running. So I decided to run, and ran against an incumbent. It was a close race, but I won that pretty close vote.

Butler County is a Republican county, but both of us ran as Republicans. I won, but I had a Democrat opponent that fall. However, I won that race also. That was in 1989, but I took office in January1990. My subsequent terms were all back-to-back due to the law passed by the state legislature in 1984. I had an opponent every time, but after my first race I never had a close race after that. For the second race I had two opponents, and I almost doubled the vote on them.

The first sheriff I worked for was Wallace Dockery, who was a real nice guy and had a lot of common sense. He always told me, “Now, if you do your job you will make some people mad, but if you don’t do your job the right way, you won’t get reelected either.” Anyway, I went on and served as sheriff for seventeen years.

We had one odd year during that time. The state legislature was looking at a way to save money, so they were trying to get it so we’d have a cycle every four years in which there would not be an election in the state of Kentucky. They said that would save the counties, plus the state, a lot of money. As a result of that the governor, sheriffs, and all local officials had to change that to a five-year term for that one time only.

I served as sheriff from 1990 through December 31, 2006. I decided to leave the sheriff’s office for two or three reasons. One was I was not receiving enough funding, and did not have enough help. At that time they’d cut me back to two deputies. Second, I was working too many hours, and was not as young as I used to be. Third, I hardly got any vacations and still worked a lot of hours, thus was on call all the time due to the lack of deputies.

I did run for judge, but failed to win that election.

Kenneth Lee Morris, Butler County, October 11, 2009

SHELBY COUNTY SHERIFF

My father worked in this office back in the late 1960s and early 1970s. I reckon that as a child the size I was back then, you always look up to your father. But being in the type of law enforcement he was in, I always had in the back of my mind that was something I wanted to do. However, during my school years in Shelbyville and my years at the University of Kentucky, I never seemed to get myself in this position. Well, in 1989, I was asked to be a part of a campaign for which another sheriff was running. We were very fortunate—got elected and did very well. I was very fortunate in that I was able to become chief deputy in January 1990. Actually, I was the second man in charge. Back at that time there were only six of us working here as deputies, and the sheriff.

Back in those days you worked maybe sixty to eighty hours per week, but you only got paid for forty. That went on for several years, and probably wasn’t the best thing for my finances, but I really loved what I did. You can just say that we fell in line with everything, and moved right along. So, when I had the opportunity to run for sheriff, there was no doubt about my running.

When I ran for sheriff there were a lot more than six employees here. I was still the chief deputy, and everybody knew that I was running for sheriff. To me, that was one of the better days of my life, other than my family. I was fortunate to have won that election for sheriff in November 2002, and took office in January 2003. So that’s the way I got started in being a sheriff, and doing the best job possible in this position.

I ran for reelection four years ago, and was fortunate enough not to have any opposition. That is not typical for those who are running for some sort of public office.

I was thirty-two years old when I started to work in this capacity. Once we got going, we moved on. I’m sure we haven’t pleased some people, but I’m also sure there are lots of people pleased with the way we have done things.

Mike Armstrong, Shelby County, November 6, 2009

CASEY COUNTY SHERIFF

On Thanksgiving Day, November 1968, my mother was killed by a drunk driver. After that happened I ran and was elected as constable in 1969. After I had been constable for three or four months, the sheriff asked me to work full-time as deputy for the sheriff’s department. After serving four years as deputy, I ran for sheriff as a replacement for Sheriff Overstreet, who couldn’t run again for sheriff at that point in time. I won the race and received the biggest majority of votes that anyone had ever received in becoming a sheriff.

I worked very hard in my job as sheriff, doing the best I could. I worked endless hours because there wasn’t such a thing as a forty-hour shift, or an eighty-hour shift. I had only one road deputy, and I think Casey County has 368 square miles all total. We were devoted to doing the best work possible for county residents.

I retired as sheriff in January 1994.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

WORKING FOR THE PEOPLE

Before I became sheriff here in Bath County, I ran dozer equipment and farmed. I owned my own dozer equipment, a backhoe. Later on I became a city police officer and served in that capacity for almost thirteen years. I enjoyed working for the people back then, and I still do. I told my wife what I wanted to do, and she said, “Well, do whatever you want to do, but I wouldn’t want you to. It’s dangerous.” [Laughter]

I like to be around people all the time, and I like doing them favors. That’s why I ran for sheriff. I was appointed as sheriff two years ago, then in 2008 I ran for sheriff and won the election.

I have only one deputy, but another that is part-time. When I go out on a call sometimes I don’t get back home until about twenty hours later.

Here in Bath County constables don’t get paid. If they did, they could serve papers and do things like that. So when I get way behind things that need to be done, I help to serve papers in order to get caught up.

John “Tuffy” Snedegar, Bath County, December 11, 2009

BARREN COUNTY SHERIFF

I was born on a farm, grew up on a farm, and worked in an industry for ten years. I always enjoyed a farm life, but at the same time I felt like I wanted to do some type of public service. Thus, being a sheriff would be a respected decision, especially from a law enforcement category. I wanted to get into that type work, so I worked as a deputy sheriff for four years in Barren County, 1984–1988.

The existing sheriff at that time decided he wasn’t going to run for sheriff again, so I ran for sheriff in 1989, was elected in November 1989, then took over as sheriff on January 1, 1990. I was successful in four campaigns, one of which was a five-year term, so I wound up being sheriff for a total of seventeen years. I chose to not run again in 2006, so one of my deputies ran for sheriff, was elected, and took over the office in 2007.

I have been retired since then, and have missed being involved in public service, and this sort of thing. I’ve had considerable encouragement to run for county judge executive, and am presently running for that office, which will be voted on in 2010. If that works out, I will take office January 1, 2011.

Barney Jones, Barren County, December 21, 2009

CAREER IN LAW ENFORCEMENT

Right before I got into the sheriff’s office, I had worked in construction for a telephone company and doing things such as setting telephone poles, burying telephone lines, etc. My mother-in-law got a job as a clerk here in Junction City, and they needed a police officer. So she asked me to come down here to be a police officer, and that was back in 1987. Well, just for a joke, I went down there just to see what would happen. After I went down there and applied, they had a council meeting just two or three days later. Lo and behold, they hired me that night as a police officer! I had no training, so I didn’t know anything about the law. So when they hired me, they didn’t send me to school but put me in a cruiser three days later and I rode around one night with the chief, and then turned me loose.

So there I was out there doing on-the-job training, and had an injury wreck. Of course, we have all these numbers, such as 1046 (injury accident), 1045 (noninjury accident). Well, when they gave me a 1046, it was just right down the road here from my present store. I took off down there, worked it by myself, but didn’t have a clue what I was doing. However, I actually did work it by myself. That was probably the best training I ever had before I went to the academy at Eastern Kentucky University in Richmond. I was scared to death, but back then it was okay to do something like that. Right now you couldn’t do that, no way, no how. But I went on like that without training for about eighteen months before I went through the academy in 1989.

After I spent ten weeks in the academy I worked over here as deputy until January 16, 1990. The older sheriff didn’t run again, but one of his deputies, Carl Luttrell, who had been deputy since 1971, ran for office. He was elected, as nobody ran against him. Soon after that he had a guy to quit in order to be employed as bailiff. So Carl came and asked me if I wanted a job in his office. I told him yes, so I went to work for the sheriff’s office, January 16, 1990, as a deputy. I worked there for thirteen years, and he stepped down and didn’t run again. So he appointed me to fill out a little bit of his term.

When I was appointed we had a little controversy in the office. I had guys that were above me who wanted to run for the sheriff’s office, but they didn’t want to keep me and two or three other guys. They called in one guy and he said, “Well, I’m going to run; are you with me?”

This guy said, “Well, what about LeeRoy, and what about these other guys?”

He said, “Well, we don’t want them. We’re just going to run, and we’d like to have you on board.”

Well, actually, I hadn’t made up my mind yet whether or not to run for office. I didn’t know if I could win it or not. So he looked at the deputy that was on the inside, and said, “Well, if LeeRoy runs, I’ll beat him, because I ain’t worried about LeeRoy.”

When he come out and told me that, I decided right then to run for office, so I went straight across the hall and gave them $50 in order to file and run for sheriff.

There were about five of us in the race in 2002, but fortunately I won the primary, then went on and was elected during fall 2003. Actually, we won the election pretty good. I was a nervous wreck the first time I ran, and actually spent about $15,000 to run, and didn’t know if I would win or not. Well, when the primary votes were counted, I had thirty-two hundred votes, and the next guy had nine hundred votes. Another guy had six hundred, and the other guy that didn’t want to keep me got only five hundred votes, as did another deputy.

I ran two terms successfully, and won them with a pretty good margin. But I stepped down January 1, 2010, as things became too political for me. I’m not a politician, but I am a people person. I like working for the people, and that’s who I worked for. What’s wrong with the country right now is that if you elect these certain persons into office, they think that everything in there belongs to them, but it doesn’t. The way I see it, everything in the office belongs to the people out there, so I decided to not put up with the stress that is involved now. I stepped out of the office January 1, 2010. People are trying to get me to run again, but I am not going to do it.

LeeRoy Hardin, Boyle County, January 11, 2010

ADAIR COUNTY SHERIFF

Back in 1985, John Ballou and Bobby Willis came to me and asked me if I would be interested in running with them for the Adair County sheriff’s office. At that time I worked for a Charter Market owned by Super Test Oil Company and was there for about thirteen years. I then bought a country grocery store here in Adair County on Clay Ridge where I lived.

John and Bobby came out there one day and wanted to know if I would run for deputy with them. I told them to give me about three days to make up my mind. I did, as I had always thought I might want to get into law enforcement. That was in January 1985, when I was thirty-nine years old. I turned forty on March 3. I told them I would run. We did win the election. Ballou had two opponents in the primary and one in the general election, and we won both races. I served as deputy under him for four years, and then Bobby Willis ran for sheriff, and he won. I served four years under him as a deputy, and then I ran for sheriff in 1993.

I was elected, and was forty-nine years old at the time. My service began in January 1994. I stayed in office for seventeen years, but then decided not to seek reelection. We were short on help then, as I had only two or three deputies. So things were pretty hard on me. I was working anywhere from twelve to fifteen hours a day, so I decided I was just going to quit. Well, I let some people talk me into signing up to run again, and I did. I lost that race to a Republican opponent, and I am a Republican. Adair County hadn’t had a Democrat sheriff for about fifty years, so I guess my opponent thought he had it won since he had beat me. Well, the Democrat opponent came in and beat him in the general election, and served as sheriff for four years.

I left the sheriff’s office in 2002 and went home, but decided to run again in 2006. I beat both of the same guys. One was sheriff at that time, and he was the one that beat me. So I took office again in 2007, but I plan on retiring at the end of this term in 2010.

All total, I will have served thirteen years as sheriff, and eight years as deputy, for a total of twenty-one years.

I must say that I have enjoyed it, but have had times when I wished I wasn’t sheriff. However, most of the time I did enjoy working with people, and we’ve done a lot of drug busts.

James Ralph Curry, Adair County, January 11, 2010

INDIVIDUAL INITIATIVE

Prior to becoming sheriff of Lewis County in January 1999, my law enforcement background was twenty-five years with the Kentucky State Police, a highly structured organization. There is a policy for almost every activity conducted by the KSP. Due to these policies, the public receives basically a standard product of law enforcement. Such rigid policies restrict common sense and initiative of the individual officer. When policies require an officer not to think on his own and tell him/her to only go from Point A to Point B and to Point C, it is counterproductive. The complex field of law enforcement requires today’s officer to think much differently so as to provide custom-made services to the public. Officers should make decisions on their own to solve the problem presented to them, rather than relying on rigid policies. The officer should have the authority to go from Point A to Point C to Point Z—whatever it takes, within legal parameters.

William D. Lewis, Lewis County, January 13, 2010

CLINTON COUNTY SHERIFF

When I decided to run for sheriff, I was retired as city mail carrier. In doing the mail deliveries, I walked up to thirteen miles each day for ten or twelve years, then was finally able to get a Jeep. When I retired from mail service after thirty years and twenty-eight days, my cohorts started begging me to run for sheriff. Ira Lee Dicken, who was a mail carrier but is deceased, asked me on and on and on, but I wasn’t thinking about running for sheriff because I was retired, and I had also been in the wrecking business/junk business and I was going to work on that. But they kept on and on, so I decided I would file.

When I filed I started campaigning, and I had little catchy phrases like “For you and your county, so think about it. If your child was out at night and didn’t show up by 3:00 a.m., what would you do?” Then I said, “Call Glynn Mann; think about it.”

I had little mottos like that. My campaign just went on from there, and the former sheriff had passed away, and J. T. Butler was running in his place. I didn’t know whether or not I would win because he got a lot of sympathy votes, but I won the race and started serving as sheriff in January 1989.

I enjoyed being sheriff a whole lot of the time, but it got pretty dangerous. I hadn’t been in there but a very short time until we had three killings, and a young fellow was killed in an accident out on Highway 90, and I had a lot of other problems when I first went into the sheriff’s office, and our chief of police got run over and killed.

Glynn Mann, Clinton County, February 8, 2010

MOM’S PERMISSION SOLICITED

My first campaign to be elected as sheriff took place several years ago. I was a deputy to start with, but I don’t even recall why I became a deputy. There was an old gentleman by the name of Hershel Henninger who was hunting a deputy. Well, I was home one day and he came by and asked me if I would be interested. I said, “Well, I don’t know, I never have thought about it.” And I really hadn’t thought about that.

He and I talked awhile, and I think I asked my wife if I could serve as deputy. Anyway, we both decided I could, but Henninger decided he’d have to ask my mother before he’d let me come to work as a deputy. Well, after we talked, he left and went to my mother’s house and talked with her. Evidently, she told him that I could, so he came back and hired me as a deputy sheriff. That was in 1975.

Hershel Henninger had been a state policeman and retired, then he was elected as sheriff, so that’s how I became interested in being a deputy and sheriff. He and my mom were relatives. Anyway, you didn’t have to go to school, so I didn’t know anything about the law. Well, after his term was over he asked me to run. So I ran for sheriff but was defeated. I ran for jailer and magistrate, but was never really interested in winning a race, because the drugs and things were so bad. However, I quit work for one year and spent my time campaigning to be elected as sheriff, and I was elected as a Democrat in a Republican county.

Charles L. Boston, Wayne County, February 13, 2010

FROM STATE TROOPER TO SHERIFF

When I came home from Vietnam I applied for the Kentucky State Police, and I was accepted as a trooper in late 1971, then graduated from the Kentucky State Police Academy in Frankfort, January 1972. After completing my academy training, they sent me to the Hazard Post, which is my home area. The Hazard Post includes Perry, Knott, Letcher, Breathitt, and Leslie counties. At the Hazard Post they didn’t want to send me back to Letcher County because that was where I was from and I knew everybody. That makes it hard on a police officer trying to deal with people we were raised with. So they sent me to Knott County, where I served as a trooper. It took awhile before they accepted me as a police officer because there were two older state troopers there, and here comes this young trooper to also serve in there!

My training officer at the academy worked with me for about three weeks, then told the captain that I was ready to go. It took me awhile before the people accepted me. They’d call the jailer to report crimes, because they didn’t want to make long-distance calls to Perry County. At the jail they had a radio and used it to call the trooper. Sometimes when I was working they’d call and say, “Is Trooper Turner working?”

They’d say, “No, but Trooper Webb is.”

The caller would then say, “Na-a-ah,” then hang up. [Laughter]

It took awhile before they would even let me come and work their cases. In the late 1980s we had several big murder cases, one of which prompted the book Dark and Bloody Ground to be written by Darcy O’Brian. It is based on the murder of Dr. Acker’s daughter in 1985. She was home from college, and these guys who posed as FBI agents got in the house and killed her, and thought they also killed the doctor, then ran away with almost $2 million that he had locked in a safe. I served as detective-lieutenant in charge of the operation.

I served thirty years as a state trooper, 1971–2001, and served in various important capacities during those years. I retired in October 2001, and the sheriff’s filing date for the 2003 term began the next day. After I filed for sheriff I’d tell everybody that after I retired from the state police, my IQ shot up to two hundred and I decided I wanted to be sheriff!

I began running for sheriff on qualifications that I had been a state police officer for thirty years, six years of which I had served as captain. I attended Eastern Kentucky State University and received a BS degree in police administration. When I began campaigning for election as sheriff, on the first day I went out the first thing I’d hear from people was “You can’t win the sheriff’s race because you’re a trooper.” Believe it or not, every state trooper that had ever run for sheriff before I did got beat. I’d go back home and tell my wife, “They’re using against me what I thought I could look forward to.”

I knew a lot of people due to my career, so I just got in my pickup truck and started going around from door to door. I’d go to every event I could so as to talk to people. I think that after they got to know me, they’d think, “Well, he’s not just a state trooper, he’s really a person—a person that cares about what goes on in this county.”

So I won by a pretty good margin, and then won for my second term. I’m now in the fourth year of my second term, and I’m currently running for sheriff again.

Danny R. Webb, Letcher County, February 27, 2010

CAMPAIGNING IN MONROE COUNTY

When I was in the first grade in school, a good friend of mine was Max Anderson, and when I put crème oil in my hair, my hair was so greasy he started calling me Slick, and every since then I have always been called Slick.

After I grew up, I really decided to run for sheriff based on my previous twenty-four years of experience as a Tompkinsville police officer, then I served as assistant commonwealth detective under commonwealth attorney Fred Capps, who was murdered a few years ago. So in 1998 I decided it was my time to be elected as sheriff. I ran on the basis that I was honest and served the people of Monroe County regardless of race. I filed in November 1997, then began campaigning during the main primary in 1998. So my wife and I started going together from door to door. She’s a schoolteacher, so when she had time she’d go with me, and we went about every night except Sundays. We tried to cover all portions of the county, going from door to door, meeting and talking with the people, explaining what my intentions were in being sheriff. I always told people I wanted to try to do something about our drug problems, update the sheriff’s department, add more deputies on the streets to do more patrolling.

I covered the county pretty good while campaigning for the May primary. We went to every kind of monthly and yearly group activities, including benefits, anywhere in the county. Actually, I ran against seven people, and I won. I ran against eighteen people in three primaries, and I have not been beat. I ran against two independent contestants and got three thousand votes. The closest one to me was the chief of police at that time, and he got seventeen hundred votes, while the second one got about five hundred votes. I firmly believe that my interest in serving countywide residents is what got me elected for three terms.

I didn’t go door-to-door campaigning for my second term. I just mainly began hitting high places, such as going to all the big events we have here in Monroe County, including all the high schools’ and middle schools’ social and sports events. . . .

This is my thirty-sixth year in law enforcement, so I am retiring December 31, 2010.

Jerry “Slick” Gee, Monroe County, March 18, 2010

DANGEROUS CAMPAIGNING

There were several reasons why I wanted to run for sheriff. Of course, Stanton is a small town, but being sheriff is good pay. The county has a good retirement plan, but another good reason as to why I ran for sheriff is that I wanted to see if I could help improve the communities here in Powell County.

When I started campaigning that gave me a good chance to get out and meet the people. While doing that, I actually ran into people I was related to but didn’t really know it. People on my mother’s side were actually living here, but I didn’t know it. You get out and meet everybody, and you talk to a lot of people. Well, sometimes you’ll have good days and sometimes bad days, when you are campaigning. But campaigning was very interesting. I’m not a political person, so I just try to treat everybody like I want to be treated.

I won my first campaign, and that was the first time I ever ran for anything. Actually, I thought I wouldn’t win, but I was elected and was kind of surprised that I did win. Actually, I won the race by a pretty good margin, and have been sheriff since January 2007. Before that I was a police officer for seventeen years.

I vividly remember one event that happened while I was out campaigning. I went to a dead-end road, and there was a trailer setting up there. I went to the front door and knocked on the door, and suddenly dogs started barking, barking, and barking. So this guy comes to the door and opened it by cracking it open about one inch. I told him who I was and that I was running for the sheriff’s office, and that if he could help me I would appreciate it. He said, “Okay,” then took my card. Well, those dogs were just barking and raising Cain.

I thanked him, then said, “I’ll see you later, and have a good day.” Then I began walking back to my pickup truck. Well, those dogs had never stopped barking. They just kept on barking. All of a sudden I heard dogs barking out behind that man’s trailer, then I looked back and here comes a dog from behind that trailer and was running after me. So I took off running and just barely got into the back of my pickup truck to keep that dog from biting me. I don’t know whether he let the dog out on purpose, or if it just got out to chase me.

People here in this Democratic county know that I’m a Republican, but they tell me they vote for the person, not the political party. Of course, I’m not political; I’m just here to do my job.

Danny Rogers, Powell County, March 27, 2010


Chapter 2

ARRESTED PEOPLE’S BEHAVIOR

Perhaps one of the most dangerous aspects of a sheriff’s job involves apprehending suspects and taking them into custody. As the stories in this chapter show, the behavior of people being arrested is unpredictable. Escape attempts are common; herein we read of officers’ attempts to overtake fleeing offenders, both in vehicles and on foot. Descriptions of foot chases are often interestingly indicative of backcountry life and times, as in these stories sheriffs, deputies, and even FBI agents pursue runaways through the woods—with a sheriff in one case finding himself up a tree in the line of duty. Physical resistance to arrest is another common reaction, and several exciting stories herein describe suspects fighting back—often with firearms, sometimes with fists.

Some of the sheriffs’ stories about arrests are wildly funny. The storytellers describe Keystone Kops–like scenes, as in the case of the deputy who accidentally maced himself or the sheriff who caught his man by almost tripping over him in a cornfield. The offenders’ actions can be equally humorous: several somehow end up naked, one hides in a clothes dryer, and one is eager to reach the jail in time for supper.

Highlighted in several stories is the psychological acuity sheriffs display in successfully defusing potentially perilous situations. Sheriffs’ negotiating skills persuade armed suspects to calm down; one amiably provides a cigarette to an agitated man as they talk, while another helpfully procures a bottle of whiskey. One sheriff reaches out to help juvenile offenders turn their lives around with the inspiring words of a country music song.

EVERYTHING THAT CAN GO WRONG WILL

This is a funny story I’d like to share. In my first term as sheriff, about 1980, a football player was on LSD and he stole a Seal Test milk truck and they caught him coming down the interstate going northbound in a southbound lane. We stopped him, then found his mind was blown.

We were taking him to Western State Hospital in Hopkinsville. There is a square here in the middle of Bowling Green, and we got him out. People would go over there in the summertime and eat lunch, have a concert in the park every Wednesday.

All this fellow had on was a T-shirt and blue jeans. He was barefooted. In his mind he was a football player, and he was six foot, four or five inches tall, and weighed about 280 to 300 pounds. He was a monster!

There was a screen between the deputies and this fellow. They couldn’t get to him, and he couldn’t get to them. Well, they started around the square in the officer’s car, and this fellow started kicking with his feet, and he kicked the left window out. When they got around to the other side of the square, they said, “He kicked that window out.”

He started out of the vehicle, and he went out headfirst but his blue jeans caught, and he flipped out and the jeans pulled out around his ankles. He was completely naked! There used to be a Charles Department Store there, but it’s gone now. It went from Tenth Street to the square. Well, me and one of the deputies was running through there, and when we crossed the street people were looking at us running. When we got up there, this fellow was kicking like a chicken. Everybody was looking at him, and who he was. One of my deputies had gone out with his Mace can, and he maced the other deputy who was holding that fellow. Mace would spray about ten, twelve feet, and hit you like tear gas. It would blind you temporarily. You just couldn’t stand it.

Anyway, the deputy then turned around and accidentally maced himself. He was walking along, and this fellow was laying on the ground just a-kicking, his naked body exposed to the world.

So I jumped on top of him, and two or three more. People had gathered around, and we had him covered by then. Well, this fellow got me by the right hand and had it in his mouth. He was biting down on my hand, but I kept saying, “Don’t you do it. Don’t you do it.”

They sprayed him in the eye and he let go, so I got my hand up real quick. In the meantime, they sedated him and put him in an ambulance. That was so funny that something like that happened.

Jerry “Peanuts” Gaines, Warren County, July 20, 2009

DRAMEDY IN THE CREEK BED

One of the first things that took place after I became sheriff was kind of serious, and humorous, too. I was home in bed one night about 3:00 one morning when the Campbellsville city police started chasing a car. The chase ended up out on Kentucky 289, just less than a half mile from my house. They called me to come and help them. Evidently, the guy, who was approximately twenty-two or twenty-three years old, had wrecked and jumped out of his car. So when the city police ran up to get him, he started shooting at them. So they called me.

I had a tracking dog, and I’d gotten a drug dog that also tracked. So we had him out there, and I followed the dog and its handler down through the woods where the guy had run. As we were going down through there, suddenly a shot rang out and I could see where it was coming from. The guy that was shooting was in a creek bed shooting at us.

We worked our way over toward him and found him sitting in a creek bed. As soon as we got up to him, he took a gun and pointed it toward himself. Of course, all the other officers got there, too, and surrounded the creek bank where he was located.

I started talking with him and we got him calmed down a bit. Then he wanted a cigarette, so I got one and pitched it down to him, then I sat down on the bank, which was probably four feet above him. While I was trying to calm him down the other officers were covering me.

What was funny is that the drug dog we had was not attack trained, but I trained with the dog, and I had trained jointly with the other handler I had gone to school with. The dog was so upset, and was trying to get to the guy. He thought the man in the creek was going to hurt me, so the handler had to lay down on the dog to keep it from doing anything.

Anyway, I was talking with the fellow in the creek, and he would bring up the gun and then laugh. Well, he wanted to talk with his sister, so I thought that maybe that would help get him to come out. So we relayed and got another officer to go find his sister and bring her out there.

That was going on for an hour or so, but just as soon as his sister got there, the two of them started arguing and made things worse. I thought, “I’ve got to do something. I don’t want to shoot the fellow.” I knew he didn’t want to kill himself, so when he was distracted and looking at his sister and hollering and yelling, I dove off the bank headfirst right at him. In my head, I said, “When I dive I’m going to grab the gun and then subdue him.”

When I dove I missed the gun. I said, “Oh, shoot.” I’d hit him just enough to knock him over, and he was kind of disoriented. I reached out and covered that gun with my hand, and jerked it and held it up. When that happened, another guy jumped off and grabbed the gun, so we got it!

About two weeks later that fellow came to me and apologized, then said, “I’m sure glad you tackled me.” [Laughter]

In serious things, you’ve got to fight them, even with a little humor in it, too.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

NEVER LET YOUR GUARD DOWN

There’s humor and tragedy in police work at all times. I encountered this one guy that lived in Bald Hollow, located between Taylor County and Larue County. Well, every time I’d get him, I’d have to fight him. It was always, we had a fight.

I got a call on two drunks one night out in a car, and I was out on Highway 210 here coming to Campbellsville looking for them. Well, here comes this one guy I always had a fight with. He was walking down the road, drunk. So I stopped and got him, and as I was trying to arrest him, the two fellows I was looking for went by. Well, instead of searching him—and it wasn’t that cold, but he had a big navy peacoat on—I threw him in the car, then took off looking for the other two, and got them stopped. I arrested them, then put all three in the car, but had only one set of handcuffs. Back then that’s all they issued to officers. So I put the handcuffs on the drunk, but should have put it on the other guy. Back then you had a choice: either a screen or no screen in the car, since they didn’t have enough money to put a screen in all police cars. So I was a tough guy and didn’t have a screen.

We were coming back to town, and for some reason I kept watching this guy that I had always arrested. Almost to Hodgenville, I saw him squirming around in a weird way, so I asked him, “What are you doing?”

I looked around, and he was under that peacoat pulling out a big old long gun. I thought, “Oh, shoot, what am I going to do?” As he raised up, I hit the brakes. We were right by the old fairgrounds in Hodgenville. I slammed on the brakes, and luckily I didn’t have a screen. As I reached over, he was bringing that gun up to shoot me. I grabbed his revolver, then grabbed the cylinder and held it. He was sitting there trying to pull the trigger! At that time, I hit him in the nose pretty hard and got the gun away from him.

After I got him in the police station, I got to cussing with another guy, put the handcuffs on him and took him down to the police station. That’s probably the only time in my whole career that I ever hit a guy that was cuffed. He come off with a comment, and I hauled off and hit him again!

No matter how routine your job is, you’ve got to follow precautions, and usually the guys you arrest all the time are the ones that are going to hurt you eventually. You get relaxed because you know who they are, then they come up with something new.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

HUNGRY PRISONER

I arrested a notorious guy here one night. We had to fight, or he’d give us a lot of trouble. We got a call telling us he was out on a certain road causing trouble. I didn’t want to go because some nights you just don’t feel like fighting. But I did go out there and saw him setting on the side of the road. So I whipped around and pulled up, then started to get out of the car. Well, he jumped up and started running to the car, and I said, “Oh, my gosh.”

Well, he run up to the back door of the car and jumped in. He yelled, “Hurry up.”

I said, “What are you talking about?”

He said, “Hurry up. Doggone, it’s almost suppertime and I’m going to miss it at the jail.” [Laughter]

Sometimes you expect trouble, but don’t get it.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

FAST COP

There was a fellow that walks around town here in Campbellsville. He was in the Vietnam War. We had a standoff with him out here in the county one night before he got as bad as he is now. He was out in the woods and had all kinds of guns on him.

He was supposedly out in the woods, so we had the house surrounded. Well, he came walking into the house, and the ones closest to him jumped up and told him to stop.

He didn’t stop. He took off running back down through the woods. But dumb me took off running after him. I knew I was fast in track years ago, but didn’t know I was now. I ended up being right behind him, and everybody else was coming up behind me, and he stopped and turned around and got a rifle and started bringing it up. I ran on down and said, “Don’t; let’s talk this out.”

So he stopped, and we stood there quite a while, talking. But the bad thing is that someone had brought the dog. We had canines back then. The handler was behind me, and the dog was real close to my butt. I always wondered what would have happened if that dog had lurched and bit me. But after about forty minutes we talked him out of his gun, and he came on in. We took all of his guns away.

That fellow walks around town here now, just mumbling to himself. His ex-wife handles his affairs, but he lives by himself. He hasn’t bothered anyone so far.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

WRONG STATE

I was headed east here one afternoon, going toward Lebanon, and there was a lot of traffic in front of me. I kept seeing dust coming up, and wondered, “What in the world is that?” I was getting around the traffic, and when I got up there I saw an old car off on the shoulder of the road. The driver was driving in the gravel. I was able to finally get them to stop, and there were two old Tennessee men in it, and the car had Tennessee plates on it.

I walked up, and both of them were as drunk as everything. I got their IDs, and the driver was sitting there. I said to him, “Sir, have you been drinking?”

He said, “Oh, yeah.”

I said, “Where are you going?”

He said, “I’m going down here to ——.”

I didn’t recognize the name of the place he was talking about. I said, “I don’t know where that is.”

“Well, it’s down right beside this place,” he said.

I said, “Do you know where you are?”

He said, “Well, yeah.”

He named the place, and I said, “What state is that in?”

“What do you mean, what state? It’s Tennessee.”

I said, “Sir, you’re not in Tennessee. You’re up in the middle of Kentucky.”

About that time, he took his hand and backhanded the passenger and hit him, then said, “Dad blame you, Fred, I told you we should have turned left back there.”

Well, I like to have died. [Laughter] It was so funny, I hated to arrest them. No problem, but they were so drunk they didn’t know what state they were in.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

DEALING WITH BULLIES

What I learned from years past is that when you go to a new county, as I did in Hardin County, you go out and find the bullies of the county and find out who they are. Then you go to them, and if you had to arrest them, you’d do it. Unfortunately, the first bullies I met was when I had two of them in my car, together. I had to chase them through western Hardin County. All the troopers that were out were trying to find us. I got them stopped, but the way I talked to the bullies caused them to get right in the cruiser. As a matter of fact, I was out searching their car, and one of them stuck his head out and said, “Hey, there, calling you on the radio.” They already knew my unit number!

I didn’t have a bit of problem with them there. Other units started, “We’ll meet you at the jail.”

So I took the two guys and went to the jail, got them inside and within two minutes they had a terrible fight in there with all the other troopers. A lot of it depends on how you talk to them, but usually if you had to get in, I was prepared to try it. But if you take care of the bullies first, then the word got out that you didn’t take crap. That means you’re a nice fellow, but you said what you meant.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

EARNING RESPECT

When some new guys and I first went to Raywick, Marion County, I told them that we’ve got to establish ourselves, and we did. Years ago, one of the old bartenders over there came in when I was first running for sheriff. When he got there, he gave me a check to help in my campaign. I said, “Jimmy, I’ve put you in jail, I’ve closed your bar down by the ABC [Alcoholic Beverage Control] for a month at a time. Why are you giving me money?”

He said, “Well, John, you know the troopers before you would tell us they’re going to do something, and they never did. So that’s why we kept doing what we did. But when you come, you told us you were going to do something, and you did it. If you’d tell me you were going to break my damn arm, you broke my arm. And we understood that, and we knew where we stood. Now, we might not have got along all these years, but I respected you. And if you want to be sheriff here, I want to contribute this money to you.”

The things you do that you think no one sees, there’s people watching.

I arrested a fellow one afternoon who was giving me a lot of crap, and I finally got him in the car and he looked at me and said, “You get my damn hat and give it to me.”

I said, “This cap?” and he said, “Yeah.”

I said, “Okay,” then threw it out in the weeds! There wasn’t a soul around.

A few years later I was right here in town and was eating one day. This guy spoke up and asked me, “Aren’t you John Shipp?”

I said, “Yes, sir.”

Then he told me the story about him watching me arrest that fellow. He said, “You had a terrible time with him, but you did it. It was funny when he told you to get his damn hat, and you picked it up and threw it over the fence.”

Little things that you do, people see it and think about it.

John E. Shipp, Taylor County, July 30, 2009

SHERIFF JIM BEAM

Off Kentucky Highway 1107 at Lively Lane in Thelma, Johnson County, this man and his wife were fighting. She called 911 stating that her husband had a bomb and was going to blow their house up. We responded, and saw him with gunpowder on the floor. The state police arrived to assist us, and the man then stated that he would come out if I gave him a drink of whiskey, because he had run out.

I obtained a bottle of whiskey, and the fellow then came out of the house. He was subdued and placed in the back of the sheriff’s car. I went back to speak with him, and he said I needed to keep my promise and give him a drink of whiskey. I obliged him by giving him a drink prior to his being taken to the detention center.

William D. Witten, Johnson County, August 7, 2009

HIGH AND DRY

Perry Parrish, a probation parole officer here in Cumberland County, and I went to look for this lady on whom he had a warrant. We tried to find her several times, but couldn’t find her. We went to where she lived, and we asked her husband, who was a paraplegic and couldn’t move much, if she was around. He kind of nodded his head to say that she was. We went on sort of looking for her, and we searched everywhere in the house.

We turned around and started into the basement and looked it over good, then looked around a few minutes, and then we started out of the basement. Perry happened to turn around look, then saw something in the dryer. So, we ran over there and looked, and the lady was up in this dryer. We started to turn the “on” button on to see if it would work. But we didn’t try to do that. We tried to get her out of the dryer, but she was hard to get out of that dryer.

I don’t know how she got in it, but she was hiding in the dryer. She said that she had been hiding in the dryer both times we had been up there looking for her. After that, when I go looking for somebody, I look in the dryer! [Laughter]

She had been caught for drug use several times, but was a very nice lady. She just got caught up on drugs, and she got out on probation. However, she missed a time or two to come see Perry, so he had to get a warrant for her and that’s why we went looking for her.

In order to get into the dryer, she had just taken a shower and was kindly wet, and by being wet she got into the dryer but did not have any clothes on.

She and I still have a big kick about what happened. When she comes in, I look at her and start grinning, then she points her finger at me and says, “Don’t say nothing.” [Laughter]

James Pruitt, Cumberland County, August 10, 2009

PLAYING POSSUM

One night I took a female prisoner from Shelby County to the Franklin County jail because we couldn’t put them in ours. About halfway to Frankfort, I thought she had died, so I had to get out of the vehicle to see what was wrong with her. I touched her.

You know, when you put your hands on somebody, especially some lady, she can do anything. Well, I was talking on that radio, telling that this lady had done passed out. I was talking to them so they’d know what I was doing. Anyway, I got her to the jail in Frankfort.

When I had touched her, that wasn’t anything violent, but it was just something you have to watch. She really didn’t do anything to let me know she was alive. I just jumped back in the car and drove about a hundred miles per hour, as I was about ten miles from the jail.

When I got her to the jail she kind of came to, so I knew she was alive!

Harold E. Tingle, Shelby County, August 14, 2009

NAKED PRISONER

One time I was going to Louisville, and this female prisoner who was sitting in the back seat took all her clothes off. As that happened, I was talking on the phone to get another car. There was a deputy who pulled up just as I got to the hospital, because I talked on that phone all the time.

I don’t know why she took her clothes off, but I don’t think she was trying to be sexual. But by golly, maybe she was, because she’d get up in the windows as those truckers passed by! Now, that was something else!

As sheriff, I’ve had some interesting experiences. There’s a lot of that kind of stuff that happens.

Harold E. Tingle, Shelby County, August 14, 2009

THE STING

Since we had all these outstanding warrants to serve, one of the things we got involved in when I had a connection with the U.S. marshals was to go into a joint venture. In December 2000, we set up a sting. A U.S. marshal, myself, my chief deputy, one circuit court judge, and one of my trustworthy clerks, Lisa Gutsmann, were the only people that knew about this operation because it had to be pretty secret. We created what we called the Kentucky State Tax Reclamation Agency. We had my clerk to send out about five hundred notices to various felons who were wanted on serious crimes in Kenton County or federal violations.

The statement told them that they had monies coming back for overpaid taxes, ranging anywhere from $500 to $2,000 or $3,000. Most of these people never worked or earned a penny in Kentucky, but we knew they would want to get some money. We gave them a call number. I had the clerk to sign off sick, then I told everybody she was in the hospital for something. Well, she took appointments at her home on a special phone. We told her to space the calls out to about fifteen minutes apart. This went on for a period of weeks. Just before we were getting ready for these people to come in, I’d informed people in the county system, and had all my deputies to meet me at the last minute. I told them they had to come, no matter what their occasions were, such as being opening day of deer season. Some of them weren’t too happy. I also called local agencies, as I needed some perimeter protection. A lot of these people were kind of dangerous, so we needed to step up security.

We were supposed to start getting appointments about 9:00. I had my briefing by 7:00, and by 7:30 or 8:00 the first one was knocking on the door of a special office we had set up on a vacant floor in the county building. It turned out he was wanted on a federal murder warrant.

That started things, and everybody was tickled to death that they were in on it then. We went on until well into the afternoon, and by that time we had served eighty-nine warrants. That was pretty interesting, and also there was a rather humorous twist to it. Some of the people asked us if we would let them use their check for their bond. They believed that sting right up to the point where we were slamming the door on them!

That was a very exciting thing to do. We cleared up a bunch of warrants, both federal and local, and that gave us a good reputation again. We’d just started to build up our reputation from being a do-nothing office to being an active office. Our office is now the second busiest in the state. We now have more than fifty thousand papers that come out of the court system. We go all over the country, to California and any place across the country, to pick up people that have been picked up for major crime convictions. On rare occasions we also got someone from Canada.

Charles Lee “Chuck” Korzenborn, Kenton County, September 17, 2009

DUMB LUCK

I had several chases. Our third work shift was from midnight until 8:00 a.m.

This story is an intuition, or just what can be called “dumb luck.” You have this feeling about running a license plate, and it turns out to be a stolen plate. One morning about 1:00 or 2:00, I was just coming to the office to do something. I turned down Sutton Street in Maysville and saw a car that caught my eye. It was an old Bronco or old Blazer, and the driver slowly crossed in front of me, then stopped at the stop sign. I read the license plate, and it came back stolen. It was the fire chief’s vehicle from Vanceburg, Lewis County.

I turned around and found him three streets over on Limestone Street. As soon as I turned the lights on, he put the car in park, then jumped out and took off running. Well, I throw my car in park, but left the keys in the ignition. I think about that constantly, wondering why I left the keys in the car. Anyway, I chased him down the street about one quarter of a mile, radioing and running at the same time. There wasn’t much traffic in Maysville at this time of day, so it just so happens that the man crossed Third Street by Simon Kenton Bridge, and here comes another officer and he almost clips him.

No contact was made, and I was far enough back that I didn’t get hit, but I could still see the suspect. I didn’t have to catch him, because the other officer did catch him in an alley right next to the bridge. After the prisoner got out of jail on bond or something, it wasn’t a week until he wrecked a stolen car in West Virginia. He was put back in prison, and he served the rest of his prison time.

Patrick Boggs, Mason County, September 25, 2009

FOOT-CHASING SHERIFF

I’m known by others in the Mason County Police Department for the chases in which I become involved. I get in the foot chases! One local reporter gave me the name Feet. Truth of the matter is, if somebody outruns me, it’s because they had too big of a head start.

I was bailiff when I first got in the sheriff’s office. The city of Maysville is very historic, and has several walking tours that take place throughout any given day. We were in our old courthouse that was made of several old sandstone stairs. Security is lax, as we’ve never had metal detectors or anything like that in our courthouses. This was when the public defenders would take the inmates back into the courtroom and do their discussing relative to their cases.

One day when I was bailiff, the public defender and his client Stephen Collier, who was on a felony charge in circuit court—back then, they didn’t have shackles on, no handcuffs, etc., they just all walked in wearing their orange jumpsuits—Collier and the public defender were meeting in the back of the room. Well, at that time, I guess I was young and didn’t know what to wear for shoes. I was wearing cowboy boots, not the best running shoes! That day, something in my mind had me watching him in particular while court was going on. Well, sure enough, when he got to the back he sat down, and all of a sudden he bolted out through two swinging doors, then out the front door.

Well, there were probably six or seven large sandstone stairs from top to bottom. I bolted through the doors and literally jumped to hit the bottom step, and that was it! I wasn’t hurt, so I stayed on my feet. There was a walking tour going by the building at the same time I had pulled my gun out and was screaming at him to stop. He ran on and went behind the bank, which was probably three quarters of a mile, but I finally caught him.

One of the local businessmen was leading the tour I mentioned, and they were yelling at me to let me know which way he was going. It was embarrassing, but as soon as I crossed behind the bank, and there were trees everywhere, I tripped over a tree root and fell flat on my face. My gun goes sliding toward the fellow I was chasing, but he was still running. He didn’t know the gun was there.

That was embarrassing because all the people in the tour were watching what took place. I got wounds that day from that. I chased him a quarter of a mile, and was really out of breath. A couple of civilians were walking by, so they helped me out by sitting on the man I was chasing until I got my breath and could handcuff him.

Patrick Boggs, Mason County, September 15, 2009

RACE TO THE CORNFIELD

Early in my career I ran with a pistol in my hand when chasing somebody. But later on I tripped and fell, so I didn’t do it anymore. As sheriff, I was at our local Germantown Fair, where we always do the security details. One time, there at the fair, I didn’t know why this boy was running. My sergeant and one of my deputies and I were out there working. I was talking to my sergeant when the deputy hollers out that he is chasing this seventeen years old juvenile due to something the young fellow had done. Anyway, when the deputy yelled out for us, I immediately took off running.

Well, I passed the deputy running full force about two hundred feet from where I first heard him call. I kept on going, and we watched the fellow run up the hill. That was the longest foot chase I was ever in. It was well over a mile.

I don’t know why people ran from me. I don’t know whether I look like I just can’t run or what, but they do.

Anyway, that young man ran straight down across the parking lot. There were no lights in the parking lot, so you couldn’t see anything and I was just running in the direction that I thought he was running. There was a cornfield at the time on Kentucky Highway 10, and corn was everywhere. Well, he ran into that corn patch and it scared the crap out of me. I was still running full force as fast as I could, and I almost tripped over him. He was lying down in the corn, so he was caught.

I guess I had at least a half dozen more running events, trying to catch the person that needed to be arrested.

Patrick Boggs, Mason County, September 15, 2009

REACHING OUT TO JUVENILES

I think this is my best story of all times, and it brings tears to my eyes when I tell it. I’m a Christian, but I do wrong, just like everybody else. When I haul juveniles to detention centers, I liked to try to let them know that I’m a person. Most of the time, I’m not the reason they’re going to juvenile detention, but I have them under control in my police vehicle for two hours if they have to go to detention, one hour to Bowling Green and one hour back.

Most of these juveniles are from fourteen to eighteen years old. Some of them go on up to age nineteen. I feel like it’s a duty of mine to get something in there that will stick in their minds. My favorite country music singer of all time is George Jones, and I’m his biggest fan that ever was. Back in the late 1990s George Jones sang a song that had the words, “Nobody is perfect; we are all flesh and blood,” and it went on to say, “The only thing different in sinners and saints, is one is forgiven and the other one ain’t.”

What is the difference between sinners and saints? We are all sinners. How can we obtain that status we want to obtain, and it will help us throughout this lifetime more than anything in the world, but we’ve got to ask for it.

So I took it on myself to establish the same thing, unless this person was a repeat offender. In my vehicle, I have a CD player which has that particular CD readily available.

I will communicate with the juveniles in my vehicle, stop and buy them a hamburger or whatever on the way. I let them know I’m their friend and that I’m just transporting them, but I let them also know they are going to have to turn their life around. I always play that George Jones song, and if I happen to be in a squad car that doesn’t have a CD player, I’ll sing part of the song to them. After I tell them, “The only thing different in sinners and saints, is that one is forgiven and the other one ain’t,” I’ll say, “How do you think that that person got forgiven?” Or, “Why do you think one don’t get forgiven? It’s all the same answer, so tell me: what do you think?”

I’ll let them ponder about that for a long time. Sometimes from Russellville to Auburn, or from Elkton to Russellville; it just depends on when I think I can get their attention.

Not long after being in office, I was walking down the hallway to the courtroom entrance, and I saw this boy I hauled as a juvenile a year or two back. He had been doing well and wasn’t in trouble again, and when he looked at me, he said, “Mr. Billy, I still know what the difference is.”

I was all stressed out, worried about this and worried about that; I had to take juveniles here, and got calls waiting here, and a state policeman was mad at me, or this person was mad at me, so I was trying to get my job done and everything. I said to the juvenile who had just spoken to me, “What in the world are you talking about, son?”

He said, “I know what the difference is.”

I said, “What do you mean?”

Then he said, “I know what the difference is between sinners and saints. I still remember. One is forgiven and the other one ain’t.”

When he said that I cried in the courtroom. And two other juveniles told me the same thing on the soccer field the other night. They are doing good, doing a lot better.

I feel good about that. It’s a spiritual blessing.

W. D. “Billy” Stokes, Todd County, September 17, 2009

CAR WRECKS

Probably one of the first things that happened to me during my first term in office was when four teenage boys stole a Mustang car in Bowling Green. They ran two roadblocks over there, then contacted my office and asked me to try to catch them, because they were coming to Caneyville here in Grayson County.

So I set up a roadblock in Caneyville, and I had my brother-in-law with me. My roadblock was set up to where they could get around me if they wanted to, because by law they had to have an escape route. The town marshal of Caneyville was with us, and we seen the Mustang coming, but they stopped at the top of the hill. So the town marshal decided he would go up there and catch them before they started over the hill. Well, they ran him off the road, then proceeded on towards me. Well, myself and my brother-in-law were setting in the car, and he looked at me and said, “They’re not going to stop.” So as we exited the car, they hit my cruiser, which was the sheriff’s car. I was so close to my cruiser when they hit it, the fender turned around and tapped my britches’ leg as I was jumping over a road ditch.

Well, they totaled my sheriff’s car and started bailing out of their car. At that time I fired two or three shots up into the air. That caught two of them and I made them lie down on the ground, but the other two got away from me. Meanwhile, the yard that I set my roadblock up in was an ex-sheriff’s sister that lived there. She called the police department in Leitchfield and told them that they had better get somebody down there, that I had shot a couple of guys. She saw them lying on the ground and thought I had shot them.

The story gets worse than that. The two boys that got away went across the road, and we caught one of them in the basement of a house over there. By that time some state policemen had come down there and were trying to help us. They caught one in the basement of the house, but the other proceeded on to Otis Bryant’s feed mill and got in one of their feed trucks and headed to Butler County.

A trooper was following him, and the town marshal was following the trooper. They got down there on a dusty back road in Butler County, and the feed truck they were chasing stopped, and then the trooper stopped. But when the trooper started to get out, there was so much dust. He heard the town marshal coming with his siren on, so he gets back in his car to tell the marshal they were stopped, but before he could tell him they were stopped, the town marshal ran into the trooper’s car and drove him into the feed truck. They sent the trooper to the hospital in Bowling Green to take some stitches in his head.

We probably tore up three or four vehicles that day, just trying to catch those boys from Bowling Green that had stole that Mustang. Those boys were all eighteen or nineteen years old, thus were all adults. Because of what they did, they were charged here in Grayson County, and they were charged in Bowling Green for auto theft. I don’t know what all we had them charged with here, but after they got finished with their charges here, we sent them back to Bowling Green. I’m sure that whatever they got in Bowling Green, we just let our term run concurrent with it.

But I never did get paid for my sheriff’s car. I lost my cruiser.

Qulin K. Escue, Grayson County, September 22, 2009

COMEDY OF ERRORS

One of the funny stories is about this guy that should have got away. This guy was trying to extort money, and at the time I didn’t know who he was. He was trying to extort money from this lady at the Citizens Bank in Leitchfield. He had written her a note and threatened her that if she didn’t have so much money somewhere at a certain time and place, something was going to happen to her.

This fellow at the bank and I called the FBI to get them involved in what was to happen. We also called the state police. We all worked together on it. Bottles was the head FBI agent who was out of Louisville at that time, I think. We had an office set up at the Boy Scout camp command post, close to where the money drop-off was going to be. I went over and got the FBI set up in there so they could hear us talking.

The police chief at that time was in an airplane, and he was up in the air with the Kentucky State Police, I think. Bottles got hold of the state police up in the air, and I could hear them flying up and down the road.

We put the money where it was supposed to be. Actually, the time of the drop was just right at dark, maybe dusty dark. So my job was to drive the van and drop the FBI agent and the state police off near the point where the boy was going to pick up the money. Well, I drove the van over toward Rough River Lake and was going to let the officers out then, but there was a car not very far behind me. So I drive on through, turn around, and start back. I remember distinctly that there was a black FBI agent and maybe two white FBI agents. They had on their alligator shoes and their suits. But as I turned around and started back, about the time I started to let them out, there was a car that drove up behind me. So everybody had to get out fast. The back door flew open on the van, and the FBI agents jumped out of the back of the van right into a ditch that was half full of water. I mean water was just going everywhere.

Buford Stafford was the state police detective. He was sitting beside me, and FBI agent Bottles was sitting next to the door. Well, Bottles opens the door, jumps out, not thinking that the trooper sitting in the middle was going to get out, too. So when Bottles gets out, that detective also started to get out. Well, Bottles slams the truck door on the detective’s head who was also trying to get out.

Well, we finally got them all out, got them set. I went on back to the command post, and Bottles, Buford Stafford, and the state police went over in the woods. Just as soon as they got there, the agent started hollering, “There’s somebody in the woods! I think they are after us!”

What they had done, this guy had a bunch of Holstein steers over there, and those steers got after those FBI agents and was running them through the woods!

Well, it was almost time for the guy to come to pick the money up. Bottles, who was head of the FBI, had on some night-vision goggles . . . and he was telling Buford Stafford how good he could see with night-vision goggles.

About that time there was a car coming over the hill, and Bottles looked at that car. Well, those night-vision goggles just took those headlights in and it blinded him. He couldn’t see nothing. Well, about that time the guy stopped to get the money, but Bottles couldn’t see. Buford said, “He’s there to get the money!”

Well, Bottles took off running, but he got hung up in a barbwire fence. He couldn’t get over the fence with those night-vision goggles on. So Stafford, the state trooper, went down there and apprehended the guy when he stopped to get the money.

So by all means the guy should have got the money and got away, by the way the story went! But the guy is dead now, and I don’t remember his name. He was captured by the feds and served time.

Qulin K. Escue, Grayson County, September 22, 2009

SMART THIEF

This story has been printed in USA Today. I’ll not read it, but I know the story from heart because I’m involved in it.

I believe this was in 1985 when I got a call at 8:00 or 9:00 one night. I was told that some farmers had caught a guy trying to steal their cattle. They honestly tried to kill him. They shot the tires out on the trailer; they shot the truck; they shot the truck all to pieces.

This guy’s name was Roger Allen Marlow, probably in his sixties, and he was from Arkansas. After catching and interviewing him and picking up some evidence, I picked up an atlas that he had in the seat of his truck. He had that truck fixed up so he could turn out every light on it. The brake lights wouldn’t come on or anything.

After getting his atlas and looking through it I noticed that he had Xs marked on different spots on the interstate, different states. I think it wound up being seven states. When I got to interviewing him, he wouldn’t tell me a whole lot, so I called the Western Cattleman’s Association in some state out west, probably in Oklahoma. I told them what I had found, that I’d found his atlas and that he had different Xs. What he would do was drive the interstates, and when he would see fields of cattle, he’d mark the location by the mile marker with an X. He would put those cattle up, then come back after dark and get them. There were seven states in which he had stolen cattle. He worked alone. He told me he broke his own golden rule; he never messed with farmers’ cattle that were calving—that is, getting ready to have baby calves—because he knew the farmer would be watching.

It so happened that these cows were getting ready to calve, and the farmers were watching. When they’d come to check on them and saw they were all there, instead of calling us, they just stood there and waited for him to come back. I mean, they tried to kill him. Well, I got the FBI involved. We had a local agent here that I worked real close with, and he worked with us here, and connected out-of-state for us.

Roger Allen Marlow was a notorious cattle thief. He was an old rodeo hand. As a matter of fact, he tried to sell me his saddle before they extradited him back out west. I wish I had bought it, just for a keepsake! A lot of times he would put a baby calf in his trailer, and that’s how he would get those cows in there. Then he would take them all back to his local ranch in Arkansas. If they had any ear tags or markers, he would take them off, keep the cattle for awhile, then run them through the stock pen.

After learning more about Roger Marlow, I learned that he had served five years in the pen out in Oklahoma. His job was taking care of the cattle. So when he got out of the pen, he went back and stole all their cattle! That’s the truth.

I talked to one of the guys out there, and he said that Marlow was so smart he stole a bunch of cattle out west one night, and was stopped by a highway patrol officer because he had no taillight. When the highway patrol let him go, he was smart enough to know that on the next day they were going to know those cattle were missing, and that trooper was going to remember stopping him. So when that trooper let him go, he took those cattle back, puts them back in the field and fixes the fence.

He was probably one of the finest thieves I ever run on to. But they said he had stolen thousands of head of cattle. He made a lot of money, because cattle prices were high at that time.

He served his time, and when I heard from him after the story came out in USA Today, he was foreman for a construction crew out in Arkansas.

Qulin K. Escue, Grayson County, September 22, 2009

COMPOUNDING THE CRIME

One of the first arrests I made took place when I got a call about this drunkard over in the Grancer area. I went over there and proceeded to arrest him. I think a domestic problem was involved. I cuffed him and put him in the back seat. At that time I had not installed a cage in the back of my cruiser. I walked back up to talk to this lady to see if everybody was alright, and while I was doing this I heard my car start up. Well, he had got the handcuffs around in front of him so he could drive the car, and he was trying to drive off with my cruiser. He was stealing it. He never did get out of the drive with the car, but he was trying to.

By golly, I had to go back down there and capture him the second time. I said a lot of things to him, but I’ll not repeat what I said! Just let me say that I wasn’t too happy with him. But I didn’t beat up on him. That’s something that I don’t do, and I refuse to let my deputies beat up the prisoner. Once you have handcuffed them, you keep your hands off of them.

As a penalty, that fellow got a few days in jail. I charged him with A.I., but I don’t think I charged him with trying to steal the cruiser. He didn’t work, didn’t have any money, so he just stayed in jail for a couple of weeks.

Kenneth Lee Morris, Butler County, October 11, 2009

THE DEPUTY AND THE DOG

Back in 1991 my deputy Terry Fugate wanted to start a K-9 program and get a K-9 unit, which we did. This person had a German shepherd dog named Gil.

Well, we got a call from people down in the Riverside area telling us about a guy that was in a building down there, that he had a warrant on him but wouldn’t come out. Terry and I went down there and found out this fellow had a two by four, and when the deputy got up there he was going to hit him on the head with it. Of course, Terry was a pretty good negotiator. He took Gil up just to the top of the steps, then gave Gil a command to attack. Of course, he was holding Gil back, but Gil’s feet and teeth just popped. Terry said to that fellow, “I’m going to turn this dog loose if you don’t drop that club. And if it hits this dog, I’m going to be terribly upset. If he don’t get you, I will.”

After that was said, that guy threw the club down and came down. The deputy arrested him, and that was all of it. But that could have been another serious situation.

Kenneth Lee Morris, Butler County, October 11, 2009

LACK OF COMPREHENSION

There was a fellow here in the community I had known for a long time, but he is now deceased. He was a gentleman who had a few little issues in things, and later in his life he was convicted of some kind of sexual assault on one of his children or a grandchild. I can’t remember exactly. Anyway, we had transported him to the state penitentiary in LaGrange.

He was so very, very destroyed about the whole thing. We were taking him to LaGrange and were trying to explain to him some of the programs you must complete before you can be released from the pen. He kept telling us that he wasn’t going to take them, and we kept trying to explain to him that you’ve got to take them because you have no choice. We told him that if you get there and don’t want to take them, they will just let you sit there and you’ll have to serve for twenty-five years.

I kept trying to tell him that he won’t make it through twenty-five years due to his age. He probably had only about ten years left due to the fact he was an older gentleman.

That’s not a funny story, but it’s just one of those things a lot of people whom we take to the pen don’t really understand what they’re headed to. In this particular situation, I don’t think he ever came out of the pen there in LaGrange. He was sent there, but I don’t think he ever got out. We tried to convince him to take that program, but he never took it. He kept saying, “I didn’t do anything.”

We run into a lot of people who probably don’t understand exactly what’s happening.

Mike Armstrong, Shelby County, November 6, 2009

EMBARRASSING ESCAPE

This is an unusual situation. I worked a case once on several checks being passed around in this county and in other counties in this area. I had worked myself hard on that case and put a lot of time in while doing it. Finally, I had zeroed in on an individual that lived in Henry County.

You always want to do things right, and not do things that will embarrass you. So I contacted a trooper from that county, and we got together one night and went out to a residence there in Henry County and found the house was full of people. We started interviewing these people. What we were looking for was this guy who had forged a lot of checks when buying different items.

After an hour or so we finally convinced the people there in that house to talk to us. And after another several minutes we finally convinced somebody there in the house, and he told us who in the house was the guy we were looking for. So, as a result of that, we ended up making an arrest. After making the arrest, I had the proper things searched, handcuffed him, and all that. I actually used the trooper’s cuffs to put on this guy. The trooper’s cuffs were hinge cuffs that did not have a chain in between them. So when you put them on, they are totally locked.

I had worked this case for several weeks, and felt really good in doing the right thing. This trooper and I were taking the guy down to my vehicle, and it was a brand-new cruiser I had just gotten. I put the guy in the back seat, shut the door, got his hands cuffed behind his back, closed the sliding window, and slammed the door shut. I decided that I would go back to the house, but mistakenly left my keys in the car.

I went back up to the house to talk to some people. The trooper followed me back, and he was standing in the door watching me, and also looking back down toward the cruiser. Well, after we were there at the house for a couple of minutes, the trooper was watching me more than he was watching the car, which is the way it should be since we had that guy locked up in the car and was not going anywhere.

Well, when I came out the door and started toward my car, I saw the light inside the car was turned on, and then I see the passenger’s door on the far side open. By golly, when I get to the car, there is nobody in the car! This little guy had taken his feet and got them out from under him, then opened the sliding window, crawled out through that hole, got in the front seat, and was gone, with our hinge cuffs!

Of course, you have to call other police officers, so every officer in Henry County that had a red light or a blue light came to this residence, and here I stand over there in Henry County, and me and this trooper let this guy get away from us. We never found this guy until several months later, and he was in Alabama. We never found him that night because we never caught up with him, but when we did get him back to Kentucky from Alabama, he explained to me just how he did it.

He said, “You know, you guys let me in that vehicle and then you walked back up there to that house. So I got my cuffs out from under me, and I remember that I was setting back there in that seat, so I just thought I would try to kick something out. So I kicked one time on that little old screen, and that door you had shut popped open.” (It was a new door and it just didn’t latch when I shut it.) “Well, I slid that thing open, crawled right out of there, took off, and I was gone.”

He broke his wrist while trying to get the cuffs, but he got them off somehow, and he just ran away on his feet. Here I was in another county, and I was totally lost over there, so I had to sit there and be embarrassed because I knew a lot of guys working there. Every one of them got to riding me a little, and they also got on the trooper from that county. I think he had to pay for the cuffs!

Anyway, when the authorities caught him in Alabama, they sent him back up here. I think he wound up spending some time in prison because of all those checks he forged, and also for being charged by us for escape.

Mike Armstrong, Shelby County, November 6, 2009

CHASING BANK ROBBERS

In the early stages of my career these fellows robbed the First National Bank in Russell Springs. The morning that happened I was out sowing grass up at a little store located about four miles from here. A guy came running in and said, “They’re robbing the bank!”

Two fellows by the name of Herbert Crenshaw [pseudonym] and Felton Estes [pseudonym] were the robbers. I knew both of them. I later got with Sheriff Wendell Wilson, who was an awfully good friend of mine. We were together when they called on the radio to tell us that there was a gentleman down at the Dunnville iron bridge wanting to see me.

We were on Torch Ridge in Russell County at that time, and we immediately went to the Dunnville iron bridge. This fellow told me, “Carl, right there’s the car they were in when they robbed the bank.” The car had an Ohio license plate on it. Well, they headed down Riffe Creek and were going too fast, which resulted in knocking the bottom out of their car. They lost all their oil, and the car was setting just barely down in the edge of Adair County by an old store building. They had headed up Barnetts Creek, but someone had seen them go into the woods running away.

We followed them into the woods. I didn’t have my own gun at that time, but a state detective or state police had loaned me his gun. When we went into the woods after them, we tracked them several miles, and each time they would stop and rest. One of them would take a stick and make a little hole in the ground, and made it real uniform. Everywhere they would stop, Felton would get nervous and would take that stick and make the hole look like a top, a cone, that you can spin.

We were chasing them toward Clementsville, located in southwestern Casey County, and we heard some dogs barking while we were down in this hollow. So we split up, with Wendell walking up one branch of the hollow, and I walked up the other. I got up there in the edge of a field and climbed a big hickory tree. When I got up in the tree I saw Herbert Crenshaw and Felton Estes going down the branch right toward Wendell.

I skinned down that tree and took off over the hill toward them just as fast as I could go, but in the meantime they were walking right toward the Russell County sheriff. They were coming up the branch, and he was coming down. But they had got up there and the dogs started barking, so they turned and went back down into the hollow. In doing that they walked up on Wendell, and he drew his gun. Well, Herbert took off up the branch, and Felton had a gun stuck in his belt. He went for his gun, and Wendell fired a warning shot, but he got a little closer than he meant to and he shot right between Felton’s feet.

Herbert came running up the branch right toward me. I got behind a big beech tree there, and when Herbert came by I tackled him. I put my finger in the back of his head and told him if he tried to get loose, I would blow his head off. I took my belt off and tied his hands behind his back with the belt. He had had a bunch of tattoos taken off. Well, I got him pretty bloody when I tied that belt on him where he had had those scabs that resulted when he had those tattoos taken off.

Two shots had been fired, but Wendell hollered at me twice, and I’d hollered at him twice, but we must have been hollering at the same time because neither of us heard the other one. So I took Herbert and started down the branch to check on Wendell, and we met each other. Wendell was coming up the branch with Felton. I told Wendell that it looked like there were some people in that field located quarter of a mile from us. So we headed to the place where those cruisers and cars were parked upon that ridge. We were still in the edge of Adair County, but we got up there and the FBI was there. I remember the FBI taking Herbert’s and Felton’s pants loose and dropped their pants down around their knees. They did that in order to keep them from running.

Well, Herbert had most of the money, and he had a suede jacket on that he had cut and crammed it full of that money, mainly $100 bills. They had cleaned out the vault at the bank. However, I think just about all of the money was recovered, except somewhere around $1,700 or $1,900.

That event was the starting of my career, and I think I was working as constable at that time. That happened in 1970, before I became a deputy for Ray Overstreet.

Herbert and Felton were both tried in federal court in Bowling Green and were both sentenced to the federal penitentiary for, I think, twenty-five years.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

TREATING THE DOG

I was out about 3:30 a.m. on Highway 80 at the Russell-Casey County line. These robbers had broken into the Jamestown Bank and were going to try to cut into the vault. Well, they were on foot and running. I called the bank and asked if they wanted me to come help them, and if they wanted me to call Sam Catron and ask him to bring his dog. Sam was probably the best friend I ever had.

He immediately got his dog, and here he comes. We started tracking the thieves down toward the Jamestown Marina. The dog was doing that, too. While we were down there looking for them, we found several patches of marijuana down there below Jamestown. The chasers were about 100 to 150 yards behind this one bank robber, but I was closer to him than anybody else. He was running across this field that was grown up with bushes and everything. Well, while we were hunting for him, we came up on this marijuana.

The robber we were chasing came up through there, and he had a brown jersey in his hand. One of the troopers hollered at me and said, “Carl, get down out of the line of fire! I’m going to take him out!”

I yelled back, “Don’t shoot, I’m going to catch him!” Of course, I loved to run. I stayed in good shape by doing it. So I ran him down, ran up on his back. That took place during the spring of the year, when fescue was really growing. He looked just like you had striped him with green paint on his face. That happened as he went scooting down through there.

Anyway, I had his arm up behind his back and was holding him, then here comes Sam Catron. I’ll never forget what he said, which was, “Carl, let me treat my dog. Don’t let this fellow up; just let me treat my dog.”

I looked up and I’ve never seen such a head on a dog in my life, and that dog looked like he was going to eat us both up. He smelled that guy, and just as soon as he smelled my prisoner, that dog was satisfied.

I think those robbers pled guilty. I don’t think I’ve ever had to go to court on them.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

TRUSTWORTHY CRIMINAL

One of the mistakes I made that could have really turned into something bad on my part, but it turned out good! One Monday morning about 3:00 a.m., or a little after, I had been out all weekend. I was still out, so I thought I would wait until I got calls on Monday morning, since calls would come in about thievery, or something. After I had taken care of all calls that had come in, I’d come home and take a shower, clean up, then go back to work.

A car pulled out from a business place there in Liberty, Kennedy’s Supply. Kennedy was an older fellow and a pretty good friend of mine. I didn’t know the driver, so I got behind him and followed him and his companion. His car had Indiana plates. I had a plastic seat cover, and I would use it to write down notes and things, especially license numbers. If I thought these was going to be problems, I always wrote down a little note to primarily use for 1047, which is what we used in order to run license checks.

So I wrote that Indiana license number down on my seat cover, and I followed that fellow in his car up Hustonville Street, and he never did make a bobble, so I had no reason to pull him over.

The dispatcher called me a few minutes before 6:00 and told me that Jargo Kennedy had been robbed. Of course, I had that license number, so I ran it, and it came back to a Calvin Jessie Snyder [pseudonym], Edinburgh, Indiana. (That’s where a lot of our roughs and toughs went.) Well, they had stolen four or five cases of knives and knife cases, and some guns.

I called the state police in Columbia, gave them the guy’s name and a description of the car, and asked them to call the state police in Edinburgh. I didn’t know who the other person was, but at that time in the state of Indiana, when they’d stop a car and make an arrest, they’d inventory the car. They don’t search it, but call it an inventory because they had been sued one time. Anyway, they had left some valuables in the car and alongside the road.

It wasn’t any time until they called back down at my office and said they had two subjects stopped, whose names were Calvin Snyder and Buster Evans [pseudonyms], and that they had also recovered a bunch of knives and some other stuff that had been stolen out of the store. Before I could get to the judge and get a warrant, they called me back to tell me that both of those fellows had waived extradition, confessed to everything, and was ready to come to Kentucky to be tried. I went ahead and got my warrant and went up there to get them and bring them back to Casey County. Naturally, they both pled guilty.

Well, Buster Evans was a tough one, but was a nice-looking young man. He stayed in the pen so much and worked out, and was a real hoss. He whipped the Casey County attorney, H. Marr Garner. He had also been commonwealth attorney and was a state representative. He could have been anything he wanted to be, but he wouldn’t stand success; he would destroy himself.

What happened is that Buster got out of prison and had promised Marr he would whip him, and he did. I mean, he gave him a bad one over there in the Liberty Grill. But I had arrested Buster several times, and he’s always been super nice to me. I was also good to him, too. I just had to put him in jail when I’d catch him out there drunk and violating the law.

As I said, he pled guilty, and when it came time for me to take him to the penitentiary, I had to take him to Eddyville because he was more than a three-time loser. LaGrange wouldn’t accept prisoners if they had been there three times. I went over to Eddyville to pick him up one morning, and he said, “Carl, I hate to ask this of you, but my wife and children want to follow us to Eddyville to the penitentiary. Would you care for them following us?”

I said, “Well, I don’t reckon it matters.”

We got about halfway down to Eddyville, and I was getting hungry, so I pulled into a restaurant and his family pulled in beside me. We all went inside and ate, and I paid for everybody’s dinner. Then we came back out and headed on to Eddyville. There is still water on each side of the road near Eddyville, but there is still some dirt showing where you can pull off before you get to high water. We were going down through there, and they were still behind us.

I don’t know why I trusted Buster, but I did and had always been good to him. He said to me, “Carl, I won’t feel hard at you if you say no, but would you pull over and let them pull up beside us, and just let me say good-bye to my family?”

So I just pulled over at that pull-off, and his wife pulled in behind me. I don’t know what made me do it, but I was dead wrong to pull over for her and her brothers, all of whom were very mean.

I was talking to the circuit judge about that the other day, and he said, “I doubt if they’d have done anything with you if he would have escaped since he was in your custody.”

Anyway, I pulled over there, and they pulled in behind me. I said, “Buster, you’ve got fifteen minutes, and I would appreciate it if there will be no physical contact while you are visiting with your family for fifteen minutes. I’ll be back to pick you up in fifteen minutes.”

I drove off and went down to a little curve, then turned around and drove back. That was the longest fifteen minutes I ever spent, because everything that could happen was running through my head. I expected to go down there and see him swimming one way or another, trying to get away from me, but when I pulled up, he was standing there beside the car talking to his sister and all her brothers. Then he got in the car with me and had big tears rolling down his cheeks. He was very appreciative of me putting that kind of confidence in him by letting him visit his family. So we loaded up, and I took him on down to the penitentiary but didn’t see or hear from him anymore for about three years.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

FIGHT AVOIDED

One morning about 3:00 I got a call from just off U.S. 127 about a mile. There was a little lane that went out to this Cannon family home, and they had throwed a beer bottle, or someone had, and hit this woman’s car. She was coming in from work about 2:30 or 2:45 p.m. She called me, and I jumped into my pants and shirt and away I went.

I hardly ever carried a gun because I had back trouble. Usually, when we had court, I would dress up in uniform, and I’d have my gun and stuff with me. Anyway, that night I didn’t have a gun, but went rushing out of here and got up there and pulled in behind this big rock. After I got there I knew I was in trouble, or thought I was. This Randolph guy was there, and you had to fight him every time you arrested him; everybody did.

I got out of the car and here he comes. He was wanting to fight, but was not going to jail. He took a pop at me, and I hit him hard and finally addled him pretty good and then snaked him to the car and put him in the back seat. I drove back up there, and a guy by the name of Merle Foster [pseudonym] was there. He’s been in the penitentiary many times and jailed in Indianapolis. Anyway, he and I had had a fight the Sunday before this took place, and I had his arm twisted up behind him out there on Bartle Lane, and was trying to make him give up. Finally he did give up, and his face was all scratched up by the fine gravel where I’d been scooting him in that gravel. He was a great big guy, and was very dangerous.

He said, “Carl Meece, you have to kill me this time. I told you I’d never go to jail if you are against it, so you are going to have to kill me tonight.”

I said, “Now, Merle, we’ve already had two or three fights. You might not go to jail, but one of us will go somewhere.”

He said, “I’m not going to jail. You’re going to have to beat me to death.”

Buster Evans [pseudonym] was in the crowd, and was leaning up against that big rock that was probably twenty feet high. He was leaning kind of back in the shadow, then stepped down and said, “Merle Foster, Carl Meece ain’t going to have to whip you tonight. I told you when you hit that woman’s car with that beer bottle we would all wind up in jail. Now you’re going to jail. My three brother-in-laws are going to jail, and I’m going to jail, and anybody that wants to fight has got to whip me first.”

They all loaded up and we had a happy ole time going to Liberty.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

THE BARTLEY FAMILY

One of the funnier stories is about the Bartley [pseudonym] family that lived in Dunnville. They were getting drunk at all times, and of course we would have to put them in jail. They would fight among themselves, but they all liked me. I put them in jail when needed. Poor ole Alvey was arrested fifty-one times one year, and I arrested him forty some times of the fifty-one.

They called me Duck. Top Bartley wrote songs about me. They called him Top. Morton Bartley also wrote a song about us. Dr. Tommy Bartley’s wife has got all the songs they wrote.

One night they called me to Dunnville about the Bartleys. So I went down there and arrested Andy, whose real name was Randolph. I also arrested Top Bartley, the guy that wrote and sang all the songs. He caused fights many times, but he was in the crowd. And Roy Bartley’s wife was in the crowd, as well as Charles Bartley. There were four of them, and all were in Gate trucks. Well, I arrested two of them for drunk driving, then I pulled their trucks down there in the ball yard after I put them in my car. They were one right behind the other, and I passed them and arrested all four of them.

They didn’t have any harm in themselves, but they just liked to get drunk. Anyway, on my way down there, I saw this old white Oldsmobile car setting there beside the road, and this guy was stretched out across the car. I thought, “Well, I’ll check him out when I come back.”

I got all the Bartleys loaded up, pulled the trucks down there in the ball park, and as we were coming up through there, I saw this white Oldsmobile that had Illinois plates. I pulled up and had my lights on him and pecked on the window to wake him up. He roused up and I opened the door and asked him to get out, and he did. He was six foot and two inches and weighed 380 pounds. (Back then they had your physical on your license plate, and that was several years ago.)

So, David and Doug Johnson were brothers, and David was later elected over me when we ran for judge. They stopped and asked me if I needed any help, and I said, “No, fellows, I don’t need any help. I’ve got four prisoners there in my car that will help me if I need any help.”

I always put somebody I didn’t know in the right rear seat if I was expecting trouble. I never did use a screen. Anyway, I put him in the right rear seat, and was going up Old Walnut Hill Road. Well, Top Bartley reached around the seat and gouged me in the ribs. Naturally I looked up, and could see that this big guy had a knife out that was about ten inches long, handle and all. When I saw that, I just pulled over but didn’t even have a gun. However, earlier on I had arrested a guy from Russell County and I then took a .25 automatic off of him. I still had it in my pocket, but I took the shell out of the barrel, and there were five shells in the clip.

So I remembered having that gun when I got out of the car. But by the time I had stopped the car, Top had reached up there and got hold of the car door and quickly got out of the car. I began trying to persuade him to get back in the car, but couldn’t do anything with him. Well, the only time I fired Bill Wilson’s gun that I had with me was when I meant to shoot once under Top’s feet, but I shot twice. In other words, I pulled two off instead of one.

Top then said to me, “You cowardly son of a bitch, you wouldn’t even shoot a chicken.”

I said, “No, but I’ll bite your big bottom all night,” then stuck my gun back in my pocket!

After that we started fighting, and R. C. Weddle called the sheriff’s office and said to the dispatcher, “Mr. Hugle, we’ve got the worst fight going on out here that ever was. I’ve never heard such hollering, and there’s been some shooting and I don’t know what all is going on. We need some law out here.”

Mr. Hugle said, “Well, Carl Meece left Dunnville just a few minutes ago with the Bartley family. He ought to be coming through there just about any time.”

Well, I was the one needing the help. I was the one fighting this guy, but I failed to crawl out of the car. See, it all happened so quick, and we fought all the way from R. C. Weddle’s grocery down to the church. Top would take those big swings, and I was going under him trying to take the wind out of him so I could clip that jaw, and boy, I finally got him. I knocked him down, and boy, he hit the ground like a ton of brick. His head sounded like a pumpkin when it hit the ground. He was just laying there on the ground, and would go, “Grooh, grooh,” and just jerk. Well, that scared me.

I went into a helpful mode, and by golly the Bartleys were there cheering me on. They were cheering me, and Top was calling the fight! Then, after I knocked the guy out, and we were probably a hundred yards from my car.

That was another mistake I made and, of course, I was scared. We didn’t have handhelds back then, and I was holding this guy up because there was blood coming from his nose, one of his eyes, and I was scared, and I had arrested him for drunk driving. I was afraid he was going to die. I told Hade to run up there and get my cruiser.

He went up there and gets in my cruiser, then calls the sheriff’s office and said, “This is Hade Bartley. I am helping the little duck-legged sheriff arrest a guy weighing a ton.” Then he dropped my mike down in the steering wheel, turned the siren and blue lights on, and here he comes. He got so close to that big fellow that I believe if I hadn’t jerked the big man over a little bit, Hade would have run over his foot.

We like to have never got the fellow loaded. We were all loading him, so we just rolled him up and finally got him in what was just a two-wheel car. It took a long time, but we finally got him in the back seat, and then I put the other three up in the front seat with me, and told Top to hold his head up so he won’t get strangled on all that blood.

With Top holding that big fellow’s head up, we took off for Liberty, but hadn’t got to the foot of Walnut Hill when Top just turned him loose and started shadow boxing and causing that fight again. I could hear voices on the radio trying to call me, but Hade had dropped my radio down in the steering wheel, and he pulled my mike out of the radio. I could hear them talking, but I couldn’t talk back to them.

They sent Charlie Moore, a city policeman in Liberty, to come look for me. I was driving through there real fast and had my blue lights on. Charlie said, “Mr. Wesley, I see him coming, but there ain’t no way I can catch him. He’s flying, so I don’t know where he is going.”

Mr. Hugle said, “Why, the crazy thing probably had to whip some of them down there and take them to the hospital.”

So that’s where I was going. We got him over there to the hospital, but we couldn’t get him out of the car. I mean, we got him out but got him wedged. We had the front seat scooted all the way up, but he was so big we got him wedged between the seat and that post. I made one final effort to get his hips loose, and when I did that belt broke, but that cleared him and he fell out on that concrete and bounced like a rubber ball.

There were two men working at the hospital, and one of them, Bob Clements, took the stretchers and turned them up sideways, then took them up against that big fellow. Then I went around, a couple of us, but didn’t realize I was hurt as bad as I was. We got hold of that man, but Bob and the other guy turned the stretchers back over, and we held onto the man and finally got him on the stretcher. Then we got him into the hospital. Well, he had five patches on his head, not tape or anything, and I couldn’t figure out what those patches were.

The registered nurse on duty checked him out, and he came around after a little bit. The nurse told us, “The blood on that man’s head just came from some contusions where he had hit that blacktop, but that ain’t nothing. Them other cuts he’s got on his head are more dangerous than what you’ve done to him.”

At that time, the Pulaski County sheriff was Gilmore Phelps, and he had heard me calling Columbia to get them to run a check on him in Chicago. Gilmore said, “Carl, how many of you did it take to take him?”

I said, “It took me and four more.”

He said, “Well, me and John Henry Johnson and Trooper Wesley just about had to beat that thing [fat man] to death two or three nights ago. We had the awfulest time with him that ever was. Has he still got that bandage on his head?” [Laughter]

The next morning, they brought him over from jail and the judge was going to take a plea from him. That man said, “I want to talk to that little sheriff [Meece] before I make a plea.”

They sent for me, and I went over there to talk to him. He was really apologizing to me. Of course, I was pleased to see him up and healthy looking.

The judge fined him pretty heavy and gave him six months in jail. Probation was provided, but he was never back in Casey County again. He wasn’t ever going to come back to Casey County!

I went in and talked to the judge about Hade Bartley, and said, “Judge, I just don’t feel right. We lock the Bartleys up all the time. It would be alright with me if we’d just forget about Hade Bartley. There is a whole bunch of them Bartleys, and they really helped me last night. It’s going to be impossible for me to get them charged with DUI, and then me sending him after my cruiser, and he drove it a hundred yards.

The judge just smiled and said, “They’ll all plead guilty and there won’t be nothing said about it.” And they did plead guilty, but I never did serve the bench warrant on Hade. I just couldn’t do it.

Carl E. Meece, Casey County, November 12, 2009

BEAUTIFUL DRUNK DRIVERS

Back around 1994 there was an officer out working with me, and it had snowed a lot of snow, and it was also very cold. What happened took place just a little bit after midnight. We had received a call from an adjoining county telling us that a vehicle was coming up the highway, and the people in it were intoxicated. The motorist that called was driving behind them, and he said they were driving all over the road, even though we had a lot of snow.

The vehicle actually came into town, so the other officer with me got in behind them, turned his blue lights on, and got them pulled over. I pulled in behind him to assist him a little bit, to see what was going on. He walks up to the car, and the persons in it were two young ladies, and boy, they were really intoxicated. They actually were crying as we walked up because they were scared. Evidently, they were so intoxicated that they got on the wrong road to go home, so they ended up here in our town. They were definitely lost.

The other officer had asked the lady that was driving to get out of the car. Well, she said that she wasn’t going to get out! He asked her several other times, telling her she needed to get out of the car. Finally she got out of the car, but couldn’t stand up. Actually, neither of them could stand up because they were scared.

They were really beautiful little girls, really pretty. We put them in the back of the officer’s cruiser, and were walking back to their car when I just happened to ask him, “Do you think this is a bad time to ask for a date?” I wasn’t married at the time.

He started laughing and said, “Yeah, this is probably a bad time, so you’d better not do that.”

Anyway, we took care of them, took them to jail and got it all worked out.

Wayne Agent, Crittenden County, November 3, 2009

TOPLESS FEMALE ROADBLOCK

I’ve spent quite a time dealing with some women whom I arrested. When you arrest a woman and bring them in to jail, you have to report the mileage to go pick them up, then return. Otherwise, persons [in the court system] will think you are out there doing something else. A woman is really the worst thing you can arrest. We are not questioned about going to pick up a man, but we are questioned if we go pick up a woman. They not only question the number of miles, but they also ask how long you were there.

When you arrest a woman, they can give you a good cussing, but I’ll not mention the words they may say. [Laughter] They do indeed get hostile, even though they are guilty of doing whatever reason I go to pick them up.

I’ll even tell about this woman that tried to flirt with me several times. This happened a right smart time back, but she came through a roadblock. I motioned her on through, checked her, then said, “You can go on.”

Here she comes back through again, and this time she had her top off, and her body was exposed all the way down to her waistline. I said, “You get on out of here. I don’t want to see nothing like that.”

All she said was, “Don’t you want to meet me somewhere?”

I said, “Nope, nope.”

Some women are tough. They’ll try anything!

John “Tuffy” Snedegar, Bath County, December 11, 2009

A FIGHT EVERY TIME

I had another fellow that every time I was involved in arresting him, also with every other police officer I ever talked to, you had to fight him. He was not going to give up peacefully. He was always going to fight you. He was just a little wiry kind of a guy, and he had to have a fight. It was just that simple.

I got a bunch of warrants on him, and I received some information he was held up in an old house out in the county that was just a shack. He was in the house but had not been staying there, just moving in and out. I got some information that he was there by himself, so I went by myself again. When I got there early that morning, he was still in bed. I went into the house, got to the bedroom where he was located before he realized I was even there. He had no way to get out except through the door in which I was standing. The windows were barricaded up. It was dark in there, so I opened the door and that put some light into the room. I told him I had a warrant on him. He got up and was putting his clothes on. When he started to put on his shoes I saw him pulling those shoestrings pretty tight, so I knew he was going to try to do something.

When I started toward him he hit one of those old windows that had metal over the top of it, but it didn’t bust down. It just partly went down. So he and I were fighting in the window area there, part of our bodies on the inside of the house and part of us on the outside. Ultimately, we wound up on the outside of the house standing on an old porch.

Like I said, he never did win a fight. Anyway, he did a pretty job on me by tearing my clothes off. I finally took him on to jail and went on up there to my office, and someone said, “What happened to you?”

I said, “Oh, I had a little problem out here. I had to go back to get my badge.” He had torn the badge off my shirt, tore my buttons off, and so on.

They said, “Where is he?”

I said, “Well, he’s in jail. Where do you think he is?”

Anyway, I went back out there and picked up some of my clothing, and I think I lost a flashlight out there on the back porch.

That was a rather interesting experience.

Barney Jones, Barren County, December 21, 2009

ALL IN THE FAMILY

Back in the 1970s there used to be a lot of cattle rustling around here in Boyle County. They caught the guys that did that, and they spent a lot of time in prison. Stealing cattle used to be bad here. After they stole them they’d take them to some other place where they could sell them. A lot of that took place in the 1970s and early 1980s.

Usually, when something like that happens, it’s not the local people that do it. The thieves are from other counties, even from other states. However, we’ve got one or two knuckleheads around here that you deal with. You start out dealing with their dads and their grandkids. It’s just like a vicious cycle, and you start dealing with the whole family. Dads learned it; their sons learned it, and his sons done it. When you go out on calls, it’s normally the same people time in and time out. There are certain individuals that I’ll bet I’ve been on calls dealing with them at least two hundred times. They never care to learn about stopping.

LeeRoy Hardin, Boyle County, January 11, 2001

UNUSUAL DUI ARREST

On May 22, 2001, my office received a call telling us that a male was extremely intoxicated on Kentucky Highway 3311, Montgomery Road, in Garrison. The male suspect was driving a riding lawn mower pulling a small wagon. A woman was riding on the small wagon. The operator of the riding lawn mower is a middle-aged town drunk in the area. The woman riding on the wagon was the drunk’s wife, and they were engaged in an argument. Prior to the deputy’s arrival, the drunk man pulled the towing pin from the wagon’s tongue, causing the wagon and wife to run off the road over an embankment into a creek. The deputy arrived and the operator of the lawn mower was arrested for DUI.

Well, on June 10, 2002, I received a call on the same middle-aged drunk operating a riding lawn mower on Kentucky 10 near Garrison. I arrived on the scene and turned on my emergency equipment, and the drunk attempted to flee at approximately ten miles per hour. He finally stopped and I exited my cruiser, but when I did that he took off again on the lawn mower. I ran on foot and knocked him off the lawn mower and arrested him for DUI.

William D. Lewis, Lewis County, January 13, 2010

INTERSTATE ARREST

On January 4, 2001, I initiated an investigation regarding a series of thefts that had been conducted by a Lewis County man. He had recently got out of prison in Ohio. A boat, Jet Ski, and numerous other items had been stolen from a storage building near Cincinnati, Ohio. Following numerous leads, I discovered he had brought the items to Lewis County and had burned a boat that had been stolen. The man then had gone to Maysville, Kentucky, rented a truck where he had gone to an equipment rental and loaded the stolen items in the truck, then left the state.

Intercepting communications, I learned he was traveling to, and had arrived in, Arizona, where he took a plane to Hawaii.

A few weeks later I learned his girlfriend in Lewis County was going to travel to Hawaii to meet him. I forwarded warrants and photographs to the authorities in Hawaii with information regarding the flight his girlfriend would be on.

When the plane landed in Hawaii, authorities arrested the man when he met his girlfriend at the airport. The man was extradited to Lewis County where he was convicted, and also convicted in the other respective jurisdictions.

William D. Lewis, Lewis County, January 13, 2010

ARRESTS CHANGE BEHAVIOR

When you capture someone and put them in handcuffs, their behavior changes right then. They just start cursing and things like that. I’ve had some who kicked the windows out in the back of my cruiser, and do just about everything.

We arrested this one guy who was about twenty-five years old, and what he had done wasn’t really anything major. It was domestic, and due to the law we had to do our job. So we told him what we’re doing, and then arrested him and put him in handcuffs. We had not used handcuffs on him before because he was pretty cool. But once we told him he was under arrest and was under handcuffs, he began telling us that we were the most awful people on the face of the earth. I mean, he started cursing us and he used every bad word he knew.

Well, we put him in the back seat. Since that happened several years ago, we didn’t seat-belt him. He just kept hitting his head against the window, and we’d open the door to talk with him. Well, the last time we had him, he laid down in that seat and kicked that window in the back of the cruiser plumb out.

So I guess putting him in the back seat of the cruiser just tore him up and caused him to go ballistic. Of course, when that happened we had to shackle him and everything, because he was kicking and doing other awful things.

After all that happened, we’d see him and he’d speak like we were good buddies. There are several others who act like that when they are arrested. Of course, they’d curse you, but I’d just let it go. I never really had any bad problems with people. I treat them the way I want to be treated, and when you do that you get along with them afterwards.

Danny Rogers, Powell County, March 27, 2010

GRATEFUL SPEEDER

I was actually running radar up on Mountain Parkway back when I was a city police officer. There was a deputy with me and we had stopped this girl for speeding. I could tell she was nervous when we went up to her vehicle; she was just shaking. I got her driver’s license, but she didn’t have any warrants, etc. Actually, she was running about twenty-five miles an hour over the speed limit. I explained to her that she could lose some points off her driver’s license. I said, “I know you are nervous. You are just torn all to pieces.”

Normally, people don’t act the way she did, but she was just extremely nervous. So I said, “I’m not going to write you a ticket.” Well, right there on the side of the parkway she grabbed me and kissed and hugged me right there, and there was traffic flying by. My deputy was standing there, but you’d think she acted like somebody had given her a million dollars!

She was really happy, and what she did to me was really funny. I mean it was a big squeeze.

Danny Rogers, Powell County, March 27, 2010

STRIPPER SHOWS THANKS

This is something that happened in the presence of four officers in Stanton. An officer had stopped this lady, who actually was a street stripper from Lexington. I’m not the one that stopped her, but I was in the back of the vehicle. She was wearing something skimpy, but really nothing. The officer was going to write her a ticket but he didn’t. She wanted to thank him, but she just jerked off her clothes right there in front of God and everybody right there on the side of the road.

As she stood there in the presence of all of us, she said, “Thank you, thank you for not writing me a ticket.” I guess she considered taking off her clothes as a payment to all of us!

Danny Rogers, Powell County, March 27, 20010
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