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B

illy Adams, the former rocker, was rolling.

The big preacher wiped his forehead with a handkerchief, and his voice rose and fell like a screaming guitar as he told his congregation why he was qualified to warn them of the evils of Elvis Presley, Queen and  the Rolling Stones.


"I want you to know that I'm not just another preacher on the bandwagon," said Adams, who recorded a number of rock and country records in the 1950s and 1960s. "I've been out there.


Since he arrived in Flemingsburg in November, outsider Billy Adams has created a stir.


The local newspaper has been flooded with irate letters about Adams, 46, a silver-haired evangelist who has gained nationwide notoriety moving from city to city burning popular records he says contain satanic messages.


"We try to lift the lid off rock music and show what is causing the kids to respond to drugs the way they are," said Adams, a native of Paintsville.


Admittedly, that undertaking has not always met with approval.


He has been the target of bomb threats and hecklers in other cities. Since he arrived in Flemingsburg - he said the Lord told him to make his headquarters in the town of 2,700 - people have driven their cars past  his Harbor of Peace Evangelic Center downtown "with their radios on real loud," he said. They also have thrown Playboy magazines and firecrackers at the church, a converted dry-goods store.


He has attracted a loyal following, however.


More than 110 people -- some from as far away as Ohio -- attended his service on rock music Friday night in downtown Flemingsburg.


But some members of the religious community have confessed to a gnawing distrust of Adams, a robust man with a round face.


"I think one morning, we'll all wake up and Mr. Adams will be gone," said Pauline Carr, a retired United Methodist minister and a Flemingsburg resident.


"I just don't go for all that outside show - burning the kids' records and tapes," she said.


The Rev. Norman Wasson, minister of the Flemingsburg Christian Church, defended the rights of his own children to listen to music they like.


"I have two boys who listen to rock music and enjoy it, and I have nothing against it," Wasson said.


After Adams conducted a record burning on a Fleming County farm in April, Wasson responded to the ensuing uproar in a church bulletin.


"Let's try to remember the New Testament teaching: 'Judge not,' and let's know that various people have various needs," Wasson wrote.


One Flemingsburg resident compared Adams to Jim Jones, the infamous leader of the ill-fated cult community in Guyana.


"I think he's another Jim Jones myself," said Alan Moore of Flemingsburg. "I don't think you'll hear anything different except from people who go to his church."


But there are many of those. One is Rosalie Moran, 43, who attended the record burning.


Adams estimates that "thousands of dollars worth" of records supplied by members of the Harbor of Peace youth group were burned in large oil drums.


"Billy had a bunch of them," Ms. Moran said, smiling. She drove 70 miles from Aberdeen, Ohio, to listen to Adams on Friday night preach about rock music and play records backward to disclose hidden messages.


"He preaches the word of God, and he lives it," she said. "You don't find this everywhere you go."


Ron Hamm, 25, of Morehead also attended the service, which lasted nearly 3 1/2 hours.


"I liked it," Hamm said.


"What I would say he's doing is a form of evangelism," he said. "This is the same way the early church was. It makes people feel uncomfortable."


William Marshal, 51, of Maysville jumped up and down, nodded and waved his hands over his head during the service.


"I think he's a real man of God," Marshall said. "This rock music is damning our young people's souls."


The service was animated.


Adams spoke in a loud, dramatic voice, slicing the air with his arms and hands every time he wanted to make a point.


"Some of you will be disappointed," Adams told the gathering. "Some will be glad, some will be mad - and others will say, 'How could I have been so blind. Now I know what's wrong with my children.' "


There was applause.


"I'm going deeper than Jerry Falwell," Adams said. "He's trying to get the White House. I'm trying to get every house."


There were amens.


Adams played some of his old records, smiling and chuckling as he heard himself crooning through the huge, black stereo speakers mounted high on the wall.


Live music also washed over the proceedings. Adams and Steve Gulley of Flemingsburg took turns singing gospel songs accompanied by a piano, a guitar and pounding drums.


The music was loud and fast.


"I don't see how he can condemn young people when he's doing the same thing," Ms. Carr said.


But Adams, who called the repetitive rhythm of rock music a "voodoo beat," said after the service that the drumbeat accompanying his gospel songs differed from that of rock 'n' roll.


"We're not as loud or repetitious," he said.


At one point during the service, one of the speakers quit working.


"You know, the enemy has his way sometimes, doesn't he?" Adams said, smiling wryly.


Adams told those attending that for a $10 donation, they could receive a copy of a tape he had made of several popular songs played backward.


About 13 people paid the $10 and received a tape.


"I'm gonna show you tonight," Adams said, "that rock music is nothing but a voodoo beat covered up with loud, screaming guitars."


Adams then played parts of songs by the Beatles, Led Zeppelin and Queen.


The music went forward, then backward.


The phrase "number nine" in the song "Revolution 9" on the Beatles' so-called White Album became "turn me on, dead man." And "another one bites the dust" in the song of the same name by Queen sounded like "start  to smoke marijuana."


"That's eerie," said a man in the back row.


A woman in the fourth row just tapped her foot.

MALICE

IN

WONDERLAND

LANCASTER

1986  

R

andy Haight was sentenced to death yesterday, then stared at the judge through deep-set, red-rimmed eyes and said he thought he had been tricked.


In sentencing Haight to the electric chair for killing two Danville residents, Garrard Circuit Court Judge Robert Jackson became the first Kentucky judge to impose the death penalty after the commonwealth had recommended a prison term in a plea agreement.


Haight, 36, pleaded guilty in April to killing and robbing David Omer, 40, a businessman, and Patricia Vance, 33, a dental assistant.


In exchange for Haight's plea, Commonwealth's Attorney Harlan Veal had recommended that Haight receive two concurrent life prison sentences without the possibility of parole for 25 years.


But Jackson refused yesterday to honor the terms of the agreement, even after expressing concern that he would be setting a precedent.


"You may be the only person ever treated differently," Jackson said, peering down from the bench at Haight.


Haight, wearing a light blue shirt and shackles on his legs and arms, glared back at the judge.


"I think I was tricked into this here," Haight said, tapping his foot. "I think that's what was done."


Haight, who will live on Death Row in Eddyville while his case is appealed, becomes the 29th man awaiting execution in Kentucky, according to a spokeswoman for the Office of Public Advocacy.


There are no women on Death Row.


The death sentence, which will be automatically appealed to the state Supreme Court, was announced in a packed courtroom in the Garrard County Courthouse shortly before noon yesterday.


"This wasn't totally unexpected," said Kenneth Taylor, one of two public defenders who represented Haight. "But I'm very disappointed. Even though I firmly believe it will be reversed, I think this case will be  considered a mistake."


Taylor said he thought Jackson eventually would regret the decision, even though "he may have made political hay."


Some relatives and friends of the victims' attended the emotionally charged proceeding. Relatives and friends of Haight's also were in the courtroom.


Tempers flared when John Vance, the husband of one of the victims, came face to face with Betty Smith, Haight's mother, in the hallway outside the courtroom after the sentencing. A brief exchange of heated words  at close range was broken up by an attorney.


Jeanne Omer, the sister of David Omer, dabbed at red eyes.


"He wanted a deal," Miss Omer said, referring to Haight.


"He felt like he'd been given a deal, and like he should have had a deal. But David and Patricia wanted a deal and he didn't give it to them."


Haight escaped from the Johnson County Jail in Paintsville on Aug. 18, 1985. He fatally shot Omer and Ms. Vance four days later.


During a massive manhunt for Haight on Aug. 23, 1985, Lexington police officer Roy Mardis was killed by a bullet from a state trooper's rifle in a Mercer County cornfield.


Vance, who is a state trooper, said he did not want to comment on the sentencing of Haight.


But Miss Omer, who wore a tag that said "Citizens and Victims for Justice Reform," said she thought "Haight was well represented . . . David and Patricia were not.


"The judge was their only representative."


Miss Omer said her family had written letters to Judge Jackson about the case.


Jackson said he had received about seven letters but denied succumbing to public pressure.


Susan Omer, the ex-wife of David Omer, said she thought Jackson showed courage.


"I think we ought to thank the judge for standing up for what the people and the families of the victims really wanted," she said.


A number of Lancaster residents, their interest piqued by news coverage of the Haight case, also attended.


Louise Bolton of Lancaster moved to a front-row seat in the courtroom to get a better view of Haight.


"I've never seen him up close before," she said. "I just want to see what he looks like."


Ms. Bolton said she wanted to "see justice done."


Betty Smith, who paced in front of the courthouse before the sentencing of her son, said she was convinced of his innocence.


"No, he didn't do it," she said, drawing on a cigarette and clutching a newspaper. "I raised him. I know more about him than anybody."


Jackson voiced a different opinion of Haight. During the sentencing, he said he was unimpressed by the "history, character and condition" of Haight, who has been convicted of 31 felonies in three states.


Haight showed no emotion when he heard he was to die in the electric chair.


But Ernie Lewis, one of his attorneys, did.


Lewis launched into loud criticism of the death sentence, calling it "arbitrary and capricious."


"You gave no credence to the man who has been elected to represent the commonwealth of Kentucky," Lewis said, referring to Veal and his recommendation of a prison sentence for Haight.


Veal would not comment.


"This reminds us," Lewis said, "of Alice in Wonderland: Let's lop off his head and then have the trial."


But Jackson said that aggravating circumstances, including first-degree armed robbery, made the murders worthy of capital punishment.


"The nature and circumstances of the crime are, to say the least, bad," he said.


At a hearing Thursday, Haight said he had not believed Jackson would sentence him to die because the judge had been a lay preacher and devoutly religious, other inmates told him. Jackson had never before issued  a death sentence.


"I don't want to impose my religious beliefs on the law," Jackson said in an interview late yesterday. "A person of that attitude would be doing less than their job, anyway. It would be an obvious conflict."


Jackson, who is a former Lexington police officer, said he was not bothered by being the first judge to ignore a plea agreement recommendation in a murder case.


"That's the law," he said. "I'm just funny enough to know you have a duty and obligation to apply the law."
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ou could see the sorrow on Elizabeth Short's face in her reflection on the black granite war memorial.

     Her son's name was chiseled into the stone.

    James Everitte Short was one of 50 Fayette County men honored in Central Park yesterday during the dedication of a monument to those killed during the Vietnam War.

    Short was 19 and had only a month left to serve in Vietnam when he was killed on guard duty in 1968. He had been injured earlier in the war, but returned to combat.

   "I have two Purple Hearts," his mother said yesterday as she stood in front of the memorial. Flakes from a gentle snow collected in her hair.

    "I wish," she continued, her voice breaking, "I hadn't gotten the last one."

    The dedication ceremony, which lasted about 35 minutes, drew hundreds of people to the corner of Main and Limestone streets.

    The crowd included veterans, family members and friends of those killed in the war as well as interested onlookers. The veterans marched to the park before the ceremony.

    Gen. William C. Westmoreland, who commanded American troops in Vietnam and advised the South Vietnamese military for more than four years, spoke briefly.

    Westmoreland, who received a standing ovation from the families of those killed in the war, said he was "deeply honored to join with so many to honor men who gave their lives for so worthy a cause."

    "Few have had the anguish that has been mine but the families" of those who died in Vietnam, he said.

    He said the veterans of the war had, until recently, been "abused . . . and neglected by their nation."

    "Thank God the worn and tired attitudes of a decade ago are now history," Westmoreland said.

    The retired general called American involvement in the war in Vietnam "one of man's most noble crusades."

    Also participating in the ceremony were Lexington Mayor Scotty Baesler, U.S. Sen. Wendell Ford, U.S. Rep. Larry Hopkins and members of the Vietnam War Memorial Committee, which raised nearly $20,000 in donations  for the monument.

   James Overstreet, a Vietnam veteran, said he thought people were beginning to see the war in a different light.

    Another Vietnam veteran, Larry McDaniel, agreed.

    "You can come out now and say,  'I'm proud to be a Vietnam veteran,' " he said. "For a long time, you didn't."

    Overstreet said he attended the dedication to see whether the names of any of his friends were listed on the monument.

A

nita and Leroy Butcher of Lexington lost their son, Bruce Edward Butcher, in the war. "He was killed on a Thursday," Mrs. Butcher said.

    Bruce was 20 when he died on April 15, 1971. He had been married less than a year. His wife has since moved to Florida, remarried and had  two children.

    Mrs. Butcher said she had "very mixed emotions" about the dedication.

    "I think this is a tribute that's long overdue," Butcher said.

    "After all this time, it doesn't get any easier."

    Four helicopters from the Kentucky National Guard in Frankfort rattled overhead in salute shortly before the ceremony.

  Construction workers high on the concrete framework of the Park Plaza Apartments next to the park stopped to watch the dedication, as did a number of passers-by, one of whom was James Kolasa.

    Kolasa, 22, said had had been interested in the war memorial project.

     "I've been keeping up with this for a while," Kolasa said, leaning against his bicycle. "I think it's a really good thing. I'm kind of pleased with the city for doing it."

    Kolasa said he thought the public attitude toward the war and those who fought in it had changed.

    "I don't know that they support the war so much, but it seems the people who fought in it are being backed more these days."

    A large group of Vietnamese refugees stood in the park holding yellow signs with red lettering that said "Veterans Your Cause Was Noble" and "We Are Grateful To The Vietnam Veterans."

    Hoa Le, 40, of Frankfort, was among them. He said the Vietnamese were members of the Vietnamese Association of the Bluegrass, which had donated money for the memorial.

    "This is a good occasion for us to show gratefulness to our American friends who sacrificed life for freedom -- not only of Vietnam, but of every country under communism," he said.

    Thanson Le, also a Vietnamese refugee, agreed and praised the monument.

    "It's a great event for the veteran and for us," he said.

    Vietnam veteran Ron Hyden said he "thought it was about time somebody did something."

    But Milton Bailey, also a Vietnam veteran, saw the memorial as something different.

    "It is a reminder to the nation," he said, "of what it costs each time we try to engage in a war effort.

    "We need to be more cautious where we send our troops."
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W

hen life was good and the future was as bright as a Mississippi afternoon, Douglas Goff Hodgkin would sit on the porch of Jean Elizabeth Gillies' apartment and play his guitar.

    They had met in the usual way, their lives merging in a college classroom. Later, they would part in such a manner as to make this entire town shudder. But once, for just a while, there was only the here and now for this boyfriend and girlfriend, and they basked in the warmth of love and the Deep South as if they had forever.

    Both Hodgkin and Gillies knew how good life could be. She had come from a well-to-do family in Magnolia, Miss., he from a well-to-do family in Winchester, Ky. Hodgkin’s father is president of Clark County Bank, which is owned by First Security Corp. of Kentucky in Lexington.

    It was only coincidentally that Hodgkin and Miss Gillies both chose to attend college in tiny Oxford, home of Ole Miss, towering pines and William Faulkner.

    But once at Ole Miss, they quickly became close. The two students, music lovers who met in music class, soon became romantically involved. 

    The story of their relationship, however, turned as tragic as a Faulkner novel in the early morning hours of Friday, May 2, 1986.

     The only song that plays for them now is that which peels forth from the clock of the big, white courthouse on the town square -- the same courthouse where so many of Faulkner’s novels are set.

    This is where, beginning Monday, the 22-year-old Hodgkin will go on trial for his life -- accused of murdering Gillies, a petite, 24-year-old graduate student, in her apartment at 602 South Lamar last spring.

L

ike his father and brother before him, Doug Hodgkin attended preparatory school and college hundreds of miles from Winchester.

    Hodgkin's only year in school in Clark County was first grade at Hannah McClure Elementary. He then was enrolled at Sayre, a prestigious private school in downtown Lexington.

    Libby Sherman, a teacher at Sayre, remembered having Hodgkin in a history class. He was an average student and not much of an athlete, she said. But he was a "fun student to be around."

    "I think he was interested in history, but his main concern wasn't making straight A's," she said.

    Leigh Bradford, a friend of Hodgkin's at Ole Miss, explained: "He really didn't study that much because he was so smart."

  Hodgkin left Sayre in 1979 and finished his education at Darlington, a preparatory school in Rome, Ga.

 While he was in Rome, Hodgkin's parents, Jane and William, divorced after 20 years of marriage. It was 1982, and Hodgkin was 16.

   A year later, Hodgkin graduated from Darlington. He would stay in the South to attend college.

A

t first, the brothers of Sigma Alpha Epsilon at Ole Miss liked Doug Hodgkin. He was initiated into the fraternity as a freshman.

    Les Brewer, a waiter at Syd & Harry's restaurant in downtown Oxford who once lived in an apartment above Hodgkin's, said that when a friend pledged the fraternity a year later, he was rushed by Hodgkin. Hodgkin  wore a coat and tie and was "like, real big in the fraternity," Brewer said.

   But Hodgkin, who once lived at the SAE house, became inactive in the fraternity during his sophomore year.

    "I think a lot of it was it's hard living with that many people," a friend, Blythe Christopher, said. "And he's quiet, and a lot of the fraternity guys are kind of boisterous."

   Another friend, Nancy Buratto, said she remembered Hodgkin as "kind of standoffish -- different from a lot of guys around here, Greeks in general."

  Miss Buratto said she thought Hodgkin became uninterested in the fraternity after developing other interests: "playing his guitar, and, I guess, Jeannie."

  Jeannie Gillies had graduated with honors from Belhaven College in Mississippi in 1984 with a bachelor's degree in education. After working as a waitress at several restaurants in Jackson, Miss., she had moved  to Oxford to begin graduate work in speech pathology in January 1986.

   Miss Gillies was "just a very personable, happy, relaxed person -- very bright, reliable and dependable," said Leah Lorendo, Miss Gillies' graduate school adviser.

    Hodgkin, on the other hand, was quiet. Frequently the only company he kept was a guitar, Brewer said.

   But he was also friendly and polite, said Kim Culver, who cut his hair regularly at Confections, a barber and styling shop in Oxford.

    Neighbors and friends remember him wearing tie-dyed shirts and playing the guitar -- he especially liked Grateful Dead songs, they said. He also liked to work on his motorcycle.

    Walt Hawver, a journalism professor at Ole Miss who taught  Hodgkin in a photojournalism class, recalled an average student.

    "All I can remember is he was an unassuming type of person," Hawver said. "He usually came into class holding his (motorcycle) helmet."

   Ole Miss student Leigh Bradford, who dated Hodgkin once, described him as "a lot of fun." He was popular with girls, she said.

    Their date consisted of a movie and a drive. "I can remember," Miss Bradford said, "telling my roommate how nice he was. I thought he was one of the nicest and most gentle guys I'd ever met."

    Miss Bradford said Hodgkin had invited her to see him play in a band with Miss Gillies in a talent competition at Ole Miss three weeks before classes ended.

    "He told me he was in the band, and he had mentioned that girl, Jeannie, was in it," she said.

A

semester of classes was over at Ole Miss, finals had yet to begin, and Hodgkin and Miss Gillies were living it up.

    Ike LaRue noticed nothing unusual about the couple as Hodgkin and Miss Gillies stood chatting in Syd & Harry's, a popular restaurant and bar across from the Lafayette County Courthouse on the square in downtown  Oxford.

    LaRue, who was manager of the kitchen at Syd & Harry's then, remembered only that the two were not dancing when he saw them standing near the bar about 12:30 a.m. on Friday, May 2, 1986. As usual, live music was  pounding through the rustic, wood-and-brick restaurant.

    Hodgkin and Miss Gillies left moments later, turning left as they walked out the door and heading straight down Van Buren Street to an apartment at the back of a pale gray frame house two blocks away.

    Ole Miss art students and faculty members were having a keg party at the house.

    "It was an end-of-the-year party, just a real low-key party" with music and volleyball, said Miss Buratto, who was among the students there.

    "Finals were starting the next day, so it was nothing wild."

    Miss Buratto saw Hodgkin and Miss Gillies there just after 12:30 a.m.

    "They had just come from the bars, and they both just seemed pretty normal to me," Miss Buratto said. "Later on, I was told they left pretty early because they were tired."

    But Hodgkin and Miss Gillies did not go home immediately. Robert Whiteaker, the owner of Pizza Den, a 21-year-old institution on University Avenue, said Hodgkin entered the restaurant with a woman about 12:55 a.m.  to pick up a carry-out order of sandwiches.

    Whiteaker knew Hodgkin, he said, but was not familiar with Miss Gillies.

    Hodgkin had been a regular at the Pizza Den for three years, Whiteaker said. Whiteaker liked him.

    "Every time I've seen him, he seemed like good people," he said. "I never did see him have any trouble with anybody or acting up or anything. He always seemed like he was kind of quiet."

    The last night Whiteaker saw Hodgkin and Miss Gillies, he noticed nothing unusual about either of them.

    "She was just sitting up there" waiting for Hodgkin, Whiteaker said, pointing to a booth at the front of the restaurant.

    "She seemed all right. He ordered and was standing up here at the counter talking about moving to Boston when school was out," Whiteaker said.

    Friends said Hodgkin had been accepted to the Berklee College of Music in Boston for the summer and was looking forward to moving northeast.

    Whiteaker said he thought Hodgkin had been drinking, "but he didn't seem different than anybody else who comes in here that time of the night."

    Hodgkin and Miss Gillies left the Pizza Den just after 1 a.m., Whiteaker said. According to autopsy reports, Miss Gillies was killed at her apartment sometime in the next few hours.

    "There's people who say they think he did it," Whiteaker said, gazing out the window at the far end of the restaurant.

    "I don't think he did."

T

he Gillies murder is drama, Deep South style.

The tragedy was a topic of conversation popular with a number of people in Oxford, said Kim Culver.

    "Oh, everyone in this town," she said. "Let me tell you, that was the talk."

    But the initial horror gave way to fascination, which gave way to rumor, which in turn has succumbed to an uneasy hush. Many people in Oxford no longer like to talk about Doug Hodgkin or Jeannie Gillies.

    Members of the Sigma Alpha Epsilon fraternity at Ole Miss refuse to talk about Hodgkin, saying they cannot remember him or simply do not want his name associated with theirs.

   A court-imposed gag order affecting police, attorneys and other officials has left the case shrouded in mystery.

    The clamp on publicity has enabled the trial to remain in Lafayette County, and it will be held in the white courthouse, outside of which William Faulkner used to sit on shaded benches.

    Faulkner wrote of tragedies and trials like this, said Willie Morris, a well-known Mississippi author and writer-in-residence at Ole Miss who considered writing a book about the case.

    "You have this Faulkner ambiance here," Morris said. "And that trial is going to be held in the same courthouse where so many of Faulkner's fictional trials were held."

A

cross the street from Syd & Harry's, and less than a half-mile from the place he went to get his hair cut, Doug Hodgkin will go on trial for his life on Monday.

    He is charged with capital murder in Miss Gillies' death and could receive the death penalty if convicted.

    Someone sexually assaulted Jean Gillies in her apartment in the early morning of Friday, May 2, 1986. She was beaten brutally about the head and body, then strangled with bare hands, according to autopsy reports.

    Authorities think she died in the early morning hours -- not long after she had gone home.

    But it was after 10 a.m. that Friday when police were notified of her death by emergency personnel. Someone had called an ambulance moments earlier, and when police arrived at the yellow frame apartment house a  half-mile from the courthouse, they found Hodgkin, who was not wearing shoes or a shirt.

    When he was taken into custody, Hodgkin was due for a haircut, Ms. Culver said.

    And later that day, he also was supposed to have performed in a skit with Les Brewer in an acting class at Ole Miss.

    Come Monday morning, Ms. Culver will be thinking of Hodgkin.

    "My thoughts'll be with him," she said. "I'm sorry. It's hard for me to believe.

    "Some people have said, 'Kimmy, would you cut his hair now?' And I said 'suuuure.' "

    Miss Bradford visited Hodgkin in the Lafayette County Jail. He has since been released on bond and has waited in Winchester for his trial.

    "We were both a little, I guess, nervous," she said. "It was kind of awkward. I didn't know what to talk to him about. We talked about classes.

    "He seemed fine."
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F

or as long as anyone could remember, it seemed that the seven youngest children of Herman and Eva Isaacs did not exist.

      There was no record of them anywhere.

    They had no birth certificates, no Social Security numbers and no medical records because they did not go to the doctor.

      They also did not go to school.

    All that changed in June. The Isaacses, a large but close-knit family, left their isolated world in Jackson County's Rock Lick Hollow and moved "up on the road."

    With that, their seven youngest children -- those still living at home -- got shots and birth certificates and started school. For Leonard, the shy 5-year-old entering kindergarten, life was going according to schedule. For the other six, whose ages ranged from 7 to 15, it was not.

    But there would be no turning back. Time finally had caught up with the Isaacses, who hid as long as possible before deciding to move to a house with electricity in the walls and cars passing just outside.

B

renda Isaacs Walker, 27, is the second-oldest child of Herman and Eva Isaacs and the first to get an education.

     She grew up in the deep hollows of the Jackson County countryside, a place like many other Eastern Kentucky communities where people can hide in the shadows of the land.

    School buses navigate the back roads with difficulty, and tree branches often scrape their yellow sides like fingernails on a blackboard.

    No buses ventured anywhere near the Isaacs home, which was accessible only by driving for miles without a road  and crossing a creek bed 17 times.

    As a child, Brenda did not leave her parents' isolated home much. And she did not go to school.

    The 30-year marriage of Herman and Eva Isaacs  has produced 17 children. One died soon after being born. The others range in age from 5 to 29. But before Brenda began studying for the General Educational Development test in 1979, none had cracked a textbook.

    The only book the Isaacses allowed in their home was the Bible, but the children were not taught how to read it, Brenda said.

    Once, when Brenda sneaked another book into the house, it "got missing," she said, smiling. "I guess Mamma found it."

    Brenda began to grow restless, especially around her cousin, Debbie Isaacs. "We were the same age, and I felt bad because I didn't know how to read and she did," she said.

   The girls, whose families lived a mile apart, chopped corn together each day. And Debbie began smuggling scraps of paper into the fields to teach Brenda the words scrawled on them.

    "Sometimes she'd spend the night and we'd go upstairs, and she'd read books to me," Brenda said. "Or she'd write a letter, and I'd copy the letter. That's how I learned to write."

    When she was 19, Brenda left home and discovered almost immediately that jobs go to applicants with at least some formal education.

    She decided to try for a GED certificate, the equivalent of a high school diploma.

    "The hardest part was just calling the woman (in charge of adult education) and saying, 'Teach me,' " she said.

     Suddenly, the world was a place to be explored. One night as Brenda danced in a Richmond bar, a young college graduate named Jerry Walker, now a psychologist, saw her and became enchanted.

    Their relationship blossomed despite Brenda's early doubts and insecurity.

    "I had them kind of feelings like we didn't match," Brenda said. "A lot of words he used at that time I didn't even know what he was saying."

    Walker, a native of England who spent most of his childhood in New York City, brushes aside the notion that he knows more than Brenda. Highly educated people, he said, "tend to carry a lot of garbage."

     His education did not bother the Isaacses. They liked Walker, but they were never in awe of him. "He's a psychiatrist," Isaacs said, grinning. "But I don't know if he could tell me anything or not."

    In 1982, Jerry and Brenda were married. In June, after eight years with tutors and books, Brenda earned her GED certificate.

    Just as they had embraced Walker, Brenda's parents embraced their daughter's education.

    "They came to my graduation," Brenda said. "Things had changed that much from when I started."

    Her success helped pave her brothers' and sisters' way to school. "As they watched my wife change and grow and still keep the things they valued in her, they changed their emphasis," Walker said.

    And Herman Isaacs could not help wondering whether his other children might someday think they had been "left out of something."

T

he Isaacses, a gentle couple who smile at each other easily, have always been self-sufficient. "Never drawn anything," Isaacs said proudly. "I don't believe in that. I think you ought to bear your own burden."

    They grow all the food they eat, canning almost 1,500 jars every year.

    "Faith in the Lord has provided a lot for them," Walker said. "That's what isolated them from the world, but it's also provided them a lot."

    Isaacs earns money stripping tobacco, but his hands are good for other things, too. Such as playing the mandolin. Or making wooden chairs.

    A small man with steel-gray hair and a mischievous smile, Isaacs was born in 1930 on a mountaintop in Jackson County. When he was 3, his family moved to a log house in Floyd's Branch Hollow, where "you looked straight up to look out," he said.

    After working at several factories and paper mills in Ohio, Isaacs was drafted into the Army in 1955.

      The most dangerous thing he encountered during his hitch was a skating rink, and  it was there that he fell for his future wife. "That's when we met," he said, grinning. "She was picking me up off the floor."

    Eva, 45, a native of Baltimore,  quit school in the 10th grade when she married Herman.

    Herman's parents, Godfrey and Bessie Isaacs, did not send most of their 17 children to school. And those who went did so infrequently.

    "I'd have loved to have gone to school, but my dad thought it was wrong," said Herman's sister, Lillie Isaacs. "I would've liked to have had a different life, but I didn't."

    Lillie has six children, and all of them went to high school.

    But her father, a self-made preacher who died two years ago, went to jail for harboring truants in the early 1950s. He was released when he could not pay the fine and persisted in quoting from the Bible in court.

    "He stuck with it until they got tired of keeping him," Herman said.

    "They kept him in jail for 40 days," Eva said, "but when he got out, they didn't bother him no more."

    Once away from home, Herman learned enough in the Army to fill out job applications on his own. But he and Eva dreamed of returning to the mountains.

    In 1966, with six children, the Isaacses moved back to Kentucky to stay.

    "When you  marry a mountain man, you come back to the mountains," Eva said. "And I love the mountains."

    Herman's mother taught his new wife the basics, such as how to make lye soap and brooms.

    "We just kind of lived the old-fashioned way," Mrs. Isaacs said.

    "We taught our kids the basic things about trying to live good. They get out with other children and get ideas in their head."

    Isaacs said: "I've always told the children, 'You ain't stupid, you're just not educated.' "

    The Isaacses, following the lead of Herman's father, "never even thought of sending" their children to school, Herman said. "I didn't believe in it."

    But there was another reason, too: "There's really a lot out there to learn that people shouldn't even know about," Isaacs said.

    "I've lived my life without ever taking any kind of dope or doing anything like that, and I hope the kids don't. But that is going on in schools."

B

y law, parents must send their children to school or notify the school board that their religious beliefs call for educating the children at home, said Tony Collins, state pupil personnel director.

    The Isaacses did neither, but Jackson County school officials never visited or sent a letter, Isaacs said.

    Children rarely elude school officials as long as the Isaacses did, Collins said.

    "That kind of boggles the mind, but it's easy to happen in those areas," Collins said.

    "I really believe there are lots of forgotten families, families who want to be forgotten.

    "There are a lot of people moving in and out of that area constantly to get away from the hustle and bustle of the city and the ills that go with it.

    "Those families fall between the cracks."

     Clay Harmon learned about the Isaacses soon after becoming Jackson County schools superintendent last year. "I didn't believe it," he said. "It's hard to believe."

    Evelyn Powell, who teaches adult education classes, said she did not think the Isaacses had been "totally ignored" by the system.

    But school officials had no proof the children even existed, she said. All but three had been born at home, and they had no birth certificates.

    To complicate matters further, school officials were wary of visiting the Isaacses.  Approaching homes in parts of rural Kentucky can be frightening for strangers, Collins said, adding, "I wouldn't want to do it."

    Pupil personnel directors -- the modern-day truant officers -- are authorized to carry guns and often do, Collins said.

    But no truant officer, armed or otherwise, ever visited the Isaacs  home. "I guess somebody had told him we'd shoot him or something," Isaacs said.

    Over the summer, the Isaacses decided to send their children to school. They  had recently moved their family to a house alongside a paved road and decided they could no longer get away with keeping the children at home.

   "I'm getting older," Isaacs said of moving his family, "and we had a mountain to climb and a very dangerous creek to cross when it was rainy."

   It was unavoidable. Time, which the Isaacses had cheated by living in the past most of their lives, had finally prevailed.

L

ast Tuesday, the clock at the front of third-grade teacher Melinda Davidson's room at Sand Gap Elementary School said it was 9:30 a.m.

    Judy Isaacs, 10, and her sister, Cindy, 12, had their books open and their math homework in front of them. The first problem was three times four.

    "How many got that?" Mrs. Davidson asked. Both Isaacs children raised their hands as high as they could.

    "How many got all of them correct?" Mrs. Davidson asked.

    The two raised their hands again.

    "I keep seeing the same hands," Mrs. Davidson said, smiling.

    The Isaacs children are popular and have adjusted well to school, said school principal Jim Harrison.

    All of them are on grade-level in math, but they are in remedial reading classes.

    The Isaacses were placed in grades with children who were as close as possible to their ages. Donna Isaacs was 15 when she entered the fifth grade. Her 14-year-old brother, Estes, was placed in the same class.

    Of the others, Cindy and Judy were placed in third grade; Janet, 9, and Patricia, 7, were put in the first grade, and Leonard, 5, entered kindergarten.

    "Their placement was based more on socialization than anything else," Harrison said.

    Teachers and classmates tutor the children in some subjects, but they are quick learners, Harrison said. Most have made the honor roll for mastering work on their grade level.

    "They're doing really good," said Tammy Welch, the first-grade teacher. "Their writing skills are so neat. I think it's because they've worked so much around the house with their hands."

    The children like school. "It's littler than I thought it would be," Donna said.

   "All their teachers will comment that their manners are something one just doesn't see out of young people today," Ms. Powell said, "It's fascinating."

    As for their parents, "They're real proud of them kids," Brenda  Walker said.

    "I think," Isaacs said, "they're handling  them real good at the school. They really are."

T

hree weeks before Christmas, a tree adorned with ornaments and lights stood in the living room of the Isaacs white clapboard house off Kentucky 2004.

    The oily smell of burning coal filled the air as a stove heated the house.

    Burdette Mullins, who runs a service station in Sand Gap with his brothers, has eaten dinner at the Isaacs house before. He is impressed by the family. "They're good people," he said. "Always kind of stuck to themselves."

     But now things are changing.

    An assortment of oil lamps, once the Isaacses' only source of light at night, now sit unused on the mantle.

    "'We all worked together," Isaacs said, "and it was a family thing. Now all that's changed."

    The children are changing slightly, too.

    "There's been a difference in all of 'em," Isaacs said. There was a hint of sadness in his voice.

    Mrs. Isaacs hugged Leonard. "I can see a difference in this one already," she said, smiling at him. "He's learned some mean little things from his kindergarten friends."

    The phone rang. It was Brenda. She would be over later to cut a Christmas tree for her own house.

    Once a family without electricity, the Isaacses now have a phone and a television. They watched the Kentucky Wildcats  beat Indiana from their living room.

    But no amount of contact with the world outside can ease the vague sense of loss the Isaacses sometimes feel.

    "We're lonesome," Eva said. "We've never been by ourselves without the children."
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T

he day my grandfather was buried, Tom Pagnozzi exploded for three home runs, and the Louisville Redbirds beat Oklahoma City.

      That was two summers ago. Now here it is autumn, and another baseball season is winding down. The World Series evokes memories of my grandfather, who used his connections to get me tickets to see the only Series game I ever attended: Game 3 of the 1975 battle between the Cincinnati Reds and the Boston Red Sox.

  My grandfather's name was Fred Grimm. His connections to baseball had been cultivated during his stint as president and general manager of the old Louisville Colonels. That was when Dwight D. Eisenhower was president of the United States.

   The Colonels were a triple-A minor-league team during the 1940s, '50s and  '60s, black-and-white forerunners of the Redbirds. My grandfather kept a scrapbook of those days filled with scores of yellowed newspaper stories and pictures.

    The Colonels won the Junior World Series in 1954, but what I remember most from those tattered clippings is a face -- my grandfather's. It is young and ruggedly handsome, stretched taut by a huge grin. His hair is thick, dark and swept straight back.

    It is strange, I realized not too long ago, that I now remember him that way as well as the way he was in my lifetime. I never met that young man in the newspaper pictures but somehow I think I knew him.

    My grandfather was not always a thin, white-haired man struggling to breathe. He was young once, and in the scrapbook he will be young forever. Which is kind of appropriate. Baseball is like that. Right to the end, my grandfather had the heart of a little boy. The problem was he had the stomach of an old, old man.

    I knew things were getting bad when he could not  summon enough energy to read the sports page.

    The day before he died, he received a letter from the Redbirds inviting him to the dedication of a new Louisville Baseball Museum, which consisted of numerous glass-enclosed panels of pictures on the walls of the concourse. Afterward, the Birds would play Oklahoma City.

    My grandfather asked his family to attend in his place. As it turned out, he was buried only hours before the dedication.

    The dedication ceremony made me feel better. The morning had been gloomy, but not long before the game started, the clouds broke.

    The late-afternoon sun was shining when I found my grandfather's picture on one of the new museum's panels. There he was, just like he had looked in the scrapbook. Proudly, lovingly, I grinned back at him.

    I'm still amazed at how soothing it was to all of us to go to the ballpark that day. There were all those people in all those faded, colorless pictures, and there were players out on the field ready for their day in the newspaper.

    It was happy and exciting and timeless, and it didn't matter what teams were on the field. Pagnozzi would make the sports page the next day.

    So would my grandfather.

    Thanks to him, baseball is something special for me. Now that the World Series is upon us, it would be great if my favorite team were still playing. But it's not. And so what?

    I watch the World Series, but I don't care who's playing; I root for one team, then the other. It matters not what colors the players wear. Heroes come in black-and-white.
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T

he houses across the street from the Campbellsville Baptist Church were decorated with lights and wreaths and ribbons yesterday.

     Johnny Edrington was home for Christmas.

    Edrington, the state trooper found dead on the side of the road early Wednesday, lay in the church in a coffin draped with an American flag.

  His funeral yesterday, on Christmas Eve, was attended by more than 1,000 people  -- most of them police officers.

   Troopers from eight states and dozens of police departments across Kentucky converged on Campbellsville to pay final respects to a fallen comrade.

    Edrington, who was 34, grew up in Campbellsville, a south-central Kentucky town of 10,000 people north of the Green River.

    He was buried in Brookside Cemetery overlooking Broadway, less than half a mile from where he lived as a boy.

    Many town residents attended the funeral or stood along North Central Avenue in front of the church to watch the solemn proceedings.

  Roy Pelley, who attended Campbellsville High School with Edrington, closed his radiator repair shop for the day -- not because it was Christmas Eve, though.

     "Nah," he said. "Because of Johnny."

  Pelley, wearing his work jacket, watched the activities from a front yard across the street from the church.

    Bob Rotschi of Campbellsville stood in a driveway as he waited to enter the church.

    "I think it's a terrible thing," he said.

    "Nobody expects anything like this the day before Christmas."

    It was easy to forget that it was Christmas Eve in Campbellsville. An early morning storm had filled Rotschi's pond to overflowing, but the afternoon was sunny and mild.

    In the street, hundreds of police officers stood in rows facing the church. The funeral would start in 15 minutes, but many of them had been there more than an hour.

    The crowd swelled into the front yards of houses along the street, dotting them with countless shades of blue. There were troopers from Alabama, Indiana, Ohio, Maryland, Mississippi, Tennessee, Virginia and West Virginia.

    Also attending were Gov. Wallace Wilkinson, Lt. Gov. Brereton Jones and Attorney General Fred Cowan.

    "Campbellsville's never seen the likes of this, and I hope they never do again," Pelley said.

    Edrington, who lived and worked in London, was killed around midnight Tuesday in Laurel County. He apparently had stopped a motorist for speeding along Ky. 80, police said.

    Edrington was shot with his own gun, a .357 Magnum, apparently after a struggle with his assailant. Police are seeking clues to identify the person involved.

    Yesterday, he was home -- in Campbellsville and in his church.

    The road in front of the church was closed to traffic and lined with police cruisers, emergency lights flashing.

    At 1 p.m., the police officers who had been standing silently in the road filed into the church.

    "We're assembled here in God's house today to worship Him and pay tribute to Johnny Edrington," said Chester Badgett, the pastor who gave the opening prayer.

    "As far as I know, Johnny never had any greater life's goal than to be a state trooper.

    "Jesus told us that greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends. Johnny Edrington lay down his life for all of us."

    The church was filled with the sounds of sniffling, many of them coming from police officers.

    An enforcement officer from the state Division of Fish and Wildlife wiped his eyes.

    "We hurt and we grieve," trooper Steve Owen, chaplain for the Kentucky State Police, told the gathering.

    "I think it only fitting that since it is the Christmas season, we call upon the Christ in Christmas."

     A state trooper in the balcony sniffled.

    "Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called the children of God."

    Sun streamed through the stained glass windows, casting rainbows on the pillars inside the church.

    When Owen began reciting a poem -- "I once admired a lovely rose . . . " -- a state trooper in the seventh row of the balcony whispered the words along with him.

    The organist played the "Battle Hymn of the Republic," as the church emptied.

    The funeral procession that included 200 police cruisers took Edrington down West Main Street, where he had frequented the Dairy Queen as a teen-ager.

    Along Broadway, below the burial site, cars lined  the shoulders of the road and adjacent lots as spectators caught a glimpse of the procession.

    Gunshots from the cemetery crackled a salute to the fallen trooper, and a bugler played taps.

    The flag was lifted off the coffin, folded and given to Edrington's widow, Diane.

    Edrington and his wife had been married five months when he was killed. She is pregnant.

    Trooper John Lile reached under his glasses to wipe his eyes. "It's pretty tough," Lile said.

    Below the gravesite on U.S. 55, traffic moved slowly. Eight miles south, the Green River carried tears from the morning rain downriver toward the sea.
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T

his is a love story.

In the first chapter, Phil Lawson and Clara Jean Fugate meet, and the scrapbook begins. My first card from Phil: ''I keep thinking about you every few minutes all day.''

       In the second chapter they pay $20 for a blood test in Jellico, Tenn., then get married. Our first Christmas.

    The third chapter is where Kamilia Anne and Sheena Renee are born, and everybody is happy. For my darling.

      In the fourth chapter, a  drunken driver kills Clara Jean Lawson.

       Love stories often have senseless endings.

P

hil and Clara Jean Lawson were married for six years and four months. He was a real-estate broker in Frenchburg; she was a second-grade teacher at Menifee County Elementary School.

    As newlyweds in 1981, they drove to Lexington to see the Beach Boys at Rupp Arena.

    In late 1982, their first child was born. They named her Kamilia Anne because Clara Jean did not want her daughter someday to be ''one of five Lindas or five Sues in the classroom,'' Phil said.

    In 1985, the couple named their second child Sheena Renee.

    The family lived in an immaculate ranch house in the country with flowers in front and a sky full of stars overhead.

    ''We had a lot of fun,'' Phil said. ''We enjoyed what few little things we did do.''

    Things such as spending a night at a Cumberland Falls hotel. Taking the kids to the lake. Going out to dinner in Lexington. Cooking out at home.

    Clara Jean learned to water ski and fascinated Phil with her penchant for turning cameras sideways and taking vertical pictures.

    They had a shoebox of photographs labeled ''Box of Memories.'' And, although Phil did not know it, his wife was keeping a scrapbook of cards and flowers and ribbons he had given her since they had met.

    ''You couldn't ask for anybody better, really,'' Phil said.

    Some days Clara Jean would take the girls shopping, and the threesome would drop by Phil's office to say hello on their way to the city.

    In the fall of 1987, Clara Jean earned a master's degree in education from Morehead State University.

   She began her eighth year of teaching that September. In November, she secretly had her portrait taken with the girls. The picture would be a Christmas gift for Phil.

    In December, she helped her husband with a farm-machinery auction and caught a cold.

    She was still sniffling the afternoon of Dec. 14, 1987, as she climbed behind the wheel of her car after another day teaching school.

    For a while, she had considered going home after school rather than driving to Mount Sterling for Christmas dinner with her co-workers. After all, it was raining.

    But when she steered out of the school parking lot, she turned left onto U.S. 460 -- toward Mount Sterling. She and her passenger, first-grade teacher Charlotte Nefzger, were going to join their colleagues at the Golden Corral Steakhouse.

    It was 4 p.m.

    Phil was visiting a friend's television repair shop in Frenchburg when a cousin called to tell him his wife had been in a wreck.

    ''Fender-bender or something?'' Phil asked.

    ''Yeah,'' the voice on the other end of the phone said. ''I guess.''

    Phil rode the 12 miles to the accident with his father, Sam Lawson. When they reached the top of Lucky Stop Hill, they rolled to a stop behind a line of traffic.

      Rain misted against the windshield as Sam Lawson leaned out the window. ''This is the husband of one of the girls in the wreck,'' he told the deputy sheriff flagging traffic.

    Something in the deputy's face made Phil Lawson's stomach hurt. Ahead, he could see his wife's crumpled Chevrolet Cavalier on the side of the road.

    Less than an hour before, a pickup driven by Leonard Mullins, 24, of Jeffersonville had crossed the center line and rammed into the car, tearing off the driver's side.

    ''Oh, God,'' Phil Lawson said when he saw the wreckage.

    Nine miles ahead was Mount Sterling, a town of 7,000, county seat and home of the nearest hospital. Clara Jean would be there.

    ''I thought we'd never get there,'' Phil said.

    The journey sticks in Phil Lawson's memory:

    ''As we pulled up the little road to go to the hospital, you're up above'' the hospital, Phil said. ''I looked down in there and saw the coroner's car parked outside the emergency room entrance. I just about flipped out. I didn't want to go in.''

    Phil Lawson had seen enough. ''I just lost all my strength and everything else.''

    Still, he kept going. Inside the hospital, Phil Lawson was taken to the morgue. Clara Jean was there.

    Family members and friends always had called her Jeannie. ''She was little, and Jeannie sounded a whole lot better,'' Phil said. ''She always looked so young. That name would have been good for her 'til she got to . . . .''

    He paused.

    '' . . . 40.''

    Clara Jean was 29 when she died.

    Phil pulled back the sheet.

    ''I kissed her and stuff, you know. But her body was cold.

    ''Her lips were so cold.''

    Back home at his parents' house, Phil Lawson went straight into the bedroom, closed the door and cried alone.

***
   Leonard Mullins, whose blood-alcohol level was 0.19, was convicted in July of second-degree manslaughter and fourth-degree assault. He was sentenced to 10 years in prison and fined $500.
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T

hey died. In cars and trucks and tractor-trailers, on motorcycles and farm tractors, as drivers and passengers and pedestrians.

    Chuck Rawdon eased his black Chevrolet Monte Carlo to a stop in front of his friend's house in Owensboro.
    They died. At nearly every hour of the day and night, some in crushing head-on collisions, others alone.

    It was May 29, 1987. Chuck, 16, had a new driver's license and a new paint job.
    They died. Old and young, black and white, affluent and poor.

    They died. 

     Because someone drank and drove.

   Chuck picked up Brian Wedding, 15, for a Friday night of cruising. They hit the road as soon as Brian finished loading the dishwasher.

T

he price of driving under the influence of alcohol is high in Kentucky.

In some ways it can be measured. Drunken driving raises insurance premiums and health-care costs and forces government to spend more money on enforcement.

  A fatal traffic accident in Kentucky costs an estimated $220,000 just in lost wages, medical expenses and property damage, according to a National Safety Council formula used by Kentucky State Police.

    That means that in a year's time, Kentucky loses more than $55 million because of drinking drivers who play a deadly game of roulette.

    ''In my opinion, it's no different than grabbing a loaded gun and going out on the highway indiscriminately shooting at vehicles,'' said state police Lt. Ed Shemelya, who saw a lot of fatal accidents when he was a trooper.

    ''Sooner or later, you're going to hit somebody.''

    In that instant, the payoff is made with something much more precious than money. It is made with someone's mother or father, brother or sister, cousin or friend.

   As the boys neared the driveway leading to Long's house on U.S. 231 in Daviess County, Chuck slowed the car and glanced down the road. A hill partially blocked his view.
T

he pain suffered by the survivors cannot be measured.

Drunken driving ''takes away from us the most precious thing we have, and that's life,'' said Lois Windhorst, who founded Kentucky's first chapter of Mothers Against Drunk Driving in 1981. ''It ruins life.

    ''I look at people who have lost their children. They're never going to be the same again.

    ''I see people who have been maimed. They're never going to be the same again. Your lives never go back to the same.

    ''It's taken something from you that you'll never have again.''

    They were going to visit Brian's girlfriend, but they had a few things to take care of first, such as putting gas in the car.

     To demonstrate the magnitude of the tragedy caused by drinking and driving, the Herald-Leader has examined a year's worth of traffic deaths in which, according to official police reports, alcohol use was involved or suspected. A 10-page special report is inside today's newspaper.

    The accidents occurred from May 14, 1987, through May 14, 1988 -- the da Larry Mahoney ran his pickup into a church bus near Carrollton, killing 27 people, 24 of them children and teen-agers.

    The message is simple: Although the bus wreck received a lot of attention because so many people died, it was not the first sign of a problem. The potential for death in accidents involving alcohol exists all the time.

    Nationally, 142,550 people died in the United States from 1982 to 1987 in crashes involving alcohol -- an average of one death every 22 minutes. There are more than 650,000 injuries a year across the country.

   Alcohol is a factor in 50 percent to 55 percent of all traffic deaths, according to the National Safety Council. About two in five Americans will be involved in an alcohol-related crash at some point in their lives, the

 National Highway Traffic Safety Administration estimates.

    The Herald-Leader examined reports on 255 deaths that occurred in the one-year period leading up to the fiery bus crash near Carrollton. That was the number police thought were alcohol-related when the accident reports were filed. It is a conservative figure.

    Further investigation by Connie Cocanougher, who runs the federal Fatal Accident Reporting System in Kentucky, turned up an additional 141 deaths. The names of those people and reports on their deaths were not available to the newspaper.

   During the year examined, death struck almost every day.

  Chuck's hands moved on the steering wheel as he began turning left into the driveway. It was dusk. ''I think there's a car coming,'' Brian said.

T

he 255 deaths reviewed for this article were striking because they were so varied, yet so similar.

    Three-fourths of the dead were men. Nearly half of the dead were between the ages of 16 and 25, and more than half the wrecks occurred between 6 p.m.and midnight.

    Not all drinking drivers were over the blood-alcohol level at which Kentuckians are presumed drunk -- 0.10 percent -- but driving abilities can be impaired at well below that level.

   The youngest victim was 8 months old; the oldest, 86. The victims were coal miners and doctors, factory workers and garbage collectors, salesmen and students.

   Jimmy Maggard's Pontiac popped over the hill. He had been drinking, and he was speeding. His headlights were not on.
E

ighty-one people died in wrecks in which drunken drivers hit other cars or pedestrians. That number includes the drivers who were drinking and their passengers. In single-car wrecks involving drinking drivers -- wrecks in which a driver who had been drinking didn't hit someone else -- 174 drivers and passengers died.

    Many of their pictures -- all those the newspaper could obtain -- are running today.

     This is the cost of drinking and driving.

    Maggard's car smashed into the passenger side of Chuck's car. Chuck survived, but Brian was killed instantly.
     This is the stillness and the void.

   When the the sheriff's cruiser arrived, Maggard, whose blood-alcohol level was 0.16 percent, told the officer he did not remember driving. He did not remember the wreck.

     This is so we don't forget.
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L

unch was over, Geraldo Rivera was on television and time passed slowly at the Colonial House Rest Home.

    Then Lucille Edmonds came and brought three-quarter time.

    The next 45 minutes would fly like her hands as they moved across the keyboard of an upright piano in the corner.

    Some residents had turned their chairs to face the piano even before Mrs. Edmonds ambled in yesterday. After all, said resident Elizabeth Riggs, the woman is "very much of an inspiration."

    "She has a clear mind for a woman of 98."

M

rs. Edmonds -- all 4 feet, 11 inches of her -- wore a bright red wool coat as she entered the lobby carrying a colorful, wooden cane from Mexico. Just above her smiling face, she wore a black fur hat.

    For 11 years now the Mississippi native has been doing this: She visits nursing homes in Bardstown each week to play old songs on the piano as residents sing along.

    Her traveling show hits the Colonial House at 1 p.m. each Tuesday and Federal Hill Manor, Bardstown's other nursing home, on Fridays. Her daughter, Rose Dianis, 68, drives her.

    Mrs. Edmonds moved to Bardstown 11 years ago to live with her daughter and son-in-law after her husband died and "I got a fall or two."

    A friend from church started her playing at nursing homes.

    Residents look forward to her visits, said Sallie Schreiber, Colonial House administrator. "They enjoy the music, especially live music. And they enjoy her company."

    Mrs. Edmonds said, "I get as much out of it as they do, maybe more."

T

he retired piano teacher, who gave her last recital at age 87, plays from memory now. "I can't see well enough to read," she said, giggling.

    The piano awaiting her at Colonial House had an All-American Songbook that she would never open. Pictures of her and the Lord sat on top, along with a vase of purple silk flowers.

    But Mrs. Edmonds was not ready to sit and play yet, so she peeled off her coat and made the rounds.

    She shook Ann Jackson's hand. "I'll remember that name," Mrs. Edmonds said.

 "I'm from Jackson, Mississippi."

   She shook Catherine Shircliff's hand. "I'm crazy about her," said Mrs. Shircliff, 76, of Louisville. "She's the highlight of our Tuesday."

    She shook Ella Cecil's hand. "She looks so pretty," said Mrs. Cecil, 70, of New Haven.

    Then the tiny woman shuffled across the room to the piano. "All right," she said without turning around on the bench, "what do you want me to play?"

    " 'Bringing in the Sheaves,' " 70-year-old Virginia Parsley hollered around a wad of gum.

    As the first chords wafted through the nursing home, at least 10 more residents came into the lobby to join the 15 already there. They came on walkers and in wheelchairs, on nurses' arms and on their own two feet.

M

rs. Edmonds' hands danced across the keyboard, her head bent to watch them.

Nobody cared what she played during the show -- "I haven't even heard of some of 'em she plays," said Frances Kellems, 62, of Louisville -- but most sang along.

    That included Pearl Chinn, a fragile-looking woman in the chair next to Mrs. Kellems. "She has trouble talking," Mrs. Kellems said of her neighbor.

    But she sang harmony with ease.

    Mrs. Edmonds played "The Old Rugged Cross," "The Sweet By and By," "How Great Thou Art," "Nearer My God to Thee," "The Missouri Waltz" and "My Old Kentucky Home."

  Outside, the sun was not shining bright, but it gleamed on the cars in the parking lot. The day was cloudy but not gloomy.

    "Aren't you all tired of singing?" the pianist said, turning on the bench and giggling. They were not, but they had no more requests.

     "We've run out of songs," Mrs. Riggs said, smiling.

    "What?" Mrs. Edmonds said. "I'm deaf in one ear and can't hear out of the other one."

    She grinned, turned back to the keyboard and played more songs from some other time.
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A

longside Ky. 263, the postmaster in this  sleepy, rural community spends his afternoons watching for signs of spring -- and any other thing that will help pass the lazy afternoon. It is the kind of town in which the unfamiliar is spotted easily.

   But what’s happening at Richardsville Elementary School is a mystery: Students, teachers and staff members are coming down with strange ailments, and nobody knows why.

    In the last 11 months, five of six pregnant teachers have lost their unborn babies, and faculty members want to know: Is it a coincidence, or is something at the school --  molds, chemicals, fumes, heavy metals -- causing the miscarriages?

   Health department officials hope to be able to answer that question after they finish an extensive investigation in May.

   ''There are all kinds of things that could come out of this study -- or nothing,'' said Chuck Bunch, director of the Barren River District Health Department in Bowling Green.

   Faculty members and some parents in Richardsville, a community north of Bowling Green, are anxiously awaiting the results.

   ''I'm really glad they did turn it over to the health department,'' said Judy Hittson, whose daughter attends Richardsville. ''When this first came up, they were trying to handle it in the school. I didn't like that.''

    The high miscarriage rate is not the only worrisome news in a faculty report on health problems at Richardsville.

    Students and school employees have complained of headaches, cysts, vision and breathing difficulties, and other  health problems.

    Principal Tom Hunt ''says there's no cause for alarm, but we could have a serious problem,'' said Renee Johnson, 13, a student.

    Renee said she had been having headaches since the beginning of the school year.

    Bunch met with concerned faculty members Feb. 16 to tell them the health department would investigate. ''You could tell they were very apprehensive,'' he said.

    Most teachers and parents are concerned. But they are satisfied that officials are doing all they can.

  ''There's really no need to overreact,'' said Ida Bowling, a teacher. ''I mean, what do you do in a situation like that? You wait and hope nothing's wrong.''

      Some, though, are not so patient.

    ''Why haven't they done something before now?'' asked Rose Basham, whose children attend the school.

    One reason is that teachers did not suspect a problem until a pregnant colleague learned that her baby, due in April, probably would be born with multiple defects.

    The teacher, who is in her late 20s, had had a miscarriage seven weeks into her first pregnancy last spring.

    She was told the defects in the baby she was carrying now probably were genetic, Bunch said. But her tragic news prompted faculty members to compare notes.

S

ome of them told Hunt on Feb. 4 that they feared the school, which has 650 students in kindergarten through eighth grade, might be a spawning ground for health problems. Hunt told them to call a meeting of the faculty council.

    The council met the next day and decided to do a study.

    What they reported 10 days later seemed cause for alarm. Including the five miscarriages since March 1987, the study showed that over the last 20 months, seven of 10 pregnancies had ended in miscarriage.

    Between 1971 and 1981, four of 14 teacher pregnancies had ended in miscarriage, and five of the children who were born had problems: allergies, club foot, migraine headaches, bronchitis and mental retardation.

    The significance of the numbers is hard to determine, state epidemiologist Dr. James Moser said. Most experts think the normal rate of miscarriage is between 15 percent and 20 percent, he said.

    But many miscarriages occur before the  woman even knows she is pregnant, said Dr. Adele Franks of the federal Centers for Disease Control.

    Unreported cases could make the rate as high as 50 percent or 60 percent, said Dr. Don Mattison of the National Center for Toxicological Research.

    Such estimates are based on much larger samples than Richardsville's, but faculty concerns should not be ignored, Moser said. ''I think it's significant enough that the decision made by the health department to obtain further information is justified.''

    But Moser added that the causes of miscarriage were hard to pinpoint. ''It doesn't give you any clues about what caused it or what might have caused it,'' he said.

    The possibilities are almost limitless, Bunch said. As a result, the investigation will be  unusual in its extensiveness: The health department will test for chemicals, bacteria, gases, heavy metals, mold, radiation and other possible causes.

    Superintendent Robert Gover said all schools in Warren County soon would be checked for radon, a radioactive gas that occurs naturally in many areas of Kentucky. Radon is harmful only in enclosed areas, where it is suspected of causing cancer and other health problems.

    The health department will gather information from teachers and staff members who have taught and worked at Richardsville as far back as 1970, Bunch said.

O

n Feb. 17, health officials tested for gases in and around the school.

Fresh in their minds was the problem with dangerous fumes that arose in two Bowling Green elementary schools in the fall of 1985.

    The fumes, which smelled like gasoline and  were highly explosive, were discovered in Parker-Bennett and Dishman-McGinnis schools. Their source was an underground cave.

  Underlain by Kentucky's expanse of limestone, the Warren County area is known for its caves, geologic features that can harbor pollutants.

     The 1985 mystery was easily solved:  Storage tanks were leaking gasoline into the caves. Improved ventilation was the solution.

    It might not be so easy this time, Bunch said. The odor of gasoline and kerosene sometimes fills the 40-year-old Richardsville school, but the source is the boiler room.

    Reported health problems have been so diverse they might have more than one cause, Bunch said. Health officials are using the process of elimination.

    Meanwhile, the school will stay open, Gover said. ''Unless you know for sure there's a problem in the school, why would you close it?'' he asked.

    If there is a problem, health officials probably will find it, Bunch said. If not, those at the school will have to accept that the statistics are a coincidence.

    ''It will be up to them to decide whether they like it,'' Bunch said. ''We're going to be able to tell them what it isn't.''

    State plumbing inspector Jerry Waddle already has decided it isn't the pipes in the school. They were found not to be contaminated. Water from every source inside the school is being tested for bacteria, Bunch said. Soil samples are being taken, too. Cleansers, insecticides and other chemicals used in and around the stark stone building also will be examined.

O

ne test was easy: Health officials scanned the skies around the school for high-tension power lines, which have been linked to reproductive problems, Bunch said.

    They found none. The school's unspoiled rural setting,  virtually unchanged for four decades, makes the mystery all the more intriguing.

    ''I don't think they'll find anything,'' said Frank Duckett, who has two sons at Richardsville.

    The quiet community of farmers, retirees and young professionals has a grocery store, a post office, a closed restaurant, a volunteer fire department and a farm-implement supply store.

    The three-story school is easily the largest building in town.

     In 1979, a new sewage treatment plant was built behind the school, which also got a 6,000-square-foot addition that year, Superintendent Gover said.

    In 1983, asbestos was removed from the school, but the cancer-causing material was found only in enclosed pipes near the speech room, Gover said.

    Next door,  less than 50 feet from the open windows of classrooms on the south side of the school, is a pig farm.

    The lot has been there since Meriott Stahl helped build the Richardsville school in 1946. Now Stahl's great-granddaughter, Lisa Taranee, goes to kindergarten there.

    ''I don't know what to think about it hardly,'' Stahl said of the report.

 ''There may be something to it, or it may be something that can happen anywhere else.''

    Teachers cited the pig lot in their report. Flies from the farm have been more bothersome this year, and large rats frequently are seen ambling between the dumpsters beside the school and the pig lot food supply.

    School officials spray extensively for flies each day. The insecticide will be tested, Bunch said.

T

he teachers also were concerned about the boiler room and inadequate ventilation.

The boiler, which extends under two classrooms, uses kerosene as fuel, and the odor of kerosene fumes wafts throughout the school. Inside the boiler room, the fumes are ''thick enough to taste,'' the faculty reported.

   To complicate matters, five regular classrooms and one workroom have no windows or ventilation except for air conditioners.

   Some students say they began getting headaches only after returning to school after Christmas.

    At 9 p.m. Christmas Day, a wall clock had shorted out and fallen onto a bookcase in a dark classroom. The fire that resulted caused $100,000 worth of damage, Richardsville Volunteer Fire Chief Ricky Jones said.

    School officials did not know at first if the damage could be repaired in time to resume classes when the holiday break ended Jan. 4, Superintendent Gover said.

    But contractors washed and repainted the walls, replaced floor and ceiling tiles, and cleaned all the books in the library. And the school was ready in time.

S

oon after everyone returned, Mary Alice Oliver, a teacher at the school for 30 years, became ill, faculty members said. Her doctor told her she was having an allergic reaction to mold.

    Some parts of the school soaked with water from the fire hoses had not dried before  they were remodeled, Ms. Bowling said.

    Contractors cleaned some more, and Ms. Oliver recovered. But Eric Watt, 9, began getting headaches.

    ''When they come home holding their head and crying, you know they're not faking,'' his mother, Angela, said.

    The boy would arrive home almost every afternoon ''with real severe headaches, then sleeping for three or four hours,'' Mrs. Watt said. ''This would only go on during the week.''

    Eric's parents took him to the hospital for tests, but doctors found no reason for the headaches, his mother said. The headaches subsided several weeks ago, Eric said.

    Mrs. Watt said she thought the boiler room was to blame, noting that the heat had been turned off for several weeks.

    But Renee Johnson said her headaches now were ''worse than ever.''

    ''By the end of the day, you have a migraine,'' she said.

A

 small group of mothers visited the school 10 days ago. Brenda Miller, whose daughter had, for no apparent reason, blacked out and fallen in class the day before, was among them, Rose Basham said.

    ''You try to alleviate the anxiety that exists,'' said Hunt, the principal, who has a daughter of his own in fifth grade at the school.

    Mrs. Basham said her son had ''come home plenty of times complaining'' that his eyes burned or that he had a headache.

    ''If they don't do something, some of these kids will be kept out of school,'' Mrs. Basham said.

    Despite such threats, Hunt said attendance had remained steady among both teachers and students. No employee, including the pregnant teacher, has taken

 a leave of absence, he said.

    ''You're talking about a quality person, an excellent teacher,'' Hunt said. ''Despite all her problems, she's teaching. She hasn't missed very much.''

    Leslie McGinnis, whose wife, Jane, teaches at the school, said he would not worry unless the health department told him he should.

    He is patient, even though his wife suddenly has developed blurred vision that doctors have not been able to explain.

    Richardsville residents are somewhat miffed at the crush of news media attention they have received since the report became public, McGinnis said.

    ''We don't need the commotion, I guess,'' Ms. Bowling said.

    Richardsville, the school, is self-conscious about the investigation.

    ''They kind of ignore it,'' said Heather Young, 14, who has headaches  ''all the time.''

    ''They won't talk to you about it.''

R

ichardsville, the town, is quiet about the problem, too.

''I don't hear much about it,'' said Herbert Duckett, the postmaster.

    ''I think there's a concern,'' McGinnis said. ''But from what I know, everybody doesn't want to get it all stirred up before the investigation is through.''

    Martin Houston, one of several Western Kentucky University professors advising health officials during the study, said he ''wouldn't be worried about my child going there.''

    Melodye Whalin, a teacher at the school, said she trusted the health department. ''Of course, there's concern because of the numbers, but I think everyone is really calm,'' she said.

    Larry Hughes and his wife, Ruthanne, both of whom teach at Richardsville, say they are not very worried.

    ''If I were overly concerned, I wouldn't be going,'' Mrs. Hughes said.

    Hughes said he did not want to see the investigation become ''an emotional issue.''

   Peggy Eaton, who has three children at Richardsville, did not even bother to open a letter from school about the faculty report. She was too busy, she said.

    Keeping track of three young children can be difficult: One afternoon late last month, Ms. Eaton watched her daughters, Julie, 8, and, Tabatha, 9, play in the dead-end street in front of their house. She rushed into the narrow street when her son fell off his tricycle and began crying.

    It had not been a good afternoon for the boy, Salem Lockhart, 5. As often happens, he had a headache when he came home from school.

    Across the street, McGinnis was just getting home.

    ''If there's a problem,'' he said, ''it hasn't stopped basketball. Everybody still goes over to the school for that.''

    Hours later, the school's windows glowed yellow as twilight settled. The gym was full of parents and children gathered for Optimist Club basketball.

    Eric Watt rode his skateboard in the parking lot while his mother sat inside the gym.

    ''I feel like if there were an immediate danger for students and staff, the health department and principal would pull the kids out,'' Mrs. Watt said.

    Then she hurried down the hall to a classroom the custodian had unlocked so the parents could see the 6 p.m. news.

    ''Everybody's just trying to wait,'' Ms. Bowling said.

    ''It may not be anything,'' Mrs. Hittson said. ''But then it may.''
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T

he Carolina countryside that rushed past the patrol car taking Cleston Higginbottom up U.S. 258 to the prison in Raleigh was familiar and flat.

    But Higginbottom’s life was going downhill, and going fast, the breathtaking plunge irreversible.

    An Onslow County Superior Court jury had heard the evidence, said he was guilty of child-molesting and gone home.

    For Higginbottom, a sergeant in the Marines, there would be no more home, no more Camp Le Jeune, no more summer barbecues in the trailer park off N.C. 24.

    He was losing his life as slowly and helplessly as a drowning man.

    Even so, as Higginbottom rode to prison, he was not sorry he had declined the prosecutor's offer of a plea bargain. A three-year sentence would have been short compared with life in prison, but he had refused to make a deal.

    Higginbottom had told his wife he would not plead guilty to something he did not do.

    He never imagined the criminal justice system could fail him so.

H

igginbottom, who grew up in Louisville and southern Indiana, was convicted Sept. 16, 1983, of a first-degree sexual offense in Jacksonville.

    Fifteen months later, one of his accusers -- Marine Sgt. Rodney Morrell, the stepfather of Higginbottom's alleged victim -- pleaded no contest to a child-molesting charge.

    Although the cases were unrelated, Morrell's plea has raised doubts about Higginbottom's guilt.

    Law enforcement officials say Higginbottom was convicted on a thread of evidence, and the case against him might never have gotten off the ground had Morrell's plea come first.

    "It's pure speculation," said Joseph Stroud, who was an assistant district attorney when he prosecuted Higginbottom, "but I question whether the Higginbottom case would have ever reached trial."

    The mother of the girl Higginbottom was convicted of molesting said she "never really doubted" her daughter's story five years ago. But now she wonders what really happened.

    "I know it's possible to convict people of things they didn't do," she said. "I'm not as sure now as I used to be. I agree there's a lot of fishy stuff.

    "All I can say is there is reasonable doubt."

B

ecause of Morrell's plea, prison has become even more maddening for Higginbottom, who has served almost five years of a life sentence.

    "The worst part is I've lost my family, my sons," Higginbottom said. "I've lost five years of my time with them."

    His boys -- one handicapped, one frustrated and angry -- are growing up, and the woman who was his wife has moved with them back to southern Indiana near Louisville.

    Higginbottom, the oldest child and only son of Cleston Hue and Arcie Marie Higginbottom, spent his own boyhood in the Louisville area.

    He was born Nov. 25, 1958, in Waukegan, Ill., but his parents moved to Jeffersonville, Ind., when he was 4.

    For years, his father ran a produce route in Louisville, and the family often visited Churchill Downs, the Kentucky State Fair and the planetarium at the University of Louisville.

    At 17, Higginbottom graduated from Jeffersonville High School, and "on the spur of the moment" he decided to follow a friend into the U.S. Marine Corps.

    In July 1977, he went to Parris Island, S.C., for boot camp. Three months later he went to Camp Le Jeune, the Marine base near  Jacksonville, N.C.

    In 1981, Higginbottom was transferred to California. On the way, he went home for a month and married Nina Marie, his boyhood sweetheart.

    The newlyweds crammed two large military duffel bags, a suitcase, a uniform bag, a briefcase and a pup tent into a new Honda 400 and headed west. "Talk about a rough ride," Higginbottom said.

    He was transferred back to Camp Le Jeune in 1982, and that summer the couple's second son, Lucas Wayne, was born. Space was tight -- they already had another son, Kenny, who was almost 2 -- so they moved to a larger trailer.

    Their new home  was cramped, but it would be the last place Higginbottom lived that was not enclosed by a fence laced with razor wire.

T

he Higginbottoms met Jeanne Harsen and her 3-year-old daughter, Sandy, in December 1982.

The mother and child had been living with Morrell, a Marine buddy of Higginbottom, for almost a year. The little girl has always thought of Morrell as her father, her mother said.

       Morrell and Higginbottom, who worked in the same supply unit at Camp Le Jeune, had discussed Marine life over many a beer since 1980 -- the year they met.

   Higginbottom was 21 then, Morrell 31. Higginbottom valued their friendship. "When a boy's lonely and far from home, that means something," he said.

    In 1983, they worked in the same unit. Higginbottom installed radios -- some weighing as much as 300 pounds -- on jeeps.

  Morrell and Miss Harsen often visited the Higginbottoms. The couples frequently held barbecues together across the wide, sun-bleached highway from Camp Le Jeune.

     One day in the spring of 1983, Higginbottom hurt his back as he tried to lift a jeep. A doctor prescribed roboxin, a muscle relaxant, but it did not relieve the pain.

    In early May, Miss Harsen and Morrell asked the Higginbottoms if they would baby-sit with Sandy for a week later in the month. Miss Harsen and Morrell planned a vacation to the Great Smoky Mountains on a motorcycle; there would be no room for the girl.

    It would not be Sandy's first overnight stay with the Higginbottoms, her mother testified. In fact, she slept over "every couple of weeks," her mother said in court.

    The couples often baby-sat for each other, she said. It was convenient. 

   They lived only four blocks from each other in neighboring trailer parks off N.C. 24 -- known in Jacksonville as Le Jeune Boulevard.

    When Higginbottom got home from base May 18, he was surprised to see Sandy. She was not supposed to arrive until the next day.

    On Saturday afternoon, May 21, the Higginbottoms cleaned the house, then went to K mart. On the way home, they drove past a  drive-in theater to see whether there was a movie playing  that might interest the children.

    There was not, so they decided to make popcorn that night.

    The Higginbottoms bought butter and a six-pack of  beer at a grocery store and went home.

    Once they arrived, they put a ribbon on the beer and took it next door to their friend and landlord, Ed Cowell. It was Cowell's birthday.

    Cowell drank five beers, but Higginbottom had none, Cowell testified.

    Mrs. Higginbottom left with the children at 8:30 p.m.  Her husband stayed and watched television.

    Higginbottom went home between 10 and 11, he testified, and "raised the roof" when he saw that the children were still up.

    He and his wife promptly put the children to bed. As usual, Kenny and Sandy slept together in the rear bedroom -- the one closest to the Cowells' trailer.

    Higginbottom, his back hurting and stiff, lay on the love seat in the living room. His wife lay on the couch. The last thing Higginbottom remembered was watching "Saturday Night Live."

     His wife woke him up the next morning. He was still on the love seat.

    Higginbottom did not recall getting up all night, he testified. And he was not sure he could have.

    In the morning, he could not straighten up to walk.

    Mrs. Higginbottom helped her husband off the love seat and dragged him to the bathroom, where she eased him into a tub of hot water.

    The children already were dressed for Sunday school. Sandy's behavior was normal,  Mrs. Higginbottom testified.

    At a cookout Sunday night, Higginbottom played monster with the children: He growled and chased them; they laughed and ran.

A

t dinner time on Tuesday, May 24, Sandy went home with her parents, who had just returned from the mountains.

      The three came back at 8:30 p.m. It was not a social visit.

      "We have a problem," Miss Harsen said.

    Sandy normally liked visiting the Higginbottoms, Miss Harsen said. This time, Higginbottom testified, the girl "acted scared of me, which was totally out of character."

    Soon Higginbottom, too, became upset. Sandy, he learned, had whispered to her mother at the dinner table that "Higgie" had molested her Saturday night, Miss Harsen testified.

    "I couldn't believe it," Higginbottom said. He denied it and stormed out of the trailer. Morrell soon joined him outside.

    Sandy had never before complained of being molested after staying with the Higginbottoms, her mother said.

    Higginbottom testified that Miss Harsen and Morrell offered explanations for the girl's story, including:

     She was trying to teach her mother a lesson for leaving her alone for so long.

     She was mad at the Higginbottoms for keeping her.

    But Miss Harsen testified that the Higginbottoms were the ones who had offered all the explanations.

    Mrs. Higginbottom sternly asked Kenny whether he knew of anything happening Saturday night. He said no, she testified.

    There was confusion. Sandy kept changing her story, first saying it happened, then saying it did not, Mrs. Higginbottom testified. "She was switching back and forth. She was upset at the time."

    Higginbottom said he thought the crisis was over when the visit ended an hour later.

    But when he got home from work about 5 p.m. the next day, his wife told him Miss Harsen and Morrell had taken Sandy to the mental health center in

 Jacksonville and planned to go to the sheriff next.

    Keith Taylor, who was an Onslow County deputy sheriff, visited Higginbottom on base May 29 to question him.

    Several days later, the Higginbottoms drove their van to the home of Miss Harsen and Morrell  to pick up a bicycle. Sandy saw them and hurried to the door of the van with a caterpillar on her finger, Mrs. Higginbottom testified.

  Sandy said, " 'Higgie, Higgie, Nina,' " Mrs. Higginbottom testified.

    Then the little girl asked Higginbottom for a kiss, he said.

    Sandy's mother still cannot explain why her daughter was not  afraid of  Higginbottom that day.

    "She wanted to play," she said. "Kids are like that, you know."

    Higginbottom was arrested June 8 and charged with a first-degree sexual offense. He was accused of forcing Sandy to perform oral sex on him.

    Except for being cited once for speeding and once for reckless driving, Higginbottom had never before been in trouble as a civilian.

    The military had convicted him four years before of wearing a camouflage uniform off base. But he said that his van had run out of gas on Le Jeune Boulevard and that he had been forced to walk back along the highway median.

S

troud, the assistant district attorney, offered Higginbottom a deal: He could plead guilty to a lesser charge -- indecent liberties with a minor -- and be sentenced to three years in jail.

    Under the agreement, Higginbottom would be eligible for parole in 15 months. A conviction on the sexual offense charge, on the other hand, would land him in prison for life without the possibility of parole for 20 years.

     Stroud said he offered the plea bargain because he was not confident about his chances of winning in court.

    "It was not the strongest case I ever tried," he said.

    Taylor, the deputy sheriff, said the evidence was unusually weak for presentation to a jury.

    "In other cases I worked, I don't remember it having gone to trial without having more evidence than that," Taylor said.

    There was no admission of guilt, no physical evidence and no expert witness -- at least one of which usually is necessary to ensure a conviction, he said.

    Taylor also remembered that Miss Harsen did not press the case as forcefully as most mothers. "I never really wanted to see him go to jail," she said.

    Still, Sandy's story could not be ignored. "She appeared to be truthful and seemed to know the difference between right and wrong," Taylor said.

   She also was remarkably explicit in her description of certain sex acts, Stroud said. The question remained: How could a child of 4 be so knowledgeable about such things?

    "At the time of the trial," Stroud said, "I certainly had no reservations about her story."

    Higginbottom, who was indicted July 26, 1983, had no reservations about his story, either. He pleaded not guilty, and the court appointed him an attorney, W.M. "Mac" Cameron III of Jacksonville.

    The trial was set for Sept. 15.

T

hings began ominously for Higginbottom.

His attorney, a tall, red-haired man three years out of law school, subpoenaed 13 character witnesses. One of them could not be found.

    The missing witness, a Marine named Wesley Simkins, had once lived with Morrell and Miss Harsen.

  Some people thought Simkins resembled Higginbottom, the girl's mother said, but Higginbottom was much stockier.

    At the time of the alleged crime, Simkins lived with the Higginbottoms and had a key to their trailer, Miss Harsen said. But he was out of town the night of May 21, Higginbottom testified.

    He was out of town during the trial, too. Cameron had to settle for 12 character witnesses and the Higginbottoms.

    Sandy -- "a really cute, winsome little girl," Stroud said -- was the star witness for the prosecution. Her mother provided corroborating testimony, telling the jury what her daughter had said at the dinner table.

    No one else testified for the prosecution -- including Morrell, who married Miss Harsen two weeks before the trial.

    Superior Court Judge Anthony Brannon allowed Cameron and Stroud to question the girl to determine whether she was competent to testify. At one point during the pretrial hearing, Brannon asked Sandy whether she ever wrote on the blackboard at Sunday school.

    "There's no blackboard," she said. "There's a green board."

    The judge was impressed. He denied a motion by Cameron to exclude the girl's testimony.

    During her testimony, Sandy sat in a small chair in front of the witness stand. Sandy told the jury she once had a nightmare about a "munster," but said it had not looked like Higginbottom.

   "What's a 'munster' look like?" Cameron asked her. "Are they big?"

    "No," the girl said. "They're real big -- just like my daddy."

    "The big monster thing," Cameron said later, "was sort of the point of the jury argument.

    "We contended all along that almost by the nature of a 4-year-old and the lack of ability to distinguish between reality and fantasy, there should have been reasonable doubt."

    Sandy sometimes changed her answers, depending on how the question was phrased.

    When Stroud first asked her whether anybody came into the bedroom where she was sleeping the night of May 21, she said no.

    Stroud then changed the question: "Did Higgie ever come in there?"

    "Yeah," she said.

    Sandy told her mother that she cried when she was molested, Mrs. Morrell testified.

    But Donna Cowell, wife of Ed Cowell, the Higginbottoms' landlord, has a different story.

    Mrs. Cowell was up most of that night with her newborn son in the trailer next door, where it always had been easy to hear the Higginbottoms walking and talking.

    Mrs. Cowell had overheard the Higginbottoms have many a quarrel, even with the windows closed. One night, just a week before Higginbottom was accused of molesting Sandy, Mrs. Cowell saw him sitting outside on the back of a car. His wife, he said, was going to leave him.

    The night of May 21 was hot, and all the windows in both trailers were open, Mrs. Cowell said. The new mother and her baby were in a tilt-out on the side of the trailer, placing them even closer to the Higginbottoms' rear bedroom.

    She heard no child crying next door. The night was quiet, she said, the silence broken only occasionally by a dog barking or by someone walking in the street.

N

agging questions remained as the jury retired to deliberate the afternoon of Sept. 16.

Once in the jury room, the 12 men and women who would decide Higginbottom's fate could not agree.

    Jury member Judy Gordon suggested praying, so they all did. When the foreman called for the next vote, "my hand went up immediately," Mrs. Gordon said.

    The jury returned with a verdict: guilty as charged.

    Taylor was slightly surprised. "What impressed me was that with such a small amount of evidence, the jury did find him guilty," he said.

    Jury member Dorothy Meekins said Higginbottom's character witnesses had seemed undesirable. "They were not the boy-next-door, girl-next-door types," she said.

     Mrs. Gordon said she based her vote on the "actions of the child while she was being questioned."

    "I have grandchildren about that age," she said. "When they don't want to talk about something, they'll hang their head and change the subject. That's the very thing she did."

    Mrs. Meekins said Sandy's testimony had been too detailed to be contrived.

    "The little girl was very explicit about what happened to her," Mrs. Meekins said.

    But Mrs. Cowell said she did not think Sandy would necessarily have had to experience sex to be  knowledgeable about it. Morrell and Miss Harsen kept Playboy and Penthouse magazines on the coffee table "where the girl could pick them up and look at them," she said.

    It seemed certain to the jury, though, that "somebody had done something to the child," Mrs. Gordon said.

    Sandy's mother  said that a psychologist at the mental health center had talked to Sandy and concluded that she had been molested.

    Since the trial, however, more and more doubts have arisen about who did it and when it happened.

    "It's an awful thing, our judicial system," Mrs. Gordon said. "How can you be sure somebody's not lying to save their own skin? You never know.

    "You just can't know for sure unless you see it with your own eyes."

    The trial was hard on the jury, Mrs. Meekins said. "I was all to pieces when I made the decision."

    Taylor said one member of the jury was so upset after the trial that she called him at home.

H

igginbottom was nearing the end of his first year in prison at Raleigh when Morrell was arrested Aug. 8, 1984, and charged with two counts of rape and one of indecent liberties involving a 5-year-old girl.

    The girl, Stephanie Joi Kocis, was Morrell's stepdaughter from a marriage that ended in 1982. The charges against Morrell stemmed from incidents earlier that year.

    An Aug. 10, 1984,  report by the U.S. Naval Investigative Service includes an interview with Stephanie in which she relates explicitly how Morrell abused her sexually.

     The report said that Stephanie had described playing "Mom and Dad" with Morrell. It was a game he had taught her, she said.

    A Navy investigation was not done in the Higginbottom case.

    Soon after Morrell was arrested, his marriage to Sandy's mother foundered. They separated the same month and were divorced March 27, 1987. She has since remarried, and her name is now Jeanne Moler.

    In December 1984, Morrell pleaded no contest to the indecent liberties charge. He was sentenced to eight years.

    The other charges were dismissed because North Carolina authorities had no jurisdiction over them. They allegedly occurred in Oklahoma.

    Stroud said he thought jurors in Higginbottom's case would have "seriously considered" that Sandy's stepfather was an admitted child molester -- if only they had known.

    Cameron said Morrell's plea "solved one of the riddles of the case."

    "That was how the 4-year-old girl could have described detailed sexual acts if she did not experience them" with Higginbottom.

    Would the knowledge that Sandy lived with an admitted child molester have affected the outcome of the trial?

    "I'm sure it would," said Mrs. Meekins, the jury member.

    "It might would have," said Mrs. Gordon, another jury member. "You would certainly have to consider that -- somebody right there in the same house with her. It looks bad."

   Before Morrell was arrested, Cameron appealed Higginbottom's conviction on the grounds that his client had not received a fair trial.

    Cameron cited the way Stroud had been allowed to "embrace (and) talk softly" to Sandy whenever she became upset during the trial.

    The appeal failed.

    "I have no reason to believe the district attorney did anything that would have influenced her testimony," Cameron said. But he added: "You always wonder. You never know."

H

igginbottom said he "fully believed something would be done" to free him after Morrell pleaded guilty.

    Morrell is free now, but Higginbottom spends his days and nights in the crowded medium-security prison at Burgaw, N.C., waiting for the year 2003.

    That is when he will be eligible for parole.

   Meanwhile, life goes on without him. "He mentioned he still could not believe he was paying for . . . something he hadn't done," said Mrs. Cowell, who has visited Higginbottom twice.

   Higginbottom and his wife were divorced Jan. 8, 1986, and he sees his sons infrequently. The youngest has a bone deficiency in his hip and has to wear a brace on his leg. The oldest is "raising hell," Higginbottom said.

    "He needs his father."

    Last September, Cameron  prepared a motion for a new trial that said "new evidence has been discovered."

    "This evidence . . . is that the adult male living in the victim's household at the time of this offense has admitted to the commission of sexual acts on another minor female," said the motion, dated Sept. 14, 1987.

    It was never filed.

    Cameron said he did not press for a new trial then because he did not think the Morrell case alone would have convinced a judge to overturn the verdict.

    "If you file a motion for a new trial and lose it, it's tougher to get the court to consider the same case later on," he said.

    Cameron said he was waiting for the girl's mother, to say, " 'Well, maybe he didn't do it.' "

    "When we file a motion like this, the people most likely to object would be the parents," he said.

    Sandy's mother, who now lives in South Carolina, seems unlikely to object.

    "I hope to God," she said, "that I haven't done something wrong."

    Friends of Higginbottom's family have hired a private detective in Lexington, Ky., to dig for evidence that might vindicate him. The detective, Ed Adams, has taken the case at a loss because of Higginbottom's ties to the state.

    "He's one of ours -- a Kentucky boy," Adams said.

   Someday, if he ever gets out of prison, Higginbottom would go back to Kentucky and try "hitting them up for a job" at the General Electric plant in Louisville, he said.

    Cameron said Higginbottom seemed to be a "straight shooter"

    "As far as I know, he never lied to me, and I can't say that for anyone else," Cameron said.

    "He maintained his innocence in this throughout. He never changed his story."
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iji Jeganathan flies home tonight, first-class.

She will sit in the most expensive part of the plane because she might need the reserve oxygen supply available there.

    Leukemia is like that.

    Miss Jeganathan, 34, is used to thinking of survival spelled with a dollar sign. There was a time when a $175,000 bone-marrow transplant -- one she could not afford -- would have saved her life.

    That time is gone.

    It ran out as she waited for donations from friends and strangers to reach an amount that would help her pay for the procedure.

    The University of Kentucky Chandler Medical Center wanted $125,000 down before doing the transplant, but Miss Jeganathan had only $50,000 in health insurance.

    "It's a tough situation," said William K. Massie, hospital administrator. "We wrestle and wrestle with these types of things."

    A bone-marrow transplant is one of only a few procedures that are so costly to the hospital that the patient is required to pay a "significant portion" in advance, Massie said.

    Bone-marrow transplants are not considered emergency procedures becaus many patients choose a different type of treatment, he said.

    Nevertheless, doctors at UK have performed expensive procedures on "a lot of people" who could not afford them, said Dr. Michael Messino, a cancer specialist. Medicaid pays for most of those cases, he said.

    But Miss Jeganathan, a UK student who is a native of Sri Lanka, is not a U.S. citizen. She was therefore ineligible for that kind of financial aid.

    "That," Messino said, "is the very unfortunate part of the entire story."

    The story began when the leukemia was diagnosed in November 1986. Since then, Miss Jeganathan has been hospitalized several times and has undergone intensive chemotherapy just as often.

    She has been in remission twice: from May until December 1987 and from January until last week.

    When her second remission began, doctors started searching for a bone- marrow donor for the transplant, Messino said. They had found one by early February, he said.

    But Miss Jeganathan could not afford the procedure.

    Friends began raising money for her in early March. Donations to a trust fund at a Lexington bank rose to $18,000 in the last two months.

    But while Miss Jeganathan waited for the money, complications that made a transplant impossible arose.

    In late March, the chemotherapy caused her heart to fail. Miss Jeganathan said her doctors told her they would have to wait to see if she recovered fully before doing the transplant.

    Last week, as she waited for her heart to mend, Miss Jeganathan began throwing up. She visited the doctor and discovered her remission had ended.

    Time was up.

   The most successful transplants are done for patients who are in remission because there is less of the leukemia to kill then, Messino said. And Miss Jeganathan's heart almost certainly would not survive the procedure now, he said.

    "One thing an oncologist does not do is cause injury that would shorten a life span," Messino said.

    Even chemotherapy was out of the question. Miss Jeganathan was too weak to withstand the side effects of the aggressive drugs, and she decided against the less potent ones.

    "I decided to have whatever time left without any treatment," she said.

    So she flies home tonight to Colombo, Sri Lanka. About $7,000 from the trust fund will pay for first-class plane tickets for Miss Jeganathan and her mother, said Cyndi Weaver, president of the UK Student Government Association.

    The student association organized the fund drive, but money was "raised and sent by a lot of people," Miss Weaver said.

    She said the group probably would decide next week what to do with the rest of the money. It might be used to establish a scholarship in Miss Jeganathan's name or a relief fund for ill students, Miss Weaver said.

    Miss Jeganathan is thankful for the money. But she knows now that it cannot help her -- even if it once could have.

    "At the time, it really bothered me that money was standing in my way," she said, smiling. "But now I don't care."

    Yesterday, as she sat surrounded by friends in her apartment on Limestone, she said she felt "peaceful."

    Another group of friends had visited her Saturday with some rare good news. They brought a letter from the chairman of the computer science department at UK that said she had fulfilled all the requirements for a master's degree in computer science.

    Miss Jeganathan, who earned a master's degree in statistics in 1984, continued to work on her thesis in computer science despite her illness.

     "She's getting the degree because she completed her course work, nothing else," said F.D. Lewis, director of graduate studies for the computer science department.

    Miss Jeganathan will get a diploma, Lewis said. On it will be the date of some day in August.

    That seemed far away yesterday as Miss Jeganathan sat on a couch in her apartment. Beside her was Kate Fouquier, the nurse who had cared for her at the medical center.

    Both women cried. The way the nurse hugged her patient, neither could see the rain falling outside the window.
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B

ill Hedden squinted, Christine Martin scowled, Bob Spencer grinned and, before anyone knew it, 100 years had gone by.

    Time really does pass in Waddy -- and the people here have the photographs to prove it.

    The sleepy town with the funny name celebrates its centennial this weekend, and residents were busy Thursday afternoon decorating the Ruritan Club with old black-and-white pictures from the last 100 years.

   There, in one photo, was 84-year-old Bill Hedden, now the oldest man in town. It was a bright summer day in 1920, and Hedden was young again as he posed with other members of Waddy High School's basketball team.

    There, in another photo, was 89-year-old Christine Neblett, whose maiden name was Martin. Now the oldest woman in town, she had dark brown hair then as she posed for a group picture with her high school classmates.

    And there, in still another picture, was Bob Spencer wearing a baseball cap.

  Spencer, who grew up to be chairman of the centennial celebration committee, stared down at the picture of himself as a boy.

    The boy stared back, grinning.

  "Oh, it's nostalgic, there's no doubt about that," Spencer said. "You get to see people who have always been old, as a child."

    The pictorial display, which will decorate the walls of the Ruritan Club on Ky. 395, will be open all day today.

    And centennial festivities -- including a parade, beauty contest, turkey shoot and balloon race -- begin today.

    It will be a big weekend in Waddy, a town of 300 off Interstate 64 between Lexington and Louisville in Shelby County.

    Most people are looking forward to the big event, said Linda Temple, who owns the grocery that serves as Waddy's gathering place.

    Usually the town is quiet: Children ride bicycles in the narrow streets; boys shoot baskets behind the Christian church; men play rook in the back of Linda's Grocery; and the bank is closed by 3:30 p.m.

    "It's a nice quiet town and everybody's sociable and congenial," said Jeanie Hedden, Bill's wife.

    Whereas travelers once came through town on trains -- they climbed down from the cars every now and then to stretch their legs and to shop -- now they zip past on I-64 a mile to the north. Only freight trains rattle the town these days.

    The pace in Waddy is so slow that the passage of 100 years is no small thing.

    "It's changed a lot, but in a way it's stayed the same," said Jake Potter, 61, as he walked to the general store Thursday with a carton of empty Coke bottles to claim his deposit.

    Waddy is "basically the same people," said Jeanie Reese, 38, who lives on Ky. 395 in Waddy. "Everybody's just grown up."

    But some things have come and gone. At one time, Waddy had six stores, a hotel, a bank, two law firms, a club house, a mill, a creamery, several tobacco warehouses, three churches, a college and a high school.

    Now the unincorporated town has a bank, two stores and four churches.

   Waddy grew up along the Southern Railway and was named for a local Irish family whose partriach, a major in the U.S. Army, gave the railroad land for a depot.

   Residents admit the name is unusual. It has been a source of amusement to outsiders, especially those from larger cities, said Bill's wife, Jeanie Hedden, 75.

    Mrs. Neblett is related to a prominent family that helped found Waddy. Without the railroad, the town might have been named Martinsville, she said.

    But she is not unhappy with Waddy. "There's always a Martinsville or a Martinsburg, but there's only one Waddy," she said.

    "It's very distinctive."

    Of course, Mrs. Neblett said, a lot of people think Waddy's full name is Waddy-Peytona because of the exit sign on I-64 that also contains the name of another small town in Shelby County.

    "I can't understand to save my life why they stuck Peytona on there," Mrs. Reese said. "All there is there is a garage."
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· The Legend of Smokin’ Don
· Hymn of the Hills
· Raining Like Today
· Learning Lessons
· Screams from an Amusement Park
· Doctor, Heal Thyself
· For the Love of Food
· Carl Keyser’s Trail of Deceit
· Warehoused Horror
· Nightmare Highway
· A Nice, Little Town
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D

on Gullett leans forward, staring at the framed photograph on the wall as if it were a mirror and he were a man just noticing his first gray hair.


It is his image in the glass, but this is crueler than what happens when a man first sees himself as he will be. Time has reversed the prank. Don Gullett is seeing himself as he was.


In a McKell High School football uniform, steaming down the sideline toward the goal line. In a Reds baseball uniform, catching a pitch from his toddler son at Riverfront Stadium in Cincinnati. In the clubhouse, shaking hands with then-President Gerald Ford during the 1975 World Series.


In the bullpen, raring back to throw a fastball under the scrutiny of Manager Sparky Anderson.


Behind Gullett in the basement of his sprawling, Tudor-style home in Greenup County is a pool table. Ahead of him is the past. Always the past.


Time is like a good fastball: by you before you can do much to make your mark on it.


Gullett's life has come full circle. His son, Don Jr., the toddler in the photo, turned 18 on Friday. Gullett was 18 when he began playing professional baseball in Sioux City, Iowa. That was in 1969.


Now Gullett's baseball career is only a memory. Life no longer is a game. It is reality. It is no longer the sound of the crowd or a day in the sun at Yankee Stadium; it is stale, green water in the backyard pool and rangy weeds in the cornfield.


The memory still hurts sometimes. Gullett cannot bring himself to watch baseball games on television.


In the basement of his house, on a shelf below the pictures, lies a new Rawlings baseball glove, left-handed. Never used. Never will be. It is the glove Gullett never got to break in, the last unsoiled vestige of a promising career cut short.


Outside, the sun looks small and pasty like the moon as it floats in the fog over knobby Greenup County. It is morning. Another day on the farm has begun for Don Gullett.

O

n a spring day in 1960, a man from up the way in the county seat made a special trip to a farm near Lynn and pitched the family's middle son, little Don, a new baseball.


Don Gullett, all of 9 years old, stopped playing with the raggedy ball he'd been tossing around outside with his younger brother, Bill, and caught the leather ball.


The man, Paul Baker of Greenup, had an application for Don to play in Greenup County's first-ever Little League.


Even early on, it was obvious to everybody from South Shore to Greenup that Don was a natural-born athlete. But there are any number of directions you can go if you run fast. And shoot and throw and hit and jump well. Football, maybe? Basketball? Baseball? The boy liked them all.


And could he move.


Motion easily caught the eye of Gullett's neighbors in the rural areas of Greenup County, where life is slow. But Gullett was quick, he wasn't flighty. That's important.


In Greenup County many people make a living out of farming tobacco and corn, and they know you have to work hard and be prepared for each season as it comes.


That, Gullett learned well.

D

on became such a good pitcher that he began taking the mound for Wurtland High School when he was in the eighth grade. But he lived near Lynn in a part of the county where students had a choice of high schools, and he decided to attend arch-rival McKell up on U.S. 23 because it had a better athletics program.


It was there Gullett started to attract attention.


He scored a record 72 points in a football game at Wurtland, a game they still remember vividly at Munn's Barber Shop in South Shore. Gullett scored 11 touchdowns and six extra points. "You never forget that," says Denver Munn.


As in many Kentucky counties, Greenup residents derived much of their entertainment from high school sports. Fierce rivalries developed, and crowds flocked to games -- especially after McKell became a powerhouse and Gullett became the hero.


But Gullett was making his mark in other sports, too. The game in which he struck out 20 of 21 batters and did not allow a single hit became popular fare at Munn's.


The only boy who would catch Gullett's pitches was his brother, Bill. The ball coming out of Don's left hand after he snapped that arm like a whip just came too fast and moved too much. Hitting it or catching it was a big task.


The pro scouts began visiting Greenup County even before Don was old enough to drive. Gullett knew then that his dream of playing baseball was close to becoming reality, but he still had options.


Dozens of major colleges began recruiting him to play football and basketball.


Gullett decided to play baseball if he was drafted in one of the first few rounds. But he wasn't about to spend his life in the minors. If nobody wanted him very much, he'd go to college; he was a good student.


His future depended on his performance in a fishbowl, but through it all Gullett never changed. The wavy-haired boy with the blue eyes remained quiet and unassuming, hard-working and levelheaded.


He was from a large enough family to know early on that not everything always goes your way. It's a quick lesson when you're the third youngest of eight children.

T

he Gulletts were a close family. Don's father, Buford, taught him to hunt and fish, hobbies the boy would grow to love as dearly as baseball.


Don was a good shot. Squirrels and rabbits generally were not safe around him. Neither were catfish, bass or sunfish; he was pretty handy with a rod and reel, too.


Gullett's life, although exciting, was never wild. He had little time or taste for anything other than baseball or the outdoors. When he was 16, the third love of his life began: He met cheerleader Cathy Holcomb, the girl he would marry two years later.


Gullett had just finished a short minor league stint after being drafted in the first round out of high school, and he and Cathy were going to move to an apartment in Northern Kentucky. College was out. Gullett had bought an orange Plymouth Roadrunner, his first car, and he was on the move.


He was going to spring training with the big club in Cincinnati.

A

ll this was happy news in Greenup, where you could see the Ohio River, and Ohio on the other side, without ever leaving the backdoor of the courthouse.


The Reds had a lot of fans in Greenup County before Gullett ever signed with them. Having a hometown boy take the mound for Cincinnati was almost more than some townspeople could bear.


There was a Don Gullett Day in Greenup and a Don Gullett Day in South Shore.


A building contractor donated a stone monument to the town of Greenup, population 1,400, that said "This Is Don Gullett Country." It looked something like a tombstone, but that didn't matter. Officials promptly placed it on the front lawn of the courthouse.


On the other side of the lawn was a monument to the county's other favorite son, the late writer Jesse Stuart.


Stuart made a name for himself writing stories that illuminated the nooks and crannies of rural Greenup County. Gullett made his with a white-hot fastball. Light and heat.


Summers filled the county with electricity. Few people in town missed Reds games anymore. Some drove the 120 miles up route 52 to Riverfront Stadium in Cincinnati. Most caught them on television or on the radio station out of nearby Portsmouth, Ohio.


The middle Gullett boy was making quite a splash. Pittsburgh Pirate slugger Willie Stargell faced Gullett for the first time and struck out on three pitches. Just like that. "Wall-to-wall heat," Stargell said.


Gullett earned the nickname "Smokin' Don" for his throwing style and his worst bad habit: cigarettes.


Reds Manager Anderson was impressed with Gullett's modest, down-to-earth demeanor and his blazing fastball. "He's going to the Hall of Fame," Anderson said.


The wins came fast. "Super Kid Gullett Does It Again . . . " one headline said.


And through it all, Gullett remained Gullett. The only change his friends noticed after he hit the big time was that the Roadrunner became a Continental. But he still came to visit almost every off day.


Don Jr. was born early in the morning on Aug. 11, 1971. Gullett, back from a road trip the day before, pitched that night at Riverfront.


As he warmed up in the bullpen, a boy made his way to the railing at the bottom row of seats. "Hey, Don," the boy called. "Throw a no-hitter."


There were two outs in the eighth inning before the first Chicago batter managed a hit. It was the only one they got off Smokin' Don, the family man.


"This is wild," Gullett thought.


Life couldn't get much better.

I

n 1972 Gullett contracted hepatitis and had his only losing season.  He bounced back to become stronger and more consistent than ever. But the bout with hepatitis was the first sign that Don Gullett's luck was as hard as his fastball.


In 1973, Don and Cathy bought a 75-acre farm on Ky. 7. They built a big house like one that Cathy had seen in a magazine.


Gullett raised corn and tobacco. He bought 60 more acres down the road and raised hay. Relatives looked after the farms while Gullett was away playing baseball.


His career in Cincinnati soared. In 1975, he already had nine wins with a month still to go until the All-Star game. It was going to be his best year ever.


Then Larvell Blanks stepped to the plate.


Late in the game Gullett tired, and he served up a ball to Blanks that must have looked the size of a melon.


Blanks lined the ball back up the middle of the field toward the pitcher's mound, and Gullett stuck his left hand up to knock it down. All he saw was a white blur, then the ball slammed into the base of his thumb and branded his skin with stitches.


Gullett went down.


It all happened so fast, nobody knew exactly where the ball had hit him. Cathy jumped to her feet in the stands. Had it struck him in the head?


The broken thumb kept Gullett sidelined for two months, but when he came back the only sign he had been injured was a lump on his left hand where the healing had caused a calcium deposit.


The first time Gullett threw again, Anderson sat in a chair behind him, his chin resting on his hand, his eyes squinted, his brow furrowed. Would Don be Don again?


Gullett's arm snapped like a whip, and the ball popped out going 96 mph. He was back.

I

n October, Gullett pitched the first game of the World Series against the Boston Red Sox. The Reds won the series four games to three. They also won it the next year, sweeping the New York Yankees in four games.


But 1976 was the end of life with the Reds. After a season-long contract dispute, Gullett played out his option and signed with the Yankees as a free agent. The country boy went to the big city.


Greenup County was crushed. Some people saw Gullett as something of a traitor. How could he leave the Reds?


It took a while -- maybe even a week or two -- but county residents gradually began to adjust: Many of them became Yankees fans. Greenup County children started wearing Yankees caps and shirts.


"He made New Yorkers out of all of us a little bit," says Dave Stultz, an opposing pitcher in high school.


It didn't last long, though. As Gullett warmed up to pitch the day before the All-Star break in 1978, he felt his arm catch. He couldn't tell if it was injured, though. Once a pitcher starts warming up, his arm becomes a tool. It's hard to feel whether something's gone wrong.


When Gullett took the mound to start the game, he had no idea he was about to pitch the final two innings of his career. But he soon discovered he had no stuff.


He was taken out of the game in the second inning. In the clubhouse, he tried to shave but couldn't lift the razor to his face.


"I must've done something to my shoulder," Gullett told the trainer.


Smokin' Don spent the next four months on a cross-country odyssey that took him to specialists in New York, Michigan, Oklahoma City and Los Angeles. What was wrong? Did he need surgery? He went to all the best doctors and got different answers.


He was in pain, and the shoulder often prevented him from sleeping or lifting a gallon jug of milk. He decided to have the surgery.


Gullett lay in a Los Angeles hospital room as the Yankees beat the Dodgers in the 1978 World Series. But despite the surgery, he did not think of his career in the past tense.


Two years later he would.


The arm could not be rehabilitated enough to pitch effectively. The whip was gone, the fastball was 10 mph slower.


The Yankees released Gullett in 1980.


The next spring, Pittsburgh invited him to try out for the team, but Gullett declined. He knew it was over.


Besides. He had had his day in the sun. He didn't want to take a spot on the roster away from some young kid with a whip for an arm who might have dreamed big-league dreams in a field of corn.

T

he Gulletts moved back to their farm in Greenup County. Two daughters had joined the family, one born in 1975, one in 1979.


Six years passed. One cold January morning in 1986, Gullett's chest burned, and he doubled over on his blue Ford tractor. A dull ache began to well in his left arm.


Gullett climbed down from the tractor, which he had been using to spread manure, and walked into the barn clutching his chest.


He was alone. Cathy was shopping, and Milford Hunt, an old friend and farmhand, was working several hundred feet  away.


Hunt noticed the tractor sitting idle and walked to the barn. He found Gullett bent in pain.


"You better go to the doctor," Hunt said.


Gullett hesitated. When you're 35, you never dream of having a heart attack. He waited for the pain to subside, but it would not.


Gullett changed his shoes and climbed into Hunt's pickup. The men headed north up Ky. 7 toward the family doctor's office in South Shore, and Gullett slumped against the door of the pickup.


The doctor told Gullett he'd had a heart attack, and an ambulance took Smokin' Don to the hospital in Portsmouth, Ohio. Gullett spent more than a week at the hospital, but there was no surgery. Just advice: Stop smoking and stop drinking so much coffee.


A funny thing happened to Gullett that winter: He began to consider himself a lucky man. Sure he couldn't play baseball anymore, but that was easier to accept now. He was alive. And what a beautiful family he had standing at his bedside . . .

T

hings have changed in Greenup County. The old McKell baseball field is surrounded by apartments, and the bases are lumps of yellow foam rubber. Softball is the only game played here anymore. Home plate is a dirty thermal undershirt.


The high school has been torn down and replaced by a vocational center, and the practice football field at the foot of the hill is abandoned. An old tackling dummy stands in the weeds off the edge of the field.


Gullett, his face rounder and his waist thicker, is cutting back on the farm, phasing it out. He and Cathy have decided to sell the house and look for a smaller one. The kids are growing up, and in a few years the family will not need such a big house. Cathy thinks they don't need such a big house now.


Gullett's trying to take it easier. He still drinks lots of coffee, but the smoking has stopped. That's how he put on the extra weight.


Gullett sold 60 head of cattle in 1988 and didn't grow any corn this year. His fields are full of tall weeds.


He owns two tractor-trailers in Ashland that haul everything from boat- launching ramps to anti-aircraft shells. He will be able to retire and live off his baseball pension in seven years, when he is 45.


He and his brother-in-law started a restaurant in Greenup last year, but it didn't last.


Folks were excited at first about the opening of Don Gullett's Home Plate. But Gullett didn't have much time for it, and many townspeople stopped going there when they discovered Smokin' Don rarely made an appearance.


Between the farm and his trucks, Gullett stays busy. Which is good. He'll never play baseball again. The doctor tells him he shouldn't even play softball. If he messes up the shoulder again, it means more surgery.


He worked as an assistant baseball coach at Greenup County High School this year. Younger kids don't remember him. Eleven years have passed since he couldn't lift a razor.


To many people, he's still something of a hometown hero. Probably always will be. His monument's on the courthouse lawn, isn't it?


An old man named Willie Skaggs sits on a bench in the shade of the monument, and he remembers: "Didn't want to miss any when he was pitching."


In Greenup County they compare promising young pitchers: "Why, he throws as hard as Don Gullett."


"He'll always be a legend around here," says Dave Stultz.


Jesse Stuart wrote:


"Time will go on as time will. New people will be born into the world. The old people go from the world and give place to the new. Children grow up and babies are born. And the world goes on. There is not any turning back the hand on the clock."


It is 1989. Gullett is through remembering, and the basement is dark again.


The morning has been over for what seems like less than an hour, but who keeps time out here?


The day will get hotter before it's over, and that's saying something. The sun is blazing, and the humidity is as high as it is in Cincinnati and Chicago and St. Louis this time of year. A pitcher could sweat away more than 5 pounds.


That is what Gullett remembers as he wraps his tanned and lumpy left hand around a baseball in his front yard: The heat of a ballpark hundreds of miles away. The heat can drain you, but he is loose now, and smiling. It is July again for just a while, and it feels like taking the mound at Busch, although there is no crowd to see.


All is quiet except for the birds and the insects. Gullett draws his arm back to throw and tosses the ball easily. Set free, the baseball seems to spin forever in the bright midday sun, hanging, hanging, hanging . . .
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T

here was no singing as the organist at the United Methodist Church played Mark Hedges' favorite hymn yesterday morning.

     Just last Sunday Hedges had requested the hymn, had led the congregation in singing it at the regular morning service. But nobody sang along with the organ music yesterday. Hedges was not there to lead them. And nobody felt much like a song, besides.

     Hedges, one of 10 coal miners killed Wednesday morning in an explosion at the Pyro Mining Co. mine in Webster County, was the first to be buried. His funeral yesterday morning at the simple brick church he loved was attended by dozens of miners.

     Altogether, more than 140 people packed the little church in Uniontown, a mining community of 1,250 people on the Ohio River at the edge of Kentucky's western coalfields.

     Some members of the overflow congregation sat in folding metal chairs alongside the pews or stood in the back of the church. The front doors were left open so even more mourners could stand outside on the steps looking in.

  Most Uniontown residents' lives are rooted inextricably in mining, and an accident such as the one Wednesday reinforces the kinship they feel, said the Rev. Jean Watkins of the Methodist church.  "It's had a heavy impact on this community," said the Rev. Henry Frantz of St. Agnes Catholic Church in Uniontown.

     A memorial service for all the dead miners was planned for 7 p.m. yesterday at Union County High School. Their funerals this weekend, however, will be scattered throughout a handful of counties in Western Kentucky.

     Yesterday morning's service for Hedges, 31, attended by a representative of Gov. Wallace Wilkinson's office, officially started the long mourning

 process.

     Many Uniontown residents walked to the church under a steely sky.

     At 10:15 a.m., the coffin was rolled down the aisle. Hedges's two young daughters, Jona and Chasity, and his wife, Ruthie, wept softly in a pew near the altar.

     The Rev. Beau Watkins began the service, saying, "I feel like many of you. I don't want to be here. I don't want to be doing this."

    The congregation recited, "The Lord is my shepherd." Then Watkins' wife, the Rev. Jean Watkins, spoke softly of Hedges as "a brother, an uncle and a son beyond comparison."

     Those sitting quietly in attendance remembered Hedges in many other ways:

     To Rick Hetric, a fellow miner, Hedges was "a godly man, a churchgoing man." To others, he was the church's Sunday school teacher. Still others had sat in the church on Father's Day, when Hedges filled in at the pulpit for Mrs. Watkins, who was out of town.

     Hedges spent much of his spare time helping out at the church. He mowed the lawn whenever his turn came up and attended the Sunday morning service as often as he could.

     Although his shift at the mine had kept him up some Sunday mornings until 4, Mrs. Watkins said she had seen him at the 9 a.m. service almost every time. But several months ago Hedges had switched from second shift to a day shift, which he did not like.

    And it had kept him away from church four out of every five Sundays.

     When he wasn't working, Hedges liked to fish and hunt geese with friends. He also did carpentry work.

     Like every miner, he knew how dangerous his work underground was, Hetric said, "but he wasn't fatalistic about it." His friends and family remembered Hedges yesterday as a happy, optimistic man.

    At 10:35 a.m., the organist began playing the hymn of which Hedges was so fond. It begins: "This world is not my home, I'm just passing through." But no one sang the words as the congregation had done Sunday.

     Watkins read from the eighth chapter of Romans, verse 36: "For your sake we face death all day long."

     "I've cried tears over this death," he said. "I think this is the hardest funeral I've ever had to preach."

     Then they rolled the coffin out of the church past the "mowing order" list, tacked up in the doorway, with Hedges' name still scrawled on.

    The miner's body was taken to the Uniontown cemetery off Ky. 360 and placed in the ground near a field of corn.

RAINING

LIKE

TODAY

WHEATCROFT

1989

I

n better times, the names of Webster County coal miners are immortalized in ink on the back wall of the Miner's Diner.

     But there is always the fear that some of them might be immortalized another way, with their names in stone.

      That will happen this weekend as 10 miners who died in an explosion Wednesday morning at the Pyro Mining Co. mine near Wheatcroft are buried.

    Their graves will be scattered through several Western Kentucky counties, but all will be mourned in Wheatcroft.

       Residents of the tiny mining town along Ky. 109 are planning a memorial service for the dead miners, none of whom lived here but all of whom worked underground less than five miles away.

    Wednesday's tragedy brought them face to face again with the nagging fear that haunts those whose lives revolve around coal mining, said Bobbie Witherspoon of Wheatcroft.

    "We've grieved for years with these kinds of things," Mrs. Witherspoon said. "We're just traumatized."

   Dorothy Beach, a waitress at the Miner's Diner, whose husband and son both work in coal mines, said, "It's affected the whole community.

    "The people in the community, their hearts go out to the miners' families."

    This week Mrs. Beach has remembered the agony 40 years ago of waiting for news of her own father's fate after the mine in which he was working exploded.

      "It was raining like today," she said.

   The smoke-gray skies over Western Kentucky yesterday seemed symbolic of the mood throughout the western coalfield area. Shock, disbelief and mourning were not limited to Wheatcroft. The flags flew at half-staff in front of the Sturgis airport, where Pyro keeps its offices.

    The sense of loss so acute for some families was vague but disturbing for many others.

    "Everybody's just in shock right now," said Brenda Robinson, who works at Bud's Country Corner near Morganfield. Roger Clifford and Mike Hedges, two of the miners who died, visited the store frequently, Ms. Robinson said.

    Many residents of Wheatcroft, population 320, gathered as usual inside the Miner's Diner yesterday, but the conversation was different. The topic was how to organize a memorial service.

    Less than two miles up Ky. 109, the big coal trucks rumbled out of Pyro's processing plant, turning onto the highway almost every 30 seconds.

    Each truck's 40-ton load included coal from the ill-fated mine nearby, but it was not business as usual there. The mine has been closed since the explosion.

    Usually many miners at Pyro visit the diner after they finish their shifts, owner Ann Davis said. Wheatcroft has little else besides a post office and a fire station.

    For eight years the miners have signed the back wall near the kitchen, and the plaster is full of their names.

    As for remembering the dead miners, "I just know this little town could hardly hold the outpouring," Mrs. Witherspoon said.
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A

t most Kentucky schools, it is almost time for the big yellow buses to begin rolling up.

But outside Rick Balgavy's classroom, no buses are coming; no one is going home. Nobody is even looking out the window at the bright fall sky. There are guard towers and stone walls out there. Freedom's in here, in the words and numbers that serve as stepping stones to a General Educational Development certificate -- and a better chance of getting, and staying, out.

    Inmates attending this academic school on the grounds of Kentucky State Penitentiary see a GED certificate as the key to many things -- including the front gate. The parole board looks more kindly on high school graduates.

    ''You need a GED to get a good job,'' says John Stinson of Louisville, a 24-year-old inmate convicted of theft, credit card fraud and being a persistent felon. ''I don't want to go out and come back.''

       Stinson's fear of finding more trouble if he does not finish school is valid, prison officials say. Without a high school diploma or the equivalent, an inmate is more than three times likelier to return to jail within five years, Corrections Cabinet official Don Kenady says.

    Eight of every 10 prison inmates in Kentucky -- a state that ranks near the bottom nationally for graduating high school students -- never finished school.

    That does not mean Kentucky schools should shoulder the blame for the overcrowded prison system, says Ann Farmer, principal of the academic school at Eddyville. In many cases, the inmates at Eddyville failed school because they received no encouragement at home, she says. They turned to alcohol and drugs, then crime.

    Still, there are lessons to be learned. Schools on both sides of the barbed wire should be measured according to how successful they are in elevating students above their backgrounds, Farmer says. There is liberation in that, she says; products of Kentucky's poorer school districts often live in a kind of prison all their own.

    ''One thing the public school system could learn is they should start a person where he is -- wherever that might be,'' Farmer says.

    Inmates enrolled in the prison school progress at their own pace and often work with teachers one-on-one.

    More and more of them realize the importance of getting a high school education, Kenady said. Every prison in Kentucky has an academic school, and enrollment has jumped from 1,469 in 1988 to 2,084 this year.

    In 1987, 167 inmates received GED certificates; this year, almost 400 have.

    Many of them have to start at a first-grade level. About 60 percent of the high school dropouts in Kentucky's prisons are illiterate, Kenady said.

    The illiterate students at Eddyville are in Balgavy's class. There, 42-year-old Ray Kenneth Ham -- rapist, persistent felon and teacher's aide -- paces around a table of men wearing pea-green prison uniforms.

    ''Cop,'' Ham says slowly, reading from a book as the men listen intently, pencils poised. 

     ''Just what we need, another cop.''

     The men begin to write. Here, ''cop'' is nothing more frightening than a word to be spelled on a test.

    There are modest incentives for them to succeed here: Graduates receive an American Heritage dictionary, a pizza and a diploma from the Lyon County Board of Education.

    But there is little financial reward. Inmates are paid 40 cents a day for attending class and can get monthly raises to boost them to $1.20 a day. By comparison, a job in the kitchen pays $2 a day, and one in prison industries pays up to 65 cents an hour.

    Inmates who go to school rather than work sometimes make sacrifices. They cannot afford coffee, cigarettes or shampoo from the canteen. Those who do not go to school, however, must work or face a one-time 90-day lockup restricting their freedom to roam the yard. And anyone hired for an industry job must be a high school graduate or a student working toward his GED certificate.

    Altogether, 104 inmates are enrolled in the prison's academic school. A two-year college program has 14 students, and a hotel management course has 18, including death-row inmate Michael Clark, 37, of Arcanum, Ohio.

    The enrollment rate at the Eddyville prison, which has a population of about 800, is remarkable in light of the kinds of inmates housed there, Corrections Cabinet Secretary John Wigginton said.

    More than two-thirds of the inmates are serving sentences for violent crimes. The median sentence is 20 years, but that does not include 31 death-row inmates or those serving life sentences.

    Most inmates at Eddyville are transferred here from other prisons because they are violent or disruptive or pose a threat to escape.

    Donnie Hillyard, 28, of Marion, went to prison in 1979 for kidnapping, raping and murdering a 20-year-old woman who worked at a convenience store.

    Now he has his GED -- he graduated from the prison school in 1980 -- and works as a teacher's aide in the adult basic education class.

    Hillyard wants to learn a vocation ''so I can do something with my life.''

    Ronnie Jackson, 36, of Louisville, enrolled in school on the advice of his children. Now that his children are in school, he wants to finish his education so he can be a better father, he says. ''I don't want to look foolish with my children.''

    There are other, less noble reasons for enrolling, too, such as having an excuse to stay off the prison yard, which can be hazardous to your health.

    ''You have to have something to motivate a person, and getting out motivates people,'' Farmer, the principal, says.

    This is education without mascots, football teams and cheerleaders. The school library has a card catalog whose drawers are devoid of steel rods, and the filing cabinets are padlocked with a long steel pole through the drawer handles.

    But even though almost all the inmates disdained a public education, relatively few of them drop out of the prison school.

    The results are modest, but expectations rarely are compromised. More than four years after he was convicted of armed robbery, Wayne Bell, 27, a 10th-grade dropout from Louisville, stalks out of his college-level English class without his books after getting back an essay marked B plus.

    ''I shoulda gotten an A,'' he says. ''I rewrote it and rewrote it.''

    Teaching at the prison can be frustrating, too. But the job has its good points, the best of which might be an almost complete lack of outside pressures, instructor James Hubbard says.

    He speaks in a hushed voice because nine inmates are taking the GED test in his classroom. Phillip Cooley, 23, of Maysville, is one of them.

    After Cooley finishes in two hours, he stands, hands in the test, fires up a cigarette he rolled himself and walks outside.

    He does not feel good about the essay question. ''I'm not gonna worry about it though,'' he says, smiling. ''I got 75 years to pass it.''

    Two weeks later, instructor Joe Campbell hands Cooley his diploma.

    Cooley tacks up a copy next to a reminder to call his son on the child's birthday. The real diploma he will send to his mother and father back home in Lewis County, 275 miles and a world away.
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A

s she lay passed out in the back of a burning church bus, Carey Aurentz dreamed she was on a roller coaster that would not stop.

    "I kept thinking, 'God, I'm going to die, there's no way I'm going to get off,' " the Radcliff teen-ager testified yesterday in Carroll County Circuit Court.

   Waking up afforded her no way out of the nightmare: A trip to the amusement park really had gone horribly wrong.

    Carey, now 15, was one of 63 Radcliff youths on board the ill-fated church bus that crashed and burned that night of May 14, 1988, on I-71.

   The bus was returning from Kings Island amusement park.

   Carey testified yesterday at the murder trial of Larry Mahoney, charged with 27 counts of murder in the wreck. He is accused of ramming the bus with his pickup truck while driving drunk.

    Carey hobbled to the witness stand on crutches. Her right foot was burned so deeply it had to be amputated, said Dr. Mark Malangoni, a surgeon at Humana Hospital University in Louisville.

    Malangoni testified that Carey, who was seated in the first row of the bus, had been burned over 60 percent of her body.

    She spent two months in the hospital and has undergone surgery 13 times, she said.

    When the bus burst into flames, dazed and frightened teen-agers began "pushing and shoving and practically running over each other trying to get to the back door," Carey said.

    Most of her friends seated around her on the first rows of the bus died in the fire.

    A box of tissues sat on the witness stand as Carey testified. She began to cry when Assistant Attorney General Paul Richwalsky handed her pictures of several of her friends for her to identify.

    The pictures, taken before the crash, then were stuck onto a large seating chart of the bus at the front of the courtroom.

    Carey said she had been talking to a friend across the aisle when the collision occurred. The friend, Emily Thompson, had invited her on the trip.

    Carey, who was sitting sideways on the right front row, was knocked to the floor with her back to the front of the bus, she testified.

    She rose to walk to the back of the bus, never again to see her seat mates, Kashawn Epheredge and Jennifer Arnett. Both died.

    Carey was caught up in a tight crowd of panicky teen-agers, all trying to get to the emergency exit at the back of the bus, she said. Most were bigger than she. "I was trapped," she said.

    She saw the glow from the fire behind her before passing out in the eighth row and dreaming of the roller coaster.

    When she woke up, she began crawling over red hot seats toward the back of the bus, she testified.

    At the door she stood and fell out onto the pavement of I-71.

    "I was screaming, 'Help, someone help me, please,' " she said.  Two other survivors, Cheryl Pearman and Jason Booher, came to her.

    Jason  grabbed her shoulders and Cheryl  grabbed her legs and began to carry her away from the burning bus. But Cheryl  dropped Carey's legs.

    They were too hot to hold.
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D

r. Fred C. Rainey was working late shuffling papers at his office when his life as the Citizen-Doctor began to crumble.

    Sgt. Tommy Masterson, a detective with the Elizabethtown police, arrested the doctor at 8:45 p.m. Jan. 13 at the Woodland Medical Clinic.

    Rainey, 58, a well-known and respected family practitioner in Elizabethtown, was indicted on one count of first-degree attempted rape, six counts of first-degree sexual abuse, four counts of first-degree unlawful transaction with a minor and 32 counts of third-degree sodomy, also involving a minor. Some of the charges allegedly involve patients, Masterson said.

    Rainey spent the night of Friday the 13th in the Hardin County Jail.

    Many of Elizabethtown's 17,000 residents were stunned. Most could hardly believe the news about Rainey. Here was a former president of the Kentucky Medical Association, former president of the state Jaycees, former vice president of the national Jaycees, former chairman of the Elizabethtown school board and the Kentucky Academy of General Practice's Citizen-Doctor of the Year in 1968.

    Lost in the glare of Rainey's successful career and imposing reputation, however, was a little-known past filled with rumors, complaints, bitterness and outrage, public records show. 

     Trouble had nipped at Rainey's heels before, but he had stayed ahead of it.

    This time was different.

    "For years and years and years, I said, 'That man -- someday the truth is going to come out,' " said Linda Hall of Brandenburg, her voice cool and measured.

M

rs. Hall was a freshman at Meade County High School in 1959-60. Her name then was Linda Board. She was one of at least four freshman girls who became upset at the way the county health officer treated them during routine physical examinations in April 1960.

    The health officer was Rainey, whom the board had hired March 16, 1960, on a part-time basis; he was to work in Meade County one day a week. Rainey lived in neighboring Hardin County, where he had begun a private practice.

    The controversial physicals were given at the high school. Students were called out of class one at a time to an exam room near the office, Mrs. Hall said.

    Linda Board left the exam room on the verge of tears.

    More than nine years later, another woman who had been examined when she was a student said Rainey had been "too familiar" that day.

    "I thought that he did some things that were not ordinary in a physical examination," said the woman, Priscilla Pursiful.

    Mrs. Pursiful, whose maiden name was Priscilla English, was 14 when Rainey examined her. Her remarks that Rainey was "too familiar" and the exam "not ordinary" were made almost 10 years after the exam in a sworn statement given during Rainey's bitter divorce from his first wife, Ann.

    After being examined, some of the high school girls began to talk. The prettier ones discovered they were not alone in their embarrassment and confusion, Mrs. Hall said. They also discovered that the heavy or unattractive girls were not upset by their physicals; they had not been examined in the same way, Mrs. Hall said.

    Like Mrs. Pursiful, Mrs. Hall said she thought the examination she received was improper.

    "It was a nightmare," Mrs. Hall said, "and it really bothered me a long time. I cried and cried and cried."

    Mrs. Hall said Rainey took her behind a screen, out of sight of the nurse, and had her undress below the waist. Days later, during a special meeting of the health board, Rainey told parents that female students were required to remove only their blouses.

    Linda Board was upset by the way Rainey touched her.

    "He got down on his knees . . . and he would glare," Mrs. Hall said. "And he said, 'You are not in any way to tell anyone else what I've done.' He said if I told other girls, that would cause them to be frightened and he couldn't do the examination."

    Two other women examined by Rainey that day said they, too, became upset. One is now a nurse. She remains convinced that Rainey acted improperly.

    After the exam, Linda Board walked back to class in a daze. It was about noon. She sat at her desk and stared straight ahead.

    After a while, she glanced around the room at her classmates, Mrs. Hall said. Their eyes told her: Something must have happened to some of them, too.

   "I saw confusion," she said. "You remember the faces."

    The talk began in hushed tones and ended in a clamor. "Things started humming," Mrs. Hall said. "Before school was out that day, it was hot."

    So hot, in fact, that school administrators decided to call the freshman class to the gym after school to let Rainey explain the examination, records show. Empty buses idled in the parking lot as the meeting delayed the end of an already long school day.

    Rainey told the students the examinations were routine and necessary.

    Priscilla English, a popular student and cheerleader, rose from her seat on the bleachers and disagreed with the doctor -- right there in front of the entire Class of 1963.

T

he freshmen were given physicals only that one day,  but the fallout lasted months.

Records of meetings of the Meade County Board of Health tell the story:

     "The examination was the talk of the whole county," health board member Dr. George Clark said during a meeting June 29, 1960.

    Parents had complained that the students were "handled roughly and indecently," records show.

     Meade County Judge George R. St. Clair, chairman of the board, called a special meeting April 20, 1960, several days after the exams.

    Parents crowded the room, and St. Clair "feared for Dr. Rainey. The judge said John English, Priscilla's father, had "threatened him" if Rainey were not fired.

    Rainey told the parents the exams merely had included checking their children's eyes, ears, teeth, tonsils, throat, lungs, abdomen, heart and, in overweight girls, the thyroid gland.

    At issue was the heart test, according to the minutes of the meeting. Rainey said he had monitored pulsations in the femoral artery, which runs through the groin.

    Dr. Walter Morris, chairman of the health board in Breckinridge County, said he had asked Rainey to do the femoral artery check. In a sworn statement in 1969, however, Morris said a stethoscope, a blood-pressure check and some kinds of X-rays could be used to test for the same problems.

    The people of Meade County were not easily placated during the special meeting in 1960, but members of the board rushed to Rainey's defense.

    Board secretary Clarence Anton said he "could not think of anything more absurd, asinine or dastardly than the stories told about Dr. Rainey."

    Board member Dr. Ronald Naser said Rainey was guilty only of being "more thorough than he should have been."

    "Here in Meade County," board member Dr. Walt Cole said, "there are urban people who have come here to work; also there are many local, uneducated, narrow-minded people who must be taken into consideration."

    Last week, Mrs. Hall agreed with Cole's  assessment. "We were backward," she said. "That doctor was right. We were country people, and we were believing, trusting."

    They also were 14 years old. "You put your trust in your superiors," she said.

    Rainey resigned from the part-time job April 22, 1960. No charges were brought against him. Board members blamed his problems on "unfavorable publicity."

    Mrs. Hall, however, thinks the fault was with Rainey. "He used his medical degree," she said, "as an act of God."

R

ainey received his degree from the University of Tennessee College of Medicine at Memphis in 1955. He set up practice in Elizabethtown about 1957 and married his first wife, Ann, on June 1 that year.

    The first of their two daughters was born in 1961; the second, three years later.

    It was around that time that Rainey gave Pam Crane, a 13-year-old Elizabethtown girl, a "complete physical with a pelvic" examination for Girl Scout camp, according to a sworn statement taken during the Rainey divorce proceedings.

    Rainey was the girl's regular doctor, but it was the first time he had given her a pelvic examination, court records show. At his Elizabethtown office, he asked Pam,  now Pam Richardson, if she ever had had sex.

    "I told him no," Mrs. Richardson said in her sworn statement.

    Rainey argued with the frightened girl and threatened to tell her mother that she had had sex, Mrs. Richardson testified. "I was in tears before I left," she said.

    When she got home, just a block away, Rainey already had called Pam's mother. The woman was crying.

   About 1965, Rainey hospitalized Pam for pneumonia, according to her statement. "He came into my room on night rounds one night and told me he thought I had a kidney infection and that I should have a pelvic examination."

    When Pam refused to let Rainey do the test, the doctor threatened to tell her father that her boyfriend had stolen a bottle of milk, she testified. She still refused.

    Rainey denied most of Mrs. Richardson's statement in his own sworn statement. The "exam that was attempted" was not for pneumonia, he said. "She had a rather extensive inflammation of the pelvic area."

    About 1966, Rainey asked Pam's mother if her daughter could work in his office at night stamping and addressing envelopes, court records show. Mrs. Crane said yes.

    The first night on the job, Pam found herself alone with Rainey. As he helped the girl put on her coat at the end of the night, Rainey tried to kiss her, according to Mrs. Richardson's statement. Pam resisted.

    As he drove her home, Rainey tried to hold Pam's hand, she testified. Again, she resisted.

A

n undercurrent swirled beneath Rainey's shining reputation, but only a few ever felt it. Court records show that around 1960, Rainey called 17-year-old Susan Alvey, now Susan Muchisky, and asked her if she wanted to go for a ride in his convertible. She admired his car, but told the doctor she would go only if

 Mrs. Rainey accompanied them, Mrs. Muchisky testified in 1969. Rainey's wife was out of town, however, and Susan declined Rainey's offer, she said.

    Less than a month later, as Rainey drove "up the Dixie," as U.S. 31-W is known in Elizabethtown, he saw Susan walking. According to Mrs. Muchisky's sworn statement, the doctor asked again if she wanted to go for a ride. She declined and told him he should not call her anymore.

    "I was concerned because of my father," Mrs. Muchisky testified.

    Susan Alvey was forming an impression of Fred Rainey that few others had.

     To most Elizabethtown residents, the doctor was a community cog, a man above reproach.

    He treated indigent patients and was active in the Jaycees. Said a friend, "You're talking about a man who's excelled in almost everything he's undertaken."

    Life was fine when Rainey was still the Citizen-Doctor. In the summer of 1966, he and his wife started building a $50,000 house on Sunrise Lane, a shady street of success stories near Elizabethtown's Freeman Lake. The house was finished in February 1967.

    In 1968, Rainey was named Citizen-Doctor of the Year.

    Less than a year later, Rainey was wiretapping the phone in his own home.

C

assette tapes of telephone conversations between Rainey's wife and various men surfaced during their bitter divorce and custody battle in 1969 and 1970. The court record of Rainey vs. Rainey is a foot thick.

    The judge who granted the divorce had a word for much of the evidence in the case: sordid. Each claimed the other had had affairs. They had separated in 1968, and Rainey, while still married to Ann, had taken a fishing trip to Florida with another doctor and 17-year-old Susan Monroe, his future wife, court records show.

    Mrs. Rainey said in her petition for divorce that Rainey had spent the last six months treating her in a "cruel and inhuman manner." Rainey, in his divorce complaint, said his wife had done the same.

    In October 1970, the divorce became final. Hardin Circuit Judge Howard Holbert awarded Rainey custody of the children, writing, "It just possibly may be that the difficulties between these parties have resulted in their having too much too soon."

R

ainey's arrest last month "was a shocker," a friend said.

Gayle Ecton, who was superintendent of Elizabethtown's independent school system while Rainey served on the school board from January 1979 to December 1986, also was stunned by the news. "Obviously, it was a shock to everyone," said Ecton, who now is superintendent of Henderson County schools.

    "He was an excellent school board member and was very dedicated in his performance. He certainly seemed to have the good of the school system and the students foremost in his approach.

    "He was very professional."

   Rainey was highly respected in Elizabethtown, Ecton said.

    Many still trust and respect Rainey in spite of the charges against him. That includes Gary Foster, a pharmacist at Fort Knox, and his wife, Linda -- both longtime patients of Rainey. The Fosters, who live in Elizabethtown, visited Rainey at his Woodland Drive office less than two weeks after his arrest.

    Rainey, who was released from jail Jan. 14 on a $25,000 property bond, is continuing to practice while he awaits trial May 15. He pleaded not guilty at his Jan. 24 arraignment in Hardin Circuit Court. He declined twice to talk to a Herald-Leader reporter.

    Rainey's indictment "certainly hasn't bothered us," Foster, 43, said as he walked out of the clinic clutching a bill.

    "No, not at all," his wife said. "He's not guilty. He's very trustworthy and he's a good friend."

    Rainey's attorneys, James Gregory of Elizabethtown and Frank Haddad of Louisville, say the doctor has lost few, if any, patients since the indictment. "He's had a strong demonstration of patient loyalty," Gregory said.

    The 43 felony counts against Rainey, which stem from alleged incidents between 1979 and 1986, involve three individuals, "some of" whom were patients of Rainey, Sgt. Masterson said. Two were minors at the time of the alleged offenses, he said; one is a male.

    One of the counts charges Rainey with attempted forcible rape, six with forcible "sexual contact," four with engaging in "illegal sexual activity" with a minor and 32 with "deviate sexual intercourse" with a minor. Most of the charges allegedly involve the same person.

    Masterson said detectives began investigating Rainey about three months ago after stumbling on evidence in an unrelated case that had culminated in the arrests of three Elizabethtown men on various sex charges.

    Detectives still are investigating Rainey, Masterson said. The Kentucky Board of Medical Licensure also is investigating, general counsel David Carby said.

    Rainey could lose his license, Carby said.

   Gary Foster will not look for another doctor unless that happens.

    "I think the people who really know him, this really isn't a problem," Foster said. "Now, the people up at work at Fort Knox that don't know him, they'll tell you the opposite."

     People all over Hardin County are talking about Rainey, said Karen Hager, a hairstylist in Elizabethtown. "The whole town is abuzz -- all ages, all walks of life.

    "Even if he weren't well known, the topic itself is something people like to talk about."
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T

he rendezvous begins early every morning: Stanley Demos and his food. Back of the Coach House restaurant. Middle of the kitchen.

    Demos wraps his hand around a green pepper, gently. It is 8 a.m. He lifts the vegetable into the air, caresses it.

    "Look a' this peppurr," he says in a Greek accent that has survived admirably in spite of a lifetime in the United States. "Beautiful."

    He returns the pepper to its box.

    "Look a' this," he says, holding aloft a large white mushroom. "Isn't that gorgeous?"

    It is. Another day, another love affair between a man and his work, has begun at Stanley Demos' Coach House in Lexington.

    This is not just any day, though; fact is, it just might be Demos' last Wednesday in the kitchen he made famous. He is retiring. The end could come this weekend; he has not decided, exactly.

    This much is certain, however: Demos, a 69-year-old native of Salonica, Greece, plans to turn the Coach House over to his daughter, Elizabeth "Tootsie" Nelson and her husband, Sam. After that, Demos will move to Sarasota, Fla., with his wife, Pat. "I'll do a li'l fishin,' " he says.

    Demos is no slouch at that. He once reeled in a bull dolphin, or Mahi Mahi. Now it hangs with a swordfish and a pork fish on the wall behind the bar in his Coach House. He caught them all.

    Demos is most at home, however, with a meat cleaver in his hand, not a fishing rod.

    His life has been devoted to cookin' -- as he calls it 

-- ever since his days as a chef's apprentice in Athens, Greece.

    Demos could not speak a word of English when he immigrated in 1938 to New York. Fortunately, the beauty of a mushroom often is beyond words.

    Demos was a busboy. He was a cook. He served four years in the Army, but never saw any action outside the mess hall kitchen.

    In 1964, Demos became manager of the old Imperial House, a hotel on Waller Avenue in Lexington. He left the hotel in 1969 to chase his version of the American Dream: owning a restaurant.

    Demos took most of the Imperial House's employees with him. "He told me we were going to make the best place in Lexington," said James Scallos, morning chef at the Coach House.

    Bartender and friend Al Papania also followed Demos from the Imperial House to the Coach House. "We've been good friends since," Papania said. "He's a little more than the boss."

    Demos bought Cap's Coach House in 1969, when the restaurant was in a two- story 18th-century house on South Broadway. Two years later, the original restaurant burned to the ground, and today's Coach House soon rose from the ashes.

    In the years since, Demos has become a Lexington celebrity. More important to him, though, he is widely considered the best gourmet cook around.

    The Mobil Travel Guide invariably lists the Coach House as a four-star restaurant. And the walls just inside the door are covered with certificates from Travel-Holiday Magazine. The coveted Travel-Holiday Fine Dining Award goes to restaurants that meet certain requirements for food and ambiance.

    Past the hall of awards and to the left is the dining room. Chandeliers, pressed white table cloths, mirrors, rich pink draperies and fresh flowers -- a Coach House trademark -- are everywhere.

    The elegance of the Coach House, its reputation for great cooking and its exclusive prices have made it a landmark in Lexington, a city with more than its share of movers and shakers.

    Famous people eat the Sauce Diane and Crabe Demos. On Tuesday night, University of Kentucky President David Roselle ate there.

    Demos reserves certain tables for their regular occupants every night until he realizes that they are not going to show up. Some of the regulars eat dinner there no less than four times a week, and they want to sit in the same place.

    Many Lexingtonians spend lunchtime at the Coach House every day. "Somebody would miss two days, and you'd get to wondering about 'em," Papania said.

    "It's just like a little famuly, like. I could just about tell you who's gonna be here."

    One of the regulars is George Brown of Lexington. "Stanley's been a friend of ours -- of all the people here -- for several years," Brown said.

    The horse sales and racing season bring people from all over the world into the Coach House. But underneath it all, the restaurant remains pure Lexington.

 As they do at UK football games and basketball games, many of the regulars here come to socialize more than anything else.

    Demos recognizes the importance of that.

    "When I build the restaurant," he said, "I build it in such a way that no matter where you sit, you'll have a ringside table, so to speak. You can see who's coming and who's going. And, plus, you can be seen.

    "You're going to a restaurant, you want to see and be seen. Otherwise, you stay home."

    Demos seems small for an institution. He is a short and slight. Do not underestimate him, though. The man who came to America with $8 in his pocket now drives a Mercedes.

    "This whole place," he said. "You know, it's mine. I create this place. Everything that's here has the stamp of my doings."

    Demos has not confined himself to the Coach House. He has written columns for newspapers in Lexington and Cincinnati. He wrote a cookbook that has sold 20,000 copies. And he has had cooking shows on television.

    Now it is time to rest. And fish.

    "You reap some of the stuff you have worked for," he said. "I do enjoy the good things in life now."

    He smiles.

    For years, the Demoses have vacationed in Florida, two months each winter. Now they will leave their condominium in the Radisson Plaza Hotel in Lexington and move to Florida.

   "I'm gonna miss him, 'cause he's done so much for me," said Cheryle Harrison, who has worked in the kitchen for 10 years.

    "That's what they all say before I leave," Demos said, grinning at his employee.

    No one is quite sure what they will do when Demos does leave. Papania said he will be both "glad and sad."

    "Mostly glad," Papania said. "He's worked hard.

    "I'll probably have to call him a couple times a week to find out how to make a drink. He still helps me behind the bar. He hops right in there in a second."

    Demos does not just stand around looking important. He has been known to wait directly on tables; to roll up his sleeves and do some cookin' in the kitchen when things get hectic; and to load the dishwasher.

    "It's not that I say, 'God, I'm not gunna touch nothin'," Demos said, grinning.

    Demos also is not shy about gracing the dining room with his presence.

    "My name is on the sign outside," he said. "So people come in here, they want to know it there's such a person as Stanley Demos, or if he is here. People like to meet the head man, so to speak."

    Demos's name will come off the building, but not until the Keeneland spring meet ends in June, Mrs. Nelson said.

    Her father is not shedding many tears. He has worked a long time for this. No more 8 a.m.-10 p.m. workdays. No more running around to buy produce, which he still does himself. No more worrying about his freezers going bad or the hot water faucet running amok during long weekends.

    "I feel like I've done my share," he said. "I've built a nice restaurant, it's beautiful, and we serve the best of everything, so now I'm gonna let my daughter . . . "

    Do not think, however, that Demos does not feel a twinge of sadness.

    "I feel sad for leaving -- the customers I've met, the lifestyle I've lived," he says.

    Then there are the really pleasurable things: gazing at the perfect pepper, cutting into the ultimate tender lamb chop.

    Just watch: It is Wednesday morning, and Demos is hacking away at a block of cheese. It will be served in a salad at lunchtime.

    Inches away from the clacking knife blade, Demos's first cup of coffee of the morning shudders with each blow. The coffee waltzes in graceful arcs around the cup.

    Demos does not know it, but at lunchtime, all the bar regulars will be in. They have taken up a collection and bought their friend a bicycle.

    Lunchtime is gift-giving time.

    Papania will drag out the box containing the bicycle while Demos greets all the regulars.

    "Mr. Demos," Papania will say. "From all the bar patrons in honor of your retirement."

    And Brown, standing at the bar, will chime in: "In other words, Stanley, we're not going to let you get very far."

    With that, the whole bar will ring with laughter. There is such a man as Stanley Demos, and nobody much wants to see him go.
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ess than a week after Carl Randall Thomas Keyser Jr. was named city manager, officials in this Eastern Kentucky town decided his resume did not qualify him for the job.

    It would, however, eventually qualify him for a position in Alaska: Cell 2 of the Petersburg jail.    

    That is where Keyser, 34, has spent his time since Dec. 21. It is the end, prosecutors say, of a long trail of deception spanning at least 12 states.

    Keyser, a native of Huntington, W.Va., was arrested four days before Christmas in Kake, Alaska, where he had worked as city administrator since early October. A felony complaint was filed charging Keyser with first-degree theft, and he was taken to the Petersburg jail.

    Like officials in Pikeville, city council members in Kake, a remote Indian village of 600 with no paved roads, say they had discovered the truth about Carl R.T. Keyser: He was not what he said he was.

    Keyser's multipage resume was a fake, said Mark Ells, district attorney in Ketchikan, Alaska. The theft charge stemmed from Keyser "obtaining his job and being paid under false pretenses," Ells said. He had earned more than $28,000 in Kake.

    Alaska officials discovered Keyser's secret when residents of Kake asked police to check his past, Ells said. Many townspeople were upset about the way Keyser had treated them during his short tenure in office, city council member Lonnie Anderson said. But the "last straw" was a hunting rifle, he said. Two of them, in fact.

    Keyser had bought the rifles, each worth about $700, with a credit card he had acquired for the city.

     "The community became unglued about that time," Anderson said.

    At a regular meeting of the city council in mid-November, 50  Kake residents complained. The council stripped Keyser of his administrative duties and confiscated the credit cards.

    Nevertheless, council members could not bring themselves to fire Keyser. "At times he exhibited the qualities that would really benefit the city," Anderson said.

    "I'm very good at my job," Keyser said from jail.

    Keyser's primary survival tactic was to play on the sympathy of the council, Anderson said. Frequently he would break down and cry when challenged.

    The council gave Keyser until Dec. 20 to shape up. But the townspeople asked for the police check and discovered a standing warrant for Keyser's arrest in Pikeville.

O

n Oct. 19, a grand jury in Pikeville had indicted Keyser on a charge of theft by deception. The felony indictment said Keyser had obtained money by "creating or reinforcing a false impression" about his previous employment.

    The commission had spent $694 on Keyser for travel and lodging while interviewing him for the job of city manager.

    In a telephone interview last week from the Petersburg jail, Keyserapologized and offered to repay the money. "If I caused them any embarrassment, I'm very sorry," he said.

    Keyser spoke softly and articulately, his youthful voice belying distinctly middle-age features. He is a short man with a pudgy face and a receding hairline, but he can "charm the horns off a brass monkey," Anderson said.

    Keyser would not say whether he falsified his resume, but he said he thought he was being "persecuted," especially by the news media.

   "The Florida papers made me out to be the reincarnation of John Dillinger. Why are they after this guy so hard?" Keyser asked. "They're saying he falsified a resume. Even if he did falsify a resume, is that a reason to persecute a man from one end of the country to the other?"

    The Pikeville City Commission has decided it is not. Members voted unanimously Jan. 11 to drop the charge against Keyser. Commissioner Thomas Huffman is satisfied Keyser will be punished where he is. "We feel he'll spend several winters in Alaska," Huffman said.

    The final decision on whether to drop the charge, however, is up to Pike County Commonwealth's Attorney John Paul Runyon.

    Runyon is working with Ells on the case. The Kentucky prosecutor said he had not decided whether to pursue Keyser, but he said he would not take any action until the Alaska case was resolved.

    Pikeville Mayor W.C. Hambley does not understand what all the fuss is about. "I wouldn't spend a nickel running after him," Hambley said. "If he's gone, I say good riddance."

    Other towns have not gotten off so easily. In the last three years, Keyser also has applied for jobs in Alaska, Florida, Iowa, Mississippi, Montana, Nebraska, North Carolina, Oklahoma, Oregon and Virginia, said Darrell Brock, an assistant state's attorney in Volusia County, Fla.

    Some hired him and kept him on the payroll much longer than the six days he spent in Pikeville.

K

eyser has built a career on public-service jobs obtained with bogus resumes and phony references, Brock said; his real resume is a long list of short-lived jobs.

    Keyser's cross-country odyssey has taken him such places as:

· Midvale, Utah, where he was charged in 1980 with impersonating a police officer. The case has been expunged from the record, a Midvale city court clerk said. Keyser apparently was not convicted.

· Wayne, W.Va., where Keyser was an officer on the town's two-man police force from Aug. 15 to Sept. 20, 1983. The town council voted not to retain him as a full-time employee, but it was not clear why.

· Aurora, Ore., where Keyser was sworn in as a reserve police officer Jan. 9, 1985. Keyser managed an apartment complex in Oregon City, Ore. In February 1985, he was accused of embezzling rent money, Brock said, but apparently was not convicted.

· Granite Falls, Wash., where Keyser served as police chief for two months in 1986. He was fired after officials discovered his resume was a fake, City Clerk Gerry James said. "He was not qualified for the job," she said. "It became quite evident he wasn't."

· Oregon City, Ore. Officials say Keyser never worked for the city, but apparently he lived there in late 1986, Brock said. In November 1986, Keyser drove out of John's Auto Electric without paying a $70 repair bill, Brock said. When police stopped him, he apologized and paid. Keyser told the police officer he was moving to Enfield, N.C., where he had taken a job as police chief. The officer asked Keyser why he was wearing a badge from Wayne, W.Va., Brock said. Keyser told the officer he was wearing it until he could get one from Enfield; the former police chief had left town with the badge.

· Enfield, N.C., where Keyser was police chief from October 1986 to February 1987. On the resume he gave Pikeville officials, Keyser claimed also to have been assistant city manager and parks and recreation director for the city. He was neither, town administrator Joseph Cate said. The resume Keyser gave Enfield officials was a fake, too, Cate said. One of Keyser's references, Arthur R. LeTourneau, had been police chief in Kingsport, Tenn., from May 1985 to May 1986, Cate said. But like Keyser, LeTourneau's credentials were questioned and he left, a Kingsport city official said.

· Oak Hill, Fla. In April 1987, Keyser was hired as chief of the three-man police department. He used a cut-and-paste transcript from Florida Atlantic University in Boca Raton and told city officials it was from Brigham Young University, Brock said.  By the end of August, "it hit the fan," Brock said. As they would in Kake, Oak Hill residents began delving into Keyser's resume. On Jan. 6, 1988, Keyser pleaded guilty to perjury, a misdemeanor, for filling out an affidavit vouching for the falsified information he had submitted with his job application. Meanwhile, Keyser applied for jobs in seven other states.

· Murphy, Texas, where Keyser was city administrator from January 1988 to last March. Keyser left by "mutual agreement," city secretary Linda Marley said. "I could sense a great shortfall in his supposed qualifications," Ms. Marley said.

    Keyser offered this explanation for why he held so many jobs in so many different places: "When you're young and getting started in a management career . . . you have to gain experience. It's not like the job is geared toward longevity."

K

eyser's stint of employment in Pikeville was anything but long. It lasted six days.

Keyser arrived in Pikeville with his wife and four young daughters the last week of July. He left for Huntington Aug. 3, only hours after the city commission hired him.

    Keyser was to start work in Pikeville the following Monday, Commissioner Huffman said.

    Commissioners considered themselves lucky to have found someone with such outstanding credentials. "He came on real strong, and we needed a strong leader," Huffman said.

    But Keyser's credentials seemed too good to be true. He was hired on a Wednesday, and by the weekend, the news media in Pikeville had become so suspicious they began checking his resume. It was a task the city commission had not done in its haste to hire Keyser, who claimed he had job interviews lined up in other towns.

    Quickly it became evident that Keyser's four-page resume was a fake. The town began to rumble. Pikeville, which Keyser had described in his resume cover letter as "a beautiful community and a wonderful opportunity to explore," was fast becoming the stumbling block of his life.

    Reporters were calling all Keyser's references.

    "He seemed like he was a little too cooperative, too eager to make a good impression," said John Dye of the Appalachian News-Express. Dye alerted city officials about his suspicions. Huffman called one of Keyser's references, Col. Fred Donohoe of the West Virginia State Police. It was not the same man who had called days before to offer a "raving" reference for Keyser, Huffman said. The real Donohoe barely knew Keyser -- but he had gotten confused calls like Huffman's before.

    When Keyser later called Huffman, Keyser sensed something was awry. "I said, 'Well, to be frank with you, your references aren't checking out,'" Huffman said.

    By Monday, Aug. 8, the story was out. A radio broadcast of a story by Associated Press reporter Steve Robrahn broke the news to Pikeville residents that afternoon.

    "City-manager jokes" began making the rounds in Pikeville the next day. 

    "Anytime you buy the cut-through to the Brooklyn Bridge, it's kind of embarrassing," Huffman said. "But you learn your lesson."

   Keyser resigned the Pikeville position over the phone. His job had ended before it began.

WAREHOUSED

HORROR

CARROLLTON

1989

J

urors were sworn in yesterday morning in the murder trial of Larry Mahoney, then driven in vans to a nondescript warehouse several blocks from the courthouse.

  Inside the weathered, concrete-block building was Exhibit No. 1: the mangled and charred remains of a school bus and a black Toyota pickup.

  On May 14, 1988, 27 people -- 24 of them children -- died in the bus as it was burning on Interstate 71 just south of town. Prosecutors say Mahoney, who is charged with 27 counts of murder, caused the deaths by ramming the bus with his pickup while driving drunk.

  Testimony in Mahoney's trial began yesterday afternoon, but the jury's first order of business was a trip to the Fourth Street warehouse to see the wreckage.

  Once inside the musty, dim warehouse, several jurors appeared shaken, and two wept as they walked in slow circles around the truck and bus.

  The front of the blackened, gutted bus rested on the floor of the warehouse. The axle that once held it up lay nearby, as did a row of seats.

  The pickup, which faced the bus, had had its hood and front fenders sheared back, exposing the entire engine. The right front tire, which had ruptured, was smeared with yellow paint -- the color the bus once had been.

    "It has been 18 months and six days since the bus crash . . ." Assistant Attorney General Paul Richwalsky later told the jury in his opening statement.

 "(It was) an event that horrified a small, quiet community and probably horrified the entire nation.

    "As you know, this community is still reeling. . . . And 95 miles from here is another small community -- Radcliff. That community was more than just horrified. It was devastated."

  The bus, from Radcliff First Assembly of God Church, was returning from an outing at Kings' Island amusement park near Cincinnati when the collision occurred.

   Survivors and many of the victims' families arrived in Carrollton yesterday for the first day of the trial's testimony phase. About 60 Radcliff residents attended or watched it on one of two television sets in a meeting room across the street in the public library.

  The trial is being broadcast live on cable in Carroll County.

  The tiny room in Carroll Circuit Court was packed. About 70 people, including about 30 members of the Radcliff families, several potential witnesses and a handful of reporters, filled the wooden pews.

    For most crash families, yesterday was the first time they had seen Mahoney in person.

    "You feel compassion for him. You feel hate," said Jim Daniels, whose 14-year-old daughter was killed. "You feel it all."

    It also was the first time Mahoney had seen the crash victims and their families, his attorneys said. As a result, lead defense attorney Bill Summers of Lexington said, Mahoney "did seem to be a lot more ill at ease."

    Mahoney chose not to be present yesterday morning as the 16 jurors visited the warehouse, Summers said. Afterward, the jurors were driven past the crash site on I-71.

  Many of Mahoney's family members attended the trial yesterday, including his ex-wife Janice, his 16-year-old son, Anthony, his mother, Mary, and his brother-in-law, Jim Daugherty. Mahoney, 36, of Owen County, faces 82 charges.

   His trial is expected to last up to six weeks. Richwalsky spent more than 20 minutes yesterday afternoon just reading the lengthy indictment to the jury during his hourlong opening statement.      Richwalsky told the jury that Mahoney had spent the day of the crash drinking beer.

    Mahoney's blood-alcohol level was more than twice the legal limit for intoxication when he began driving north in the southbound lanes of I-71, Richwalsky said.

    "Plain and simple, this is a murder case," he said.

    Richwalsky will call more than 100 witnesses to the stand, including 12 children who survived. Some were badly scarred in the fire. One girl lost her leg.

    But defense attorney Russell Baldani argued that the real "villains" were the manufacturers of the former school bus, which he said was unsafe, and several friends of Mahoney's who did not help him when he needed it.

    Mahoney was tired and troubled the day of the crash because he had worked three straight 12-hour shifts at a Carrollton chemical plant and was having problems in his personal life, Baldani said.

  Witnesses said they had seen Mahoney drink five Miller Lite beers that day.

    He apparently bought nine cans as well, according to testimony.

    Kim Frederick, Mahoney's former girlfriend, said he had visited her at the store where she works that afternoon and said he was tired and confused and needed someone to talk to.

    She said she agreed to meet him at 10 p.m. at a bar at Burlington in Boone County. He never showed up.

    Baldani said that Mahoney had asked friends to drive him to Burlington and they refused.

     "You will hear a story," Baldani told the jury, "a story of human emotion and drama. And as you listen, the eyes of the world will be upon you."
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ust a few miles south of town, Interstate 71 becomes a highway back in time.

It is not a pleasant trip, Carrollton residents say. Many people in this close-knit river town are tired of reliving the past when they drive the road.

  Green signs on both sides of the interstate mark the site of the bus crash of May 14, 1988, which claimed the lives of 27 people, including 24 children.

  Those signs are widely scorned and resented in Carrollton, where most townspeople desperately want to put the wreck and its disruptive aftermath behind them.

  With the start of Larry Mahoney's murder trial in Carrollton on Nov. 8, the tragedy has perhaps entered its final chapter. But it will be a long one: 

  Attorneys in the case expect the trial to last about six weeks.

  Mahoney, 36, of Owen County, is charged with 27 counts of murder in connection with the bus crash. He is charged with 82 crimes in all. Prosecutors say he was drunk and drove his pickup  into the church bus, which exploded into flames.

  The former school bus, from Radcliff First Assembly of God church, was returning from a daylong outing at King's Island amusement park near Cincinnati.

  Jury selection in the trial began last week and continued yesterday, the third consecutive day that attorneys and Circuit Judge Charles Satterwhite have interviewed potential jurors individually.

  Many of the jurors interviewed this week have condemned the signs. The state Department of Highways erected the signs earlier this year in response to a demand by Radcliff residents for a commemorative marker.

  Lead defense attorney Bill Summers of Lexington said his firm had conducted an informal survey that found 85 percent of the residents of Carrollton

 "incensed" about the signs. One juror said she did not like having to see the signs because "it reminds you of it (the accident). The way I feel, who wants to be reminded of it?"

  Another woman said of the signs: "It disgusts me, to tell you the truth. I don't think it should be publicized.

  "It probably will cause more wrecks with people slowing down to look at it."

  Assistant Attorney General Paul Richwalsky, special prosecutor in the case, routinely has asked potential jurors how they feel about the signs. He would not say why.

  Summers said he thought the prosecution was trying to gauge whether Carroll

 Countians' resentment of the signs might have prompted resentment of Radcliff. One juror said of the sign: "I'm not pleased with it.  I think it's a little unfair. It was happenstance that that's where that happened, and I've never seen anything like that anywhere else."

  Many potential jurors said they disliked the signs because they reflected badly on Carrollton. Some blame the signs and the news media for tying the wreck and Carrollton together forever in the nation's psyche.

  "I think we might be on the map now," one potential juror said.

  One woman said she thought reporters had erected the signs.

   "I think it makes Carrollton look bad," one man said. "Just because it happened in Carroll County, I don't believe the county and city should be condemned for it."

  Said another juror: "I can't see where the signs are helpful to the families or to our town."

  Only one of 70 jurors interviewed in the last three days has voiced strong support of the signs. "Maybe it'll show what'll happen if you drink and drive," one woman said.
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t is not often that something comes about to overshadow the start of tobacco sales season in this river town of 4,000.

    But even residents who are used to accommodating visitors for the November opening of the burley market were not prepared for what happened this week.

  The start of the Larry Mahoney murder trial has drawn a small army of reporters and brought Carrollton national attention.

    It also has disrupted life, and townspeople have had enough of that already.

   "Maybe when this is all over, we can get back to being a nice, little town," said Shelby Shelman, co-owner of Webster Drugs on the courthouse square.

    Wednesday night, after the first day of the trial, five merchants with stores on the square complained to the city council that the trial was hurting business.

    Customers cannot find parking spaces or are unwilling to risk being filmed by television camera crews, store owners say.

    "We have a community that's not used to TV cameras running around," Mayor Bill Welty said.

    The council appeased the agitated merchants by designating a newly paved lot between Main Street and the Ohio River for reporter parking, Welty said.

    More than 20 reporters from newspapers and television and radio stations have covered the first two days of the Mahoney trial. That number is expected to grow when testimony begins.

    Mahoney, 36, of neighboring Owen County, is charged with 27 counts of murder. Prosecutors say he was driving drunk and ran his pickup head-on into a church bus.

    In all, Mahoney is charged with 82 crimes. The bus, a former school bus, was filled with members of the First Assembly of God Church in Radcliff. The group of mostly children and teen-agers was returning from a day at an Ohio amusement park.

    Since the crash, many Carrollton residents have developed an animosity toward the news media, Welty said. Earlier this week, all four tires were slashed on a Louisville television news truck, special prosecutor Paul Richwalsky said.

    Many townspeople think they have been treated or portrayed unfairly by the news media, Shelman said.

    "It's not that we don't feel bad for their loss," storeowner Hazel Ray said of the victims' families. "But we've gotten enough bad publicity."

    Carrollton has become known far and wide as "that awful place where that terrible bus wreck happened," said Wanda Shelton, a friend of Ray.

    Many townspeople refuse to talk to any members of the news media. That includes the men in the morning coffee club at Webster Drug, who do not hesitate to grouse to one another about the trial.

    The trial is expected to last about six weeks. Jury selection continued yesterday, with Carroll County Circuit Judge Charles Satterwhite questioning a group of 59 prospective jurors.

    Attorneys for both sides have said jury selection might be difficult because the case has received so much attention and generated so much emotion. It also does not help that Carrollton is so small.

    One prospective juror yesterday said he was a close friend of Mahoney, and 10 said they either had worked with Mahoney at a Carrollton chemical plant or were related to someone who had.

    At the end of the day, however, only six prospective jurors had been excused.

    Two said they had relatives who were killed in accidents involving drunken drivers.

    One was dismissed for medical reasons, one because of conflict with a college class schedule, one because of involvement in a criminal trial 18 years ago and one because he was a friend of Mahoney and had discussed the case with him.
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he part of the world that swallowed Gracie Mayes hardly seemed capable yesterday of keeping dark secrets: Bright sunshine played over the Kentucky River at the Mercer County-Jessamine County line and glinted off the blue-steel maintenance ladders on the Brooklyn Bridge above.

    But mystery has shrouded the bridge and river since Mayes, 50, disappeared March 20, leaving her brown Buick Century -- keys in the ignition -- along the road nearby.

    Police think she might be lying at the bottom of the river, but a continuing search has turned up nothing.


Harrodsburg residents, shocked and baffled by the disappearance of the well-known civic leader, can only guess where she is -- and why she might have committed suicide.

    "That's the question everybody's asking," Nick Huff, 69, of Harrodsburg, said as he stood on the bridge yesterday morning looking downstream at the muddy water.

A

lthough Mayes seemed somewhat unhappy at work recently, many of her friends cannot accept the idea that the jovial, outgoing wife and mother leapt to her death in the river. But Joe Russell is convinced that is just what she did.

    "I just don't think she'd be the type to pull a stunt where she'd park a car and give every indication she was in the river, then run off," said Russell, a longtime friend of Mayes.

    Russell, who was Mayes' employer at Fort Harrod Pharmacy until he sold the business five years ago, said Mayes apparently had had a conflict with the new owner.

    "She wasn't really happy, I don't think, since they changed ownership," said Lee McKinley, who worked with Mayes on the Mercer County Business and Professional Women's Association.

    Mayes, who had worked at the pharmacy for 25 years, resigned her bookkeeping job two weeks ago, owner Vance Smith said. She called Russell later that day and told him Smith had advised her to take a week or two off while the store's books were audited, Russell said.

    Mayes told Russell that the pharmacy had come up short but that every employee had had access to the cash register, Russell said.

    Russell said Mayes told him she offered to resign rather than taking the time off, and Smith accepted.

    Smith would not comment yesterday on why Mayes quit, but he said he expected her letter of resignation to enter into the investigation.

    The topic of conversation among members of the pharmacy's coffee club yesterday morning was the NCAA Tournament, the state tournament and Mayes, Smith said.

    "Most of the talk is they don't think she's in there," he said.

    "Did she skip town? Did she leave the country? I don't know."

    Ila Chilton, one of several townspeople who visited the bridge yesterday and peered down at the brown water, does not think Mayes is in the river. "She always seemed to enjoy life. She was right in there in everything," said Chilton, a member of a church group bringing food to search crews.

    Mayes, president of the Mercer County Chamber of Commerce, had served for five years as chairman of the local radio auction to raise scholarship money for high school graduates, McKinley said.

    "She was involved in a great many things," McKinley said. "She moved pretty fast."

    Mayes had spent the morning and early afternoon March 20 delivering information packets about the auction to potential donors, said McKinley, manager of Harrod Fashions.

    Mayes returned some material to McKinley about 1:15, McKinley said. Mayes told McKinley that she needed to talk to her more about the project but was double-parked outside the store and had to move her car first, McKinley said.

      McKinley never saw her friend again.

     Does she think Mayes is in the river? "I don't know," she said slowly. "I've changed my mind a couple of times. I didn't think so at first . . . ."

    Mayes' unlocked car was found Tuesday night with the keys in the ignition, parked off the shoulder of U.S. 68 just south of the bridge. Her sunglasses and driver's license were inside, but her purse was not, Deputy Sheriff Ralph Anderson said.

    There was no sign of foul play or car problems, he said.

    "It took everybody by surprise," said Huff, who drove down to the river with a friend yesterday to watch police search the muddy waters for Mayes' body.

    "You can never tell what's on somebody's mind. I hope she's not out there,” he said, looking down the river, "but I'm afraid she is."

O

n the blue-steel handrails of a maintenance ladder on the east side of the bridge, black smudges remained from when police tried to lift fingerprints to see if they might match those in Mayes' house.

     On Sunday, 30 people used eight boats to search the river and its muddy banks,  Anderson said. Specially trained dogs seemed to pick up Mayes' scent several times, but her body was never found in the 20-foot-deep river.

    Scuba divers were called in but did not go beneath the murky water because rescuers did not have even a general idea where her body might be, Anderson said.

    The search might be called off if nothing is found this week, he said. "We'll go until we feel it's fruitless."

    "If we could just get a glimmer -- a piece of clothing, a shoe, anything -- we'd continue."
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O

nce, life in Lexington was so simple the grocery stores had no bagels.

White bread, yes. Bagels, no.

   But that was Before IBM, whose arrival in 1956 transformed Lexington from a sleepy, Southern college town into a thriving, diverse city where people like William D. Reed could find food they liked.

    Reed was among the group of employees from New York state that IBM sent to Lexington to start up the new plant. At first, he had to drive to Cincinnati to buy the things he had grown used to having while living in New York. He would return with bags full of bagels, salami and other things he could not find in Lexington.

    All that soon changed, just as many other things about Lexington changed during the rapid growth that began with the IBM era.

"I think IBM opened the door and brought in people who had a different education, people who were from a different culture," said Reed, who retired from IBM in 1982.

    "Lexington was a very delightful but typical Southern town. I think it's become far more cosmopolitan as a result of IBM's coming in."

    What would become of Lexington if IBM shipped out is not something city officials like to think about. Mayor Scotty Baesler and Ed Houlihan, president of the Greater Lexington Chamber of Commerce, all but refused to acknowledge last week's unnerving Wall Street reports that IBM might sell its plant here.

    "I don't have any reaction, because I've been hearing rumors for six months," Baesler said.

    Still, community leaders might have to face the music. Or lack of it. With more than 5,300 workers, IBM is Lexington's largest private employer. It is -- and always has been -- a generous supporter of local charities, the arts and the University of Kentucky.

I

BM's arrival in Lexington 34 years ago was a turning point in the city's history. The company forced up local wages; focused more attention on education; and provided jobs for many people, including minority workers, who had had few career options before.

    "It really was the beginning of Lexington's industrial revolution," said Carl B. Cone, a former chairman of UK's history department.

    IBM's departure also would be a turning point. Replacing a large employer is one thing. Replacing a civic pillar is entirely another matter.

    "I don't think any community could fathom replacing a corporate citizen the magnitude of IBM," said Gary Kleine, a Lexington businessman who worked for IBM in Texas.

    Former Kentucky Gov. A.B. "Happy" Chandler, who celebrated his 92nd birthday this month, said: "Bringing IBM to Lexington was one of the fortunate and outstanding things that's happened to us in my lifetime.

    "It brought hundreds of outstanding people here and did much for the welfare of our people.

    "It would be a great tragedy to lose it."

    Chandler was instrumental in persuading IBM to put a plant in Kentucky in 1956, said retired Transylvania University professor John D. Wright, a Lexington historian.

    The world was much different then: Dwight D. Eisenhower lived in the White House; Mickey Mantle led the Yankees to a world championship; families gathered around black-and-white televisions to watch "Father Knows Best"; and Peyton Place was a best-selling book.

    But the world was not something that much concerned little Lexington. "It wasn't stagnant at all, but it was a self-satisfied little town," Cone said.

    The city was much smaller than it is today; there were no suburbs or shopping malls, and downtown still hummed with life -- especially on Saturdays, when residents converged on Main Street to shop.

    A railroad track ran down the middle of Main Street, and the end of civilization was Albany Road and Southland Drive. Chevy Chase was a "separate little village," Reed said.

    Lexington had not yet merged with Fayette County, and the city limits were bursting at the seams. "It was terribly crowded," Cone said, "and it was hard to find a place to live."

    Reed and his family could hardly find an apartment when they moved to Lexington. Major subdivisions like Gainesway, where he lives now, did not exist; rolling farmland still prevailed, and Tates Creek Road -- now a five-lane road to the county line -- was just two lanes wide.

I

n Fayette County, population 116,700, the economy was based on tobacco, the horse industry and UK. And it was stagnant.

In a March 1955 speech to the Lexington Optimist Club, a Kentucky Utilities official reported that non-agricultural employment in Fayette County had dropped from 34,280 in 1952 to 30,726 in 1954.

    To boost the sagging economy, the Chamber of Commerce created the Lexington Industrial Foundation. The town planned to recruit some good, clean industry. It succeeded, luring big names like Square D and WABCO and Trane.

    But first and foremost came IBM -- "a model of the type of industry people in Central Kentucky wanted to have," said Theodore Broida, president of QRC Research Corp. of Lexington.

    "Prior to that time, Lexington had no real growth, no industry at all," said W.L. Rouse Jr., chairman and chief executive officer of First Security Corp. of Kentucky. "They kind of broke the ice."

    Workers at the plant at Newtown and New Circle roads churned out the first typewriter in the winter of 1956-57. Only a year before, the 271-acre plant site had been a working farm, said chamber president Houlihan.

    Change came fast and furious. "It's still almost inconceivable that it would grow this fast and this large," Reed said.

    "The whole character of the city undoubtedly changed," Wright said. "You brought in a good many people from outside Kentucky.

    "You had so many new employees and so much money, it just really started the ball rolling."

    Up popped Southland and Eastland shopping centers on what then were the outskirts of town. Subdivisions -- including the sprawling Gainesway development -- began springing up along Nicholasville, Tates Creek and Clays Mill roads.

    "It was the explosion of suburban Lexington," Wright said.

    Chamber of Commerce statistics tell the story:

     There were 34,661 cars in Fayette County in 1956. There were 37,596 in 1957.

     Fayette County's population in 1956 was 116,700; it ballooned to 131,906 in 1960, 153,900 in 1965.

     Per capita income rose from $1,711 in 1956 to $2,167 in 1960, an increaseof 27 percent, while inflation cut the value of the dollar by only 6 percent.

     The number of new housing units was 1,207 in 1950; 1,793 in 1960; and 3,104 in 1970. In 1975, the number dropped to 1,438.

    "It was the beginning of modern Lexington," Cone said.

I

BM placed an emphasis on locating in cities where employees -- many of them engineers and scientists -- could send their children to adequate schools. Its arrival placed pressure on education officials to raise their standards, Wright said.

    Lexington Catholic High School was built in 1957 in southern Fayette County, and Bryan Station High School was built north of downtown in 1958.

    Tates Creek High School was built in 1965, and Henry Clay in 1971.

    In 1950, the median grade-level attained by Fayette Countians 25 and older was 10.4, U.S. Census Bureau statistics show. By 1960, that had jumped to 11.2. It was 12.3 in 1970 and 12.8 in 1980.

    It was the first time Lexington had had much of a middle class to support the school system or any other community venture, Reed and Cone said. Before IBM brought a new breed of young professionals to town, UK faculty and administrators had been the city's middle class.

    But UK almost was a community in itself. Outside campus, a large gap had separated the horse farm owners and the tobacco strippers.

    Thanks to IBM, Lexington became more diverse. "They certainly raised the wage scale, which had been abysmally low for many years," Wright said. "That put pressure on other businesses in Lexington to follow suit, and that fed into the capability of a large number of people to buy homes.

    "It had a snowball effect."

T

he rapid growth forced city officials to come up with a more efficient form of government; Lexington was spilling over into Fayette County, and merger talk began.

    The merger in 1974 was a response to many of the problems, such as inadequate roads, that resulted directly from growth spawned by IBM, Cone said.

    The love affair between Lexington and the corporate giant has not been without its rough spots, although they have been rare.

    One of those, a run-in with the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People, came several years after IBM started production in Lexington. The group challenged IBM officials over their minority hiring policies, Urban County Council member Robert Jefferson said.

    IBM opened new job opportunities for blacks by the sheer magnitude of its operation, Jefferson said. Policy had little to do with it, although the plant came up with a plan for minority hiring soon after the NAACP's challenge.

B

ut for the most part, IBM's name has been like magic in Lexington. The company that provides work for Lexington's Opportunity Workshop and contributes more money than anyone else to the local arts fund and United Way is highly regarded -- by its employees and by the public.

    "You can walk in stores here in town, and you show your IBM I.D. and you can cash a check," said Kenneth Current of Lexington, a former IBM executive who supervised the shutdown of an Indiana distribution center in 1986-87.

    "You're accepted as a trustworthy person. I think that's part of the reputation. It's something I think is attached to the name 'IBM.'"

    The thing that's attached is Lexington. Is anyone ready to believe the tie between Lexington and IBM might be severed now? After all these years?

    "I wasn't ready to believe it," Reed said. "I just couldn't imagine it would happen. It could be kind of devastating."
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V

isitors to Judy Thorpe's home in Maryland see no photographs of the children she laid to rest in the shade of a maple tree in a tiny, Midwestern town far away.

    They see no pictures of any of the children she bore and cared for during her life as Judy Hall; she would rather not explain over and over again what happened to them one bright June afternoon 15 years ago.

    Everything changed that day, most of it in a few fleeting seconds beside a sun-bleached Kentucky highway. Part of Judy Thompson Hall Thorpe is buried there beside Interstate 64 just east of Lexington, amid the soft summer colors of crown vetch and clover near mile marker 85.

   ''I feel like I'm living a second life,'' Judy says. ''My life was cut off that day. It was like I died.''

    Reminders of her lost life abound in her current one, but they speak only to her, to her closest friends, to her adopted daughters and to her husband, Doug.

    See the little red sailboat on the mantelpiece? The Winnie-the-Pooh on the bookcase? The baby mug on the table?

    That's not all. Outside sits a Volvo -- she still drives one after all that happened -- and, like that other one on that other summer day,  it’s just turned over 114,000 miles.

     The road is long, the road is cruel.

T

he summer of 1975 began as summers should. The Halls, who lived on Eagle Lake in Winter Haven, Fla., a small town in the heart of citrus country, had a long vacation ahead. They knew exactly how they would spend it: driving.

    The Halls always drove a lot on summer vacation; it was less expensive than flying, and it allowed them to stop along the way whenever they wanted to see the sights.

    That was especially important this year, because the nation's bicentennial was coming up.

    Warren Hall, headmaster and English teacher at Winter Haven's private Ridge School, and Judy, his wife and secretary, wanted to mix fun and education for their five children.

    On June 6, the family packed up its blue Volvo station wagon, lashing luggage to the top of the car to make room inside for five children, and headed north. They would visit Judy's brother and his wife in Alexandria, Va., before continuing to North Vernon, Ind.

    North Vernon was home for Warren and Judy. They had been born and married there, and they had family and friends there awaiting their visit.

    For a while, the vacation was one of the best the family ever had. The sun was bright and warm, and the children didn't argue much in the car.

    ''It was,'' Judy says, ''just like the perfect trip.''

I

n her heavy heart, Michelle Hall Bjork, 27, still travels I-64 with her family every June 17.

The rest of the year she can better live with the memory of that ill-fated vacation 15 years ago, although she does not often forget about it.

    ''I'd give anything to have the life I might have had if not for the accident,'' she says.

    Besides the deaths of her siblings, she blames what happened for her parents' divorce in 1984, which ended a 25-year marriage; and for her strained, almost non-existent relationship with her father, with whom she hasn't  communicated for five years except in an occasional letter.

    She also mourns her lost youth -- ''I lost my childhood when that happened,'' she says. It deepens the torment that all she has left is the worst day of that childhood, which she relives for a few hours each June 17 -- a 12-year-old riding once again in her family's station wagon toward Lexington.

    ''Every single year,'' she says, ''that day is just horrible.''

    This year it fell on Father's Day. She lay in bed half awake for a few moments that morning before she remembered the date.

    ''I got out of bed and just had the heaviest feeling inside of me.''

    As usual, it lasted until 5:30 p.m., then dissolved into a sense of relief.

    The tragedy was over. Again.

A

fter some debate, Warren and Judy Hall decided to head for North Vernon from Alexandria, Va., via a new route.

Instead of going the shorter way, through Pennsylvania and Ohio, they would swing west through West Virginia and Kentucky on I-64.

    They stopped for gasoline in Kentucky. Warren Hall was getting sleepy, so Judy offered to drive the rest of the way to Lexington, where they planned to stop for dinner.

    When they hit the road again, Michelle, 12, Allison, 3, and Kevin, 5, were in the back seat. Scott, 14, and Andrew, 8, were in the back of the station wagon.

    Those who weren't dozing were listening to Michelle read aloud from a book about Lexington.

    Fifteen minutes later, Judy looked in the rearview mirror and caught Andrew's gaze. He smiled and waved at her. He smiled a lot, a smile Michelle will always remember rimmed in an orange stain of Tang.

    Five minutes later, she steered the car onto the shoulder of I-64 and turned on the hazard blinkers so she and Warren could switch places.

    The odometer on the Volvo read slightly more than 114,000 miles.

    Just as she started scooting from the driver's seat to the passenger's seat -- as Warren was walking around the back of the car to get in the driver's side -- Judy glanced in the rearview mirror one more time.

    She saw a white car speeding toward theirs in the emergency lane. And she saw Scott with his hands over his face in horror as he stared out the rear window.

P

aul Lucarelle of Dayton, Ohio, had noticed the new, white Ford Granada about 16 miles up the road near Winchester, Ky.

    Lucarelle was driving his new Pontiac Firebird in the same direction as the white car, but the Ford was moving much slower.

     When Lucarelle pulled alongside the Ford, he noticed its wheels were over the center line. Lucarelle dropped back to avoid the car.

    He kept track of it for the next 16 miles, watching its erratic path down the highway. It slowed down. It speeded up. It straddled the center line. It swerved into the path of other cars.

    ''That guy must be sick or sleepy or something,'' Lucarelle told his wife. He saw the driver's head fall as if he were going to sleep.

    Soon Lucarelle noticed the flashing lights of a little station wagon in the emergency lane.

    The Ford moved all the way across the road, from the left lane into the emergency lane. It was headed full-speed toward the back of the Volvo.

    ''Look,'' Lucarelle told his wife. ''Don't you want to see a wreck?''

W

hen Judy Hall came to, she heard her husband screaming. She turned around to find the back of the car crumpled like an accordion against the front seat.

    Kevin was stumbling around outside the car, having been thrown free on impact. Judy screamed Michelle's name, then picked up Andrew's lifeless body and lay it in the grass beside the road.

    ''Those few moments are the worst in my whole life,'' she says, her voice trembling.

    Motorists helped extract Scott's and Allison's bodies from the car. Judy clung to Kevin, carrying him around in her arms, refusing to put him down. And then she noticed the driver of the Ford starting to walk toward them from his car several hundred yards down the road, blood on his face that he had not bothered to wipe away.

    It was the only time she ever saw John David Frederick Sr., and she didn't want him any closer.

    ''Don't let him come near us,'' she told a police officer. ''Don't let him come near us.''

    She did not yet know that Frederick had been driving drunk.

J

ohn Frederick's day had begun with a drink. It was to be the first of many. When he arrived the morning of June 17, 1975, at Paul Miller Ford in Lexington, where he had worked as business manager since 1969, the boss could tell he had been drinking, and, according to Frederick, the boss suggested that Frederick visit the Paul Miller dealership in Winchester.

    ''He was drunk that morning,'' said Rick Conway, a former colleague of Frederick's at Paul Miller who now pays Frederick to keep track of his books.

    While the Halls were eating lunch in Charleston, W.Va., Frederick was dining with an employee of the Winchester dealership at a restaurant on the Kentucky River in Clark County. They drank the afternoon away.

    The last thing Frederick remembers was waving goodbye to his lunch companion after dropping her off at work. Then he climbed into his Granada for the drive back to Lexington with more than twice the amount of alcohol in his blood than Kentucky law allowed.

    It was neither the first nor the last time Frederick drove drunk. He has at least six drunken-driving convictions in Kentucky, including the one stemming from the Hall tragedy.

    In the last three years, his drivers license has been suspended twice. He was cited in 1987 for driving with a suspended license.

    Frederick has not had a license since September.

    Frederick either cannot or will not remember the wreck, friends say. He never talks about it, Conway says.

    ''I don't have anything to talk about,'' Frederick said last week in response to a request for an interview about the wreck. ''I'd like to forget it,'' he said, hanging up.

    A psychiatrist who talked to Frederick in the Fayette County jail after the wreck said Frederick had amnesia that prevented him from recalling much about the wreck or events surrounding it.

    He had dried blood all over his face and white shirt.

  ''They tell me I've been in an accident,'' Frederick told the psychiatrist, Dr. John Schremly.

    ''It sounds very serious,'' Schremly said. ''Do you know any of the

 details?''

    ''Only what I've heard here,'' Frederick said.

F

rederick's punishment shows how much the prosecution of drunken-driving and society's view of alcohol-related traffic deaths have changed, says Fayette County Commonwealth's Attorney Ray Larson.

    Larson has won murder convictions in two vehicular homicide cases. Had Frederick's case come up today, he probably would have been charged with murder, Larson says.

    In 1975, Frederick was charged with three counts of second-degree manslaughter. He pleaded guilty to amended charges of reckless homicide and received five years on each.

    He was out of prison in 30 days on shock probation and regained his job at Paul Miller.

    ''Today, you would look at that (amount of time served) and be shocked: 'Why did he do so little time?' '' says Pat Molloy, who was Commonwealth's Attorney then.

    ''Back then, though, people said, 'He's serving time?' ''

    Says Michelle: ''His punishment was really, really unfair.

    ''If he could just see what he's done to us. . . .''

F

rederick, 63, a native of Lexington, is semi-retired and lives in Louisville. He still works some as an accountant.

Lucy Bonta, a former neighbor in Lexington, described Frederick as a nice, very quiet man. His life has not been easy. He lost his job at Paul Miller in 1981, and in 1985 he and his second wife defaulted on their home mortgage and saw their house auctioned.

    Life has been anything but easy for the Halls, too. Michelle spent more than a month in the University of Kentucky Chandler Medical Center after the crash, 10 days of which she was in a coma.

    She was almost ready to be released when her parents told her the bad news. Two days earlier, Michelle had kissed each of her brothers' and sister's faces in a family picture she clutched as she sat in her hospital room. ''I'll see you in five days,'' she said to each face.

    Now Warren was kneeling in front of her, taking her hands and telling her that Scott, Andrew and Allison had died.

    Warren has had an especially hard time coping with the tragedy, Michelle says. He set out alone in September 1975 to retrace the trip, searching all the while for a way to deal with the tragedy.

    He left Judy in December 1984, and both have since remarried. He lives in a suburb of Cleveland and does not talk about the wreck. Neither does Kevin, a student at Trinity College in Hartford, Conn.

    Judy lives in Annapolis with the two daughters she and Warren adopted after the crash: Molly, 14, and Emily, 9.

    Molly has announced that if she ever has a daughter of her own, she will name her Allison.

T

he cemetery in Vernon, Ind., is large and flat and open. In summer, strong sunlight bathes all the graves except those shaded by the maple trees planted along the driveways.

    One tree shades three small, identical gravestones. The tree was young when the graves were new 15 years ago.

    The stones stand in a row on a common base.

  ''I think 100 years from now when people walk into that graveyard and read the dates on the stones like people do, they'll wonder what in the name of God could have taken those children at that age,'' Judy's sister-in-law, Jean Thompson, says.

    Those who know the truth have learned to deal with it. But that does not mean they ever will be able to put it behind them. ''You never, ever get over the pain,'' Judy says.

    She visits the graves at least once a year. The first time, at Christmastime in 1975, was hard. Snow fell from a cold, dreary Indiana sky.

    Since then, however, she has found peace there. ''I know they're safe,'' she says.

    But sometimes it is hard not to think about what might have been. Scott would have been 30 now, Andrew 23, Allison 18.

    Sometimes one of Michelle's friends says or does things that cause her to imagine what Scott would have been like as an adult.

    ''He probably would have gone into law or banking,'' she says. ''We always played Monopoly, and he hoarded all the cash.''

    Outside Dorothy Hall's house in North Vernon, the bright June sun casts deep shadows under the towering Norway spruces and other trees that provided a haven for the birds her son, Warren, used to watch in better days.

    ''Warren always says he wonders what they'd be like now,'' she says. 

     A wall clock tick-tick-ticks.

    ''I wonder what all our lives would be like.''
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N

othing is pastoral or beautiful about this horse competition. There are no white fences to clear.

      This arena, smack in the middle of rural northern Fayette County, is full of strange and ugly symbols of big-city life: A pile of litter. A churning backhoe. A noisy gravel chute. A wailing police siren.

       The sound of gunfire.

    Welcome to the seventh annual Mounted Police Colloquium at the Kentucky Horse Park, where the less a horse does, the better it scores. See how the horse from Detroit walks past all the clattering and screaming and whirring and banging so nonchalantly? That's how it's done.

    This is one equine competition in which many of the better horses come from urban areas. "It's just such a complete, way-out competition compared to what you would think of when you think of horses," said Joan Shinnick, a member of Lexington's horse-patrol commission.

    Police officers and their horses from all over the United States and Canada came to Lexington this week for four days of classes, seminars and demonstrations that end this morning.

    Almost 100 officers and their horses attended this year's colloquium, including some from the United States border patrol, said Sgt. Pat Murray of Lexington's mounted patrol.

    The Lexington mounties are hosts for the event, which drew 30 officers the first year and 67 a year ago.

    The climax is the competition, which enables officers to show off their horses' ability to remain calm and collected in the midst of urban chaos.

    The arena is strewn with obstacles and hazards that include pipes, piles of litter and bag ladies pushing shopping carts -- a featured attraction in last year's contest.

    Many of the horses and officers that compete, however, are from small towns, where the mounted patrols mostly just rides in parades.

    Meet, for example, all 4 feet, 3 inches of Marguerite Smith, who wears a wide-brimmed white hat as she waits to take her turn in the ring.

    Smith is a member of the Medina County, Ohio, mounted patrol. Two weeks ago, they were saddling up getting ready for a manhunt when the man, a 90-year-old runaway, was found in the woods.

    Just as well. The Medina County all-volunteer mounted patrol is not your crack law-enforcement unit. Mostly they patrol parades. But they know how to ride horses.

    That includes Smith, who happens to be about the same age as her horse. Neither is young: She is 73, and her horse, Blue, is 20. Smith has two artificial hips.

    "I'm old enough to be any of their mothers," she says, grinning.

    It isn't the size and age of the rider that matter, though, Smith says. It's that gravel chute. Ask Smith's Medina County comrade, Susan Frank, who has just finished a fitful ride on her big Tennessee Walker.

    "That was bad," Frank tells another member of the Medina force as they sit astride their horses.

    There is a smile on her face, though, and her voice is soft as she turns her attention to her mount and begins to rub its neck.

    "Look at that sweat," she says softly, bending close to the horse. "You tried, you tried.

    "Not real haa-ard . . . "
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obby Ray Hatfield got his draft notice in summer, the season for pulling and shucking corn.

Chrysanthemums were in bloom when his name was added to the Kentucky Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Frankfort.

    "For everything there is a season," says the memorial, but Hatfield's mother, Eliza, has not seen it. She did not even know as she gathered autumn chrysanthemums from her garden Thursday morning that a work crew 145 miles away was laying a slab of granite etched with her son's name.

     Bobby Ray, the Hatfields' youngest son, was killed Feb. 19, 1968 -- two days before his 23rd birthday. But because he lived in Michigan when he was drafted in July 1965, his name was omitted from the federal government's original list of Kentuckians killed in the war.

   Bobby Ray's name was missing when the Kentucky memorial was dedicated on Veterans Day 1988, but it will be there for today's observance, thanks to a boyhood friend who noticed the omission. And that makes today extra special for Eliza Hatfield, 84, who has lost three of four sons to the ravages of war.

    Eliza Hatfield lives alone in Pineville and has no way of traveling to visit the memorial, but she won't let that dampen her spirits.

    "I'm going to put my large flag out, and I'll be a-thinkin' and prayin'," she said Friday.

    "I'll be a-thankin' the good Lord his name's on there, and I'll be watchin' some church preachin' on TV."

    Eliza did not find out her son's name had been added to the memorial until a reporter called and told her Friday.

    "You just made my day," she said.

    Larry Arnett, director of veterans affairs for Kentucky, said the state's military affairs department had no procedure set up for notifying the relatives of veterans whose names were added to the memorial. Usually it is a relative who brings an omission to the department's attention, he said.

    The memorial started out with 1,069 names and now has 1,088, said James Halvatgis, executive director of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Fund.

    Two names were added Thursday morning. Besides that of Bobby Ray Hatfield, who was a sergeant in the Marine Corps, the memorial now contains the name of Arthur T. Finney, who was 38 when he died Aug. 1, 1966.

    As in Hatfield's case, many of the omissions occurred because a Kentucky native had been drafted while living in another state, Halvatgis said.

    Bobby Ray left home the day after graduating from high school, forgoing his dream to attend college so that he could find work and help support his poverty-stricken family.

    He went to Detroit, where he took a job as a mechanic. And he sent money home to his parents.

    Eliza Hatfield, whose husband died Oct. 9, has not led an easy life. Besides outliving her husband and three of her children, she has sacrificed all her life to provide for her family.

    The Hatfields scraped by after Eliza's husband, Joe, was disabled in an underground coal mine explosion in 1945. Bobby Ray helped out by sending home savings bonds from the war, which his parents used to help put his younger sister through college.

    And in February 1968, Eliza sacrificed yet another time to send Marine Bobby Ray a birthday present: nuts, cigarettes and homemade candy.

    He never opened any of the gifts.

   The last letter Bobby Ray wrote his parents -- "Hi, Mom and Dad," they started out -- seemed to be steeped in loneliness. It arrived the day he died.

    "It was so very sad," Eliza said. "He was having such a hard time. I could tell he was so depressed and homesick.

    "He said he'd be home on leave in less than a week."

    Through it all, Eliza has kept an even perspective. The pain "never gets old," she said. But she harbors no bitterness -- "I'll spread my flag out just as big as I can spread it," she said -- and she has not lost her appreciation for life's beauty.

     That includes her own gentle garden.

    On Thursday, her vegetable garden, which produced the corn and tomatoes that Bobby Ray loved to eat, sat dormant for the winter. But she worked in her flower garden, gathering a potful of color to give her neighbor even as her son's name was being immortalized.

    "I have the prettiest flowers of anyone in town," she said. The chrysanthemums were bronze and yellow, purple and white.

    "A time to plant and a time to pluck up what has been planted," the memorial says, and Eliza Hatfield knows . . .
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T

he long trail of headlights winds aimlessly through town and curls back out again, like a funeral procession that doesn't know which way to go. Where would you bury all that has died in this town?

    It's another Friday night in Eastern Kentucky's Big Sandy River Valley, and the young people of Lawrence County are cruising. The procession of lights is theirs, and it crawls eastward from the old U.S. 23 bypass, loops through Louisa's lifeless downtown, then returns to the highway.

    Like so much else here, the cruising begins and ends at Louisa Plaza, up on the old bypass. This is the place to be. Nobody seems to mind that the L.A. Joe's department store closes in just half an hour; the parking lot is all light and sound and motion.

    Just a mile away, downtown Louisa is dark and silent except for the procession of young motorists, none of whom stops there. Why should they? Once, there was a movie theater downtown, but it's a carpet store now. Once, there was a downtown, but . . .

    Steve Liming reaches through the open window of his pickup truck, parked in the middle of the lot, and cranks the volume on his factory-installed tape player. "This is a song about Louisa," he says, grinning around a toothpick.

    The music rides a long way on the clear, night air:

    Nobody gets off in this town

    Trains don't even slow down . . .

    The Greyhound stops! Somebody gets on.

    But nobody gets off in this town . . .
H

ere lies Louisa, population 1,840.

Like so many other Kentucky towns, it has lost its soul.

Better roads and an increasingly mobile society are bypassing Smalltown, Ky., leaving dead places where the hearts of our communities used to be. Mayberry RFD is gone; welcome to Mayberry R.I.P.

    "It's the end of a way of life," said Howard See, president of the Greater Louisa Industrial Foundation. "We're seeing the end of community life in small towns."

   The bypasses and interstate highways that skirt so many small towns in Kentucky keep traffic whizzing past fast enough to create a vacuum downtown.

   "Eventually all the towns will be empty and decayed," said a furniture store owner in the Lincoln County community of Crab Orchard. "All the roads go around 'em. Nobody stops anymore."

    The economic effect of bypasses and interstates only begins with the diversion of potential tourists.

    Better highways also make it easier for local residents to leave the county and shop in larger cities, where they can find bigger selections and lower prices. Even harder on downtown businesses is the commercial development that crops up along those highways.

    The Wal-Mart on Jackson's bypass in Breathitt County "has absolutely crucified small businesses," Jackson Mayor Lester Smith said.

    Locally owned stores, most of which usually are concentrated downtown, find it tough to compete with the national  chains whose stores anchor outlying shopping centers. The Wal-Marts and K marts, which deal in much larger quantities, simply buy and sell too cheaply.

    That's good for the consumer but bad for downtown, said Thomas Ilvento, a rural sociologist at the University of Kentucky.

    "These outlying auto-oriented shopping centers pretty much kill off the downtowns," said Ken Munsell, director of Small Towns Institute in Ellensburg, Wash.

    "Towns are moving outside of towns," said Lawrence County Judge-Executive Clyde Johns.

    "Just since the bypass was built, most business people will tell you business has fallen off."

     Louisa's downtown,  which has the dubious distinction of suffering two bypasses -- the first was built in 1972 and the second, a mountain farther from Main Street, was finished just last year -- is in double trouble.

    As if development along the first bypass didn't do enough damage  -- "Louisa's about as dead a place as you'll find on the river," Lawrence County farmer John Blankenship said -- the junction of old U.S. 23 and the new bypass already is sprouting a McDonald's, a Pizza Hut and a Sun Expre, a gasoline station and convenience store.

    Rather than fighting to survive downtown, some local business owners simply move to the bypass. Their defections are especially hard on Main Street, because they take chunks of the town's soul  with them.

W

hen the late Betty McKinney abandoned the Frostee Freeze in downtown Louisa and built her own restaurant up on the bypass four years ago, many customers followed her.

    The regulars at Betty's are retired farmers and coal miners, and they sit at the counter for hours each morning, drinking coffee and jawing about the weather, their crops and the unpredictable price of steel fence posts at Earl McKinney's supply store.

    Listen to stubbly Carson Holt as he tells the story about being hit by lightning while working at a strip mine in Martin County. The bolt momentarily flicked his 228-pound body into the hereafter, he says.

    Watch waitress Wilma Shannon as she gently takes hold of old Sam Laney's gnarled finger and asks him whether he's hungry. "Do you want anything," she asks, "or did you eat at home?"

    It's simple: Betty's is the kind of restaurant you used to find downtown, but with one important exception:

    It has plenty of parking.

    Finding a parking spot quickly and getting in and out of a store fast is much easier on the bypass than it is downtown. And that's what shoppers want most.

    "It's kind of like the new generation's way of living in the '90s," Louisa Mayor Mike Armstrong said. "We're on the road, we're quick eaters, and we're in and out of stuff in a hurry."

    Downtowns, so slow by nature, have been lost in the shuffle. Although the first highways were built largely to provide rural residents a way into town, those built today effectively serve to keep motorists away from Main Street.

    "The downtown economies all over the state are drying up because of bypasses," said Jackson's Mayor Smith.

    Downtown Louisa, for one, is fading fast, with its eroding sidewalks,abandoned buildings and vacant lots. The liveliest thing on Main Cross Street these days is a talking Coke machine that for 50 cents will gush about the joys of recycling.

   The machine's voice sounds like that of a perky young woman, which makes it seem like something of a space alien in downtown Louisa. Like many small-town downtowns, Louisa's has become almost exclusively the domain of the elderly.

    Old men and women congregate every morning on benches in front of the Lawrence County Courthouse to wait for lunch at the senior citizens center.

    On a cool Friday morning in late September, Theodore Perry, 78, stood gazing across the street at the dark second-floor windows of a building four years his senior. He blamed the bypass for what he saw.

    Trigg McCoy, 70, walked over jingling his pockets. "I don't think it hurt that much," McCoy said halfheartedly.

    Perry stared at McCoy in disbelief.

  "Why, you know it did," Perry said, his voice tightening.

    "If you know anything, you know it hurt Louisie."

S

traight across the street from where Louisa's elderly residents gather, there are signs this town once thrived. One of them says "Western Auto," and it hangs high above a block where no such store can be found anymore.

    Once, Louisa was one of the world's largest hardwood lumber ports. The town, which lies at the confluence of the Tug and Levisa forks of the Big Sandy River, had a steamboat dock and the first newspaper in the valley, and folks in nearby towns like Inez gravitated to Main Cross on Saturday nights.

    Now downtown buildings sit empty, peeling, sagging. Many windows are dark. Osten Mathiesen, vice president of a Huntington, W.Va., bank that owns three of the vacant buildings by default, said of one especially dilapidated structure, "It needs people down there who care about it."

    There was a time when it just needed people, period. Theresa Chaffin, who manages a gun shop near the vacant buildings, knows how tough business can be.

   "By the time I reach retirement age, this'll probably look like a ghost town," she said.

    Business downtown is slow. "Have to have some kind of gimmick to bring people in," Chaffin said dourly.

    The jewelry store several doors down sells Bibles. Chaffin's gimmick? There it is on the door of her shop: a hand-lettered sign promoting a Groundhog Contest. That's where you shoot a groundhog and tote the carcass in to Chaffin's shop to be weighed. A prize hangs in the balance, but so far the response had been less than enthusiastic.

I

t would not be fair to blame the death of Smalltown, America, entirely on bypasses and interstates. Many other factors come into play, including a tough economy -- especially in Eastern Kentucky, where King Coal is in trouble.

    Bypasses are not all bad. Besides making long-distance travel easier, they make downtowns safer for pedestrians and divert the heavy "through" traffic -- especially trucks -- that drives away local shoppers.

    "It's a sword that cuts both ways," Louisa's Mayor Armstrong said.

  A 1989 study by Iowa's state transportation department found that while towns with more than 2,000 residents generally benefited from bypasses, smaller towns suffered. A greater percentage of  small-town trade is dependent on traffic passing through, the study said.

    Service stations, small cafes, convenience stores and motels suffered most after construction of a bypass, the report said.

    Historically, development has gravitated toward transportation networks, UK sociologist Ilvento said. First there were rivers. Then cattle drives. Then railroads. Then highways.

    Lincoln County's Waynesburg, whose eerie downtown on Ky. 328 looks like a movie set for a ghost town, grew up along the cattle drive that became U.S. 27. With the advent of the railroad and the construction of tracks just to the west, however, the town moved in that direction.

    Now it is a sprawling bedroom community with no focal point. What little commercial development there is in Waynesburg is strung out along U.S. 27, like the remaining beads on a broken necklace.

    Towns generally go with the flow, and the focus of some communities has shifted with the times. Eastern Kentucky developer Joe Young thinks Louisa's old bypass will become that town's Main Street within five years.

W

hen a bypass becomes the focal point of a community, downtown merchants have, for all practical purposes, lost the fight. Many bypasses and interstate interchanges in rural Kentucky have become almost self-sufficient, with post offices, stores, professional developments and even government offices.

    In many cases, small community high schools were consolidated and a new, countywide school built on or near the bypass. Lawrence County High School, whose first graduating class was in 1978, drew from Louisa and Blaine, both of which had lost their own high schools.

    There is a highway culture, of sorts. Henry Moon, an assistant professor of geography and planning at the University of Toledo in Ohio, completed a study last year of rural Kentucky. The study, titled "Interstate Villages as Urban Places: A new form for small communities," was published in Small Town magazine.

    Construction of interstates started in the 1950s, and since then many a town has been bypassed nationwide. A study by the Maryland Downtown Development Association in Annapolis found that "most often, this proved to be detrimental to the economic well-being of Main Street."

    In Kentucky, interstates account for just 1 percent of the state's total highway system but carry 23 percent of the traffic. That means many of the roads that go through Kentucky towns have dried up. And, as a result, so have the towns.

    What's left, in many cases, is an imposter. When motorists exit the interstate where the big, green sign says "Berea" or "London," they don't get the real thing. Often they aren't yet even inside the city limits. And they never see downtown.

    They're stopping at a mass-produced representation of the town. See the McDonald's and the SuperAmerica? This is what Moon calls an interchange village. It's the new, generic face of Smalltown, America.

    "I can drive from here to Texas," said See, the president of Louisa's industrial foundation, "and all the small towns look the same."

O

utlying clusters of development -- Kentucky has 65 rural interchange communities, Moon says -- frequently are more alive than the town's Main Street, a mile or two away.

    "Interchange villages are centers of commerce and administration that furnish residents and passers-by with goods and services," according to Moon. "They also often serve as a hub: the focus of a community's religious, educational and social activities."

      The same holds true for many bypasses.

    For Kentucky, which ranks seventh nationally and second behind North Carolina in the Southeast for percentage of population living in rural areas (almost half), the changing face of rural life is of vast importance.

    But it's a nationwide concern, too. The Maryland association asked that state's Highway Administration to study the effect of bypasses on traffic in downtown areas. The Maryland study, which looked at eight small towns, showed that traffic volumes on city streets that were bypassed dropped sharply -- in one case, 12,000 cars a day. That's more than 12,000 potential shoppers a day the town missed out on.

    The National Trust for Historic Preservation says the economic and social effect of a bypass on a town depends on its proximity to Main Street. The closer the highway is to downtown, the greater the effect.

 Downtown: The broken heart

   The key to controlling outlying commercial development that might harm a downtown lies in local planning regulations, said Munsell, director of Small

 Towns Institute. Moon's report says none of Kentucky's 65 interchange communities comes under a land-use or zoning plan.

    The feeling of community is not nearly as strong in these outlying developments as it was on Main Street. "When I was young," Louisa's Mayor Armstrong said, "as I'd play cards with my buddies we'd watch TV, and a lot of those things on 'Andy Griffith' happened here in Louisa.

     "Downtown becomes the heart of a city like Louisa."

    So many hearts are broken. The irony is that residents and city officials almost always start out wanting the bypasses and the Wal-Marts -- only to end up lamenting the largely irreversible changes those things have wrought.

    "A lot of times, they don't know what they've lost until they've lost it," Munsell said.

    What they've lost is downtown and the downtown way of life. Many urban experts say the way for downtowns to survive is to concede the loss of retail and concentrate on service-oriented businesses and professional office buildings. Munsell disagrees.

    A healthy downtown must have a good mix of residential, professional, governmental and retail, he said. "When you take out retail, you take out a huge portion of downtown. And there's nothing else to serve as a center for the community, so the community aspect is hurt."

    But the economic effect is not limited to Main Street. An entire town feels the effects of a transfer of wealth from local hands to those of an outside corporation.

    As each locally owned business fails, there are fewer local profits for reinvestment in the community. National businesses generally do not keep their money in local banks or contract for local services.

    "What you have is money and vitality being sucked out of the community," Munsell said.

    "You lose a real sense of community and a sense of shared responsibility for each other."

    There are fewer philanthropic gestures because outside corporations are less likely to donate to local causes or participate in civic activities, Munsell said.

   "There are so many businesses in Louisa that belong to somebody else," See said. "That doesn't lend to a sense of community or family."

    Get this: Louisa had to obtain permission from New York before holding a parade in the shopping center parking lot on the bypass when Heck's was the anchor store there.

    Blankenship, the Lawrence County farmer, said Louisa lost its sense of community about the same time the first bypass opened a brand-new area for development. Coincidence? Blankenship thinks not.

    The ensuing competition for land, money and commerce introduced to Louisa certain un-Smalltown feelings, such as fear, anger and resentment, on a wider scale than ever before.

    But something much more subtle has done more to undermine small-town life in Louisa, something not unlike big-city fragmentation and unfamiliarity.

    "I don't know whether there's the closeness there used to be," said Jerry Dotson, downtown Louisa's one-chair barber. "The highways have opened it up, and there are more different people of different backgrounds."

    Munsell thinks a top priority of local governments should be encouraging residents to use downtown -- "not just to help merchants, but also to encourage community cohesiveness and help develop a sense of sharing among residents.

    "To do this . . . it is essential to stop thinking of downtown as just a shopping district. A broader definition that recognizes it as the community's physical and emotional center leads to an understanding of the central role that it should play in a dynamic community."

L

ouisa officials have tried to revive downtown. But there is only so much they can do.

 A downtown beautification plan still sits on the shelf years after the town hired a consultant to draw it up. And unless some things change, Louisa might never be able to afford such an ambitious project, Armstrong said.

    The town's tax base has not expanded as much as it should, See said. A big reason is that until this year, property had not been reassessed since the 1960s. Although there was a net increase because of new development, the city had decreases amounting to $500,000 that reflected the decline of downtown buildings, Property Valuation Administrator James Heston said.

    See thinks the town's problems also have roots in Lawrence County's lack of industry. "We've been satisfied to let other places furnish us with employment," he said. "With better roads, it's easier to drive to work in another county, and there's more commuting. . . . But that doesn't help Louisa."

    See, who is 68, blames the lack of industry on his own generation, which he sees as inflexible and complacent. But the effect is felt mostly by Lawrence County's young people, many of whom must move away to find jobs when they graduate from high school.

    The county's population dropped from 14,121 to 13,983 in the 1980s, and that represents a significant decrease, state demographer Michael Price said. All other things equal, the county's population should have risen 5 percent on births alone.

    Resentment lurks amid such statistics. Some of Louisa's older residents think the new generation is abandoning ship -- "Just say the old generation passed on and the new one didn't carry on," said one elderly regular at Betty's -- but the younger ones say they have no choice but to go away.

    "I guess if I wanted to stick around a couple years and drive a coal truck, I could do that," 25-year-old Steve Liming said.

    You want resentment? How's this: Liming would like to buy Louisa and pave it over. Make a giant parking lot.

    He's tired of the way his hometown works. Old folks have control politically and civically, and they're too resistant to change, he said.

    It is the young people who must become politically and civically involved if the changes that will preserve something of the old way of life are to be made.

    "Leadership in Eastern Kentucky has changed dramatically," Lester Smith said, "but there's still a long way to go to get rid of old-time politics."

       Steve Liming tightens his teeth on a toothpick as he looks at something just beyond his side-view mirror.

   "What's Lexington like?" he asks, staring thoughtfully out the open window of his truck.

       He listens silently to the answer.

    "I been thinking about going to Lexington, but I don't imagine there's much call for a diesel mechanic," Liming says, still staring in the distance.

    A half-moon hangs amid the pastel pinks and blues of the twilight sky.

    It's time to cruise now, and Liming steers his truck, its row of cab-top fog lights glowing amber, onto the drive leading out of the parking lot. He joins a line of other cars and pickups carrying Louisa's youth in single file toward town.

    The electronically amplified sound of a voice singing the gospel wafts toward them across the pavement from a church revival beneath a tent near Druther's. "Wherever we're at, wherever we're going, we can always feel the presence of God." But the young people cannot hear the older generation's song.

    They are insulated in their cars and trucks. They cannot even speak to one another once the procession begins, but what else is there to do?

    Over L.A. Joe's, in the direction of Lexington, the western sky glows soft. But eastward, where downtown Louisa squats low on the riverbank like civilization's footprint, night already has fallen, removing all color from the land and sky and cars and pickups, and turning the lush mountains the color of coal.
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F

ive weeks after the tragedy that will forever change his life, the little boy can't sleep. He toddles into the living room at 5 a.m. to watch a videotape of his favorite movie, Batman.

    The movie's images flit across the screen, and Chris Earley sees it all happen again: There is the tall, shadowy man pointing a revolver at a young man and woman as their little boy watches.

    The boy in the movie, who will grow up to be Batman, is helpless and terrified.

       There are gunshots and two young parents dead.

    On a street in Gotham City, Batman's parents are very still; suddenly he is all alone.

    In the parking lot of a Lexington dry cleaners, Chris' parents were very still; suddenly he was all alone.

       It's not real; it's just a movie.

      It is real. It happened those long weeks ago.
    What do you see when you watch that videotape, Chris Earley?

     Do you remember what happened to you and your own parents that morning last April? Do you know where Mommy and Daddy are, and will you remember their faces?

    In your child's mind is it Gotham City just after midnight or North Limestone at 7 a.m.?

    Can innocence survive staring down the 4-inch barrel of a blue-steel Smith & Wesson?

C

hris Earley was exactly 2 years, 3 months and a day old when the orphan-maker came. A man driving a silver Chevrolet Malibu gunned down Chris’ parents, Eddie and Tina Earley, after ramming their Chevrolet Cavalier in front of the Earley Bird Cleaners on North Limestone. Eddie and Tina were there with Chris to open up the dry-cleaners for another day of business. But just as Eddie was getting out of the car, the man with the .357-caliber Magnum roared up and started shooting.

    A bullet grazed the second toe of Chris' left foot, but he survived. His parents didn’t.

  Chris' paternal grandparents, Rosie and Lee Roy Earley, assumed permanent legal guardianship several weeks later, and now the new family is learning to cope with the loss of its loved ones.

    But this is not a story about death and unhappiness. It is about the power of childhood.

    In this one, innocence triumphs over evil. It was a child who led Lee Roy and Rosie Earley through the blackest days of their lives. And it is a child who makes this Christmas season, the first without Eddie and Tina, worth stringing up lights for.

    "I think it makes it a little easier that we have Chris," Rosie says.

     "He's a lifesaver," says Lee Roy, hugging Chris. "Oh, it would have been impossible without him."

    Make no mistake, Christmas will not be easy. It was Eddie and Tina's favorite holiday, and they loved to decorate and give gifts to each other and to Chris.

    They spoiled the boy, bought  him anything he wanted, Rosie says.

    The procession of gifts would begin weeks before Christmas so Chris could open them and play with them. Then Eddie and Tina would rewrap them and put them back under the tree.

    "This is all they lived for, is this little jewel right here," Lee Roy says, hugging Chris.

    "It's a little harder," Rosie says of Christmas this year. "But then you stop and think: It was their time of the year, and they'd want us to give him a good Christmas."

    So, for the first time ever, this year you can drive by and see Christmas lights strung outside Lee Roy and Rosie Earley's little stone ranch house.

I

t was that house on Kingston Road that Eddie and Tina had moved into just weeks before they died. They were going to live with Eddie's parents so they could start saving money to buy their own house.

    On the morning they were killed, the couple were running behind schedule. But as Tina waited by the front door to leave, Eddie picked up Chris and carried the boy toward the bedroom in the back of the house where the boy's grandmother lay.

    "Let's go tell Rosie 'bye," Eddie said.

    Moments later, Eddie and Tina piled into the car with Chris and headed for the family business, Earley Bird Cleaners, on North Limestone Street. And Rosie went back to sleep.

    She did not wake up until the phone rang half an hour later.

    It was one of Eddie's sisters. There had been a shooting at the cleaners, according to the news on the radio.

    Rosie Earley hung up the phone and tried calling the cleaners but got no answer. Her stomach yanked into a knot, and her heart began pounding.

    Rosie threw on a pink robe over her nightgown, and she and Lee Roy climbed into their blue-and-silver van.

    They headed east down Kingston Road to where it ties into U.S. 27-68 north of town. And they turned toward Lexington.

   Strangely, the world looked normal. The commercial strip along North Broadway was shuddering to life for another day, and traffic was heavy. But nobody driving past could have sensed the fear in the shiny van headed south.

T

he van rushed past a Speedway, a Waffle House, the Harley Hotel and the interchange with Interstates 75 and 64. It rolled along beside the railroad track that runs parallel to the east side of the road.

    Eddie and Tina had passed this way just half an hour ago.

   At the top of a hill just north of where North Broadway intersects New Circle Road, Rosie's body drew taut like a rubber band. She could see the cleaners.

    Eddie and Tina's car was in front. And so were police cruisers. Rosie began to pray.

    When Lee Roy eased to a stop behind three cars at the traffic light at New Circle and North Limestone, they were still a good hundred yards from the cleaners. But Rosie swung open the passenger door of the van.

    "That's my baby," she cried as she started to climb down to the street. "That's my baby."

     "You're crazy," Lee Roy said, trying to talk his wife back into the van. But Rosie was not about to stop.

    She began running toward the cleaners, pink robe flapping crazily on the cool morning air.

    She was breathless when she arrived, but she was too late.

    There was nothing anybody could do.

I

n a way, Chris was lucky. He had loving grandparents to raise him after his parents were killed. And the prognosis is good for his toe, which doctors first thought would have to be amputated.

    But what scars will Chris bear other than the disfigured toe? Was he so young that he will not remember the shootings?

    Psychiatrists who are familiar with childhood trauma say his youth may be a blessing: He will not consciously remember the shootings.

    There are subconscious demons. He still has nightmares, and his life since the shootings has been fraught with sleepless nights, painful shyness and jumpiness. When he first came home from the hospital, Chris would leap when Rosie dropped anything on the kitchen floor.

    His life might be filled with buried fears he doesn't quite understand. But he seems to be getting better, Rosie says.

    For one thing, he sleeps much more easily. It's nice to have a Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle bedspread and pillowcases.

     But for a child of almost 3 awash in a fantasy world of Batman and championship wrestling, the world can be a confusing, nebulous place.

    In Chris' favorite movie, the young boy who will grow up to become Batman watches his parents gunned down by a tall, broad-shouldered man alongside an inner-city street.

    Chris watches it often. At first, Rosie worried about that. But the movie doesn't seem to bother him, she says.

    Still, who can say what thoughts and fears lurk in a child's mind? Psychiatrists say the distinction between fantasy and reality for children Chris' age is as blurred as it gets.

    Just listen: It is a month after the shootings, and Rosie is explaining to a visitor how the Easter Bunny visited Chris when he was in the hospital.

    The little boy did not care much for the giant rabbit, she is saying, when suddenly Chris speaks.

    "Easter Bunny won't hurt me."

    Rosie turns to look at him.

    "No," she says softly.

    "Easter Bunny won't hurt you."

W

hen Chris gets old enough, Lee Roy and Rosie will reintroduce him to his parents. He will not forget them, Rosie vows.

     Lee Roy and Rosie have thought a lot about the little boy's future. To their wills they have added a request that one of Chris' aunts get custody if something should happen to them. They are not young anymore, and Lee Roy had a heart attack four years ago.

    But their biggest concern is keeping alive Chris' memory of Eddie and Tina. All his grandparents are compiling scrapbooks of newspaper stories and pictures to show the boy. And they will give him reminders of his parents, personal belongings of Eddie and Tina such as Tina's collection of duck and unicorn figurines and pictures.

    Lee Roy and Rosie will get all those things out of storage in the spring, when the weather is warmer. For now, it looks like a long, cold winter.

    "He asked me one time where they were, and I told him they were in heaven," Rosie says.

    "It hurts, but I just hug him and go on."

    One day, Chris spanked a locket Rosie was wearing. In it were photos of his mother and father.

    "Why did you do that?" Rosie asked.

    "Cause they won't come home," Chris said.

O

n Dec. 14, a Fayette County jury convicted a tall, broad-shouldered man named Thomas Clyde Bowling Jr. of Eddie and Tina's murders. The jury recommended he be sentenced to the electric chair. Final sentencing is set for Friday.

     Still, many questions remain unanswered. In Rosie's mind, Tina shields Chris with her body and Eddie shields Tina with his as the bullets begin to fly. They were a close family, fiercely protective of one another, and she is convinced they were in the end, too.

    "Eddie and Tina were both fighters, now," Rosie says, her eyes filling with tears. "And I actually believe this: I think they held on just long enough to make sure somebody was there to take care of that baby."

     Her voice catches. This will never be easy.

    Even though the trial ended just as Rosie and Lee Roy Earley wanted, there is less solace to be found in the conviction and the death sentence than Rosie had expected.

    "The trial kind of lifted a weight off our shoulders," she says. But that is all.

    "It don't (make you happy) when you know somebody's going to die," she says, referring to Bowling.

    Although the Earleys are angry at Bowling, they feel sorry for his family. Lee Roy even approached Bowling's mother, Iva Lee, in the hallway of the Fayette County Courthouse during a recess in the trial and, just outside the elevators on the third floor, took her hand in his.

    "I know you hurt," Lee Roy said. "That's your boy."

    "We feel for her," Rosie says, "but she knows why her son's going to die.

    "We don't know why ours died."

    No motive was brought out during the trial, and the absence of one makes the tragedy that much harder to bear. Lee Roy and Rosie did not know Bowling, had never seen him before, and are certain Eddie and Tina had no idea who he was.

    "The hardest part is knowing they're laying out there," Rosie says, motioning toward Lexington Cemetery as she sits in her living room.

    "The next hardest part is not knowing why."

    Although police have investigated the possibility that Bowling mistook the Earleys for another couple against whom he was thought to have a grudge, Rosie dismisses such a theory.

    "I don't believe it, unless he couldn't see straight," she says.

    "But he sure saw straight enough to kill them."

T

he double grave in Lexington Cemetery is decorated for Christmas.

Out in the real world, only five shopping days remain. But it is peaceful here under the barren flowering crab apple that shades the graves.

    Even with the soft rumble of traffic in downtown Lexington, even in mid-December, the sound of a few hearty birds chirping in the trees can be heard.

    Artificial flowers are lined up across the base of the stone, blue ones on Eddie's side and purple ones on Tina's. Both have their favorite colors.

    And sticking out of the ground several inches in front of the row of flowers is a row of small, plastic Christmas decorations: Santa heads, hearts, snowmen, trees.

    "Who's there?" Lee Roy asks Chris softly, pointing toward the graves.

    "Snowman," says Chris, who has spied the little plastic figurine from his perch in maternal grandmother Billie Mogan's arms.

      Lee Roy tries again. "Do you know who's there?" he says, pointing again.

       "Santa Claus," Chris says.

   Far away, out beyond the stone walls of the cemetery, below the steel-gray December skies, a siren wails.

     "Police car," Chris says without lifting his weary head from his grandmother's shoulder.
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E

lsie and Troy Deskins of Pike County were profoundly unhappy with each other during most of their stormy 30-year marriage.

       But not even in death do they part.

    The Deskinses, who divorced in 1947, still are bound together in a convoluted legal battle that has survived 43 years, a handful of lawyers and Troy's death. Elsie, who turns 89 in March, is suing her ex-husband, who has been dead for 20 years and 13 days, for a patch of land in Pike County.

    Troy's widow, Hazel Deskins Burke, also is named in the lawsuit.

    The case could wind up in the Kentucky Supreme Court early next year, and it could set a precedent for dealing with battered spouses. But the dispute first arose soon after the Deskinses divorced in January 1947. Less than a month later, Elsie discovered that in the divorce settlement she had lost a tract of land that had been in her family for generations. And she asked Pike Circuit Court to set aside the agreement.

    But Elsie withheld evidence that would have helped her otherwise doomed cause: She did not allow any of her seven children to testify, nor did she let her parents take the stand. She did not even tell her parents of the property dispute.

    Not until 36 years later did her reasons become clear. That is when Elsie finally began trying in earnest to regain the land through the lawsuit that now sits on the brink of the state's highest court.  Only then did she divulge the darkest secrets of her marriage.

T

he world was innocent when Elsie Maynard met Troy Deskins almost 75 years ago. Nobody had heard of a war with Roman numerals after it, and Elsie had never been struck in anger with a tree limb.

    Elsie met young Troy when he began hauling dry goods for his uncle's store. Troy was an angular man with piercing blue eyes who rocked on his heels to make himself appear taller.

    Sally Hatcher, the oldest of Troy's and Elsie's nine children and one of seven who lived to adulthood, remembers her father vividly even today. "He was a short man," she says.

     "So was Hitler."

  Troy frequently stopped at Joseph and Zetta Maynard's remote farmhouse on the 58 Mile Branch of Coon Creek as he drove his wagon from Pikeville to Johns Creek. Elsie, the Maynards' daughter, fell for the guest, and they were married in 1917. She was 15; Troy was 21.

       The honeymoon did not last long.

    When Troy caught Elsie riding a horse without permission, he whipped her with a tree limb, court records say. And when he found her improperly spacing some beans she was planting, he beat her with a limb again.

    Troy made a living farming and making moonshine, and at his request Elsie helped sell the whiskey -- even though she was ashamed and embarrassed by it. She didn't dare cross him.

    "If anything didn't go to suit him, he would whip me," Elsie testified.

    It was in 1921 that Elsie's parents deeded her some property from her grandmother's estate. The land amounted to the lower portion of the Maynards' property on 58 Mile Branch.

    The Maynards, who were wary of Troy and who feared Elsie might allow Troy to get the property from her, attached strings to the land: The deed prohibited Elsie from selling or giving away the property without their consent and said that if Elsie died without any heirs, ownership of the land would revert to the Maynards. Elsie's choice

    Elsie, a bulky, big-boned woman known up and down Johns Creek as "Big Mom," spent much of the next 10 years on the run. Troy was becoming more and more abusive, whaling away at his wife with sticks and boards and fists. Elsie often fled through the mountains, running several miles on foot, to seek refuge at her parents' house.

    After one such run, her mother had to soak Elsie's dress off her back. It had stuck to the bloody flesh that had been sliced open by blows from a tree limb.

    Finally, Joseph Maynard forced his daughter to make a choice: "You're welcome to come back here," he said, "but I'm not going to raise the kids of Troy Deskins."

    Although Elsie was convinced Troy would kill her, she was determined not to abandon the children. She went back to her husband and stayed near the children constantly. They became her protection and her reason for living, her suit says.

    In 1931, the Maynards deeded to Elsie and Troy the upper tract of their 58 Mile Branch property. Whereas the tract deeded to Elsie 10 years earlier had come from her grandmother's estate, this land had been purchased by the Maynards.

    Neither Elsie nor her parents, who were illiterate, realized that the deed for the second tract replaced the 1921 deed. But it described boundaries that encompassed both tracts of land, effectively doing away with all the restrictions on Elsie's ability to sell the lower portion.

    Elsie's suit contends the Maynards were tricked.

L

ife was hard during the Great Depression, but Troy began tasting success in the 1930s. He hauled miners to mine sites, rented houses at the Orinoco mining camp and, finally, acquired a mine of his own.

    As his financial status rose, Troy gained political influence and was able to swing elections. He also became popular with women. Elsie testified she knew or suspected of affairs Troy had with at least seven women.

    He bragged that he "just about owned Pike County." And he wielded even more power at home.

    One day he came home and ordered three of the children out on the front porch, where he told them they should drop to their knees and thank God they still had their mother.

    The day before, Troy explained to his children, he had come to the house bent on killing his wife.

    In a deposition taken in 1986, Troy's half sister, Hazel Reed, recalled:

      "If everything didn't go his way, he'd move heaven and hell on earth until it went his way."

    One afternoon in 1936, Troy stormed into the house while Elsie and the children were eating an early supper. He was angry about something, and his yelling and cursing caused Elsie's stomach, which was swollen with their unborn son Kelly Brian, to tighten in dread.

    She left the table and shut herself in the bedroom, but Troy followed.

     Sitting at the supper table, Hazel Reed heard a crash and started for the bedroom. She found Elsie lying on the floor, draped over a rocking chair that had been knocked over on its side.

    Leaning over Elsie was Troy, his blue eyes flashing, his fists pumping.

    Hazel knelt and put her hands between the fists and Elsie's face, absorbing the blows with hands that soon would develop large, blue bruises.

    That night, after Troy had left, Elsie began convulsing and was rushed to the hospital so her baby could be saved.

    "I come from a world of beatings," Kelly Brian once testified.

T

he children did not escape Troy's wrath.

Sally says her father beat all the children but her. To Sally, he gave the only color copy of a photographic portrait of himself.

    But Sally had seen too much violence. "I could no longer support my daddy," she says. "I idolized him, was in awe of him. He educated me on his knee and named me after his mother. But I was the only one who got that treatment."

    Finally, in 1945, Troy asked Elsie to sue for divorce.

   While the proceedings dragged on, Troy provided his family no financial support. He cut off Elsie's charge privileges at the company store, forcing her to buy the family's groceries elsewhere.

    And Troy abused Elsie in an attempt to get her to sign property agreements. He threatened to kill her if she fought him, and a day or two before the divorce became final and the settlement was signed, he raped her.

    "I couldn't take no more of it," Elsie said. "I just had to give it up, give it to him and let him go."

    Still, she had no intention of letting Troy have the one tract of land that had belonged to her grandmother. She did not know that farm was included in the property settlement until days later, when she heard Troy had kicked a tenant off what she had thought was her land.

    But when she tried to get it back, she did not tell the court of Troy's threats to kill her or of the rape.

    Nobody would learn that until almost four decades later.

    "It was a disgrace," Sally says. "We were considered one of the outstanding families in the community. And we never told anyone. . .

    "Those are things you don't tell."

F

or 36 years, Elsie lived with her dark secrets. She did not have the courage, strength or money to fight for what she believed was right.

    She lived in fear of Troy's burning down her house in Pike County. Kelly Brian later testified that his father had threatened to do just that.

    Elsie also feared Hazel Deskins, her husband's new wife. Hazel made no secret of the fact that she and Troy did not like paying alimony and child support and vowed they "were going to do something about it," according to court records.

    Kelly Brian testified that he went hungry and wore socks with holes in them while his father drove a Cadillac and Hazel wore furs.

    When Troy died on Thanksgiving in 1970, he left behind words of caution for Hazel: His family might cause trouble over Troy's leaving each child only $1, he warned.

    "If they do, they will wake up in hell," court records quote Hazel as saying.

    Word of the conversation did not take long to reach Elsie through friends and relatives.

T

he ghost of Troy Deskins was waiting for Elsie Deskins in February 1983, ambushing her in the doorway of an office building in Northern Kentucky.

    She began to cry and shake uncontrollably as her daughter held open the door; Elsie could not bring herself to enter the building, where she was supposed to meet with an attorney to discuss getting back the land.

    "It's all right," Sally Deskins said gently, but both she and her mother knew it was not.

    All the old fears were flooding back. This was not the first time Elsie had tried to see an attorney about seeking to have the divorce settlement reversed. At least half a dozen times before, she had ridden with her oldest daughter to some law office in some town to try to turn her life around.

    But each time, even with Sally at her side, Elsie had become violently ill at the thought of what she was about to do. She could not go through with it.

   The danger of fighting back was more than Elsie could bear. On that day in 1983, Troy had been in the ground in Pike County for 12 years, two months and 22 days, but the fear Elsie had learned during her marriage to him had persisted even through divorce and death. The story of her life is a ghost story, a tale of a woman haunted.

    Psychiatrists call it battered spouse syndrome.

    One even compared Elsie to a whipped dog.

    So nobody is quite sure what reserve Elsie drew on that bright winter dayin 1983, where she finally found the strength and courage at age 80 to walk back up to the building and through that door.

     Maybe it was because she had sworn to Sally on the family Bible -- the one with all the children's birthdays written in it in fading blue ink -- that she would do it this time.

    "You can't do it, it's all right," Elsie heard her daughter say as they walked back to the car. And that is when it happened.

    "Take me back," said Elsie, still shaking, as they were about to get in the car to leave.

    "I'll walk in if I die trying."

O

n February 17, 1984, Elsie asked  the Pike Circuit Court for relief of the 1947 divorce judgement. In 1985, the court overruled Elsie's request without a hearing, saying it had been too long coming.

    On appeal, the case was sent back to Pike County with instructions that Elsie deserved a hearing. If she could prove her allegations, the higher court said, she would be entitled to relief.

    But after hearing the case in 1988, the Pike County court denied Elsie's motion, and, represented by a new team of attorneys, she appealed again in September 1989.

    But the second time around, the Court of Appeals said too much time had passed since the divorce settlement to change it.

    Elsie's attorneys, who contend it is not too late to fight for the land, have asked for the state Supreme Court to hear the case. They say an allowance must be made for Elsie's suffering battered spouse syndrome.

    Sheryl Snyder, the Louisville attorney Sally retained with the help of the local spouse abuse center, thinks this could be a precedent-setting case.

    "Women may not be able to assert their rights for a long time," he said. "The courts are going to have to come to grips with that."

    The defense disagrees. "We don't have any problem with battered spouse syndrome, but we don't think it applies in this case," said Pikeville attorney and Democratic state Sen. Kelsey Friend,  who is representing Hazel Deskins Burke, Troy's widow.

    Friend refused to discuss the case in detail. When asked how he would defend against the lawsuit, he would only refer to the appeals court's ruling. 

   That ruling, written by Chief Judge J. William Howerton, cited the length of time elapsed between the divorce settlement and the suit as the justices' primary reason for agreeing with the Pike County court.

    "If we allowed 40-year-old property settlements to be upset in this manner," Howerton wrote, "there could be no finality to property rights."

    Snyder and Michelle Turner, Elsie's attorneys, argue against that point in their request for a hearing by the Supreme Court. If the appeals court had thought too much time had elapsed when it first saw the case, "it surely would not have ordered the Pike Circuit Court to go through the expensive and time-consuming procedure of holding a hearing," they wrote.

    The time interval, not the level of abuse, makes the case unique, says Terry Parsons, director for the Center for Women and Families in Louisville. The agency is the one that helped Elsie find an attorney.

    "What makes it not only unique but terribly encouraging is this is a woman who has been battered almost beyond belief but who has recovered to the point where it is still important to her to recover what she lost," Parsons says.

    "This woman is terribly strong. There is a steel core there someplace."

S

ally says it was a phone call from an attorney who was doing land research for a coal company that spurred Elsie to make a final effort to regain the land.

    "That convinced her it was hers," Sally says.

   Elsie, who had a stroke a year ago, explains in choppy, strained sentences why she finally decided to take control of her life:

    "It's mine. Cause my mommy, my mother give it to me.

    "I was afraid of him. I was afraid he'd kill me if I done anything. But what is right to do. It's theirs (her children's), and I want them to have it."

    Her greatest fear now is that she will die of old age before the battle is won. "I'm just afraid the Lord'll take me."

    Today Elsie stays with her children, usually Glentis in Northern Kentucky or Sally in Louisville. She does not want to return to the house in Pike County.

    Fighting for her land has not provided her release, has not eased her mind. Fear still gnaws at her. She spends her days at Sally's house seated beside a table with the old family Bible on it. It serves as a reminder of her resolve.

    So does Sally, even though she closely resembles the man who haunts them both. "I am her strength," Sally says.

    "Sometimes it gets on my mind," Elsie says of her past, "and I just go wild." She leans forward in a chair in Sally's living room.

    "I wanted my home," she says, her voice rising in anguish. "They (the tracts of land) was mine. He took 'em from me."

    Elsie gasps, struggling for more words, but they won't come. Her eyes are full of tears, as they are whenever she talks about Troy and the land.

      Sally sniffles, too. Life has not been easy and never will be for the Deskins children and the woman who bore them, she says. Sally, a retired schoolteacher, sought counseling in the 1950s in an attempt to overcome the emotional scars of growing up with her father. None of the others did.

    "We are all strong people, except we have emotional problems," Sally says.

    The legacy of violence endures. It is almost as if Troy Deskins lives.

    "He controls our lives," Sally says, "to this day."
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T

he quiet sounds are the ones that tell you Bunk Naylor's Variety Store is not long for this world:

The scritch, scritch, scritch as Bunk rakes the blade of his pocket knife across his fingernails;

    The grriinnding motor of a battery-powered clock;

    The muffled rumble of the world passing Bunk by.

    "There goes ol' Billy Brown again," Bunk says as a brown Jeep rolls past the front window of his store.

    The silence in the store broken, Bunk's wife, Estelle, giggles like a little girl.

    "He ain't ridin' that motorcycle today, is he?" she says. "Wind's too cold.”

    The couple fall silent again and gaze out the window of the dim, empty store into a bright November afternoon. It's getting late for Bunk's store, which will close forever next week. A clock near Estelle says 2:49, but in the world outside it's 12:44 p.m.; 12 miles away at the Druther's on U.S. 27 in Stanford, the lunch crowd is just beginning to thin out.

    Across from Druther's sits the Wal-Mart. "Wal-Mart does real well," Estelle says.

    Nobody shops downtown anymore, says Theo Nantz, Crab Orchard's barber. "You live in Crab Orchard, you go to Danville or Lexington to shop," he says. "You live in Danville, you go to Louisville; you live in Lexington, you go to Cincinnati."

    "They go everywhere else in the world," Bunk says, "except for Crab Orchard."

    It's the same at the core of a lot of towns, says Bill Long, owner of the Western Auto store.

     "Your small towns are kind of dying away," says Long.

    Society moves fast these days, and Bunk Naylor doesn't. Bunk is 80 now, and Estelle is 77, and they can't keep up with the demands of retailing anymore.

    They never wanted it to be that complicated. "We never have too good-a stuff," Bunk says. "All we do is sell cheap stuff."

    The most expensive thing in the store is a $50 refrigerator -- one of those old models with the rounded corners.

    Among other things, there's also a blue bicycle for $28; an array of baby furniture; an old Victor adding machine; a lamp without a shade; used shoes and clothes; and dolls with bald spots.

    Bunk's store is a typical small-town store, and it is dying a typical small-town death. Main Street Crab Orchard, a town of 831 in Lincoln County, is not nearly as lively as it once was, and several buildings sit vacant in the block-long downtown commercial strip.

    Long's store has survived, but it might not have if Bill hadn't dropped certain lines carried by the Wal-Mart and concentrated on selling automotive parts.

    "Man," Bunk says, his teeth clenching a toothpick and his eyes fixed on the street, "this town used to be on a boom. My goodness, something all the time going on."

    He pauses for a minute, remembering the way the sidewalk in front of him once was filled with people on Saturdays.

    "She went down the drain."

    Since Bunk and Estelle opened up in 1983, business has gone from bad to worse. Today is no exception. It's as slow as it always is on Wednesdays, when Crab Orchard's bank is closed. But it's a Thursday.

    "That's the first time I've seen that woman in a while," Estelle says suddenly, her eyes riveted on a figure in a brown coat shuffling slowly past the front of the post office. "She musta been sick."

    It has been almost an hour since anyone has come in the store, despite a "Close Out Sale" sign on the front window. Estelle hopes things will pick up after folks get their paychecks the next day.

    "Hey, Bunk," says M.K. "Monk" Simpson as he pushes open the door. "Looks like you have a sale."

    "Nah," says Bunk, who's wearing a hat and jacket to keep warm in the cold store. "Just as sign out there. No sale.

    "Ain't nobody comin' in."

    A few minutes later, Monk buys two dolls on sale for $1 each, and Bunk and Estelle add his money to a pile of cash that will total $17 at day's end.
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N

ot long before the miracle, I watched a rerun of "Gomer Pyle."

That was one of the last things you missed, but don't ask me to tell you what it was about; I didn't watch closely. I didn't laugh much, either. Who had the energy?


Ordinarily, I wouldn't have been awake at 5:30 a.m. to watch old black-and-white television shows, but it was no ordinary morning. I'd spent the night slouched in a hospital room with one eye on your mother, who lay amid a solemn sentry of i.v. poles, and the other on a machine designed to turn my hair gray.


They called the machine a fetal heart monitor, but I suspected it somehow was attached to me, too. Every time it said your heart skipped (beep-beep. . . beep), so did mine.


The city was sleeping, but because of you, I was awake to see "Hogan's Heroes," your mother's courage and a sunrise. Those are the kinds of bargains you'll be reopening my eyes to until the day you pack for college. Already I can hear us: laughing together as the Coyote explodes. See us: scrutinizing woolly worms on the garage door. Feel us: sitting in the sun along the third-base line.


You were not innocent alone. All of us saw things that night we had never seen before, felt things we had never felt before. But you were the one who led us. 


We waited so long, but you surprised us anyway. I came home from work exhausted and found your mother in labor on the love seat. Life's a roller coaster. It was a dizzying ride that long night; it was wonderful and excruciating. I didn't need any coffee.


Your mother and I squeezed each other's hands as the pain rose and fell like waves on a seashore at 2 a.m. Although your impending arrival had gotten us a lot of attention lately, your mother and I were all alone with our wonder and fear as you made your big move.


About 10:30 p.m., your mommy began squeezing my hand so hard I called the doctor. For her, I mean. I apologized for bothering him at home again -- your mother had called him a few hours earlier -- but he made no effort to make me feel less intrusive.


I was told we should go to the hospital. Now. At 10:30 p.m., on Tuesday, Feb. 20, 1990.


"We're having this baby tomorrow," the doctor said, his voice flat, "come hell or high water."

I

 knew the problem was not high water, but low water. That's what the ultrasound specialist had told us.

The liquid around you, the amniotic fluid, was almost gone. And although low water is a common place to find babies who are about to be born, you hadn't even dropped yet -- the term doctors use to describe babies who have slipped into the right position for delivery.


On top of all that, you were overdue.


By the time your mother felt her first labor pain, the days were beginning to seem like weeks. We had come so far only to have the last month of pregnancy seem as interminable as a pitchers duel.


Fortunately, a non-stress test showed you were all right, and your mother and I were left only to ponder the happy news from that final visit to the ultrasound specialist:


Our decision to paint the walls of the nursery blue was good.

Y

our mother began to shiver soon after we arrived at the hospital. A round little nurse turned up the heat after scolding me for covering your mother with a couple of quilts I had found lying folded in different parts of the room.


"We don't use the quilts as blankets," the nurse said, a look of horror contorting her face. "We have to dry-clean those."


Outside the window of the hospital room, the parking garage glowed orange. The night had gotten quite cold, but the sky was clear and full of stars. I wondered if it would be dark when you were born or if the sun would be shining.


About 4 a.m., the pain began making a mockery of our Lamaze classes, and your mother asked the anesthesiologist to give her an epidural. That's a spinal injection guaranteed to deaden the pain, and it allowed your mother to go to sleep.


I took up residence in a vinyl recliner under the window. My ears were tuned in to the fetal heart monitor as I dozed.


A couple of times earlier your heart rate plummeted. I called the nurse both times, and both times, the round one showed up, looking confident. Her face, the face that earlier had recoiled in terror at my ill-advised use of the quilts, suddenly assumed angelic features under these new, threatening circumstances. She was a friend now; fear was the enemy.


The first time I called her, she strapped a vapor-filled oxygen mask onto your mother's face. The second time, she puzzled over the problem, then sought help. Other nurses and a doctor joined her in a jabbering-probing session over your mother. Their frenzy made the dream-like night suddenly seem too real.


Dawn was nearly upon us when your mother began pushing. I held her hand. 


As the doctor entered the room, the first pale light of dawn was beginning to stream through the window. I saw the top of your head first, all covered with matted dark hair. Then your shoulders.


Finally, with hardly any effort at all by anyone, your little bottom rolled through the air, and the doctor caught you in the middle of a somersault.


It was 7:16 a.m.


As you lay across your mother's stomach, I looked down into your wide, dark eyes. They seemed bottomless, absorbing everything, reflecting nothing.


You were streaked with blood.


I didn't know how long the sun had been up, but it was bright. "He's here," I said, turning my blurry gaze on your mother.


"He's here, he's here."


We laughed and cried at the same time, gasping in joy. Moments later, I took you in my arms, gently cradling my own lost childhood in hands that looked much older than I remembered.
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T

he fall of Russell Durham did not end when he crashed to the hard tile floor at Central State Hospital last summer.

His life remains a downward spiral, plunging through the cracks of a mental-health system that has given him no safety net.


Durham's troubled, violent existence seemed to have hit bottom when he landed at Central State after being found incompetent to stand trial on an assault charge in Laurel County. But violence followed him into the hospital.


On Aug. 28, 1990, hospital workers beat Durham, slamming him to the floor repeatedly, kicking him in the head and sides and breaking his arm, Durham said.


His version of events is supported by a state investigator's report that said hospital personnel abused Durham.


Durham's case sheds light on the largely secret world of state psychiatric hospitals. Investigations prompted by allegations of abuse are not public record, but Durham's mother, Margaret Durham, recently gave the Herald-Leader a copy of the investigator's report.


Patient abuse at Kentucky's state hospitals is far from common, but it also is not rare.


The state agency that governs Kentucky's three mental hospitals has investigated 139 allegations of patient abuse in the last two years and substantiated 11 of those, according to the hospitals and the state Cabinet for Human Resources.


Western State Hospital in Hopkinsville was the focus of 15 investigations, two of which resulted in findings of abuse; Central State in Louisville was investigated 71 times with three findings of abuse; and Eastern State in Lexington had 53 investigations with six findings of abuse.

D

ennis Boyd, commissioner of the state Department for Mental Health and Mental Retardation Services, said he did not think the number of abuse cases was high compared with the number of admissions, which hovers near 5,000 a year for all three hospitals.


"I think the numbers  are probably somewhat low compared to other, similar hospitals," said Dr. Donald Ralph, director of Eastern State.


"One is too many, but I don't think that over the course of two years that six shows a dramatic problem."


It would be unrealistic to expect perfect conduct from employees all the time, hospital officials said. The stress of the job is too great.


Central State has a 34-bed secured unit filled with violent patients, many of whom are there because they have been judged incompetent to stand trial on felony charges such as murder, Executive Director George Nichols said.


Many are transfers from the Kentucky Correctional Psychiatric Center in LaGrange.


Kentucky's state hospitals are populated with people who do not want to be there, said Rick Cain, a mental health advocate with the state Department of Public Advocacy.


By law, people hospitalized involuntarily must be deemed mentally ill, able to benefit from treatment and are a danger to themselves or others.


Hospital workers frequently must deal with being provoked, administrators said. Sometimes that leads to confrontations that end in the abuse of a patient. "In these kinds of hospitals, there's always the possibility that is going on," Ralph said.


Still, state officials and hospital administrators do not tolerate abuse, no matter how slight, Ralph said. "That's probably the quickest way for an employee to get out of here."

T

he state investigates every allegation of patient abuse, said Brad Hughes, a spokesman for the Cabinet for Human Resources.  All that's required to spur an investigation is a complaint by a patient or his family to the hospital or to the state Division of Licensing and Regulation.


The Division of Licensing and Regulation conducts a joint investigation with the social services department, the adult protection agency under Kentucky law, Hughes said.


Hospital administrators say they promptly notify the licensing agency whenever they hear about a possible case of abuse or see that a patient has sustained a suspicious injury.


"We report even a hint of abuse," Ralph said. "We report them even if we know there's nothing to it."


Nichols said, "Our position is we don't have anything to hide, and in doing so, we turn in almost anything. I'd rather someone else make the decision as to whether something should be investigated."


If abuse is found to have occurred, the employee responsible usually is suspended or fired, even if the abuse was minor, Ralph said. The state makes the final decision and even reprimanding an employee involved in a patient-abuse case is "a hell of a hard sell," Ralph said.


"If we substantiate it, we pull out all stops to make sure it doesn't happen again."


In every one of the 11 cases of abuse that have occurred since 1988, the abusive employees were disciplined, Hughes said. In most cases, the employees resigned before being disciplined, he said.


In the Durham case, one employee is being disciplined and the other has resigned, Hughes said.


Abuse cases are dealt with as isolated incidents, not as symptoms of a larger problem, Ralph said.


If abuse occurred regularly, the state might attempt to retrain hospital employees or to hire more workers to ease the workload, Boyd said. But the number of abuse cases found in the last two years -- a number typical of two-year periods in the past -- is not seen as a problem worthy of special attention.


Money is an obstacle to a top-flight state mental health system, Boyd said. Kentucky ranks among the bottom five states in per capita spending for mental health and mental retardation services, Boyd said.


Unless an unusually high number of patient-abuse cases were to crop up in a short period of time, or unless there appeared to be a strong common thread running through them, it would not be worth the cost to try to change the system, he said.


"I think you do have to look at the cost-benefit factor," Boyd said. But he added: "Certainly, you can't overtrain your staff."

M

ost abuse cases involve nurses' aides, who have the least amount of training of hospital personnel who work with patients, Ralph said. The aides outnumber all other workers and, consequently, have more direct contact with patients.


But the only qualifications they must meet for employment are a valid driver's license and the ability to read and write, Boyd said.


Nichols said employees who work in the secured unit at Central State are trained in physical management techniques. That means they are supposed to be able to force troublesome patients safely to the floor to keep them from hurting themselves or anyone else. It's called a takedown.


"The type of patient there is younger and sicker and more aggressive," Nichols said.


Ralph said all employees at Eastern State eventually would complete a 12-hour training course on takedowns and on dealing emotionally with being provoked. "Sometimes, if we think someone might not be speaking kindly to patients," the employee is retrained, Ralph said.


But Nichols said employees trained for work in Central State's unit for violent patients were not taught how to deal with confrontational patients.


Cain said restraints had been overused at Central State's secured unit, although he said that Nichols was trying to change that.


"I was concerned when I arrived," Nichols said. He thought restraints frequently were being used for the wrong reasons and kept in place too long at a time.


A committee at Central State is reviewing the hospital's policy on seclusion and restraint, Nichols said. The group is expected to make a recommendation by March 1.


Restraints should be used only when a patient is behaving violently or is otherwise out of control, Cain said. They should not be used as punishment, he said.


"When the emergency is over, people should be let go," he said, "but we've seen time after time people being left in restraints long after the emergency is over."


One man was put in restraints for five days for attacking a nurse, Cain said.


"Sometimes the nurses on a unit become afraid of someone, and it's much easier to tie them up than to deal with that."


Sometimes the use of restraints is a prescribed part of treatment set out in a contract the patient signs soon after being admitted, Cain said.


"I don't really believe these people understand restraints can be used as long as they are sometimes," he said.
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T

he state investigator who visited Central State Hospital in September began his work by studying photographs and an X-ray.

The photographs showed a man with two black eyes, stitches over his right eye, cuts on his face and a bruise behind his left ear. The X-ray showed a broken forearm.


It was the first time the investigator had seen Russell Carry Durham of Lexington, a 29-year-old Army veteran who said he had been beaten by hospital workers. It was the investigator's job to determine for the record whether Durham had been beaten ...

T
he photos had been taken three days after Durham's run-in with hospital security officers Aug. 28.

Based on those and on interviews with hospital personnel, the investigator concluded that Durham had been beaten. Here, pieced together from the investigator's report and from an interview with Durham, is an account of what happened:


Durham had spent much of that afternoon pacing the hallway outside the nursing station.


"I asked (the nurse) all afternoon to go in my room to lay down," he said in an interview last week. "Then I told her I needed to go in to go to the bathroom. I used it as an excuse . . . ."


The nurse later denied that Durham had asked to use the bathroom, according to the investigator's report. He asked only to go to his room so he could lie down, she said.


When the nurse refused to let Durham into his room, he urinated on the floor in the hallway.


"I wanted to spite her," Durham said in the interview.

A
fter urinating in the hallway, Durham walked into the nearby dining area and sat down. Dinner was over, but he wanted to rest.

Moments later, a hospital security officer entered the dining area and approached Durham to ask him to clean up the mess he had made in the hallway, another aide told the investigator.


"I said, 'You can clean it up with me,' " Durham said.


Durham, who has a volatile personality, was wearing a restraining device called a saddle, a leather belt with straps to hold the arms immobile. But that did not stop him from trying to kick the aide.


Two more security officers came forward. The first one forced Durham to the floor in a takedown, an accepted way of forcing violent patients to the floor to keep them from hurting themselves or anyone else.


One of the others scooped up Durham and slammed him to the floor. Twice.


Because of the saddle, Durham was "almost totally defenseless" and had no way to break his fall with his hands, the investigator noted. "I'm not that tough," Durham hollered as he was kicked in the head and side, according to the report.


A nurses' aide who did not see the incident told the investigator that she had heard Durham's arm snap when one of the aides put his knee on it to break it.


She said she had seen the abusive employee "being unnecessarily rough with other residents" before. Once, he grabbed a patient by the crotch and escorted him to his room, she said.


She said she thought Durham had been set up for the beating because of the confrontation with the nurses.


When Durham complained to a nurse after the beating that his left arm hurt "like hell," the nurse did not record it on a chart.


When it was discovered two days later that Durham's arm was broken, he was taken to a hospital in Louisville so his arm could be reset with steel pins.


The scar on his left forearm is long and red. The nurse told the investigator she "felt really bad and learned a lesson about charting."

I
mmediately after the beating, Durham was strapped face-down to a bed in the middle of a small, bare room used for isolating patients who become violent or otherwise uncontrollable.


State officials and hospital administrators would not discuss the incident, saying they were prohibited from talking about individual patients.


But Margaret Durham said that after her son was beaten, a hospital official told her: "Basically, these are good people. They must have just lost their temper."


"You're supposed to have people here who are trained not to lose their temper," Durham's mother snapped.


"I'm not proud my son's got a mental problem, but I put Russell in this position so he could get help," she said, her eyes filling with tears.


"It got him help -- it got his arm broken . . . ."


She has not given up on her son, but it is not easy being Russell Durham's mother. His life has been hard, filled with drugs and alcohol, instability and violence, according to court records.


Durham, who grew up in Whitley County, quit school after ninth grade, and his behavior became a problem for his parents. His mother and father enlisted him in the Army. He entered the service in 1978 and began using drugs extensively, the records show.


Durham got a hardship discharge in July 1980 when his father became deathly ill. Durham began a life of petty run-ins with the law, mostly for public intoxication and drunken driving. He has a jagged white scar on his chin that he got in a car wreck.


Then there was the fall. In July 1981, Durham plunged mysteriously over the side of a cliff, falling more than 70 feet and crumpling to the ground just inches from the edge of U.S. 25. Nobody ever knew if he fell or was pushed, but he was drinking heavily and taking drugs, his mother said.


He survived, but the doctor told Margaret Durham that her son probably suffered some brain damage.


After the fall, Russell frequently checked himself in and out of Eastern State Hospital and the Veterans Affairs hospital in Lexington. Doctors said he was schizophrenic and a chronic alcohol and drug abuser.


In 1989, he was charged with stealing a car in Lexington, but the charge was reduced to driving a car without permission when it was disclosed that the keys had been left in the ignition.


Durham was given a two-year sentence, placed on probation and ordered to live with his mother in Whitley County, remain on medication to control his illness, continue psychiatric treatment and report to his probation officer.


He did none of those things and soon was arrested.

H
is probation agreement was altered, and he was ordered to admit himself to Cross Roads Chemical Dependency Facility in London. Five days later, he left Cross Roads after pulling a knife on an employee.


Durham was found mentally incompetent to stand trial and was ordered to Eastern State. Eastern State transferred him to Central State because he was too aggressive and Eastern had no unit with extra security.


Durham's plunge toward oblivion seemed to have been stopped. But the violence and turmoil he had known for so long reared up again in the hospital.


"There's a lot of people like that," said Rick Cain, a mental health advocate with the state Department of Public Advocacy. "The system not only is not perfect, it's not very good. In a broad sense, where Russell was, where that incident happened, there historically have been some real problems."


"When you put somebody in a hospital," Margaret Durham said, "you expect them to get good care -- whether it's a state or a private hospital."


In December, Central State Hospital released Durham to the custody of the Fayette County sheriff. The hospital's court liaison, Paul Bock, wrote in Durham's letter of release that the patient had "received the maximum benefit from his stay."


Durham is the Fayette County Detention Center serving out a 12-month sentence for probation violation that began in December. His mother is trying to get him released from jail and placed in the Veterans Affairs hospital, but that seems unlikely.


The veterans hospital cannot hold patients against their will, said Judy Rittenhouse, assistant chief of medical administration services. The court would have to release Durham from his jail sentence before he could be admitted, Rittenhouse said.


"That is not a feasible option," Durham's probation officer, Angela Edwards, wrote Nov. 15 in a report contained in the court record.


"This officer is, however, concerned about the current limbo status of the Durham case and would like to make a recommendation to resolve this matter," the report said.


Edwards recommended shortening Durham's sentence by giving him credit for time served at Central State. On Jan. 2, he was given credit for 120 days in custody.
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H

e came into the world beaten up. That's not my baby, his mother thought as the doctor held up a tiny infant with a black-and-blue head and cauliflower ears.


He left the world beaten up. I love you, his mother told him as she played a tape of the Book of John beside his still, blood-filled head.


It wasn't easy being Robbie Byrd.


For that matter, it wasn't easy being Robbie Byrd's mother.


Robbie was 19 when he died March 20. Two juveniles have been charged with manslaughter. They allegedly beat Robbie two blocks from his home in south Lexington, causing his death. Although the tragedy shocked a city, the possibility that her son might die early was something Beverly Byrd had thought about and dealt with two years before.


"When he started out in the drug situation and I couldn't do anything with him, I knew the one that could would be God, and I had to turn him over to Him," Beverly said as she sat in her living room surrounded by plants and flowers left over from the funeral of her only child.


"I knew we were in for a long, hard road. I told God, 'Whatever it takes, the most important thing is his eternal salvation. And if that means . . . You have to take him before he's lived a very long life, I'd much rather him die young and live with You eternally than to live a long life and not.' "

R

obbie Byrd's story is a parent's nightmare, a story of falling in with the wrong crowd, of evil close to home, of random violence outside a pizza parlor, of battling drugs and never really winning.


The toxicology report from the autopsy will not be available for at least two weeks, and until then police are not saying what, if any, role drugs or alcohol played in Robbie's death.


Beverly said a doctor who treated her son at the University of Kentucky Medical Center after the beating had told her Robbie had the equivalent of four beers in his blood. No trace of drugs was found, she said.


But even if it turns out that drugs were not directly to blame for the death of Robbie Byrd, many people familiar with the area where the beating occurred have no doubt that drugs are at least a peripheral villain.


"The area is flat-out deteriorated," said Harry Johnson, who coached Robbie when he played football for what was then Tates Creek Junior High School.


"I would not want my kids going through it. There's too many drugs. There's too much alcohol. It's a powder keg just waiting to go off."


Most of the teen-agers who kill time in the Gainesway Shopping Center area know one another, Johnson said. Most afternoons at least 30 youths play basketball on the outdoor courts between Tates Creek's campus and the shopping center.


For reasons that are not yet clear, some of them ganged up on Robbie March 19. Police say he lay flat on his back on the court for 20 to 30 minutes after the beating.


During that time, someone stole his necklace with his girlfriend's ring on it. Two juveniles have been charged with robbery.


When friends found Robbie, he was conscious and asking for an ambulance, his mother said. Robbie, wearing the leather Harley-Davidson jacket he had requested for Christmas, walked down the hill to the shopping center. His mother said he found a 16-year-old boy there being pushed around in front of the Little Caesars Pizza store.


Robbie intervened in his defense.


"I can see Rob thinking he can take ahold of any situation after having a little alcohol," friend John Smith said, although he was not there.


The attackers turned on Robbie and hit him in the back of the head, Beverly said. He crumpled to the parking lot and his head struck the pavement.


"The hardest part is I wasn't there," Beverly said. "I was the one who always fixed things, who made it better."


Robbie finally got his ambulance. It rushed him to the UK hospital, where he was pronounced dead at 1:52 p.m. the next day, a Wednesday. The autopsy shows he died of a cerebral hemorrhage due to a blunt blow to the head.


A troubled life was over.

T

he beginning of Robbie Byrd was almost as violent as the end.

It was a difficult birth. There were complications and the possibility of infection. Labor began several weeks early, and Robbie was turned the wrong way in the womb.


The nurse jumped on top of Beverly and began helping her push the baby out. The doctor ended the ordeal by yanking Robbie loose with forceps.


The tiny baby was black-and-blue and his ears were not fully developed, but those were the least of his problems.


When Robbie was a month old, he developed a ruptured hernia. "They told me not to have a lot of hope," Beverly said. He held her pinky tightly all the way to the operating room. "That's one of the little things that mothers don't forget."


Robbie outgrew all the health problems only to be frustrated by school. He was not a good student.


Although he was easygoing and friendly, his ready smile was deceptive, his mother said. "I think he had a lot of pain behind that smile."


Robbie's size made him feel somewhat self-conscious. When he died, he was 6-foot-5, 190 pounds. But that build came in handy in sports. He played all the major sports in one city league or another.


He played football for Tates Creek High School his sophomore year and the first half of his junior season. But his mother noticed he had started hanging around with "the wrong people."


Robbie became rebellious, sneaking out of his room in the basement at night. His mother pulled him out of school after five games and enrolled him in a drug-rehabilitation program.


He stayed five months but ended up bolting from the grounds. Robbie's last few years were filled with efforts to rid himself of the drug and alcohol habit. There were victories and there were relapses.


On Jan. 5, 1990, Robbie was taken into custody as he sat drinking in a shed on private property. He was charged with criminal trespassing and possession of alcohol by a minor. He pleaded guilty and paid a fine and court costs.


When his cousin died two months ago, Robbie began drinking heavily again and using drugs, mostly marijuana. He checked himself into Cross Roads Chemical Dependency Facility in London for 30 days and seemed to make a lot of progress.


"He battled it, he battled it hard," Beverly said.


"He was finally starting to believe in himself."


Robbie was not blessed with a great deal of self-esteem, Coach Johnson said. "Robbie wanted to identify with everybody; it didn't matter if you were a millionaire or if you didn't have shoes. And that attitude led him to get with the bunch of people that caused him problems."


Johnson said his main objective with Robbie was to build the boy's confidence. "During football season his grades were real good," Johnson said. "After the season, they went down. The esteem thing -- I don't think there's a question about that."


John Smith, who attended Narcotics Anonymous meetings with Robbie, said, "He really struggled with it. He would get some time clean, then he would get around an old friend or something, and it would be hard to say no."


Other than a brief breakup with his girlfriend, the last weeks of Robbie's life seemed happy, his mother and friends said. He was talking about getting his equivalency diploma and enrolling in a junior college where he could play football.


On March 19, Beverly went to work at 9 a.m., leaving Robbie at home in bed. He did not have to work that day at McDonald's in Tates Creek Centre.


On workdays Robbie would get up about 4 a.m. so he could open the store and return home about 1 p.m., flopping on his bed in exhaustion. But that afternoon he was rested and free of work, and he decided to go play basketball behind Gainesway Shopping Center.


"He didn't work that day," Beverly said. "Oh how I wish he had."


When Beverly left work, she drove to a friend's apartment near her home on Centre Parkway. The friend was going to give Beverly a facial to teach her about some new skin products Beverly was going to begin selling.


But no sooner had Beverly washed off her makeup than the phone rang. It was her ex-husband and Robbie's father, Robert Burgess of Nicholasville. Burgess had been spending the last week helping Beverly get a garden started at the house. They were thinking about remarrying.


"You better get over here," he said.


They drove to the hospital and began the death watch. Robbie's heart stopped three times.


Finally: "I'm going to have to ask you to leave," the nurse said.


"That's when he died," Beverly said.

A

few nights ago, Beverly drove Robbie's girlfriend home after a long, emotional visit. On the way back, alone in the car, she began to weep. It was her most trying moment since Robbie's death.


Oh Robbie, Oh Robbie, she cried.


"No one was there, and I could scream as loud as I wanted," she said.


As she speaks, a stiff spring wind whistles around her house, and a child playing outside shrieks.


All is not lost. From death comes rebirth: A student in a class in which Robbie Byrd had given a testimonial of his battle with drugs handed a folded piece of paper to the teacher the day after Robbie died. It said:


"I'm going straight


For the Bird Man!"


It contained a small, plastic bag of marijuana.
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T

he basketball hero's girlfriend sits in the stands, Row 11, Seat 9, wearing his class ring on her index finger and his uniform number on the back of her bright red sweatshirt.


His mother sits next to the girl, her gaze fixed on the players below as she slowly lifts popcorn to her mouth.


There is an explosion of sound as the pep band begins playing East Carter High School's fight song, and the basketball hero's girlfriend and mother rise side-by-side to clap in time with the music.


This is Lowell Brad Elliott's own cheering section, more than a dozen friends and relatives strong. And that is his team finishing off Morgan County in the opening round of the regional tournament. But look among the players on the floor and you won't see Brad.


The senior point guard died of congestive heart failure in an Ironton, Ohio, locker room after a game Dec. 18. Basketball is just  everyone's way of keeping a part of him alive.


In return, a part of Brad has kept East Carter basketball alive, with all its dreams of glory. Always generous, Brad's last gift to those he loved was his greatest:


He gave them one another.

A

t first it seemed Brad's unexpected  death might tear the East Carter Raiders apart and chase their soft-spoken coach into another line of work. Instead, it became a rallying point and a source of improbable strength.


The team, which finished 18-12, won a fourth-straight district championship this year and advanced to the finals of the 16th Regional Tournament before losing last night to Greenup County 43-28. It was farther than anyone expected them to go, although that didn't make the loss any easier.


The East Carter locker room was quiet after the game as head coach Charles Baker told the players they had nothing to hang their heads about.


"The way you guys responded all year," Baker told them, "is more valuable than the trophy out there on that floor."


With that, Brad's mother, Rhoda Roark, walked into the locker room and stood by Baker's side, her eyes red.


"I just wanted to thank you all for this year, for Brad," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.


The locker room, once silent, was filled with the sounds of sniffing.


"You know how I always talk about how tomorrow never comes?" Baker asked the players. "Well, like my sister said, we could easily have laid down and wallowed in our sorrow."


Baker walked off by himself and wiped at his eyes with a handkerchief before continuing.


"I feel like we've accomplished more in life than any other team will ever experience," Baker said. "You guys dealt with the ultimate tragedy."

T

he 1990-91 Raiders didn't look all that imposing on paper, except for 6- foot-9 center Jackson Julson, a gangly sophomore with a soft shooting touch and a growing collection of letters from recruiters.


But there was something here that didn't show up in the statistics, a maturity and togetherness born of coping with Brad's death. Adversity made this a better team than anyone dared imagine.


"We're a much closer team than we was," senior forward Shawn Limings said last week. "Now we're more like brothers.


Senior point guard Barrett Bush said,  "After his death, we didn't care if we won another game, as long as we played hard."


The change in the team has been gradual, Baker said. Some players have been affected more than others.


"I've noticed a big change in Shawn Limings," he said. "He's more focused in what he wants to do. He's not as quick to let little things bother him."


Shawn was Brad's best friend. "The worst part is it hurts because you miss him so much," Shawn said. "Just about everything I do reminds me of him. My whole life just about revolved around him."

M

emories of the last afternoon he spent with Brad make Shawn smile.

The day of the Ironton game, Brad left school during seventh-period study hall to get his allergy shot. He and Shawn ended up four-wheeling behind the Western Steer SteakHouse in teammate Adam Harris' Brat.


The mudholes were so deep, the floorboard got wet.


Later, the boys went to Druther's. Brad was laughing and wearing Shawn's plastic glasses with the mustache and big nose as they pulled up to the drive-through window.


They passed the rest of the afternoon at Shawn's house, and it was there that Brad called Miranda Greenhill.


Although Brad loved swimming and deer hunting, Miranda was his "favorite pastime," his mother said. So when it came time to drive back up to school to catch the bus to the game in Ironton, Brad still was on the phone.


Shawn sat in his car outside the house and leaned on the horn. They were going to be late.


"I'll call you when I get home," Brad told Miranda. Then he hung up the phone and was gone.

I

t was raining when the team climbed off the bus at Ironton.

The weather matched the team's mood.

In the weeks preceding the Ironton game, Brad had not felt like joking much when it came to basketball. "Momma," he had said a week ago, "I think I'll just quit. I'm not helping the team."


Roark had comforted her son.


"The whole team is in a slump right now," she had said. "It's not just you, it's everybody."


Brad, a starter in all seven games before Ironton, saved his best game for his last. He scored 11 points despite sitting out most of the first half in foul trouble. But it was not enough to prevent another loss.


Brad seemed angry as the team returned to the locker room, sophomore Scott Thomas said.


"The Jayvee could have played better than us," Brad told Shawn as they took their seats to wait for the coach.


As Coach  Baker stood at the chalkboard, Brad sat with a towel on his head, muttering in disgust, "cussin' himself," Scott said.


Only a few saw what happened next. Most of the players had their heads down or their eyes fixed on the coach, so they only heard a chair scoot.


Over beside Shawn, Brad had started to stand up, then toppled forward onto the floor.


Just a few minutes earlier, he had hit two three-pointers.

"G

et a doctor," Baker yelled just before ordering all the players out of the locker room.

Outside, East Carter assistant coaches reassured Brad's teammates. It might just be a seizure, they said. Barrett felt better. Nobody told him Brad's face was blue.


Barrett rode the bus back to Grayson. When they got to East Carter, assistant coach Hager Easterling used the phone in Baker's office off the gym to call the hospital. Barrett waited beside Easterling.


Easterling hung up and told Barrett that Brad was dead.


In the darkness of East Carter's  locker room, just across the hall from where Barrett and Easterling stood in shock, Brad's home uniform and his Charles Barkley trading card hung secure in his locker.


The trading card is still there, but Brad's uniform is framed now, and hanging on a wall in the gym, facing the front door.


That, and the trophy case that holds Brad's Air Nikes and water bottle, are why his mother uses the back door.

B

rad's death stunned Grayson. He had no medical problems except asthma, which he took medication to control, and allergies, for which he got regular treatments.


The suddenness of his death made it hard to believe. "It's just been so hard for everybody to realize that Brad's gone, you know," Roark says.


When the Raiders finally summoned the courage to return to the practice floor after sitting idle for almost two weeks after Brad's death, Shawn had to confront his loss.


"Practice was really rough," Shawn said. "We did layup drills, and it was like you wasn't even there doing it."


But the most wrenching moment came  when  Baker directed the players to start stretching exercises.


As the players began to pair up as usual, Shawn realized he no longer had a partner for the drills.


"Just for a second, I looked around the gym looking for Brad like I always do," he said. "And it was just, like, you could have hit me with a two-by-four."


Standing there in the middle of the court, Shawn clutched the front of his practice jersey, trying in vain to pull it up to his face as he began to cry.


"Me and Brad, I guess, there was nobody else, I don't think, more like me," Shawn said. "We were just like brothers."


In the first game after Brad's death, Shawn said, "I caught myself so many times that game looking for him on the floor," Shawn said.


"It's the little things . . . that hurt you worse."


It has been hard on Brad's replacement in the starting lineup, too.


"We were losing there for a minute, and they (students) was all talking about how if I'm in there, we might be better," sophomore Scott Thomas said. "Then Brad died, and we lost a couple games there real quick, and they said, 'Well, if Brad was back, we'd be winning again.'


"I guess the kids just didn't know how hard it was to replace somebody like that."

N

ewcomers to East Carter basketball games would think nothing was amiss. At a glance, only the small, red "20" each player wears at the top left of his jersey gives anything away.


They like it that way. Everything is as Brad left it.


"We want his memory to stay alive," said Baker, a likeable, soft-spoken man. "That's why we've got the scholarship fund."


More than $13,000 has been raised to establish a college scholarship for East Carter students in Brad's memory.  The outpouring has been tremendous -- an indication of the deep emotional effect Brad's death had on Grayson, an Eastern Kentucky town of 3,500.


But helping establish the scholarship fund is far from the only thing Baker has done to keep Brad's memory alive.


The handwritten roster East Carter turned in for the regional tournament carried Brad's name and number along with everyone else's. Nothing indicated he no longer was alive.


"I'm glad," Roark says, " because I know he would want it to be there.


"I still want him to be a part of the team. Until this year's ended, anyway."


Brad's name remains with those of his teammates on the scoreboard in East Carter's gym, too. "I just can't remove it," Baker says.


Children die more than once. Brad will be lost again when the basketball season ends. And when the prom rolls around. And at graduation. He will go in stages as he misses all the things life still held for him.


Baker knows this. His voice trailed off last week as he talked about the impending last game of the season.


"That last game," he said before the opening round of the regional tournament, "If it's tonight or Friday night or Saturday -- whenever it is . . . "


He did not finish the sentence, but the message was clear.


"There will be just like all different kinds of endings to Brad's life," Roark said last week.


"To me, it's not ended yet."

T

he first game of the 16th Regional Tournament, and Miranda Greenhill is sitting in the bleachers talking to Coach Baker. She's wearing a button that looks like a basketball, and it has Brad's name and number painted on it.


She's also wearing his class ring; a red sweatshirt with his name and number on it; the bracelet he was going to give her for Christmas; and a gold ring with two interlocking hearts that he gave her for her birthday in August.


"I try to come and let them know I'm here, because I would have been here if Brad was here," she says.


"I think it helps them to see a little of Brad's here."


Brad and Miranda, a student at West Carter in Olive Hill, had dated for two years and had talked about getting married. Miranda is convinced they would have. Brad was a man of his word.


He wanted her to go to the University of Kentucky with him.


Roark said going to college was important to Brad, who had been an honors student at East Carter. He wanted to study medicine. "This is what I want to do," he used to tell his mother when they would go pay the bill at his allergist's office.


"I guess I really haven't accepted it yet," Miranda says. "It hits me when I get here that he's not here."


But, she adds: "When the season's over it's going to be hard. I'll lose a lot of contact with the team.


"(Now) it's just like Brad's still here. It's going to be harder when the season's over."


Brad's mother is in the stands, too. It is the first game she has attended since mid-season. The introduction of the starting lineup was hard to watch, and the memories were painful. But she thinks it might be easier here in a foreign gym.


It had gotten so that every time she drove toward East Carter's gym with the intention of attending a game, she would stay in the car and drive around and around, listening to the game on WGOH radio instead.


Seven minutes before the opening round regional tournament game, the team goes into the locker room, and Baker gives them one last talk. Nobody knows just how hard it has been on the coach. He has to force himself to be hard on the players now, to drive them to be their best.


Brad was his nephew, and Baker considered quitting after the boy died. When parents put their children on a bus to go play basketball, "they expect you to bring those kids back," Baker said, "and it's just hard to accept you didn't bring one of them back."


He stayed though. "I just felt an obligation to them. . .  Brad would have wanted us to stick it out."


And now he tells the team: "There's a lot of things you've dealt with more this year than any team ever dealt with."


Shawn is listening with his head cocked slightly to the side, his chin resting on his hand.


"No matter what happens out there on that floor, you've done a tremendous job of turning things around."


Barrett is leaning forward in his chair with his elbows propped on his knees.


Three months ago at the funeral home, Barrett had decided how he would pay tribute to Brad in each game: He would shoot his first free throw right-handed instead of with his left hand, which is the one he uses to do everything else.


Baker had given Barrett his blessing to do it, but as the regional tournament started last week, Barrett was not sure what would happen if he were fouled for the first time late in a close game.


Should he still shoot it right-handed? Baker has told him he should, but Barrett is not sure. He doesn't  want to let down his teammates.


Baker finishes talking, and the team runs out onto the floor to tangle with first-round foe Morgan County beneath the bright lights.


East Carter does not play well, but the Raiders are ahead 54-46 with 58 seconds left when Barrett is fouled. Before stepping to the free-throw line, he walks to the bench and wipes his face with a red towel.


"Right-handed?" he whispers to Baker.


"Yes, sir," the coach says.
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T

he men are in the chapel preparing for Judgment Day.

If the parole board says you should have counseling, get counseling, the parole officer tells the prisoners assembled in the pews.

A polished wooden cross hangs on the wall behind him.


If the board tells you to enroll in the sex-offender program, don't maintain your innocence, the parole officer says.


A Christ figure watches over the prison chapel from a stained-glass window high on the back wall.


If you wear old clothes to your parole board hearing, at least make sure they're clean, he says;


If you wear your hair long, at least wash it;


If you have even a few teeth, brush them.

The parole officer stands on the altar as he speaks.


And remember: The more tattoos you show, the longer it's going to seem you've been in prison.


It's like this: Justice isn't blind.


Justice can see whether you have shined your $15 prison shoes.

S

eated in the prison chapel, among 25 other inmates listening carefully to parole officer Kevin Vaughn, is a slight young man with wide, blue eyes, sandy hair and hands that seem too big and strong for his body.


His name is Christopher Blevins. He is 24. His number is 100175.


On this January day in 1991, his home happens to be Cell 14, Lower Left, Unit B, Kentucky State Reformatory, La Grange. The cell is just big enough to accommodate, without any overlap, a desk, a twin-size bed, a steel case of shelves and a narrow sunbeam.


At $40 to $45 a night, a bed at the prison runs about $10 more than one at the Days Inn down the highway. But inmates at the prison get free cable. And taxpayers foot the bill for the room.


It was this medium-security prison near Louisville that recently served as a stopover for two men who, once paroled, kidnapped a 15-year-old girl and kept her tied to a tree for three weeks while repeatedly raping and sodomizing her.


The sensational case prompted a study of the parole process by the Legislative Research Commission. Its report is due by fall.


Like most, Kentucky's parole system is illuminated only when it fails spectacularly. But usually it grinds on unnoticed -- a day-to-day process that works most of the time.


Take Christopher Blevins. He never raped or murdered or chopped anyone to pieces. But his story is the real story of the parole process. The board will release dozens of state prison inmates like him this week -- men with bad judgment and hard luck and a history of anticlimactic run-ins with the law. Low-profile cases, the media calls them. Several inmates will be granted their freedom as you drink your morning coffee, several more as you read this article: The front door will slide open and there they’ll be, breathing the same air as you ... 


... And we'll never know unless one of them turns out to be a monster.

I

t's hard to say just when Blevins' journey to La Grange began. His parents divorced when he was 5, and he moved in with his grandfather. In ninth grade, he quit school.


"I've been in trouble since I was 12," he says.


"The law became my number one enemy," he says.


His arrest record grew. He was charged with one petty crime after another. His life was out of control; alcohol and drugs were gnawing holes in his mind.


On his way home from an Ohio bar one night in 1987, he was pulled over for speeding and was arrested for having a loaded Smith & Wesson in his glove box. His conviction on a charge of carrying a concealed deadly weapon led to his first prison sentence.


After he was released in November 1987, Blevins drifted. There was no construction work to be found. He moved in with a friend in Lawrence County, just down U.S. 23 from his grandfather's home on Dog Fork Road in Catlettsburg.


On Jan. 16, 1988, he and his 17-year-old stepbrother strolled past a house perched on a rise above Lakewood Village Road in Boyd County. Nobody home.


They continued walking -- there was no delaying them when their destination was a bar -- but the image of that house stuck in their minds like a burr.


They visited a bar in Kenova, W.Va., then bought a 12-pack of beer and walked back across the river to Kentucky. They spent the afternoon drinking beer under a bridge near the floodwall at Catlettsburg. Daylight slid away like the brown water in the river below.


About 5 p.m., they walked back to Kenova and met a friend in a bar who offered them a ride home in his pickup. On the way back, they saw the house again.


Didn't they need more money if they were going to keep drinking that night?


They smashed a window and helped themselves to seven bottles of liquor, a chain saw, a Weedeater, some money and a gold pocket watch.


Blevins pleaded not guilty, then guilty. He had been state property barely five months when his stepbrother died in a truck accident.


Although they had been close, Blevins did not attend the services. He couldn't. He was not eligible for a furlough, and because it was Thanksgiving, there weren't enough prison guards working to escort No. 100175 to a funeral.


It isn't hard to feel sorry for Blevins. He has had no visitors in prison. His father owns a construction company and is too busy to come by, Blevins says.


But there is no bitterness, no sense of loss or betrayal, in his voice.

A

t its best, doing time is like being a good Christian: You prepare for the day of reckoning and that vast, incomprehensible reward that lies beyond.


A year or so before they are scheduled to meet the parole board, inmates with blemished prison records suddenly begin shaping up. Or trying to. It's hard to stay out of trouble in a place that's full of it.


Not surprisingly, inmates are forever saying they have found religion. For the most part, the parole board is unimpressed. It's not that they don't believe in God, necessarily. It's just that they don't especially believe in the desperate convict sitting across the table.


Blevins' insistence on preaching the Gospel on the yard earned him a tour of the state's prison system. Corrections officials were at wit's end trying to find a place where he could adjust.


The disciplinary problems cut into his good time -- that time subtracted from a sentence as a reward for good behavior.


He frittered away almost half of it by October 1989.


 That concerned the parole board the first time it met him in February 1990 -- after he had served the obligatory 20 percent of his sentence. The board wasn't wild about his long criminal record, either. Or his lack of a high school diploma.


At the end of that first hearing, the parole board told Blevins to go away and come back in 15 months. He was deferred again in May 1990, for six months; and again in November 1990, also for six months. After the third hearing, the board asked that Blevins undergo a psychiatric evaluation.


Now he's ready for a fourth round. He has his papers in order verifying that he has lined up a job (with his uncle's construction company) and a place to live (with his father) -- if he gets out.

B

levins is tired as he climbs out of bed at 6:50 a.m., May 2, 1991 -- the day he will meet the parole board. He couldn't get to sleep last night until 1:30.


From the end of the walk comes the splatter of other inmates taking showers and the harsh, tearing sound of a toilet flushing. There come hollow voices, too, like echoes more than anything human: souls bouncing off the walls.


He sits down on the plastic desk chair in his cell and takes out a can of shoe polish from an old tube sock stuffed full of such things.


He is careful with the shoes. It's important they not be too shiny. He read that in Dress for Success. He has read a lot in prison. Only time will tell whether he has learned anything.


He pulls a dingy tube sock on over his right hand and extends his first and second fingers inside the sock, making a ghost puppet. He slides them across the top of an open can of shoe polish, then wipes the polish on the shoe. Toe. Heel. Side. Sole.


It's important to look your best for the parole board. Who knows? Basic Black on your shoes today could mean freedom under them tomorrow. Oh, just to set foot on U.S. 23. Or the loose dirt at a construction site. Or the tile floor of a McDonald's.


He'd love a Big Mac.


In the last five years, Blevins has been on the streets seven months. What he'd give to take a warm bath. What he took to surrender that privilege.


He finishes his shoes and laces them tight on his feet. Then he pulls  clean shirt on over his head. It has a stain on the front, but it's clean.


He'll face the parole board in a few hours. "I believe they'll probably let me go this morning, the way I look at it. That way they can keep an eye on me."


Blevins' optimism is not unrealistic. The odds are good he will be out of this place by next week. He has not had a write-up in 10 months. And Blevins has his high school equivalency diploma, which he earned at the prison's school.


"I tell you one thing," Blevins says now. "I'm looking forward to a great life when I get out of here." He smiles.


If he could, he says, he would fly a Boeing 747 out of here to "some faraway jungle in the middle of nowhere."


"I'd rather box acrobatic monkeys or swing on vines as I would be in here. I'd rather be in a mud hut than in here."


He'd like to learn how to fly planes. To scuba dive. To mountain climb. He has done none of these things. He is only 24, though. He has the rest of his life to try them -- if he doesn't come back here.


He digs tobacco out of a yellow pouch, rolls a cigarette and lights up. And his mind drifts far away . . .


. . . to the Sandy Cove Marina back home. Where his dad keeps a boat . . .


He stands there, thinking about fishing in streams that just kept flowing, flowing after he was locked up.


"I'm gonna watch myself," he says, waving the cigarette in the air, "when I get outta here."

T

he board room in the prison's administration tower on the other side of the yard isn't much to look at. The curtains are dingy and drab, the chairs are tattered and the two long tables sitting end-to-end in the middle of the room are nicked and uneven.


But what a treat for the ears!


Sounds of life waft in through the windows: Birds sing, faraway trains wail and, this morning, construction workers shout and laugh as they labor under a bright spring sun.


It's the call of the wild, and it provides an appropriate sound track for what happens here. This room is as close to freedom as many inmates will get for a while.


This is where, once a month, those who are eligible meet the parole board.


The taste of freedom inmates get here has been known to drive some of them nearly crazy when denied parole. Two years ago, one of them stood up and slugged board chairman John Runda six times after being told he would have to complete his sentence.


That's why, as parole board members take their seats this morning, they all sit at the same side of the long table. On the other side is a single chair -- safely more than an arm's length away.


Forget judges and pistol-packing guards. The gatekeepers of Kentucky's prisons are sitting right here, in suits and ties, and there's not a gun or a gavel among them.


Theirs is a full-time job. The board is the small end of a funnel. No matter what jury convicts someone, no matter what judge sentences him, that criminal probably will come through this panel of seven on the way out. Last year, the board conducted 5,800 individual parole hearings. They will meet with 52 inmates today. All that paper work. All those hearings, one right after another, lasting just five minutes each. There's nothing spectacular about it. "Pretty boring, actually," Runda says.


Board member Phil Hazle asks inmates questions he already knows the answers to. It's a way to see if they're still scamming.


"What the parole board attempts to do," Runda says, "is to predict human behavior."


In many ways, the process is a gamble. On both sides. You study the eyes, you bluff, you play the game.


The stakes are high.


For many inmates, facing the board alone behind a closed door is traumatic. Some choose to serve out their complete sentences just so they won't have to go through the ordeal.


Look. You can see the emotion of this ordeal right there in William Cabbil Jr.'s face. Runda's just told him to go away and not come back for 48 months.


"Forty-eight months?" Cabbil says softly. "I haven't killed anybody."


"No," Hazle says, "but you stole everything in Louisville, so step out."

H

azle, 39, a former state parole officer, has made a career out of not abiding nonsense.

He is the third of four men inmates see as they look across the table from left to right. The first is a former college professor, the second a retired coroner and the fourth a former liquor store owner.


This is the hand Blevins has drawn.


Among inmates, the board has a tough reputation, but some members are tougher than others. And because the board's quorum is set by law at three, all seven rarely appear together. The makeup of the board on any given day conceivably could affect the outcome of a hearing.


Out in the hallway, an inmate is passing two of the longest minutes of his life waiting for these men to vote on his bid for parole.


He sighs: "Whew, man."


He whispers: "Shew, God."


The guards and parole officers are paying $2 each to draw horse names in a Derby pool. One guard opens the heavy, barred door at the end of this cramped hallway, looks down the main hall and barks: "Blevins."


And Inmate No. 100175 suddenly appears, holding his hands above his head for the patdown.

B

levins steps through the narrow, gray door into the hearing room, walks to the big wooden table and sits down.

"State your name for the record," parole board member Richard Brown says.


"Chris Blevins," says inmate No. 100175.


"Mr. Blevins, you were received on 6-17-88, sir: Burglary two, for which you received five years. The board last saw you 11-1 of  '90. Since that time, sir, what have you been doing? . . ."


What has he been doing? What has he been doing? Oh, not much. Just preparing for this moment.


Blevins has decided to jump at this last chance for parole even though his sentence would end Nov. 1, anyway. He wants to leave now, not in November -- even though it would mean being on parole until his maximum serve-out date in February 1993.


Some inmates who get this close to serving out choose to stay in prison rather than endure the nagging presence of a parole officer.  But Blevins knows staying in prison is a gamble. "I'd stay in here and get another write-up and be in here another seven months."


Brown asks him: "Did you previous have a substance abuse problem, sir?"


"Uh, yes I did," Blevins says.


"OK, what type of treatment have you been receiving for that?" Brown says.


"I've been studyin' the Bible."


Brown gets that look. "The Bible?" he says.


That's it. The board has decided society would be better served if Christopher Blevins is paroled so that he can be ordered to undergo the counseling he has never received.


"And you think you can go out of here and lead a law-abiding life?" Runda says.


"Yes, sir, I do."


Blevins leaves the room grinning and gives the guys in the hallway the thumbs-up sign.

B

levins peers out at the parking lot through the bars of the front door. His hands are clasped in front of him and two big mesh bags of clothes sit at his feet.


It's been a long weekend waiting to leave . . .


How ya gettin' home? another inmate asked him just this morning, back in the cellhouse.


Dad's comin' to get me, Blevins said, smiling way too big for a man who had not been able to get to sleep until 3:30 a.m.


He was clearing out his cell then, and he lighted a match and burned through the string holding a needlepoint cross against the cabinet. The odor of burning twine was like someone had just made a birthday wish . . .


"Briscoe!" the guard barks suddenly, and another inmate being released steps forward.


"Bye, everybody," Briscoe says.


Chuunngg. The front gate closes behind him . . .


Just think: Freedom. When Blevins signed his parole agreement this morning, he wrote his prison number after his name. But parole officer Vaughn told him to scratch it out.


Don't need your number anymore, Vaughn said . . .


"Blevins!"


He walks to the cashier's window and signs his name twice more. He collects his bus ticket, the standard going-away gift of $50 and a paycheck for $26.25. His janitor's job already is posted on the bulletin board back at the cellhouse.


"Good luck," the cashier says.


It's strange: Everyone knows when you're free. Maybe it's the look in your eyes. As Blevins made his last walk across the yard this morning, other inmates wished him well.


You gone, Chris? Good luck, buddy. You'll make it.


Don't come back.


Blevins descends the front steps into the biting gloom of a lost May morning and soon spies a man with white hair walking toward him.


He hugs the man right there in the middle of the parking lot. Hel-lo father.


"Long time," father says.


"Yeah. Long time," son says.


They put the bags in the back of a red pickup truck, and Tom Blevins looks up at the tower nestled against swollen gray clouds. He shakes his head. "I don't see how he could stay in that place," he says softly, to no one in particular. "That's the reason I didn't come. I couldn't have slept, seeing him in that place."


Then he turns to his son.


"Got a lot of catchin' up to do," father says.


"A lot of catchin' up," son says.


The stiffness that made their first embrace seem awkward suddenly dissolves, and for just a moment, their eyes shine with tears. Then they drive off, away from all the concrete, toward spring, in search of new life and a big, juicy steak.
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F

ootball hero Delandual Conwell is trying gamely to drag his leg forward, but the enemy is working against him, holding the leg back.


His face tightens. It takes a lot to get him down. If you don't believe it, just look again at that old newspaper photograph from the state championship game he played in two years ago: There he is, running along with some big, would-be tackler dangling from his ankle.


Conwell breaks free and lunges for extra yardage!


With a slight lurch upward and forward, Delandual wills his leg ahead, determined to beat this thing that's holding him back.


You can almost hear the crowd roar.

 
He walks slowly, each step stiff and labored, as he clutches the steel bars on either side of him.


Victory is in sight.


He makes it all the way down the steel-and-rubber ramp, then back.


"Go again?" the physical therapist asks, "or are you tired?"


"Just a few seconds," Delandual says.


And he smiles as he lowers himself into his wheelchair.

I

n the end, it wasn't a 300-pound lineman from Tennessee that brought down the University of Kentucky's Delandual Conwell before he could make a name for himself on the field. It was a tiny clot of blood vessels choking off his spine. "A stroke of the spinal cord," his doctor at Cardinal Hill Hospital called it. The clot had been there, growing, since Delandual was born.


Doctors at the University of Kentucky Hospital found the growth in January after Delandual complained of numbness and tingling in his stomach and legs.


They operated on Delandual four times to remove the growth, rebuild part of his spine and deal with subsequent complications, such as the blood clot that left him paralyzed from the waist down.


They installed new vertebrae made of the same stuff used to make false teeth. Then they inserted a stainless steel rod on each side of his beleaguered backbone.


No more football forever.


But this might tell you all you need to know about the youngest son of Deotis and Dorsey Conwell of South Seventh Street in Ironton, Ohio: He doesn't feel sorry for himself for never again being able to play the game he loves ("Too many artificial things in me now . . .").


Instead, he feels lucky to have received the horrible diagnosis the way he did. "I'm blessed I didn't find out about it the hard way" -- on the playing field.


Had Delandual taken a hard hit, he could have hemorrhaged and died, Deotis said.


As it is, Delandual, a sophomore majoring in computer science at UK, figures he has a lot to be thankful for.  Thanks to some good luck and lots of hard work -- Delandual visits Cardinal Hill for an hour every other day to walk and to ride the exercise bike -- he will be able to shed his wheelchair some day in the not-too-distant future, Dr. Gerald Klim said.


And although Delandual, who sat out his freshman year as a running back, has never played a single down for Kentucky and never will, he's still part of the team. "It goes to our whole approach," Coach Bill Curry said, "which is: Once you're a part of us, then you remain a part."


Still, this is the first time Delandual can remember not playing football in the fall. Even with all those tough opponents Ironton used to play, even with all those appearances in the state playoffs, this is sure to be Delandual Conwell's most trying autumn.


"The hardest thing I have trouble with is watching them play," he said.

D

elandual's parents are the only people in Ironton who seem surprised at the strength Delandual has shown.  "I don't know how he could have coped with that," Deotis said.


Everybody else has come to expect that kind of resolve, strong faith and unflagging optimism from every one of the Conwells. They're a solid, Christian family in a steel and industrial town that seems never to have made it very far out of the 1950s -- a solid, family-oriented time if ever there was one.


"We kidded with them and said when Delandual moved off to college, could our oldest son just move into his room so we could let Dorsey raise him," said Steve Harvey, Ironton High's team chaplain. "They did such a great job with him."


And with Darwin, Delandual's older brother. Both times Ironton High has won a state championship, in 1979 and 1989, one of the two Conwell brothers has been on the team.


Darwin, now a medical resident at a Cincinnati hospital, explained to his brother what would happen before every test, every surgery. Every procedure brought some risk of paralysis or even death. It helped a lot to have his brother's knowledge and advice, Delandual said.


If he was sad, he never showed it.


"He laid in that bed and never once cried or anything," his mother said. "I know his heart was hurting."


One day in the hospital, Delandual told his mother he guessed he was like Moses.


"You know, he always did want to play SEC ball, that fast ball," Dorsey said. "He got his wish. He went to UK, got into SEC football. Yet he couldn't play.


"It's like Moses. He got to the promised land, but he couldn't go over."

T

he twilight sky looks huge, flowing to the horizon in big, bold rivers of pink, blue, purple, green and orange, and it makes even 250-pound football players look tiny.


Number 41 looks especially small, sitting down there near the corner of the field with no pads under his jersey, no helmet on his head. That's Delandual.


This is where Delandual spends parts of Kentucky's home games. The rest of the time he can be found in the press box. That's where he goes when he think the weather will get cold. The cold makes him stiff and sore, sitting in his wheelchair.


Delandual never got to play one down for Kentucky. Except for All-Star games, the last game of his life was that one in 1989, when his Fighting Tigers beat Campbell Memorial in Columbus' Ohio Stadium for the Ohio Division III championship -- the one in the photo.


They still talk about him up in Ironton. It's a football-crazy town. Not many high schools have covered stadiums. Not many fill their stadiums every home game.


Delandual was the starting tailback his junior and senior years. "He was a hard runner," said Jim Walker, sports editor of The Ironton Tribune. "Not blazing speed. Just a good kid and a hard worker."


Lots of people remember that game his junior year, the state final game, when he took off for (pick a number; everyone remembers it differently) yards on the very first play of the game. Bam! Just like that.


This is what he learned from Coach Bob Lutz at Ironton: Take what you've got and roll with it.


"That's always been the philosophy of Ironton football," Walker said. "Whatever the defense is going to give you, you run with."


Now, two years out of that orange-and-black fishbowl, he sits in quiet anonymity at Commonwealth Stadium, waiting for his team to take on Kent.


The team runs out, and the crowd roars. Fireworks explode in the dark, eastern sky over one end zone. Look closely, now: On each player's left sleeve are the initials "DC."


"They're living the dream for me, man," Delandual says, grinning. "A part of me's out there with each of those guys."


He's up in the press box when the game starts, and he has the team rosters on the counter in front of him. He stares down at the field, seems to notice nothing else. The players are no bigger than  one section of his finger.


Kentucky takes a 14-0 lead quickly, then begins coasting.


A woman in the press box walks up and asks Delandual if he wants more Coke. She smiles. He doesn't change expressions, barely looks at her.


"Not right now," he says, shaking his head.


The Kent quarterback completes a long pass. "Oooooh," Delandual says.


His eyes still fixed on the field, he places his hands, thumb sides up, in front of him as if he's getting ready to give the counter a karate chop. Instead, he slices the air with them, moving them forward toward each other, converging, then crossing and moving away.


He does it again. He does it a third time. It's as if his hands are moving on their own, that he's not aware of it. He's trying to figure out how the play worked. Nobody seems to notice, and he's concentrating too hard to care if anybody does.


"That's part of football, man," he says: "Being into the game.


"You can't let the crowd distract you."


"The flame," Harvey said, "still burns in that guy."

J

ust a few days before the Kent game, Delandual left his apartment and was on his way to his rust-color '87 Oldsmobile -- the one with the tiger tail dangling from the rearview mirror. His parents had the car fixed up with a hand-operated accelerator and brakes. "A professional job," his mother calls it. You can still use the foot pedals if you want.


Someday.


Someday.


It was a great morning, so cool and crisp and clear. This is football weather, Delandual Conwell thought: "Time for the real season." And for just a moment, a feeling of melancholy and longing washed over him.


He breathed the magic air. You could smell it -- the sweetness of autumn, of grass, of pigskin. It felt good, even if it made his heart ache a little, and it filled up his lungs like the folks back home fill Memorial Stadium for each and every home game.

ARE

YOU

OUT

THERE?

VERSAILLES

1991

Y

ou should know something: The shoppers in the antique stores on Main Street don't just talk about what Christmas gifts to buy.


  They talk about you, and about what you did a year ago at the Thornton's Food Mart out near the bypass on the edge of town.


They imagine what it was like for your victim and how the man driving to work on that isolated back road felt when he found her lying in the mud and gravel.


They say, "I guess we'll never know who did it."


You haunt this town.


"Maybe for real," Glenn Brooks says, "this guy dropped out of nowhere, snatched my daughter, cut her to pieces and then vanished."


Where did you come from, where did you go? People can't help but wonder whether you're the person walking behind them on the sidewalk.


You're the Ghost of Christmas Past: Nobody's sure whether they've seen your face; everybody fears you.


Why did you stab her so fiercely and so often that the knife broke?


Were you a friend? A stranger? Do you see what it's done to her family? To the town?


Are you out there?


Are you out there?

A

ll anyone knows is this:

In the early hours of Dec. 31, 1990, someone spirited away Valeri Brooks, a 22-year-old clerk working alone at the Thornton's on U.S. 60. Sometime in the night, her abductor slit her throat.


Valeri was scheduled to quit work at 10 p.m., her grandmother Betty Todd says, but Valeri had stayed to cover the third shift for a co-worker who called in sick.


At 1:40 a.m., someone tripped the alarm in the store, and at 1:42 a.m. the alarm company in Louisville relayed the call to the Versailles police dispatcher.


Suddenly, it was radio mystery theater in Versailles. Anyone with a police scanner could hear the unfolding drama and the screech of rubber as police officer John Wilhoit responded.


It took Wilhoit eight seconds to reach Thornton's -- he was 100 yards away monitoring traffic from the Woodford Feed Co. parking lot -- but he found nobody when he arrived.


Wilhoit saw no signs of a struggle. The only  thing out of place was Valeri’s purse, which was on the counter inside.


And the cash register drawer was open -- short  $230.


Outside, some of the trash cans had been emptied and lined with new plastic bags. Others had not.


The third shift was over.

T

hey didn't find Valeri’s body until 6:50 a.m., when a man driving to work spotted her body along a private drive nine miles south of town in a remote area.


Woodford County Coroner Steve Ward pronounced Valeri dead at 7:55 a.m., but he wrote on the autopsy that she died between 4 a.m. and 6 a.m. Despite the bitter cold weather, her body, including her arms and legs, was still warm.


Her throat had been butchered open and she had been stabbed dozens of times. Ward counted at least 37 puncture wounds.


Even longtime residents say it's the most horrifying thing they can remember happening in Woodford County. Tyler Purdy calls it "the biggest crime Versailles has ever worked." Purdy is the Versailles detective who has been pursuing the case for a year.


Besides his desk and his chair, the two biggest things in Purdy's office are a couple of 3-inch-thick black binders containing records of his investigation. He's conducted countless interviews and investigated more than two dozen people. He has made no arrests.


"It is a mystery," Ward says. "It's a real mystery."


Still, Purdy has not closed the case. But he has received no new leads since summer.


"I can honestly say I feel like I've done everything I can do."

T

hat is little consolation to Valeri's family. Her father and brother and sister are angry. Her brother, Mike-Kane Brooks, has punched holes in the walls of his Connecticut home. But, as Mike-Kane says, "It's so hard being mad at somebody when they don't have a face, they don't have a name."


Much of the family's resentment is directed at police for not solving the case.


"The thing is, it never lets it be over," Valeri's mother, Caren Brooks, says.


Glenn Brooks' voice is edged with anger: "What is their motivation to find Valeri's murderer? I'm not seeing much."


It's been a hard year, Caren says. The family is still coming to grips with the loss: "When the phone rings, it's not going to be her."


Purdy understands. "I can't really blame them," he says. "I'd give anything for me to be able to bring it to a successful conclusion."


But the prevailing opinion in Woodford County is that the murder might never be solved.


And as the anniversary of the crime approaches, the family can't help but worry.


"We're all watching the calendar," Glenn says, "and wondering: Is this son of a bitch coming back?"


It's not easy for the people in this town of 7,300 to deal with the murder.


Only four people have been slain in the 16 years Purdy has been on the force. This is the only unsolved one.


"This is one of those small towns where everybody says, 'It can't happen in our town,' " Thornton's manager Vicki Gilmore says. "But it did."

S

o now you know.

 People still talk about you.

 Motorists who roll into Kent Queen's Chevron across from Thornton's still ask: "They ever find out who killed that girl?"


The regulars who gather for coffee at the Corner Drug Store still ponder the case.


"I think most people feel it probably will never be solved," says Margaret Lewis, who works at the Olde Towne Antique Mall on Main Street.


That worries people, many of whom are convinced you're a local by the way you knew your way around. That private back road is an isolated place.


Jesse Rudd, who works at the Chevron station, considers that as he leans against the counter and stares at the passing traffic. "Could be somebody who lives right here and we see 'em every day.


"Don't know. Don't know."


Gilmore says if police solved the case, "I think it'd put a lot of people's minds at ease."


Did you act alone? And what were you doing those lost hours between 1:42 a.m. and the time you finally slit Valeri's throat? "That's one of the things that probably bothers this family more than anything," Glenn says.


You took Valeri's pants and shoes -- "nowhere to be found," Ward says -- but you didn't sexually assault her. "I wonder if that was the intent, but it changed," the coroner says.


Valeri's clothes -- a blouse, panties and stockings -- had not been torn or pulled. Did things not go as you planned?


If you killed her in your car, where is it now?


Police have eliminated several suspects after finding their cars neat as a pin. Purdy says there are some suspects he's had to discount but whom he still has "bad feelings about."

P

urdy lights up a cigarette with two flicks of a disposable lighter as he sits at his desk. A photocopy of the register tape showing the last transaction Valeri ever made as a Thornton's employee is pinned to his bulletin board.


It was a gasoline sale at 1:32 a.m. Cash.


Purdy is looking for the man who made that transaction. He may be the piece of the puzzle that would allow police to put it all together.


A white man of average height and build with light brown or black hair (was it you?) was seen in the store about 1:30 a.m. He was driving a light blue or gray compact car, possibly a Chevette.


This, then, is where the case stands. You should know it's been the biggest and the most frustrating mystery Purdy has worked.


"To have something of this proportion happen here is rather unsettling and shocking," he says. Outside the police station, the bells of the courthouse strike noon.


Can you hear them?
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W

hen police found four decaying bodies in the woods beside Interstate 40 in late October, people couldn't stop talking about it.


But few think twice about the grisly scene in back of the University of Tennessee Hospital.


The hillside at UT makes the carnage beside the highway look like a Halloween prank. More than 15 bodies lie strewn about, rotting quietly in the sun as if the Civil War still were being fought in these parts.


The man responsible for this -- a cheerful college professor named William Marvin Bass III -- wanders brazenly among the bodies in broad daylight, dressed nattily in a herringbone sportcoat, stopping every now and then to admire his handiwork.


See the poor soul under the oak tree? Died of gross obesity.


And the woman in the Oldsmobile? Cancer. Died one night two years ago at the university hospital. Next morning, they propped her up on the front seat of that clunker -- as if she could make heaven in an Olds 98 with 95,550 miles on the odometer.


These are the townspeople of a macabre little city of the dead at UT known as the Anthropological Research Facility. One wise-guy lawyer in Knoxville calls it the Bass Anthropological Research Facility -- BARF. Bass laughs at the lawyer's good-natured jab.


"BARF is a good name for it," he says, grinning.


Bass, the UT forensic anthropologist who will re-examine the remains of a Lexington teen-ager exhumed Friday, believes too strongly in his research facility to  be defensive.


The facility -- a 2-acre field secured by a massive padlock and razor wire -- is the only place in the world where scientists can study the decay of human tissue while processing skeletons for use in the classroom.


"It's really a beautiful process," says Murray Marks, a doctoral student in anthropology who frequently accompanies Bass to the scene of a crime. "Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.”


The bodies lying in the field are those of people who, like the woman in the Olds, donated their bodies to science; and those of unidentified or unclaimed corpses, like those that turn up in the lush woods around Knoxville or get reeled ashore by fishermen on the nearby Tennessee River.

F

ew people in Knoxville have taken offense.

"They just say, 'Bass is kind of nuts, but he's really doing something that's going to benefit society,' " the professor says, chuckling.


Bass eventually won over a group called Social Issues of Concern to Knoxvillians -- SICK, for short -- who were taken aback when they learned about  the research.


Jack Reese, an English professor and former university chancellor who supported Bass when he met with members of SICK several years ago and charmed his way out of a big stink, is one of the professor's biggest fans.


"He was just extraordinarily courteous and concerned," Reese says. "They expected to come in and see a mad scientist or something."


The locals respect Bass and his work, Reese says. The professor, who was named National Professor of the Year in 1985, has been profiled on "48 Hours" and in countless publications. He is disarmingly open about what he does.


"He is a showman," Marks says. "He loves the limelight. Part of that's the ham in him, and part of it is he's doing this wonderful thing."


Before Bass started his research facility in the early 1970s, police and medical examiners knew little about decay rates. If they found a body in the woods, how could they tell how long it had been dead? How long it had been lying there? And what if the body were in a car? Or under plastic? Or buried in a shallow grave? Would that make a difference? Which one would decay faster?


Bass, 64, has trained more than half the practicing forensic anthropologists in the nation, teaching them how to answer those questions. He is head of UT's Forensic Anthropology Center in the dungeonesque underbelly of Neyland Stadium -- home of the Tennessee football team.


His is the first number police from Memphis to Kingsport dial when they find a body somewhere that's, well -- not fresh enough for the state medical examiners to deal with.

F

orensic anthropologists specialize in examining bones. Medical examiners stick to doing autopsies on the soft tissues of corpses. Bass, whom Tennessee police call Doctor Bones, gets all the jobs in between, too.


"The rule of thumb in Tennessee is, 'If it smells too bad, call Dr. Bass,' " Bass says. He is on call 24 hours. And he loves it. "It's exciting," he says. "I'll be in the office, feeling down, with a headache, and the police will call to say they've found a dead body, and the adrenaline starts flowing.


"There's nothing better than a dead body to make your day. It's a fun challenge. It's a puzzle."


Bass, a popular professor who sometimes delivers his lectures standing atop a table in some dingy classroom, loves teaching.  But he feels most alive when he's surrounded by death and decay. He's cheered by the stuff of nightmares.


You would never guess from his demeanor what Bill Bass does for a living. This is a man who keeps his body bags in an old apple box.


It's not that Bass is morbid. He doesn't like funerals, and cases involving children sometimes get to him. But forensic anthropologists don't deal much with fresh corpses; it's harder to imagine their clientele having had dreams of glory once or having gotten their hearts broken or eaten too much at Thanksgiving.


"Once it loses its humanness -- I think that's one of the benefits we have," Marks says. "We don't get too close to things."


Bass sees it as a science. But an overriding passion for his work and an abiding belief in the good it does make him a tenacious detective in death's dark mystery.


That's why Brenda Wilson of Lexington called him in July. Wilson had seen a profile of Bass  on "48 Hours" and thought he might be able to help.


Her daughter, Letha Corinne Rutherford, was 18 when she disappeared Dec. 17, 1991, from her home in rural Fayette County. Her remains  were found April 14 in an illegal dump about 150 feet behind her house.


Authorities think Rutherford was murdered, but the investigation stalled when an examination of the teen-ager's remains failed to show how she was killed.

W

ilson has asked Bass to re-examine Rutherford's remains, which were exhumed Friday. Bass will examine the bones Tuesday morning at no cost to Wilson.


"I believe if anybody can find out why Letha died, Dr. Bass can," Wilson says softly.


Kentucky authorities did not consult with Bass on the Rutherford case. But police throughout the state, which has been without a forensic anthropologist since David Wolf died in July, occasionally have called on Bass for help in other cases.


In January, Ashland police sent one of his doctoral students a skull found in rural Boyd County to see whether it was that of Dixie Barker, a local woman who has been missing almost 10 years. It turned out to be a lost teaching tool -- a school skull.


Most times people stumble upon human remains, however, the discovery has no such innocent explanation. Most of the time, there's a Zoo Man lurking in the shadows.


That's how it happened Oct. 22, when a Knoxville prostitute led police to the woods at the end of Cahaba Lane. She said a man had beaten her there and left her in the woods nude.


The man was there again when police arrived. They happened upon him in the woods, having sex with a woman. Police arrested Thomas Dee Huskey, 32, of Pigeon Forge.


Huskey, a former Knoxville Zoo employee immortalized in the local media as the Zoo Man, was charged with more than 20 counts of rape, kidnapping and assault.


Then bodies started turning up.


Police returned the next day and found the body of a dead Knoxville prostitute in the woods, which brush up against I-40 east of Knoxville. They called Bass.


The professor was preparing a class lecture when the phone on his desk rang. Reaching across a clutter of blue message slips and other papers, he picked up the receiver and felt the adrenaline rush.

    Would he come with police to Cahaba Lane to look for more bodies? Bass did not hesitate. It had been a slow Monday. And he had not sunk his teeth into a good case in weeks.


"It certainly made my day," he said.


He packed up his white pickup with the Tennessee state seal on the side, rounded up three of his students and hit the road. Investigators found two more bodies that day and a fourth on Tuesday. But two were too decayed to determine a cause of death.


Several days later, Bass pulled on his blue coveralls and hiked into the woods in search of clues. There, on the moss-covered ground, he found a hyoid -- a small, wishbone-shaped bone in the human neck.


The bone was fractured. The victim had been strangled, Bass ruled. But he could not determine a cause of death in the other case. The potential for failure is perhaps the only part of Bass's job that haunts him.

O

n a hectic Thursday, Doctor Bones grows quiet as he stares death in the face. He is gazing deep into the dark, brooding eye sockets of a dead woman's skull.


"I can't find anything that tells me how she died," he says, almost to himself. "I keep looking and looking at her.


"I'm worried that with Mrs. Wilson's daughter we'll get this."

THE

SECRETS

OF

GRAVE

‘E’

LEXINGTON

1992
T

he discolored, water-soaked coffin hung over its grave, dangling from the end of a long hydraulic boom as if from the scales of justice.

"Letha, maybe now we'll find out," Brenda Wilson thought as she watched the exhumation of her daughter's body.


The remains of Letha Corinne Rutherford, the Lexington woman whose remains were found in April in rural Fayette County, were taken from her grave just before noon yesterday -- nearly a year to the day after she disappeared.


Wilson had her daughter exhumed so the bones can be re-examined for clues to her death, which police think was a homicide. The investigation has stalled, partly because medical examiners were unable to determine how she died.


A cold breeze blew out of a  gray sky yesterday as funeral directors, police detectives, medical examiners and cemetery employees huddled around Grave E in Section 11 of Hillcrest Memorial Park in Lexington.


A hydraulic boom with a small U.S. flag fluttering from its tip dangled chains, hooks and straps  into the darkness of the grave and lifted the concrete lid off the vault first. Then it dipped back into the ground, motor thrumming, for the coffin.

T

he lid appeared to be cracked open slightly as the coffin -- a plywood model covered with what once was a velvety cloth -- rose from the ground.


"Brenda, it looks in pretty good shape," said the funeral director, William Neal of Kerr Brothers Funeral Home. But Neal, state medical examiner John Hunsaker and David Jones, administrator of the medical examiner's office, wondered aloud whether the interior lining was as soaked as the exterior cloth. How much water was in the coffin?


How many answers?


That will become clear Tuesday when William M. Bass, forensic anthropologist for Tennessee, examines Rutherford's bones in the state medical examiner's lab in Frankfort.


Rutherford was 18 when she disappeared Dec. 17 from her home on Dry Branch Road in rural Fayette County. Her remains were found April 14 in an illegal dump about 150 feet behind her house.


Wilson called Bass in July after seeing a profile about him on the TV program "48 Hours" and asked him to re-examine Rutherford's remains.


Bass, a college professor, is head of the forensic anthropology department at the University of Tennessee. He agreed to donate his time after a Herald-Leader article about the case. An anonymous donor paid the $600 for the exhumation.


"I've got this gut feeling Dr. Bass is going to find something," Wilson said.


"I feel deep down in my heart if he can't find it, it can't be found."


At the very least, Wilson hopes to find peace of mind in the coffin. At best, she hopes for justice. She thinks the case fell through the cracks of Kentucky's criminal justice system.


"Had it not been for me contacting Dr. Bass, this would still be laying," she said.


Wilson hopes the backhoe and men with shovels unearthed more than bones yesterday. She is optimistic the killer's secret also was uncovered.


"This may be the best Christmas present I could ever have, if Dr. Bass finds something."


Wilson smiled as she talked to Hillcrest assistant manager Carolyn Trump near her daughter's open grave.


Some men slid her daughter's coffin into the back of the medical examiner's van, Jones slammed the doors shut -- thunk, thunk -- and a train cried in the distance.
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T

he millionaire limps stiffly across his country mansion, causing bottles on the wet bar to clink together below the Renoir as if in toast to the owner's good taste.


So what if Henryk Richard de Kwiatkowski is wearing the same old navy blazer he always wears. So what if there's a little stain midway down his tie. There's a Degas in the dining room. And that's Monet's "Haystacks" hanging in the den. De Kwiatkowski paid $20 million for that one -- $3 million more than he paid for Calumet Farm in Lexington.


De Kwiatkowski -- pronounced de-fiat-cough-ski -- became the toast of Kentucky when he flew into Lexington March 26 and plunked down $17 million for the world-famous horse farm.


For a man with his own polo team, half a dozen homes, millions of dollars worth of race horses and priceless museum pieces on his walls, the purchase might have seemed small-time. But Calumet's new owner says he values the farm more than any of his other worldly possessions.


"I've never loved anything like I love Calumet," says de Kwiatkowski, 68, as he sits in his Greenwich home. Two wooden bookends sit on a shelf, jockey figurines painted in Calumet red and blue.


"It's a lifetime dream for me, Kentucky.


"It reminds me of my youth that I have lost."

D

e Kwiatkowski's youth is quite a story in itself: part mystery, part myth, perhaps; all fascinating. So fascinating, in fact, that British novelist Jeffrey Archer patterned a character after de Kwiatkowski in his best-selling novel, Kane & Abel.


"I was looking for someone who was Polish from a poor background and who had succeeded in the United States," Archer says. "He was one of three or four people I talked to, but his stories were far more interesting, far more graphic and vivid."


The story of the man who saved Calumet Farm begins -- when? Over the years, newspaper and magazine articles have given widely varying ages for de Kwiatkowski.


De Kwiatkowski says he is 66, but his driving record in New York says he was born Feb. 22, 1924. That would make him 68.


This much seems clear: de Kwiatkowski was born in Poznan, a town in west-central Poland.


He was the youngest of seven children in a family doomed.


Advancing German forces killed his father as World War II began, de Kwiatkowski says. His mother and sister were captured and killed, too.


Later, his brothers would die in battle, leaving de Kwiatkowski as the only member of his immediate family to survive the war. But there were times when de Kwiatkowski thought he wouldn't make it, he says.


As a boy, he hid beneath a stack of hay while invading German soldiers searched the barn around him. They didn't find him, but their bayonets lashed his legs as the soldiers jabbed the straw.

D

e Kwiatkowski rocks back in his chair, kicks his foot in the air and pulls up his pants leg to show his scars. He revels in telling old war stories.


"He's got a tremendous ego and can talk about himself endlessly," says Whitney Tower, a former racing writer for Sports Illustrated who attended de Kwiatkowski's second wedding and the christening of his youngest child, Nicholas.


"I don't know if people ask him anymore about what he did in the war because they usually don't have two hours to kill while he answers the question."


It took novelist Archer all of a day and a half to get the whole story: De Kwiatkowski was captured by the Soviets soon after his father's death and taken by cattle car to a prison camp in Siberia.


He escaped in 1942 and made his way to England. Along the way, he survived the sinking in 1943 of the Empress of Canada after the ship was torpedoed off Sierra Leone.


On April 21, 1943, de Kwiatkowski enlisted in the Polish Squadron of England's Royal Air Force, his war record shows. His serial number was 705662. He says he manned the guns on combat flights and operated wireless radios.


His record says he was awarded several medals before being discharged in 1947.


That record also lists his birth date as Feb. 22, 1922 -- exactly four years earlier than the birth date de Kwiatkowski claims. De Kwiatkowski says the recruiting officer told him to provide false information so he would meet the minimum age for enlisting.


De Kwiatkowski's tales seem so sensational, and he is so careless recalling dates, that some of his stories have been called into question.


Newspaper and magazine stories have sought to debunk some of de Kwiatkowski's stories. Sports Illustrated's William Nack described de Kwiatkowski in a 1982 article as "a romantic figure with a colorful -- some say colored -- past." It doesn't help that some of his claims cannot be verified and that others contain historical inaccuracies.

D

e Kwiatkowski has said his father was killed when he was shot off his horse while attacking a German tank with a saber.


He says he attended Kings College at Cambridge University, but the college has no record of him.


And he has been quoted many times about being one of only seven survivors of the Empress of Canada, although 800 were rescued from that sunken ship.


"I was one of seven survivors on the raft that I was on," de Kwiatkowski says. But he is at a loss to explain why Kings College might not have any record of him. A senior tutor's assistant in the registrar's office said it was possible for someone to have taken classes at Cambridge without having an academic record there.


The story about his father's heroic death while attacking a German tank with a saber probably is fiction born of a common Polish legend, says Janusz Yanush with the Jozef Pilsudski Institute of America for Research in the Modern History of Poland. "It's very common for some people to try to use this to their advantage," he says.


A regiment of Polish soldiers was attacked in 1939 as they were being transported near Krojanty, Yanush said, but they did not try to fight back against the tanks.


"The cavalry didn't fight on horseback, that's for sure."


Friends and acquaintances are not quite sure what to make of ol' Ryk's stories. But most of them enjoy their delivery.


This might be why: As he sits in his Greenwich home describing a prank he once played on a stuffy European at a posh dinner party, de Kwiatkowski seems more like a teen-ager than a millionaire.


He is clearly delighted as he blurts out the punch line of the story: "He jes' leaped over that table like a ballet dancer."


His thick Polish accent breaks into laughter like horses from a starting gate and his boyish mop of silver hair stands up on the crown of his head and dangles in his face as he doubles over the table howling.


"He's a great storyteller," says horseman Lev Miller.


De Kwiatkowski is philosophical about being taken with a grain of salt. "Any story you tell, it's suspect, it's unbelievable," he says.


"But only 10 percent of what I have done has ever been written about."

A

fter studying in England, de Kwiatkowski says, he moved to Canada in 1952. He became a naturalized Canadian citizen, then made his way to the United States. In 1961 he married a 21-year-old woman named Lynne Sawdon only six months after they had met.


It was not his first impulsive decision. It would not be his last.


"When I first married him," Sawdon says, "he didn't have a penny." De Kwiatkowski was working for an aircraft resale company in New York City.


In 1962, with $3,000 in capital, de Kwiatkowski founded Kwiatkowski Aircraft Inc. and set up an office in New York's Rockefeller Center. Since then he has made millions buying, leasing and selling all types of new and used commercial airplanes.


The name on his business -- Kwiatkowski Aircraft Inc., without the de -- is the same name that appears on his war record. Where did the de come from? De Kwiatkowski says his grandfather added it to the family name after fighting under Napoleon. He says he sometimes has chosen to simplify his name by dropping the de.


But Stanislaw Jordanowski thinks de Kwiatkowski must have added it himself.


"De is no such thing in Polish use," says Jordanowski, president of the Pilsudski Institute. "It should be Henryk Kwiatkowski. He added it. Some people would add it to show they're from nobility. Some people add it when they get money. They never use it in Poland because everybody would be joking. It's French, de, it's French."

D

e Kwiatkowski's specialty was brokering the sale of used commercial airliners, a unique line of business that enabled him to enjoy huge success with little direct competition.


His biggest coup came in 1975, when de Kwiatkowski virtually saved struggling Trans World Airlines with a deal that sent nine used TWA 747s to Iran for $150 million.


Hungry for cash, TWA relied on de Kwiatkowski to hammer out the deal with his old acquaintance, the shah. De Kwiatkowski's fee: $15 million.


"He was a consummate salesman, but without the temptation of many salesmen to give things away," says former TWA chief executive officer L. Edwin Smart.


"He negotiated hard and effectively, but not to a degree that people disliked him."


Business acquaintances describe de Kwiatkowski as hard-nosed but fair. His reputation is spotless, de Kwiatkowski points out proudly. And no one argues.


"I have left no black spots behind," he says.


"You can only be a free man when you cannot be reproached."


De Kwiatkowski defends to the end his pristine image. When Sports Illustrated's Nack questioned the veracity of de Kwiatkowski's war stories, de Kwiatkowski shook it off. Whether they really are true didn't matter: Embellishing ancient history never hurt anyone.


But de Kwiatkowski took Nack to task for the way the writer portrayed him, in a business deal in 1982.


That business deal ended in the syndication of de Kwiatkowski's prized Horse of the Year, Conquistador Cielo. But getting there was rough, Nack wrote -- especially for Seth Hancock.


Hancock's first offer -- to syndicate the colt at $30 million -- was written on a yellow legal pad, Hancock told Nack. Nack wrote that de Kwiatkowski tossed the legal pad back across the table at Hancock, saying, "That's meager."


Hancock, reached at his Claiborne Farm office earlier this month, said he could not remember the details of the meeting.


But de Kwiatkowski remembers:


"I read (Nack's) article. It's so much against what I am.


"I don't even talk like that."


Woody Stephens, the great trainer who worked closely with de Kwiatkowski for  12 years, says de Kwiatkowski is not hard-edged at all. "I don't remember ever having any argument with the man," he says.


Hancock says de Kwiatkowski is "tough but fair," a description at least one other businessman confirms.


"He's a tough old bird when it comes to negotiating," says Jack Gentile, a competitor in the aircraft business.


"But he's a good businessman. I have nothing bad to say about him.


"You can keep him a hero."

B

efore 1973, nobody had reason to predict de Kwiatkowski would one day be a hero in horse racing.

But his wife developed an interest in the thoroughbred industry -- "My children were getting older, and I needed an occupation," she says -- and at her urging, de Kwiatkowski reluctantly bought a horse -- Cannonade's sister, Kennelot -- for $300,000 at Saratoga, Sawdon says.


The next 10 years were giddy with newfound success. De Kwiatkowski's Kennelot Stables, whose horses race under the same shade of red as those from Calumet -- produced two national Horse of the Year champions and the first of two Belmont Stakes winners.


"Everybody thinks he's been extremely lucky," fellow polo player Alan Scherer says, "and that if his luck holds over to Calumet . . ."


There are other reasons for de Kwiatkowski's success, too, says Greenwich neighbor Adalbert von Gontard: "He's very energetic, a dynamic person. He's a kind guy, too, and what I like about him is he knows how to make money but he knows how to spend it."

A

t the peak of his success in the thoroughbred business in 1983, de Kwiatkowski watched his life dip into a deep valley.


An elevator took him down.


As de Kwiatkowski was leaving his high-rise apartment building in New York City one morning, a doorman shoved something into his hands.


Divorce papers.


It was the first clue de Kwiatkowski had that his wife was unhappy, he says -- "a deadly surprise, worse than the Russian army and the Germans put together."


"That was the darkest moment of my life."


De Kwiatkowski says he thinks his hectic business schedule took a toll on the marriage; his ex-wife, he says, didn't want a divorce. She simply wanted attention.


But Sawdon  does not agree with that assessment. She declines to say why the marriage ended except that "business had nothing to do with it."


De Kwiatkowski, who remarried in 1988, remains close to his first wife and their seven children.

O

n March 25, the day before Calumet Farm was to go on the auction block, Sawdon  called her ex-husband at his home in the Bahamas.


The thousands of miles of telephone cable between them was a lifeline for Calumet.


Sawdon  had just read a newspaper article about how Calumet  was going up for sale the next day.


Buy it, she said.


De Kwiatkowski decided to go for it.


The next day, he flew into Lexington barely half an hour before the auction and saved Calumet from ending up as a subdivision. He saved the white fences and the shed-row floors you can eat dinner off of. He saved the varnished stalls and the clean smell of leather and liniment.


"That atmosphere -- it was Calumet. That's what I wanted to see preserved," says Ric Redden, a Central Kentucky veterinarian who attended the sale.


De Kwiatkowski received a standing ovation for 15 minutes. The adulation continues.


Kentucky Gov. Brereton Jones, a horseman himself, threw a dinner party in de Kwiatkowski's honor two weeks ago at the Governor's Mansion.


A restaurant owner in Lexington refused to let de Kwiatkowski pay for a meal.


The postal service has delivered bags full of thank-you notes from around the world, many containing money.


"I'd never known so many people in one state refer to me as a savior," de Kwiatkowski says.


Stephens laughs and says: "Somebody said, hell, if you go down there with him, you could be mayor of Lexington and him governor of Kentucky."


But von Gontard points out: "If he wants to be governor, he'll buy the whole damn state."

W

hen Calumet's racing silks came up for sale, de Kwiatkowski sat out the bidding. He had been shocked at having to buy the name Calumet separately, and he wasn't about to pay extra for the famous devil's-red silks, too.


De Kwiatkowski stood by and watched a man from Brazil hand over $12,000 for the silks. Although the man thought he was buying Calumet's colors, de Kwiatkowski knew the silks represented nothing more than a souvenir shirt.


The next day, de Kwiatkowski re-registered the colors with the state racing commission; the $35 fee was considerably cheaper than what the silks had gone for. And he has since raced horses under the same old Calumet red and blue -- much to the consternation of the Brazilian who bought the silks.


"Later, a letter came from his lawyer saying, 'Do you realize he bought these silks?' " de Kwiatkowski says. "And I told my lawyer, 'Will you please, on my behalf, congratulate the man for having bought the shirt.' "
I

t's a bright late-spring day in Kentucky, and Calumet Farm looks pretty as a picture. It's Monet meets Stephen Foster.


"Nothing is prettier than Calumet," de Kwiatkowski says.


He is in town for a couple days to show the farm to his son, Stephan, 21, and daughters, Lulu, 20, and Nicole Timonier, 29. De Kwiatkowski hopes that someday his children might take over Calumet. "We certainly don't want it as a family to end up the way it did with the Wrights," Sawdon says, referring to the previous owners.


Sunlight glints off the gold buttons on de Kwiatkowski's blazer as he stands listening to the drone of lawn mowers working inside the white fences of Calumet. He leans on a cane. Nine months ago, he broke his leg playing polo, and the steel pins are still inside. That's why he limps.


De Kwiatkowski takes antibiotics for his leg and another kind of medication to ensure the cancer that doctors cut out of his throat two years ago won't return. The combination of the two drugs and the hot sun makes him feel woozy. He steps inside the stately office building seeking shade and a glass of water. His fever has shot up to 102, and as he looks back out the window over the rolling fields of Calumet, he sees two of everything.


What a bargain.
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T

hey reach a crossroads and stop because the light is red.

Riiiiiiiing.

The woman in the driver's seat picks up the car phone, listens, says Dear God, no.


It's morning, just past rush hour. Outside the Chevrolet Suburban idling at the intersection of North Limestone and New Circle Road, the world is shuddering to a start.


Inside, the world has just shuddered to a halt.


The woman with the phone to her ear is state Rep. Ruth Ann Palumbo of Lexington. Sitting next to her is her second-born son, Joey. Their search for Joey's older brother, Johnny, has just ended.


His father is calling to say he found the boy.


It'll do no good to call 911.


Joey brings his fist down hard on the dash, says Nooooooo.


They will be stuck at this red light for what seems like forever.

T

his is a story about two brothers who loved each other very much. One dies, one lives.

It's a story about suicide, but it is as much about the one who struggles to keep going as the one who shoots himself.


Less than 10 weeks before his birthday -- he would have turned 17 on Jan. 25 -- Johnny Palumbo walked two doors down the street from his home, past majestic houses on lawns almost as big as football fields, and let himself into his grandparents' house.


That wasn't so unusual. He liked going down to his grandparents' basement to work out on the gym equipment there. And he was dressed for it, in a blue T-shirt with a picture of Michael Jordan, blue shorts and black Air Jordans.


But this time was different. It was late at night. His family thought he was in bed.


Johnny climbed the stairs of the empty house -- his grandparents were away on vacation -- and pried open the gun cabinet. He took out a blue-steel, .38-caliber revolver, went into the bedroom and locked the door.


Once inside the room, Johnny turned on the television to CNN. Who knows how much attention he paid to the news about the freed hostages. And the thing about Oliver North.


The weather was just ending when Johnny pressed the point of a pencil to small sheet of memo paper and wrote "My Will" at the top.


It was 3:41 a.m.


"Give that insurance to my loving brothers," he wrote. "And bank money . . . "


Bank money. Bank money. His pencil skated down the page, drawing a long tail on the y in money. It was late. He was tired. Dozing.


On a second sheet of paper, he wrote: "I was failing out of school.


"I hated it."


He had been thinking about suicide for a couple of weeks, he wrote.


He finished the note with a postscript:


 “Sorry about the carpet, Grandma.” 


CNN was still droning as he lay down on the floor and put the revolver to his temple.


It was early Monday morning, Nov. 18, but the school week would never begin.

F

rom the start, life was a challenge for Johnny Palumbo. He was born two months premature, too small even to cry. He surprised the doctors when he lived.


For the first three years of his life, he hardly slept. When he started school, he couldn't sit still at his desk. In the cafeteria, he ate twice as much as his classmates but didn't get fat. He was accident prone.


When Johnny was in fifth grade, a doctor diagnosed the problem: The boy had attention deficit disorder, an academic handicap that causes distracted behavior, inattentiveness and hyperactivity.


His parents were paying thousands of dollars each year to send him and his brothers to Sayre School, a private school in downtown Lexington. Although Sayre has a reputation for being academically challenging, it still seemed the right place for Johnny.


"The small classroom situation with individual attention we thought was what Johnny needed," Ruth Ann says.


The Palumbos did everything they could think of to ease Johnny's way. They bought him a tape recorder and tapes to compensate for weak note-taking skills. They bought him books on tape. They paid for tutors and College Planning Services.


And it seemed to be working. Johnny's grades weren't spectacular, but at least his average was above a C.


"He did adequately," says Dr. John Riley, Johnny's pediatrician. "He was passing. He just had to work hard.


"And he did."


Johnny always seemed upbeat, his friends say. But psychiatrists suspect there might have been some anxiety behind the quick smile.


Here was someone with a learning handicap trying to do college preparatory work.


"We always wonder that for everyone who's not successful, did we make an admissions mistake?" Sayre headmaster Clayton Chambliss says.


"He had moments of success. His academic record was peaks and valleys."

A

ll this trying, and in a family that seemed to have it easy.

Here's Ruth Ann, a respected legislator and community activist with a warm, genuine smile for everybody she meets.


And here's her husband, Lexington businessman John A. Palumbo II -- quieter but every bit as friendly.


They were the perfect family. Every year they sent out Christmas cards with the annual holiday portrait of the boys.


All four sons -- Johnny, Joey, Jamie and Stephen -- hated dressing up alike and posing for a portrait each year, but they conceded it as their Christmas gift to their mother.


"Whenever I write a book," Ruth Ann says, "I'll pull out all the pictures and say, 'This is the way it was for a happy family.'


"And then your heart's broken."


The only constant through all 15 pictures is the presence of the two older brothers, Johnny and Joey. Their birthdays fall within a week of each other. They were born a year and five days apart, and they were close. Very close. Best friends.


But if you look closely at the second-to-last photo -- the one from 1989 -- you will see Johnny, the older brother, standing on his tiptoes to be as tall as Joey.


The younger brother only recently had outgrown the older.


Joey was surpassing Johnny in other ways, too. It wasn't anybody's fault. But it meant the older brother frequently had to ask the younger for help with his homework.


The soft-spoken Joey also grew to be more popular at school than Johnny, who was livelier and more outspoken.


Of Johnny, neighbor and classmate Steve Johnson says: "He was liked by everybody. But he was not going to be the homecoming king."


Many things Johnny found hard, Joey found easy. Joey, a sophomore, even surpassed Johnny, a junior, on the basketball court. The older brother had a hard time learning how to run the plays.


Just as Joey was becoming a vital member of the varsity team, Johnny was demoted to junior varsity.


Nobody felt worse about it than Joey. Johnny seemed to take it in stride. "I'm just glad to be on the team," he would say.


But one night as Joey climbed into his mother's car to go home after a game, he wept.


"I'm not going to play without Johnny," he said. "I don't want to see him hurt."


"Your quitting isn't going to help Johnny," Ruth Ann said.


"We'll work this out together."

N

obody was too worried about Johnny, though. He seemed so strong.

"He was true to his values," Steve Johnson says.  "One time at a party, everybody was drinking, and he was saying, 'This is wrong. Nobody should be doing this.'


"He never did."


Johnny seemed so mature, so at ease with adults. Sure, he loved to laugh and cut up. And he had that fun-loving swagger when playing basketball with Joey.


But he had a tender, patient side, too -- especially with relatives and with young children he met on church youth missions.


Sheer determination enabled Johnny to succeed at some things, Sayre soccer coach Les Chapman says. After Johnny decided to take up soccer last year for the first time in a long time, he got so good at it that Chapman was forced to start him.


He made up for his inexperience with lots of hustle.


"He had a big heart," Chapman says.


"When your heart's that big and it breaks . . . "


It spells trouble. Nobody knew yet the full extent of Johnny's impulsiveness.


"There's something about adolescence and impulsivity and depression," says Dr. Catherine Martin, a psychiatrist at the University of Kentucky. "It's a dangerous combination."


Johnny often acted on whims he regretted later. One night last summer, on the way home from a double-header at the drive-in, he stopped the car suddenly near some orange construction-site cones.


"Get out, man, grab a cone," he told Steve.


"Why?" Steve asked.


"Just do it. I want one for my room," Johnny said.


Johnson obliged, and they laughed the whole way home.


"I'm glad you did that," Johnny said. "I really wanted one." But that night, alone, he sneaked the cone back.

J

ohnny's parents talked to him about not letting him drive the car -- his grandfather's Jaguar XJ6 -- until his grades improved. It had worked before. And it was better than giving up basketball, which the Kentucky High School Athletic Association would force him to do if his grades weren't satisfactory.


The night of Nov. 17, Johnny called schoolmate Jamie Durham and told him his grades weren't so good. But he sounded like the same old Johnny.


"Every time I talked to him, he would say his grades weren't good," Jamie says.  "So it didn't faze me one bit."


Later that night, Johnny asked Joey for help with his chemistry homework, and Johnny talked about what he wanted to be when he grew up: a police officer.


There was no sign anything was wrong.


"I've been looking for the answer," Ruth Ann says. "Why was this night any different from any other night?"


All Ruth Ann knows is he didn't come down from his attic bedroom when she called him the next morning.


When had he left the house? Had he gone to bed that night?


The only person who knows is Johnny. Ruth Ann wrote him a letter Jan. 2:


Johnny --


Why Why Why. I wish I knew.


I never knew you suffered so.

C

oping has been almost impossible.

The youngest boy, Stephen, is an indomitable 11-year-old. He built a nativity scene for the front hall, complete with a Baby Jesus and a wood chip with a face drawn on it. That's Johnny, he says.


But even he has had dreams.


Jamie, 13, and his father don't talk much about what happened.


And Ruth Ann: She has struggled, too. New Year's Eve was especially hard. Midnight marked the end of Johnny's last year. "It was like closing the casket again," she says.


Many nights she wakes up at 3:30 a.m. And she can barely bring herself to discipline the boys. But she knows she must.


"You couldn't love them without disciplining them," she says. "That's not love.


"Love is hard."


Love has been hardest on Joey. At first he blamed himself for Johnny's death.


Joey surprised his parents when he stood up at the funeral and began talking spontaneously about his beloved brother.


His voice was strained and soft.


"I really don't have anything to say right now," he said, "but my brother would always speak up for me, so I just think I owe this to him.


"We were the closest two people in the world. No two people could have what we had. I'm just so glad we had something as special as we did for my life.


"Even though now I'm gonna have to do it on my own."


Right after Johnny died, Joey tried to replace his brother by becoming him. Joey wore Johnny's signet ring; he traded in his jersey number 44 for Johnny's number 35; he wouldn't let his mother clean out Johnny's locker.


He even asked the coach what Johnny ate before each game. But being a teen-ager, Johnny ate anything and everything.


The Friday after Johnny died, Ruth Ann gathered her boys and asked whether any of them ever had thought about suicide.


The answer took her breath away.


"I felt like that all day long," Joey told her. "All I wanted to do was be with Johnny.


"I won't do it. But when the Lord comes -- and I hope it's tomorrow -- I'll be first in line."


Joey has had trouble focusing on his school work. Right before final exams last week, he went to his mother seeking help. She was so glad. It was a good sign.


It was the first time she had heard him mention Johnny voluntarily since the funeral.


Joey told his mother he couldn't concentrate because he was having flashbacks about his brother at least six times an hour. But they're working that out now. Slowly.


"The kid smiles now," Chapman says. "He's back to the old Joey. He wasn't Joey for awhile."


One drizzly night less than two weeks ago, his dreaded chemistry final over and done with, Joey seemed to his mother like he hadn't seemed since before Johnny's death. For one thing, there was a special about Elvis Presley on TV that had Joey acting silly.


Like a kid again.


The unbridled passion of youth might have dragged this family into the abyss, but it also is their best hope for climbing out.


The light is green and the road is wide open.


"Elvis lives!" Joey says, and his mother smiles.
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T

he cars and trucks crunch and pop and bounce up the long gravel drive, carrying doomed chickens to the droopy tin building at the back of Tommy DeMoss's farm.


It's Sunday morning. A few miles away, in Lexington, the Christian Church is preaching "Alertness to Temptation." The lesson at the Presbyterian church just up the road is, "Accept Christ's word of forgiveness and practice it."


Out here, Derrick Foresman Sr. simply tells his son, "Hold the right leg back and kick the left leg out like this."


Welcome to the underside of the Bible belt. Derrick Sr. is showing 14-year-old Derrick Jr. how to hold a chicken so he can lash a steel spur onto the bird's leg and send him into battle. Cockfighting Kentucky-style is a family affair.


DeMoss, who says he hasn't touched a drop of alcohol in his 65 years, won't

abide beered-up rednecks at his cockfights. The crowd propped up on the ragged wooden bleachers and tattered old theater seats in his little tin building is as diverse and well-mannered as a church congregation.


Cockfighters insist this largely Southern sport stands for all that's right and good: family, diligence, devotion, conscientiousness, hard work and sacrifice.


"It's not something good people don't do," says Joe McCord of Winchester. On the contrary: Cockfighting is practically a religion to those who participate. Men like McCord and DeMoss live for their birds.


"We're slaves to 'em," DeMoss says.


"The game chicken is a poor man's racehorse," says McCord, 75. "We take better care of these chickens than we take of our wives."


Still, many cockfighters shy away from publicity and outsiders because of the controversy the sport stirs. DeMoss's Jessamine County spread is less than 10 miles from the office towers and shopping malls of downtown Lexington, but it is hidden in the countryside.

T

hose who disapprove see cockfighting as nothing short of a sin. A Kentucky lawmaker in the 1992 General Assembly is trying to make it illegal, too.


"It's not one of our prouder traditions, and I think it is a cruel and a violent entertainment," says Pat Freibert, a Republican lawmaker from Lexington.


Cockfighting is illegal in 44 states, 16 of which have made it a felony. Kentucky is one of only six states where the sport is legal. The others are Arizona, Louisiana, Missouri, New Mexico and Oklahoma.


The Humane Society of the United States offers a $2,500 reward for information about illegal cockfights.


Since last May, authorities in Ohio and Tennessee have arrested hundreds of people and rescued almost 1,000 birds during raids on cockfighting pits, says Jim Tedford of the Humane Society's regional office.


They also have confiscated drugs and weapons.


As for the chickens, the Ohio judge ordered most of them returned to their owners, but his Tennessee counterpart ordered the confiscated birds destroyed.


"It's a sad ending," Tedford said, "but not nearly as sad as death in the pit."

I

t's a big day for the Foresmans.

Derrick Sr., his wife, Sue, and Derrick's twin sons, Derrick Jr. and Samuel, have driven from Richmond to compete in their first cockfighting derby together.


Sue was so wound up last night she didn't get to sleep until 5 a.m.


About 40 people have rolled in for the four-cock derby. Gathered around the pit are old couples in plaid flannel, young couples in University of Kentucky sweatshirts and teen-agers who would look at home on skateboards.


A squirmy 2-year-old boy sits in his mother's lap and clutches a Mickey Mouse doll.


Each participant will fight four roosters one time each, and whoever can claim the most victories at the end of the afternoon takes home the $300 pot of entry fees.


DeMoss matches the entries by weight as he sits on the edge of an old airline seat in a little plywood booth near the ceiling.


A bare light bulb and a handful of wasps hang just over his head. The sharp ends of exposed nails jut through the low ceiling.


Below, men mill around on the dirt floor, munching on hamburgers and ham sandwiches from the concession stand. The crowd isn't as big as those DeMoss enjoyed when he built his arena 16 years ago -- well before cockfighting became legal in 1980.


Now a grand, new 700-seat pit in Montgomery County is about to put DeMoss out of business. "A country store cannot compete with Kroger's," he says.


Many of DeMoss's seats remain empty on Sundays. The backs of those reserved for regulars are painfully visible, revealing the hand-scrawled names there of those who might have opted for the Montgomery County pit:


Dotsen. Clem. Wilson.


Mr. Bowlin.


DeMoss's farm just south of Lexington used to be the only place to go for cockfighting in Central Kentucky. "I've had ex-governors here, several state senators and representatives, a couple of preachers," he says.


"We've had sheriffs, deputies and parole officers, too."


People come for the gambling, competition and camaraderie  "You can find out how good a fella's tobacco crop was or who's sick," DeMoss says.

S

ue Foresman tries to hold a rooster while her husband lashes a 2 1/2-inch steel spur to each of its scrawny yellow legs, but she can't get the hang of it.


"I'll teach you on the next one," Derrick Sr. promises as he takes the chicken from her and hands it to his son.


They get the spurs on and walk into the dim building to weigh the chicken and send it into battle.


"I bet 10 on the redhead," a man sitting in the bleachers shouts as Derrick and his opponent approach the pit. Nobody here seems to heed the hand-drawn "No Gambling" sign on the wall.


"Do it for Sue, Derrick," a bearded man yells, cackling loudly.


Foresman's first fight is against Tommy "Taterhead" Begley of Richmond -- "just a poor man tryin' to have some fun."


Taterhead wears a black T-shirt that shows the tattoos on his arms. Foresman wears a plaid flannel shirt and a Camel cigarettes cap.


They walk to the center of the 15-foot-wide pit at the center of the arena, chickens tucked under their arms, and let the birds peck at each other for a few seconds.


From her seat in the bleachers, Sue stares intently through the wire mesh surrounding the pit.


Derrick and Taterhead back off and crouch eight feet apart on opposite sides of a white square drawn in the dirt.


"Pit," the referee says, and the men turn their roosters loose.


The birds half fly, half leap across the square and slam into each other, neck feathers bristling like the fur on a angry cat.


Wings snap-snap-snap and feathers fly.


Derrick and Taterhead watch intently, each bent slightly at the waist. The birds get tangled, and the men bend over the mass of feathers to gingerly pull them apart.


Then they start over.


Foresman's chicken is getting the best of Taterhead's bird, which has been reduced largely to pecking. Between rounds, Taterhead blows on his bird's back to warm it. He puts its head in his mouth to rescuscitate it and suck out the blood clots.


Then he props it up on the line.


Foresman pulls the opponent's feathers from his chicken's beak, claws and spurs and places his bird on the line, too.


There is not much blood to see. The gaffs make clean wounds and the feathers conceal the wounds. The heads and feet, raw and matted with blood, tell the story of the fight best.


As the chickens get weaker, the referee instructs Foresman and Taterhead to put them on the smaller, 16-inch square in the middle of the pit so they don't have to go as far to get at each other.


Foresman's chicken wins the fight, and Taterhead carries his limp bird out of the pit. Like most losers, it's still alive, but just barely. A chicken loses by dying or by not pecking anymore.


At the end of the day, the ground outside the arena will be littered with the carcasses of dead chickens.


Sometimes matches continue long after a chicken has lost the will to fight. Foresman was involved in a three-hour fight one day, Sue says. When a chicken can no longer stand, it's placed on the line sitting down.


As long as it can still move its head to peck, it must continue the fight.


The fight over, Derrick cuts the tape off his chicken's leg. His hand shakes. "He gets hyped up," Sue says, smiling.


Like most cockfighters, he takes this seriously. On Mondays, he feeds corn to his birds-in-training. On Tuesday, it's cottage cheese and peaches. He lets them listen to he radio -- country music or basketball games -- so they'll get used to crowd noise.


Now, even though his chicken won, Derrick is not entirely happy. His bird didn't show a killer instinct, didn't attack Taterhead's chicken when it was down. It acted like a big -- well . . .


"I don't like that lettin' up," Derrick says.


"That's when they'll get up and kill ya," a friend tells him.

T

he fresh, peaceful sound of crowing roosters never fades at DeMoss's farm. It's the song of the country, and you can hear it any day.


Don't let it fool you.


These birds are not peaceful at all, DeMoss says. They want to fight. All the time. He keeps them tethered to poles in a field so they can't get at each other.


It's a common sight along Kentucky's backroads.


"If the good Lord didn't want 'em to fight, why he woulda made 'em different," DeMoss says.


Thunder rumbles across the gray late-winter sky.


DeMoss sees nothing wrong with cockfighting. "They say it's cruel. It's also cruel to stick a worm on a hook."


"A game rooster's got to fight about two hours in his lifetime, and he lives perfect the rest of the time," McCord says.


Owners generally only fight a rooster once a weekend. And they don't keep fighting a good chicken until his luck runs out, DeMoss says. They're worth more as broodcocks, which is what many of DeMoss's are.


DeMoss doesn't fight his roosters as much as he used to, but he still sells a lot. A good one will bring up to $300.


Still, there's no money to be made in all this, McCord says. "If I had all the money I've thrown away on chickens, I'd be rich," he says.


"I spend more on feed alone than I make from winnings."


Cockfighting is a labor of love.


"It's a form of insanity," McCord says.
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P

resident Bush took on his opponent in a sweltering gymnasium yesterday, borrowing from the vernacular of the playground in challenging Bill Clinton to a little one on one: a series of televised debates.


"Let's get it on," Bush said, yanking off his eyeglasses, as the partisan crowd of more than 9,500 roared its approval.


Bush, making a campaign stop at Dave Aaron Arena on the campus of Austin Peay State University, proposed four debates on consecutive Sundays, beginning Oct. 11.


Clinton quickly issued a counterproposal that he and Bush debate this Sunday and on Thursday, Oct. 15 -- dates already set by a bipartisan commission -- and that the two campaigns then work out the details for additional sessions.


The format of the debates has been a sticking point, with Clinton pressing for a single moderator instead of a traditional panel of questioners.


Bush said yesterday he would agree to two debates of each kind.


The president also invited Ross Perot to join the debates "if he enters the race."


"We had a date this Sunday, I accepted it," Clinton said. " . . . The dates were very carefully selected to avoid the World Series conflicts. And if you do just Sunday debates you run into that."


Clinton insisted that negotiations be conducted through a bipartisan debate commission, but Bush said he wanted direct negotiations with the Clinton campaign.


The first three Sunday night debates proposed by Bush could conflict with televised coverage of the baseball playoff and World Series games.


Bush's proposal was seen as a high-stakes bid to revive his political fortunes. Public opinion polls for the last two months consistently have shown Bush trailing Clinton, with the president rarely getting more than 40 percent of the vote.


"He's got to move off this 40-42 percent and he doesn't have many other opportunities besides the debates," said public opinion specialist Karlyn Keene with the American Enterprise Institute.


Keene said surveys show that 45 percent of swing voters say the debates could determine how they vote this year.


Some 44 million viewers watched each of the two 1988 presidential debates.


Bush's move came just moments after the bipartisan Commission on Presidential Debates canceled Sunday's scheduled face-offs between Bush and Clinton after the Bush campaign once again refused to agree to the debate terms proposed by the panel.


It was the third time this month the commission had to cancel a planned debate.


The panel, headed by the former chairmen of the Republican and Democratic parties, had proposed three presidential debates and one vice presidential debate, all with a single moderator. In addition to the presidential debates, Bush proposed at least two between their running mates.


Four presidential debates would be the most since Gerald Ford and Jimmy Carter debated four times in 1976. There were two presidential debates in 1984 and 1988 and one presidential debate in 1980.


Bush's proposal also would mean that the final debate would be held less than 48 hours before Election Day -- the latest date ever for a nationally televised debate.
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A

rolled-up bath towel lying at the bottom of the front door keeps the cold out of Teresa Jackson's house. Keeping trouble at bay isn't as easy.


Trouble comes in so many forms. Sometimes it knocks politely and speaks in familiar tones when it asks for your son. "Mom, I'll be back," Jackson's son, Will Carter, told her that night as he left with his friends.


"It was just like any other Saturday night," Jackson says, "except on that Saturday night, he didn't come back home."


Carter, 16, died Oct. 3 after a bullet pierced his chest. Police say he was in the wrong place at the wrong time, an innocent bystander caught in deadly crossfire when two other teen-agers began shooting at each other.


Jackson gets angry sometimes thinking about what parents are up against. She could not sleep well after attending Tuesday's meeting at the Carver Center, where 300 adults and teen-agers discussed ways of stopping violence on city streets.


Jackson stood up at the meeting and called on other parents to "stick together and find out where these kids are getting the guns from and who is selling them."


Hours later, alone in the middle of the night, she picked up pen and paper and finished her plea:


"Whoever it is," she wrote, "they need to be put in jail."

C

arter was the third victim of violence on Lexington's north side since mid-June; he was the second to die. Police have formed a special task force to patrol an area bounded by Martin Luther King Boulevard, Broadway and Fourth and Seventh streets. Residents there say drugs, alcohol and bands of gun-toting teen-agers rule.


The volatile area is just around the corner and down the street from the little pink house on Smith Street where Carter lived with his mother. But Jackson said violence has not been a problem on Smith Street, a sleepy neighborhood of small, frame houses.


"Everybody in this area was mostly family," she says. "They treated you like family in a way."


Will Rankin Carter does not seem to fit the image of someone who might be expected to meet an untimely end on the streets.


He watched soap operas with his mother, lived in a house with ceramic squirrels on the coffee table, put bugs on girls, loved his niece and bought lollipops for the elderly woman across the street.


"I tried to raise him as good as I possibly could," Jackson says.
W

hy Carter was in the wrong place at the wrong time is unclear. Police are not talking about the investigation, even to Carter's family. "They said they wouldn't tell because they didn't want anything to get out that might hurt the case," Jackson said.


Contrary to what many residents say, police have said the shooting was not gang-related. Although Carter knows little about what happened -- "Only thing to do now is just stay home and try to figure out why and keep hoping something comes out of it," she says -- her mind has been set at ease by the conclusions she has drawn from what police, friends and strangers have told her.


"I feel really good to know it wasn't no gangs or drugs.


"I'm a proud momma to know he wasn't in trouble a day in his life."


Carter kept other, younger kids out of trouble, playing football with them in the middle of Smith Street. In fact, Carter was something of a homebody, she says. He watched "All My Children" faithfully  and bet with his mother on televised basketball games.


"If you lose, you get to do dishes for a week," she would say.

"H

e was just like my little man of the house," Jackson says. "He took care of both of us. Every time something broke down in the house, we'd say, 'Wii-iill.' "


Carter, a student at Lafayette High School, took pride in his mechanical know-how -- "I got a brain on me," he would say, grinning -- and planned to attend vocational school after graduating, Jackson says. He wanted to get a job fixing cars. His neighbors would be good references, if need be.


"Anything with a motor to it, he loves working on it," Jackson says.


Three weeks before the shooting, Carter went to Cincinnati to look for work and live with his sister, whose 8-month-old baby, Telena, was his only niece.


"This is how you make Miss T mad!" he'd say in that big voice, setting her off. He loved that baby.


But he got homesick and returned to Lexington on Oct. 12, turning up unexpectedly on his mother's porch on what would turn out to be the last full day of his life.


The next night, Carter lay on the floor at his mother's feet watching television when there came a knock at the door. He left with some friends.


Jackson was still watching the same movie when she heard another knock at the door. "Miss T, Will's been shot," they said.


After seeing her son on a stretcher, hearing him pronounced dead and listening to the priest and coroner at the hospital, Jackson asked to go home.


She had to get back to her 13-year-old son, David Jackson.


"I don't feel hatred toward the boy that did it," she says, "I don't feel anger, I don't feel revenge. I feel sorry for those kids' mothers that's got to be there to see their kids tried for this."


David, chomping on a wad of gum, asks her: "Why you feel sorry for them?"


Does she also feel sorry for the guys who did it?


Yes, she says.


David shakes his head. "I can't feel sorry for them," he says.
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F

or the most part, the only people Mack Benjamin lets into his living room are folks on NBC: Sam and Rebecca, McKenzie and Brackman, Procter & Gamble.


But the woman who invaded his home in March was from the real world, where bricks leave scars and the effects of violent crime last much longer than prime time.


Benjamin, 92, and his wife, Ella, 86, were victims in a series of beatings and robberies that were resolved late last month when a Lexington woman pleaded guilty to preying on elderly residents of the city's north side. Lucinda Cotton, 19, admitted forcing her way into four homes in which she beat and robbed people ranging in age from 82 to 93.


A Lexington man, Wallace Bixler, 25, pleaded guilty in three of the four cases.


Their crime, called "home invasion," is common in the Northeast, says Fayette County Commonwealth's Attorney Ray Larson. But it is unusual for Lexington, says police Sgt. Dan Gibbons: a young couple forcing their way into the homes of elderly residents  and brutalizing them.


The commonwealth has recommended a total of 195 years in prison for Cotton and Bixler.


Why?  Were lives taken?


In a way, Larson says.


"The real tragedy of this kind of case is what it's done to people who at their age were still living independently," Larson says.

O

nly two of the five victims still live on their own. The three others have moved in with relatives or friends since the robberies  because they are too frightened to stay in their homes. Ella Benjamin   went straight to her sister's house from the hospital, leaving Mack to live alone in their house.


"These people's lives have been completely disrupted," Assistant Commonwealth's Attorney Sally Manning says.


Life as the victims knew it for almost a century is over, says Tami Meer, a social worker at the University of Kentucky's Sanders-Brown Center on Aging.


Meeting up with violence in their homes is especially hard on older people, Meer says. "They're not like a young person where they could think about moving," she says. "All the options open to most people probably aren't open to them."


It is not uncommon for them to surrender their treasured independence afterward, she says. Some go to retirement homes.


This, then, is what Lucinda Cotton and Wallace Bixler really took away from 92-year-old Chester Warden when they made off with his antique gun and his silver Eisenhower coins.


They took away his world.
C

otton has pleaded guilty to five counts of first-degree robbery, three counts of first-degree burglary and one count of second-degree burglary. The prosecution has recommended 85 years in prison -- 10 on each robbery and first-degree burglary charge and five on the second-degree burglary.


Final sentencing will be Sept. 4. The judge could rule that the sentences should run simultaneously or one right after the other.


Bixler has pleaded guilty to three counts of first-degree robbery and three of first-degree burglary. The prosecution has recommended 110 years because Bixler, who was convicted in 1990 of trafficking in cocaine, is a persistent felony offender, Assistant Commonwealth's Attorney Kathy Walton said.


Bixler also will be sentenced Sept. 4.


Cotton's and Bixler's plea bargains were hardly bargains for them, prosecutors say. Because Cotton had confessed in detail, the two had little with which to negotiate, Larson says.


"My opinion is this is really a violent and hateful crime against some of the most vulnerable people in our community," Larson said.


Defense attorneys for Cotton and Bixler could not be reached.

C

otton and Bixler, also known as "Tiny," struck  from March 4 to 9 in an area north of downtown Lexington.

It started at 5 p.m. March 4, when Bixler showed up at 93-year-old Jerry Covington's house, supposedly to fix the phones. He fixed them by yanking them out of the walls.


Bixler left, but less than three hours later, Cotton appeared. She knocked on the door.


"What do you want?" Covington said. "I don't know you."


Cotton asked to use the phone.


"I ain't got no phone," Covington told her.


Cotton asked to use the bathroom.


Covington, a retired construction worker, cracked the door, and Cotton stormed in.


She grabbed a shotgun from Covington, pushed him down and shoved the barrel into his chest, demanding money.


Cotton and Bixler  got a gold necklace and $60 Covington had hidden under his mattress. Too frightened to sleep and unable to phone for help, Covington sat up the rest of the night with his cane propped up next to him for protection, Manning said.


"I'm 93 years old, and that's the first time anything's ever happened to me," Covington says. He has changed all his locks -- something he didn't think he would have to do at such a late date.

O

n March 5, Cotton and Bixler visited Eutoka Ward, 82, a retired Fayette County teacher. They tied her up and beat her. They offered her a seat, only to pull the chair out from beneath her when she tried to sit down. Then they left with a Seth-Thomas clock.


On March 7, they called on Chester Warden, 92, a retired cook  at the old Lafayette Hotel. And two days later, Cotton alone pushed her way into the Benjamins' house. "That sucker just walked in," Mack says.


Blood spattered the walls as she beat Mack and Ella with a brick. She also beat them with a phone, staining the five and six keys red with their blood.


And when she left, she left with nothing more or less than the lives they had known for so long.


Now Mack only answers the door with his pistol. He keeps it under a chair in the living room by day. It lies there as he watches television. At night, he sleeps with the gun. It is his only companion.


Ella is too scared to come home.
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B

renda Wilson would give anything to know her daughter's secret.

It wouldn't be fair if this thing stood between them forever. Wilson felt so close to earning her daughter's confidence again, to mending the old mother-daughter rift that seems inevitable during the teen years. The mother was finally coming to terms with how her daughter lived.


Now she must try to understand how she died.


Letha Corinne Rutherford was 18 when she disappeared Dec. 17. Her remains were found April 14 in an illegal dump just 150 feet from the back of her home on Dry Branch Road in rural Fayette County.


Everybody is convinced the Lexington teen-ager was murdered. But the police have been unable to solve the case because they don't know what caused Letha's death -- let alone who.


Kentucky's forensic anthropologist, Dr. David Wolf, was called in to examine the bones. But Wolf, who was gravely ill, died in July of cancer before he could do extensive testing or write up his preliminary findings.


As for Letha, whose mother has been unable to afford a gravestone, her remains lie in Grave D at Hillcrest Cemetery in Lexington -- an unmarked patch of land covered with long grass and dead leaves.


Her killer's secret seems safe with the dead, but Brenda Wilson is not ready to let bygones be bygones.


Wilson, a strawberry blonde with sad blue eyes and a soft voice, wants her daughter's remains exhumed and re-examined so the stalled investigation might progress.


Tennessee's forensic anthropologist, William M. Bass of Knoxville, has agreed to take the case at no cost. The snag: Wilson cannot afford to pay the funeral home to have her daughter exhumed.


"We don't have any money. I'll sell everything I have that's valuable to do it," Wilson says, her voice tightening.


A stiff gust of wind rushes past the storm door of her apartment in east Lexington.


"That's what's killing me the most, is just not knowing. And the person who did this thing is sitting there thinking, 'I got away with it.' "

W

ilson, who found herself excluded from her rebellious daughter's life for more than two years, feels shut out of Rutherford's death, too.


She does not think police have kept her apprised of their investigation. She learned her daughter's remains had been found when she saw it on the evening news.


"I feel like the police department, they feel like because we were poor people and we didn't have anything that I'm not even a parent," she says.


"I'm her mother, and I have the right to know things."


Wilson says she has a gut feeling that Bass, whom she called after seeing him profiled on "48 Hours" in July, can help her find some answers.


"Mrs. Wilson feels her daughter's death kind of fell through the cracks of the system," Bass says.


Bass, an easygoing college professor widely regarded as the country's foremost expert in the macabre field of cadaver decay, says he would be happy to help -- if he can.


Wilson does not understand why she was allowed to have most of her daughter's remains buried before a forensic anthropologist could examine them thoroughly.


Rutherford was laid to rest April 29 after Wilson spent two weeks raising money for the funeral. Medical examiners kept all they thought they needed: some skin; part of her brain, throat and pelvic bone; and some ribs.

W

olf, the state's forensic anthropologist, was near death himself when medical examiners called on him to examine Rutherford's remains.


"It was kind of an eyeball sort of thing, no in-depth analysis," chief state medical examiner David Jones says.


Still: "You could hardly help but conclude she was murdered."


Nobody could say what had caused Rutherford's death, however, because her body was so decomposed. There was just enough of Letha Corinne Rutherford left to haunt her mother: "When I found out there had been skin left on the bones, I couldn't sleep for three nights."


Rutherford's bones lay sprawled on the ground like a scrambled question mark when a cousin found her in April. James Hager told police he made the grisly discovery while riding a three-wheeler in a wooded hollow. His father, Jimmy Hager, said Rutherford's bones were covered by tin roofing.


Police say her remains had been dragged into an illegal dump amid garbage, old appliances, bedsprings and lumber.


"We was surprised she was found," says Russell Taylor, Rutherford's next-door neighbor. "We thought she might have took off with some of her kin or something, you know."


It was the first time anyone had reported seeing Rutherford since Dec. 17, when co-workers dropped her off in front of her house at 4245 Dry Branch Road after a day of stripping tobacco on a farm near Jacks Creek.


Rutherford's remains were identified through dental records.


Wolf told medical examiners the case looked complicated and said he would try to run more tests later. But when Wolf died in July, he had not finished the case.


Since Wolf died, Kentucky has been without a forensic anthropologist -- someone who specializes in examining bones. The state's medical examiners are trained to perform autopsies on the soft tissue of corpses.


The search is on to replace Wolf, Jones says. But it's a bad time of year to find a forensic anthropologist for hire. Most teach at colleges. And there aren't that many, anyway. Only about 45 nationwide, Bass says.


The vacancy has not created problems on other cases -- at least so far, Jones says.


From time to time, Kentucky officials have called on Bass for help. But they didn't ask him to look into the Rutherford case. Medical examiners who had assisted Wolf decided it would serve no purpose.


"It was a judgment thing," Jones says,  adding that he did not expect any other examiners to turn up new evidence. "But they might."


Jones has invited Bass to make use of Wolf's old office if he comes to Kentucky to examine Rutherford's remains.


Bass is more than willing. "These things are a challenge to me," he says.

W

hat does Wilson hope to find in her daughter's grave? Peace of mind, mostly. Justice, if possible.

Wilson, who is trying to raise $600 or more to have Rutherford exhumed, thinks her daughter was killed because she threatened to tell police about a relative's marijuana crop. Rutherford wanted the marijuana off her property, Wilson says.


Rutherford, who attended Tates Creek and Jessamine County high schools until dropping out in 10th grade, was living on her own in the frame house of her youth.


The house is in a rugged, untamed part of the county -- a little piece of Appalachia just 20 minutes from the office towers and shopping malls of downtown Lexington. Canyons and streams cut through mist-shrouded hills, and the branches of sycamores reach skyward like ghostly fingers.


Not far away is the Kentucky River and the popular Raven Run Nature Sanctuary. But few people who don't live here make it back to Dry Branch Road, a remote, twisted ribbon of asphalt barely wide enough for two cars to pass.


Rutherford had never lived anywhere else. She loved the fighting chickens -- hundreds of them -- that strutted about in the yard.


Her father, Maurice P. "Hoghead" Rutherford, had been quite a cockfighter. Rutherford, a stocky, bearded man with a head several sizes too big for his body and a preference for bib overalls, "looked like some character from back in the old pioneer days or something," neighbor Max Fiscus says.


The elder Rutherford was feared and respected, and he held the family together, Wilson says. But he died of a heart attack in 1990.


"After their dad died, they more or less pushed me out of their lives," Wilson says of her children. "Things just went sour from there."


Wilson told her daughter she was hanging out with the wrong crowd. They were rowdy people, people Letha Rutherford had met at the chicken fights. And they had stopped showing any self control since Hoghead died.


But Letha Rutherford, who had begun drinking heavily and staying out all night, wouldn't listen to her mother. Once a good student, Rutherford started skipping school, then dropped out.


"Her attitude changed after her father died because she knew she could do anything she wanted to," Wilson says. Frustrated, Wilson moved out, leaving her son and daughter alone in the little frame house. That was two years ago. She and her daughter had spoken few times since -- until just before she died.


Wilson called her daughter the day she disappeared. Rutherford was home for dinner, but her friends were waiting outside to take her back to work.


"I asked her how she was getting along," Wilson says. She knew her daughter had big plans. Rutherford had told her mother she wanted to get her high school equivalency diploma and study to be an accountant.


"Letha and I, before she disappeared, we were just getting our mother-daughter relationship back together," Wilson says.


"When she was missing, I was always wondering if she had something to eat or was warm."
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T

hat which brought The Right Rev. Hal Mark Cobb to the brink was something almost every one of us sees every day: the warning tag on a hair-dryer cord, big and white and black and red.


Hell’s flag.


Cobb was convicted Thursday of murdering his first wife, Lisa Cobb, on March 3, 1984, by tossing a hair dryer into the tub as she bathed. His “inner demons” took over, he testified, when he happened to glance across the room as he sat on the toilet washing his wife’s hair and saw the tag on the dryer’s cord -- the one that warns of electrical shock. “Now is the time to do it,” the demons said. And Hal Mark Cobb, a church music minister looking for a way out of a marriage devoid of song, paused ...


A warning label became an invitation to kill. The devil sat on the toilet.


The chill of Lisa Cobb’s murder is the wind that blows out of a sky without a heaven. At a glance, it would seem everything sacred died in that bathroom in south Lexington. How can a man wash his wife’s hair so tenderly while contemplating her murder? How can a man of God drop a humming hair dryer into his wife’s bath as their infant daughter plays only inches away?


How can innocence survive in a world in which, toe-to-toe in a cramped space, evil can whip good so soundly?

L

isa Smiley Kear loves a little girl. The girl, Chelsea Rae, is 11. Kear is her adoptive mother. The family -- Kear, her husband, their twins and Chelsea -- lives in Pasadena, California. When police in Lexington began two years ago investigating the 1984 electrocution of Lisa Cobb, which originally had been ruled an accident, Kear sat Chelsea down for a talk.


“Someone has said they think Daddy might have done it,” Kear told Chelsea. The girl is Hal Mark Cobb’s daughter -- the child who played in the bathroom that day 10 years ago when her father electrocuted her mother.


“The police are looking into it,” Kear told Chelsea, “but unless they can prove anything, we’ll assume he didn’t do it.”


Kear was Cobb’s second wife. They married in August 1985, separated in 1988, were divorced in 1990. “Our marriage broke up because he wanted to live a gay lifestyle,” Kear has said.


Until police began investigating Lisa Cobb’s death in 1992, Chelsea had no idea her father might have killed her mother, Kear said. Neither did Kear. All they knew was this: “The same story the rest of the world had been told,” Kear said -- the one in which the Cobbs’ Siamese cat knocked the hair dryer into the tub.


Chelsea does not remember her mother, has no memory of playing on the floor of that bathroom or being whisked away from the tub by her father and bounced on his knee as her mother’s life ebbed. The Kears didn’t even tell the girl her father was a suspect until they has checked with a child psychologist.


But Chelsea has taken it all in stride. “She’s doing great,” Kear said.


She keeps pictures of her biological mother and has one of her father. It sits on her dresser -- at least it was last time Kear checked.


The photo shows Chelsea and Hal Mark Cobb on the porch before her first day of first grade.


The Kears only told Chelsea Thursday night that there had been a trial and that the man in the picture had been found guilty of murdering her mother. They did not want to distract her from her school work.


Chelsea is a good student, and popular. She is class secretary, too.


She has long, blond hair, blue eyes and dreams of an acting career -- as her father once did before a jury, after watching him cry on the witness stand for five hours without once having to wipe a tear from his eyes, gave the last act of Hal Mark Cobb twelve thumbs down.


“She’s beautiful,” Kear says of Chelsea. “The older she gets, the more she’s beginning to look a lot like her mother.”


This year Chelsea has the lead role in her school’s Christmas play, The Gift of the Magi. It is a story of prevailing innocence and love triumphant.
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U

ncle Freddy was afraid the Easter bunny would mess the bed, but is sat as still and lifeless as a rock. As if mindful it was in the presence of death. As if doing anything might make the dark angel in that room seize it with the same white-knuckle grip now being used on my Granny.


Of course that wasn’t about to happen. It was clear there would be no going out of turn. Only one living thing in that dim apartment was eaten up with cancer. Only one was on the verge of going away wherever, forever.


“Know who this is?” Freddy asked his dying mother, pointing to me. “Is this Robbie?”


“I should hope so,” Granny whispered. We all strained to hear -- what? Has any of us ever before listened so closely to Granny? To anyone?


It’s all about wasted time. Standing on the precipice of the stillness and the void, suddenly we find we are not alone. Something was in the bedroom that day -- something unseen and abiding, at peace with the centuries and the chill of a late wind.


We were there for Granny. We were there for each other.


Until now, I never thought my grandmother looked like an old lady. There were the clear, sharp eyes, the feisty spirit, the high cheekbones. The easy manner of someone who has enjoyed life. It had, after all, been a pretty fair existence: the glitz and glory of train rides, big cities, high heels and sunny days at the ball park -- all beside my grandfather during his days in the office of the old Louisville Colonels minor-league baseball team.


But the woman in the bed, this woman who bore two daughters and a son, now wasn’t healthy enough to support even one life. Her 83-year-old body was failing. The thing she carried inside her this time, so late, was a killing thing, a shadow, where once, long ago, there had resided the precious lives of her babies.


Those babies, now grown, and some with babies and grandbabies of their own, stood in front of their mother as the refrigerator in the kitchen hummed and the bananas in the bowl on the hutch grew brown. In so many ways the apartment was as it always had been, right down the bottle of Kentucky bourbon on the kitchen counter -- a common sight by my grandmother’s stove, especially when my grandfather was alive.

A

ll my life, wherever my grandmother lived in Louisville was ground zero for family. No matter where I’ve lived, no matter where my parents have lived, no matter what else was going on in my life. No matter. The woman on the couch in this overgrown river town was always waiting. Sitting there in her housecoat with her cigarettes and her iced coffee. We would flood the place at least once a year -- usually at Christmastime -- to eat ham and brownies with powdered sugar on top.


But this time we weren’t here for Sunday dinner. I knew we never would be again. The woman on the couch had become the woman in the bed. Only one other stop remained.


I was looking on my Granny for the last time, trying to remember the lines of her face, marking the rise and fall of her stomach as she breathed the last few times of all those millions of times. We had come here because Freddy had called to say if we wanted to see her alive one last time, we had better come now.

I

t was late on a chilly afternoon. Shadows fell long across the ground outside. Traffic whispered along the road a few blocks away. The lights of the city were starting to come on. And here I was. I could see both bones in Granny’s arm.


I didn’t see the horses, though. Of course, that didn’t mean they weren’t there. I knew Granny had seen them -- in her room, at Freddy’s house, wherever it was her mind wandered free these days.


“You have to get those horses out of your yard,” she told Freddy, who had never kept anything more exotic than a rabbit. I had no reason to doubt the horses really existed somewhere in that in-between place where my Granny now rested. Maybe she was seeing something none of the rest of us could.


There was the rabbit, too, of course, but he was real -- and Easter present from Freddy to his kids. When my eyes adjusted and I finally saw it sitting there on her bed, it seemed strange, out of place.


Amid the contrived brightness of the room -- yellow walls and tulips; floral curtains, Granny’s new robe -- the drab, gray-and-white rabbit, sitting so still, seemed like something dropped in from another dimension, as if it had popped out of that long-ago world in the black-and-white photograph of my grandfather that sat propped on a table near the bed.


“Want me to take the rabbit?” Freddy asked Granny.


There was a pause. The woman in the bed raised her hand slowly, ran her long, bony fingers down the rabbit’s head between its ears.


A couple weeks ago in the hospital, the day before the biopsy, Granny had wanted her hair done; that squishy hospital pillow had messed up the back. Now, somehow, she found the strength to pet a small, frightened animal destined to outlive her. Ovaries and colon, kidneys and stomach, the heart is the last to go.


“Do you want me to take the rabbit?” Freddy asked again.


The light in the window had faded to a dusky gray. The woman in the bed had only three more sunsets left before all those horses carried her away on the wind.


“No,” she whispered.
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T

hey come into town along Kentucky highways 122 and 306: Harry and Louearta Turner's new neighbors, all dressed in orange jumpsuits, arriving by the vanful.


They come -- state prisoners being transferred to the new Otter Creek Correctional Center -- right smack into the heart of this mountain town in which the mayor doesn't lock his door.


The private prison in Floyd County marks its grand opening today with tours and a speech by the governor. But the inmates have been coming in, 25 a week, since Oct. 27 -- turning up the side of a mountain toward the prison that sits above the Turners' white-frame house.


The couple, who watched from their front porch as the first two vans full of prisoners came up the road at lunchtime three weeks ago, share their neighbors' concerns about having a prison in the backyard.


"I don't like it," Louearta said. "I'm going to try to move out of here if I can.


"It didn't help Wheelwright none to put that in up there."


But other residents of this coal town disagree, allowing that the cargo of those white vans will help fuel the local economy the way the load in the coal trucks rumbling through town once did.

W

heelwright's economy is not in good health. All but abandoned by the industry that spawned it, the old coal camp, population 720, has unemployment estimated at 50 percent.


"Since the mines have went down, it's been pretty slow around here," Billy L. Hall said.


The closest mines these days, city councilman Luther Johnson Jr. said, are in Carr Creek -- a rough 18 miles away on winding, hilly roads.


But townspeople have mixed feelings about the minimum-security prison. Many inmates have escaped from Kentucky's other three private prisons since U.S. Corrections opened the first one, the Marion Adjustment Center, in 1986.


In its first six years, the Marion County prison had almost 80 escapes. And the Lee Adjustment Center in Lee County has had more than 50 since it opened in 1990.


In Kentucky's minimum-security prisons, there are no fences and the guards do not carry guns because officials say they are trying to condition inmates to re-enter society.


Under the state's classification system, even inmates who have escaped before or have been convicted of violent crimes are eligible for minimum security.


That does not sit well with the people who live at the bottom of the hill in Floyd County -- although their fears are generic and have little to do with Otter Creek's being privately run.


Coal miner Wiley Johnson said his wife, who attends Prestonsburg Community College during the day, has applied for work at the prison to help pay her way through school. But Wiley is not sure he likes the prison's being there.


"I work the evening shift, and I kind of hate leaving my wife and two boys here -- 'cause if they take a notion up there to leave," he said of the inmates at the prison, "they're gone."


Ronald Triplett, who lives behind Wiley Johnson, is not concerned about the prison, however. "I sleep with a .357 anyway," he said.


Besides, the prison has been good to the Tripletts. Ronald's wife, Kimberly, got a job as the warden's secretary.

N

estled among mist-shrouded mountains near the Pike County line, the prison will house 300 inmates and employ 85 people full-time by early next year, director Timothy S. Maguigan said. About 90 inmates and 45 employees are there now.


And although it's not official yet, Johnson said yesterday, city officials have been told that the prison will be expanded some time next year to house 500 inmates.


That means even more jobs, and for that many in town welcome the prison.


"I was glad to see it come, myself," said Don Hall, a gate officer at the prison who used to work at a coal tipple.


There's just one problem, Triplett said: His wife, who makes $5 an hour, was drawing more in unemployment benefits.


Wheelwright residents, many of whom had grown used to earning $10-an-hour or more working in the mines, pinned their hopes for economic revival on prison jobs that are not delivering the wages to which they're accustomed, said Gary McCoy of Wheelwright Utilities.


Still, the prison has been a good neighbor, Johnson said. "I think we made a good decision. They've been good to us. We ask 'em for something, they do it," Johnson said 
U.S. Corrections Corp. bought the prison site from the city. "That's $50,000 they give to us," Johnson said.


The firm also gave the city about $4,000 worth of concrete blocks to build a new fire station.


Several local businesses also have benefited from the prison, including the pharmacy, that supplies drugs for the prisoners and the BP Oil Co. station in Bypro, which has seen business rise by more than $200 a month.


As for the state, the privately built and run prison provides a relatively inexpensive way to house prisoners.


Besides not having to pay for construction costs, the state will pay the Louisville firm operating the prison 10 percent less than it would cost the Corrections Cabinet to run it.


U.S. Corrections Corp. will receive $29.38 per prisoner each day under its contract with the state -- a bargain compared to almost any motel -- especially for a place with an indoor gymnasium and cable television.


The state also is off the hook for insuring the prison. The Louisville firm also assumes liability if something goes wrong, Maguigan said.


But it is that possibility that has some townspeople worried -- especially those who live in the shadow of the mountain.


"I don't like it one bit, no I sure don't," said Dolly Hall, 65.


Up the hillside behind her house, prison employees worked hurriedly in the drizzly gloom to finish painting the guard shack near the entrance to the prison before today's festivities.
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I

t happened in jail, a place that's all about time.

It happened on Thanksgiving Eve at the Fayette County Detention Center, where the trusty's white mop sweeps back and forth like a pendulum. Where an inmate nearing freedom rises from a card game and says, "I got 11 hours left to go." Where the second-hand on the wall clock lurches haltingly, as though it might catch and stop.


It happened just inside the front door of the jail: The 77-year-old version of Bernie Brancaccio had a high-noon meeting with the young man he used to be.


Brancaccio, the jail's first food service director, was invited back to the detention center yesterday for a Thanksgiving meal of turkey and dressing, French-cut green beans, mashed potatoes, sweet potatoes and rolls -- a tradition he started 17 years ago.


But when they rolled the gray-bearded man with the hearing aid through the front door in his wheelchair and steered him immediately to the left, he found himself face to face with a orange-and-black banner that reached from floor to ceiling.


Brancaccio peered up, up, up at the banner, which had been sent compliments of his old school, Purcell Marian High in Cincinnati. Staring back at him was a bigger-than-life ink portrait of Brancaccio in his youth -- a young man with thick, dark hair and a faraway look in his eyes who lettered in three sports in high school.


"Bernie Brancaccio," the letters on the banner spelled. "Football, Basketball, Baseball."


"It's real nice," Brancaccio said, smiling as he looked up the wall at the poster.


"I can't see half of it."


What Brancaccio could not see or hear of his past, however, he could touch and smell and taste. In just moments he would roll up to a table in the staff dining room for a Thanksgiving feast prepared in the same kitchen he ruled from the time the jail opened in October 1976 until failing health forced him to quit three years ago.

O

nce, Bernie Brancaccio, Class of '36, was a sports hero. In high school, he was a star in three sports. He played minor-league baseball for the Cincinnati Reds.


He was inducted into his high school's athletic hall of fame in October. In the program for the ceremony was a quote from a letter that fellow Purcell Marian alumnus Roger Staubach wrote to Brancaccio:


"You left a legend that the rest of us have to live up to."


These days, Brancaccio wears glasses with lenses as thick as soda-bottle bottoms, and his right leg is gone -- lost to the ravages of diabetes. A series of strokes have impaired his memory and his ability to talk.


But Brancaccio seemed at home yesterday at the jail. "I always did like it here," he said, smiling.


Brancaccio, who started and owned Lexington's first Frisch's Big Boy Restaurant franchises, began working at the jail after he retired.


"He didn't want to quit working,"  said Jailer Ray Sabbatine. Brancaccio loved to cook, a passion that occasionally flared into outbursts of obscene language. He did not suffer fools gladly in his kitchen.


Kitchen trusty Thomas Crockett of Lexington, 24, who is serving time in the jail for contempt of court, remembers Brancaccio's fire.


"He was spunky," Crockett said.


Brancaccio frequently was the brunt of good-natured practical jokes by jail staff, Sabbatine said, "because he'd get so mad.


"He'd get furious."


"He was a wonderful gourmet cook, and we'd call him a short-order cook."


Yesterday was different, however. Brancaccio smiled and pointed a crooked finger at those who joked with him.


"It tastes fine," he said of the food.


"It's not as good as yours, though, huh?" Sabbatine said, gently ribbing his friend.


Brancaccio shook his head and laughed.

T

he meal that staff members ate with their honored guest is the same one all 550 inmates will eat today. Trusties started Monday preparing the feast, which includes 27 25-pound turkeys and 240 pounds of green beans, said food services director Fred Anderson.


The holiday dinner is of some consolation to inmates. "It's something to look forward to," said Chris Horning, 21, of Lexington, as he mopped the floor yesterday. "It makes the time go by quicker, too."


"We love it," Thomas said. "We wish it was Thanksgiving dinner every day."


Still, most, if not all, inmates would rather be somewhere else. The holidays make being in prison all the harder, Horning said. He misses Thanksgiving with his family and the big dinner his mother cooks.


"And we put the Christmas tree up on Thanksgiving, too," he said.

A

s for Thomas, he would rather be at his grandmother's house. "Time passes slower in here," he said. And fellow kitchen trusty John Doneghy would rather be at home with his wife and daughters.


But to Brancaccio, the jail is like home. And there are few places he would rather be -- including Building 27 of the Veterans Administration Hospital in Lexington, where he lives apart from his wife because of his poor health.


"When I left here," he said of the jail, "I missed it all the time."


Yesterday, as the laughing and smiling Brancaccio relived a life without wheelchairs and hospital beds, he found freedom behind the heavy, metal doors of a jail. It tasted good.
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T

he remains of Dr. Nicholas J. Pisacano are interred beneath a towering white pine in Section O of Lexington Cemetery, but his memory is buried in a much less peaceful place: beneath almost two feet of paper work generated by an ongoing civil war over his money.


"Nick always felt that money was evil," Pisacano's close friend, accountant Joe E. Coons, said in a deposition. Were he alive, Pisacano might see the events of the last three years as proof.


Since Pisacano died in 1990, money has pitted his friends and loved ones against one another in legal battles over his retirement benefits and created an undercurrent of suspicion that led to the doctor's disinterment two weeks ago.


At the request of Pisacano's children, forensic specialists are re-examining organs from the body, which was reburied after the samples were taken,  and performing toxicology tests on the tissue to check for unusual levels of substances such as arsenic. Lexington police are waiting to see whether Pisacano was poisoned, said Lt. Jim Cox of the robbery-homicide squad.


Testing Pisacano's remains will take at least four to six weeks, said Dr. Carolyn Coyne, deputy medical examiner for Kentucky.


"All early indications are that he was probably having some heart problems and died as a result of those," Fayette County Coroner Dr. Dennis Penn said. "Again, at this time, we have no evidence of foul play."


Pisacano had been "awfully tired" in the months before his death and planned to visit the Mayo Clinic in July 1990 for a coronary-bypass operation, I.G Manis, executor of Pisacano's estate, has testified.


Lt. Cox said police are "in a holding pattern right now until those autopsy and toxicology tests come back.


"We have done some interviews with family members, and all the normal checks."


Brief news reports and the family's cryptic public statements about Pisacano's disinterment have created an aura of mystery about the doctor that never existed in life.


Pisacano was a prominent figure at the University of Kentucky, where he served as a member of the board of trustees and in several other leadership roles.


Although possessed of a keen sense of humor, he was disarmingly straightforward and sometimes gruff -- qualities that made Pisacano a popular biology professor at the University of Kentucky, where he taught without pay for 11 years.


Money was unimportant to the nationally known physician, friends have testified. Those closest to him, however, have been consumed by financial matters pertaining to his wealth almost since the day he died.

I

t is unclear whether the fight over Pisacano's money has anything directly to do with his exhumation. Together, however, the events assume added meaning.


The lawsuits and public records pertaining to his death provide glimpses into Pisacano's world, where the common bond between some of his friends and family members -- their love and respect for the gravel-voiced physician from Philadelphia -- dissolved into distrust once the doctor died.


After Virginia Leigh Pisacano found her husband dead in his bed the morning of March 11, 1990, then-Fayette County Coroner Dr. David A. Hull ruled that Pisacano had died of a heart attack. But a letter Hull wrote March 28 suggests that at least one of Pisacano's five children by a previous marriage was not convinced by the coroner's ruling.


In the letter, addressed to Pisacano's daughter Lori, Hull stood by his opinion that the doctor's death was "a natural one."


"There is no evidence to support any other diagnosis," Hull wrote, citing Pisacano's history of heart problems and other chronic ailments such as diabetes.


Medical records contained in the coroner's file on the case said the 65-year-old doctor smoked and was overweight and paid little attention to his health.


"In the event that you continue to feel that this decision is not justified, I will be glad to entertain any evidence or written statements that you may have to the contrary, including written opinions of your own as to the cause of your father's death," wrote Hull, who died last year.


Lori, whose married name is Walls, did not return a reporter's calls. Her brother, Dean Pisacano, who has served as spokesman for his siblings in other matters, would not comment.


Court documents suggest reasons why Pisacano's children might want their father's death investigated. A thread of suspicion runs through the convoluted tangle of litigation, which dwells on changes in beneficiary forms and the possibility of  forgery.


Two civil suits -- one in state court, the other in federal -- contested a total of $1.4 million.


On one side is I.G. Manis Jr., as executor of Pisacano's estate; and the doctor's five children from his first marriage, to Anna Mae Pisacano, which ended in divorce in 1973.


On the other side is American Board of Family Practice Inc., Pisacano's longtime employer; and the doctor's second wife and widow, Virginia Leigh Pisacano, whom he married in 1978.


The federal complaint, filed in January 1992 by American Board, ended Thursday when U.S. District Judge Karl S. Forester ruled that the board had acted properly when it directed Pisacano's pension benefits to his widow.

T

he estate had argued in a counterclaim that if the payment had been made within 60 days of Pisacano's retirement as his pension plan required, Pisacano would have received the money. Then, it would have gone to his estate when he died. But Forester dismissed the counterclaim in his ruling last Thursday.


Pisacano's will established a life trust for Virginia Leigh. She would live off the income, and when she died, the remainder of the trust -- basically, the principal -- would be divided among the Pisacano children.


Pisacano's estate contends that the doctor's pension should have gone into the trust rather than directly to his widow.


Attorneys for the estate touched repeatedly on the fact that J. Whitney Wallingford, counsel for American Board, also served as Virginia Leigh's attorney.


"When you retained him individually, you were aware that he also represented the plan as legal counsel. That's correct, is it not?" Virginia Leigh Pisacano was asked in a deposition.


"Well, yes," she said.


In one deposition, an attorney for the estate questioned the speed with which Pisacano's widow received the money.


"Why is after Dr. Pisacano's death there such an appearance -- or it seems to me there was then very much a hurry to distribute the money to Virginia Leigh Pisacano. Was that a correct impression?" Charles Christian asked Raymond Carey Cranfill, retired head of the trust department at First Security National Bank and Trust Co.


"She wanted it fast; that's correct," Cranfill said.


Wallingford would not comment on the case. Virginia Leigh Pisacano did not return reporters' phone calls.

I

n the federal suit over Pisacano's pension, five handwriting experts were called on to determine whether the doctor's signature had been forged on a beneficiary designation form dated Feb. 5, 1990 -- a month and six days before he died.


The form designates his widow as beneficiary. Two of the handwriting experts said Pisacano had not signed the document. One, a 20-year veteran of the FBI, called it a "well-executed forgery."


But three other experts, including the court-appointed one, testified the signature was authentic.


In his deposition in federal court, Manis, the trustee, said he had seen Virginia Leigh Pisacano sign her husband's name to documents in the past.


"She can sign his name where you can't tell the difference," he said.


Virginia Leigh Pisacano said in her deposition that as her husband's administrative assistant she had signed his name before. She was not asked in the deposition whether she had signed his name to the critical beneficiary form.


However, she did say of Dr. Pisacano, "I presume he signed it the day I gave it to him."


No witnesses signed the document.


In his ruling, Judge Forester said it was irrelevant who signed the document because Virginia Leigh Pisacano was automatically the beneficiary under the plan's guidelines.

T

he legal skirmishing began in September 1990, when Pisacano's estate filed a complaint against American Board in Fayette Circuit Court.


The suit still is pending.


The estate seeks to recover money paid to the board under an annuity owned by Pisacano. The board, which paid into the annuity for Pisacano, was the beneficiary. But the board did not sign over beneficiary status when it granted the doctor ownership of the matured annuity upon his retirement, the complaint says.


The board established a trust that began paying Pisacano from a deferred compensation plan and transferred ownership of the annuity to the doctor when he retired Dec. 31, 1989. After Pisacano died, the board, as beneficiary, received the remainder of the money from the annuity -- $323,861.09 -- and began paying it out to Pisacano's widow in monthly installments of $3,800.


In doing so, board members -- several of them close friends of the Pisacanos -- said they were honoring the doctor's wishes.


"Every time Nick signed a beneficiary form, despite anything any other document said . . . he always assigned it to Virginia Leigh. Always. And I think that the board's position is we're going to live by the arrangement that we knew Nick wanted us to live by," Coons testified in his deposition.


"And they don't feel that payment of those funds into a trust in which she's the primary beneficiary is enough to live up to that end?" John P. Brice, attorney for the estate, asked Coons.


"No," Coons said.


Manis contends the money should have gone to Pisacano's estate, where it was to be held in trust. A driving issue behind the battle over Pisacano's money seems to be the question of who will pay the taxes on it.


The heirs are being taxed on the principal even though they have received none of it.


"Would it seem to you that it's fairly inequitable for . . . Dr. Pisacano's estate to have to pay income tax liability on an amount . . . and then not receive the benefit attendant with the income?" Brice asked Coons.


"I think he'd want Virginia Leigh to have the annuity, period," Coons responded.


"I don't think he'd give a damn who paid the taxes on it."

RESERVING 

JUDGMENT 

FRANKFORT

1993 

L

ives hang in the balance on lonely stretches of the Mountain Parkway near Slade and in the bottleneck known as U.S. 23 at Prestonsburg and along Interstate 64 near Winchester.


Except for fully loaded coal trucks, the roads aren't especially treacherous -- unless you're guilty of something. This is where U.S. District Judge Joseph Martin Hood sometimes ponders the fate of those who have broken the law.


Hood, who travels about 17,000 miles each year as he shuttles  among courtrooms in the Eastern District of Kentucky, has plenty of time to consider sentences while he's behind the wheel of his car. "When you drive a lot, you have a lot of time to think," he says.


Hood, a federal district judge since April 30, 1990, recently has presided over a spate of high-profile cases, including:


•The April trial and July sentencing of former Kentucky Speaker of the House Don Blandford, convicted of bribery, misusing campaign money and lying to FBI agents.


•Gov. Wallace Wilkinson. He was convicted of taking a $20,000 bribe to fix a horse-racing arbitration decision and sentenced in May to three years in prison.


•The July trial of Fayette County Attorney Norrie Wake, convicted of mail fraud, theft of government money and conspiracy. Wake will be sentenced next month.


•The ongoing extortion and tax-fraud trial of Dr. Bill Collins, husband of former Gov. Martha Layne Collins.


•The June guilty plea and sentencing last week of former state Sen. Art Schmidt. He was put on two years' unsupervised probation and fined $2,500 for concealing from the FBI that he took $200 in cash from then-Sen. John Hall while attending a 1990 Jockeys' Guild convention in Las Vegas.


Like any judge, however, most of Hood's work is done away from the public eye -- out of the robe and free of the spotlight. Hood, 50, writes and reads pertinent opinions and decisions in his chambers, at the kitchen table, on the back porch, by the swimming pool.


And he presides over many cases that don't make statewide headlines but that he considers at least as important as those stemming from Operation BOPTROT -- the wide-ranging federal investigation of corruption in state government.


"I don't think anything is particularly earth-shattering," Hood says. "To me, a case is a case."

F

or better or for worse, however, Hood's involvement this year in so many high-profile cases has made him something of a household name in Kentucky -- especially after the Blandford trial. The uncommon sentence Hood gave the former speaker of the house -- one provided for by federal sentencing guidelines -- drew rave reviews from a public outraged by the evidence of corruption and betrayal brought out at the trial.


"Hooray, Judge Hood! Hooray, Judge Hood! Yay! Hooray, Judge Hood!" began one letter to the editor of the Lexington Herald-Leader.


"We applaud U.S. District Judge Joseph Hood for the sentence given to former House Speaker Don Blandford," another said.


Hood, who at 5-foot-7 sometimes looks lost in the big, high-backed chairs in which he must sit in many courtrooms, has not heard that kind of cheering since his teammates at Holy Family High School in Ashland carried him off the basketball court for scoring 4 points in a game.

H

ood built an imposing reputation by sentencing Blandford to 64 months in prison -- and ordering him to pay for it out of his own pocket. Blandford is appealing.


Not everyone is convinced that making Blandford pay for his punishment is a good idea. Some attorneys have said Hood might have set an ill-advised precedent.


But federal guidelines allow a judge to order those who can afford it to pay for their own prison stay. It is not cheap. Blandford's stay at the minimum-security federal prison camp in Manchester would cost him $56.84 a day. The Ramada Inn just down the highway in London costs $10 less -- and has HBO.


No wonder Art Schmidt appeared stiff and nervous last week as he stood before Hood awaiting sentencing.


Had Schmidt and Hood met under different conditions, they might have gotten along famously. Both are renowned for their warmth and sense of humor, Hood having made slack-jawed jurors burst out laughing during Bill Collins' trial hours before.


"I was just trying to wake everybody up," Hood said.


But Schmidt, fresh off a 25-year career in the Senate during which he passed especially slow days by shooting rubber bands at red-hot light fixtures to "stink up the place," would rather have been somewhere else than in front of Hood in a federal courtroom.


"You got a raw deal," one of Schmidt's lawyer friends had told him when he discovered the former legislator would be sentenced in Hood's court: "Hood's tough."


But Hood took no pleasure in seeing Schmidt before him. "I'd just as soon not have grandfathers before me under circumstances like that," Hood said afterward.


"Deciding the appropriate punishment in a case is an awesome responsibility."


As with Blandford, Hood was bound by federal sentencing guidelines in Schmidt's case. But within those parameters, the sentences showed that the judge is both tough and compassionate.


Although Hood seemed to bristle at published reports of Blandford's calling the charges against him "crap," he spoke to Schmidt in an almost comforting voice, citing the legislator's long record of public service and calling his brush with the law a "blip."


Hood, known for his ability to break the tension in a courtroom or  to add a dash of dry humor, freed Schmidt from the jitters in a completely different -- and unintended -- way. He brought tears to Schmidt's eyes by talking about the retired legislator's record of public service.


Schmidt pulled out a rumpled handkerchief and wiped his eyes as Hood lauded his dedication to his family. Schmidt cares for his elderly mother and his wife, who is ill.


Hood said he thought putting Schmidt in prison would be a "tragic mistake."


"I do feel a need, however, for punishment," Hood said. "Hopefully so I don't have to see anybody else in your situation here, Mr. Schmidt."

H

ood, who jokingly admonishes attorneys at the outset of trials to avoid making reference to "bald allegations" or "short questions," might not take himself seriously, but he takes his job very seriously.


His sense of justice is keen. When pressed into talking about his tour of duty in Vietnam -- a subject that Hood, a decorated member of the  Green Berets, does not enter into lightly -- his almost perpetual smile fades and his face grows dark.


He saw things that just weren't right -- like the platoon leader who was killed before he could testify at the court martial of a deserter. As a result the deserter went free.


"A good man dies," Hood says, "and a piece of..." His voice trails off as he searches for the next word. When he says it, it is barely audible: "flotsam..."


Schmidt, after being sentenced,  said he thought Hood had treated him fairly.


"I was really impressed with what he said. I could not believe he knew as much about me as he did. He does his homework."


Schmidt was relieved. "He had the power of life and death over me," he said of the judge.


Justice and mercy must go hand in hand, Hood said. "You'd have a hard time doing this job if you didn't have a sense of what's right, if you didn't have any compassion."


Schmidt might not have been so nervous had he known about a barely publicized case Hood handled that ended recently after four years in the courts.


On June 22, Ricky Holcomb of Eminence stood before Hood.


Holcomb was arrested in February 1990 and charged with selling rifles illegally while working part time at a sporting goods store.


While he waited for federal prosecutors to bring their case against him, Holcomb, an ex-convict who had served time for assault, joined Eminence Baptist Church. Members elected him a deacon, asked him to lead a youth group and wrote letters on his behalf.


He began coaching Little League football and started working toward his master's degree in social work at the University of Louisville.


Still, Holcomb feared the worst as he walked into Hood's courtroom with the Rev. Michael Duncan and five fellow deacons from the church. Prosecutors were pushing for a prison sentence of 10 to 20 years. "My lawyer kept telling me there wasn't any way I wouldn't go to jail," Holcomb said.


But Hood put Holcomb on probation for two years and sentenced him to home incarceration for two months.


"You have effectively rehabilitated yourself," Hood told Holcomb. "I mean, looking at this pre-sentence report, it's one of the most unusual situations that I believe I have ever seen."


To Hood -- devoted family man, devout Catholic, product of a stable home in a shaded middle-class neighborhood in Smalltown, America -- the show of support and faith from Holcomb's friends was important. And it rang true.


Justice is not blind. Justice sees a bit of the judge in the defendant.


Hood has done time himself: He was forced to stay away from his beloved family for long periods the first three years he was a federal judge. Carol, his wife of 23 years, and their children, Marty, 20, and Betsy, 16, lived in Ashland while Hood traveled around the eastern half of the state presiding over trials and other court-related matters.


At night Hood would call his wife. "It was kind of mushy, actually," said his sister Katie Starkey, whose home in Lexington often served as Hood's home.


"He was terribly lonely."


This summer Hood and his family moved into a house in Lexington with a big yard in which Hood can putter around.


The judge is a free man.
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A

moody summer dusk, thick with billowy clouds, hangs like smoke over the Belle Reve barn at The Red Mile. Jack Nevitt of New Hope is trapped in a fire nobody else can see.


Nevitt, 52, a saddlebred trainer with soft eyes set in a hard face, is a man haunted as he sets about his business at the Lexington Junior League Horse Show. In a few hours he will ride a world-champion horse called The Groomsman -- the same horse he saved from a burning barn just eight days before.


"I've been nervous all evening," Nevitt says. His hands shake whenever they're unoccupied, so he stands outside the barn playing idly with a wing nut on The Groomsman's tail brace.


The fire, fast and wicked, killed five horses and destroyed a barn June 6 at actor William Shatner's Belle Reve Farm in Woodford County.


Tonight, the flames are flickering again in Nevitt's mind, illuminating unwanted memories in their ghastly glow.


"I was really sorry to hear," Bill Grace tells Nevitt. "If I got anything you can use, you're welcome to it, Jack."


Nevitt nods absently, as he did moments before when Jennifer Barnett, a groom for The Groomsman, walked out of the barn holding aloft a tin can of Kiwi shoe polish for the trainer to see. He had approved: Yeah. Black. Good.


Getting a saddlebred horse ready to show takes time. Barnett has spent hours sanding old polish off The Groomsman's hoofs, bathing him, gently pulling the tangles out of his long, black tail by hand.


It's a special night. "We almost didn't even have him," Nevitt says of the horse, owned by Heather Greenbaum of Scottsdale, Ariz.


The trainer enters the barn, ties a black shoelace around the tail brace as he holds it between his knees. "He's got so much doggone hair it drags on the ground and gets heavy," Nevitt says.


His hands are steady, steady . . .

N

evitt heard the grooms first, heard them yell fire. Businessmen in downtown Lexington were eating lunch as Nevitt ran to the front of the barn, grabbed a hose and helped put out the flames.


The trainer was relieved when the fire was extinguished, horrified when the flames erupted again. He watched helplessly as the fire flashed up the wall and across the top of the barn.


"I knew we were in bad trouble," Nevitt says.


Screaming, he ran to the other end of the barn. The Groomsman was in his stall. Nevitt led the big, bay horse out of the heat of the barn, into the heat of July, then returned for another. In no time, the latches on many of the stalls were too hot to open.


Flames as high as a man's knees raced down the main aisle of the barn.


In the ring, show horses are judged on manners, on performance, on presence and conformation and appearance. Comes a day when none of that matters.


"Tell you what, you take so much for granted with equipment and everything," Nevitt says, bent over the tail brace. "Then you look around and you don't have scissors."


He cannot bring himself to talk any more about the fire, not before he rides. "It's only been a week and a day," he says.


In the stall, Barnett wipes shoe polish on The Groomsman's hoofs. Nevitt squats and wraps blue bandages around the horse's legs. The Groomsman stands still as a statue. Nevitt's watch, its hands crawling on his skin, flashes in the barn lights as he wraps, wraps, wraps.


After a while Nevitt ventures out into the drizzle, walks to his truck and takes out a straw hat and a riding coat wrapped in plastic. A far-off train howls.


Nevitt wakes up sometimes, sits bolt upright in bed, thinks: Just tell me it's a bad dream. Horses are his life. "This is the only thing I've ever done."

T

onight, he climbs aboard The Groomsman, bounces out to the ring. The crowd applauds. The lights are bright. Sweat glistens on the necks of both horse and trainer. The horse is tight. "He's been through some trauma," Nevitt says. But for the first time all night, Nevitt is not thinking of the fire.


The flames were extinguished the moment he boosted himself into the saddle.


"That's one reason you ride," he says. "You block things out and don't have to see psychiatrists so often."


Nevitt and The Groomsman win the blue ribbon for three-gaited saddle horses, return to the barn.


Nevitt's graying hair hangs in strings on his face as he lifts a Coors Light to his lips. The beer is sweating, too. Nevitt smiles.


Tonight, The Groomsman has carried him out of his nightmare, has high-stepped over his ghosts, has returned a favor: Tonight, the horse has rescued the trainer from the fire.
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A

s the mighty Mississippi strained against levees protecting low-lying pockets of farmland in Fulton County, Brother Dick Haley said, "Let us pray."


"I would remind you of the flood victims, but I know we've got some other things we need to be praying about, too," Haley, pastor of the First Methodist Church of Hickman, told his congregation yesterday morning.


As choir member Mike Majors knelt in silent prayer for relief from the flood, all of his 2,500-acre farm lay underwater. In this part of Kentucky, farmers and others learn faith and humility in church and at one other altar: the rich bottom lands of the Mississippi River.


By depositing silt that enriches the soil for farming, the river here has given much life, but it also has taken away: This summer, 40,000 to 50,000 acres of farmland in the four Kentucky counties along its banks are underwater, the year's crops lost.


Although the flooding upriver in Missouri has devastated entire towns and washed people out of their homes, in Kentucky it has been a problem almost exclusively for farmers.


But in this flat, sun-baked, rural part of the state, that is enough. About 100 families who grow soybeans and corn in the fertile pockets of bottom land have been affected. And the worst may be yet to come.

T

he river is expected to crest Friday at 44 feet at Cairo, Ill., and it is rising fast on Wayne Earl Bean's farm in Ballard County, not far from the confluence of the Mississippi and Ohio rivers.


In places on Bean's farm, the water stands taller than a grown man.


The strain on makeshift dirt levees, mounded up quickly by farmers trying to save at least part of their crops, has become almost too great. From Thursday to Saturday, the floodwater rose a third of a foot on Bean's farm when a levee beside the river gave way.


It is the biggest summer flood in far Western Kentucky since 1958, farmers say. But the timing of the flood rather than its magnitude is what makes it especially bad.


Flooding is common in the counties along the Mississippi River. In 1973, floodwaters all but washed away Madrid Bend, 10,000 acres of farmland west of Hickman that looks on the map like Kentucky's decimal point.


The Bend, part of Fulton County, is home to all of 18 registered Kentucky voters -- none of whom expects to be displaced by this year's flood. Levees so far have held out the Mississippi, which loops around the Bend.


Although riverboat gambling has been an issue in this part of the world, farming never has come into question. Everybody admits that planting soybeans next to the Mississippi River is a form of legalized gambling, however.


"It's a risk," Rick Majors said. "You're just rolling the dice.


"There's nothing you can do about it. The whole river bottom is like a high-water storage facility, and we don't mind it. It brings in acres and acres of topsoil every year."

U

nlike Missouri, which lies low all along the river, Kentucky is vulnerable to flooding only in pockets, said George Frazier, a mechanical engineer from Fulton County.


People moved out of the bottoms long ago to save their homes from the river. Most towns and communities along the Mississippi are perched on bluffs and high ground, and are in no danger of flooding, Frazier said.


The most vulnerable to flooding is Hickman, seat of low-lying Fulton County, which has been hit hardest by the flood. But there is no fear of the river here.


Yesterday as Haley finished his sermon at the First United Methodist Church, three bare-chested young men swam in the river below town, and a fisherman tended to his catch.


The gates were not even in the floodwall around town.


Even the Bend was calm. Kim Whitson smiled and played with her infant in her mobile home.


But the baby's grandfather, Winston Whitson, worried about his crops. Workers sweating beneath a merciless sun used equipment supplied by the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers to pump slimy, green river water back over a levee into the Mississippi.


The water had leaked through the levee and crept to the edge of Whitson's farmland.


Farmers can only work and wait and wonder. Whitson, who farms 650 acres in Madrid Bend, has been able to protect almost all his land -- so far. But he does not know whether the levees he and his son have built will do any good should the river rise to 32 1/2 feet around the Bend, as expected.


If the river makes it over the levees, Whitson, who grows soybeans, expects to lose all but 150 acres of crops.


"It'd probably be a disaster," Whitson said. "I'd probably have to stop farming. I got a lot tied up in that crop."


Farmers whose fields are flooded stand to lose not only the money they would have received from selling their crops. They also will lose what they had invested in seeds, herbicide, fuel and labor for the year, Majors said.


Bean, who has held floodwaters off 450 of his 1,100 acres with hastily built dirt levees, said he stood to lose $250,000, including all his crops, if the river crests as predicted.


Most farmers have no crop insurance, said U.S. Sen. Mitch McConnell, who visited the flood-stricken area Saturday. Only slightly more than 17 percent of farmers buy the insurance, McConnell, R-Ky., said.


Farmers rightfully expect the federal government to bail them out of disasters such as floods, said McConnell, a member of the Senate Agriculture Committee.


"I don't think anyone in this area I know of has crop insurance," Majors said. "It's a pretty high expense."


"Maybe helping crop insurance will be one of the things that will come out of this," said McConnell, whose car sloshed through floodwater up to the manifold as a staff member drove him Saturday along Ky. 123 in Hickman County.


Many farmers who agreed before the growing season to sell their crops to a certain grain company will be obligated contractually to buy back their own crops. Because market prices have risen since the start of the growing season, the farmers owe buyers the difference, Majors said.


Many of the crops grown in the bottoms eventually are sold to the federal government for export, Mike Majors said. The flood could have far-ranging economic effects, some of which remain to be seen.

T

here is little left to be done except wait. Many of the farmers who attend the Methodist church in Hickman were absent yesterday morning. Many had decided it was time for a vacation.


"It's good to see a lot of our farmers are on vacation," the Rev. Haley said. "Some of them have nothing else to do anymore but take a vacation. And they all deserve it."


"Now," Rick Majors said of the flooding, "you just hope it goes down pretty quick." Some farmers might still be able to grow green beans or some other crop that requires only a short growing season, he said. But it is unlikely unless the water recedes soon -- and quickly.


"It's getting worse every day and every hour it goes on," said Paul Wilson, a Fulton County farmer whose 750 acres are almost three-fourths underwater. "And nobody knows when it's going to stop.


"I think we'd all like to get back to square zero."
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R

andy Romero has ridden in more than a half-dozen Derbies, but watching him yesterday morning you would think he never had seen a horse before.


"They even got the horseshoes and everything, huh? You see that?" he said, pointing to the bottom of a hoof.


Romero could hardly contain his admiration for the lifelike fantasy world of artist Gwen Reardon, who sculpted the bronze statues of seven horses and jockeys straining toward an imaginary finish line in Lexington's Thoroughbred Park.


Romero is one of seven successful jockeys who served as models for the figures forever frozen in Reardon's make-believe race. He and three others -- Don Brumfield, Jerry Bailey and Pat Day -- visited the year-old downtown park yesterday to see the statues and meet their maker.


Despite making their living astride racehorses, the jockeys marveled at the detail of the sculptures and passed their hands appreciatively over those things they long ago had lost sight of in the busy rhythm of days at the track: The lustrous feel of a leather riding boot; The rough weave of a blanket under a saddle; The stiff strength of the bridle.


"It's got everything in there," Romero said, peering up through the arms of one of the doubled-over bronze jockeys.


He was looking into his own face.


Reardon, who lives in Lexington, looked on in delight. She had invited the jockeys so she could watch their reaction.  Day and Bailey had not visited the park before. "I wanted to meet them, and I wanted to see how they felt about this," she said. "They wanted it, too."


Bailey was taken with the park. "I think it's pretty neat," he said. "She did a great job. Everything looks authentic."


Reardon chose the week before the Derby to invite the jockeys to the park because all but Bill Shoemaker and Brumfield still ride.


"There aren't that many times in the year you have them all in one place," she said. "Derby time will do it."


Reardon had the jockeys all sign posters depicting the park, then gave a copy to each. She spent a lot of time explaining to them how the statues were made -- a complicated process using wax, clay and ceramic to make a mold.


"Un-bee-lieve-able," Romero said.


Reardon also spent some time explaining why the jockeys and their nameless mounts were placed in the order they appear in the park.


Then-Lexington Mayor Scotty Baesler drew the jockeys' names out of a hat to determine their spot in the race. Park visitors see the horses from the vantage point of a spectator in the infield, Reardon said . . .


At the wire, it's Romero on the outside, in a dead heat with Shoemaker! Day is in third, with Bailey and Craig Perret fighting for fourth! Brumfield is sixth, followed by Chris McCarron . . .

"I've got one horse beat, but this is the first time around," Bailey said, smiling. "I haven't even got my stick (whip) coiled yet."

T

he jockeys represented by Reardon's statues have more than 70 Derby starts and eight wins among them. At least four -- Romero, Day, Bailey and McCarron -- will ride in the Derby this year.


Each jockey who showed up at the park found his likeness by checking the rear waistband of the statues' pants, which customarily bears the rider's last name.


Brumfield, noting his horse lagging near the rear of the pack, said he preferred to think of the race as having just started.


"Did you find yourself?" Reardon asked him when he arrived.


"Yes, ma'am," Brumfield said. Then, nodding toward the horse-and-jockey statues, he added in a deadpan voice: "This is their first time around isn't it?"


As Romero arrived, he smiled when he realized he was in first place. "I hope to be that way the first Saturday in May," he said.


Day asked which horse was his, then spotted it and grinned.


"That's my nose," he said, stepping toward the horse and rider in third place.


The jockeys wandered among the statues, so taken by their detail that they hardly believed Reardon when she told them she had not created the sculptures by pouring bronze over the personal items they had sent her: riding boots, silks, saddles, goggles.


None of the articles could have withstood the intense heat of the molten metal, Reardon said. The statues are bronze -- nothing more, nothing less.

B

ailey and Day lingered, running their fingers over boots and bridles, shaking their heads at how everything even felt right.
"You ride the first race, don't you?" Bailey asked Day, breaking the spell with a suggestion that maybe they should leave soon so they could put in another day's work at Keeneland.


Day was up in the first race, on a 7-2 pick called Sowhat'smyname. But he didn't seem in a hurry.


Day has ridden lots of great horses: Easy Goer. Unbridled. Distaff. Lil E. Tee. But the one in the park, the one that never will finish better than third, is the horse carrying him to immortality.


"There aren't an awful lot of people on this planet," Reardon said, "that are cast in bronze."
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T

he famous brown suits still hang in his closet. The chair where he used to read The Wall Street Journal and greet his grandchildren still occupies the living room. The new, red silk pajamas his wife never got to give him for Christmas lie folded in a box in the spare bedroom.


There's even a listing still in the Lexington phone book: Adolph F. Rupp. But it's not a line to hoops heaven.


This is strictly purgatory.


Fifteen winters after Rupp's death, his memory languishes amid published accusations that he was a racist. Even if Rupp's sins were real -- and his family vehemently denies they are -- the Baron no longer is around to expiate them. His family is, however.


Quietly, the family suffers -- right along with Rupp's image.


Of all the things Rupp left behind, the legendary coach is best reflected in his family in Lexington -- in grandson Chip's biting sarcasm and keen basketball mind; granddaughter Farren's gentle devotion to family; son Herky's face and drawl; and widow Esther's abiding love of basketball.


Yet none of the writers who have savaged Rupp's reputation in the last two years has asked any members of his family for the other side of the story, Herky says. It's as close to the other side as anyone can get anymore.


It hurts to watch helplessly as Rupp's memory is tarnished, Herky says.


"Nobody bothers to check with us. You're just non-existent," he says. "It's as if when Daddy died, the entire family died."


The Rupps want to bury the dead, to see Adolph laid to rest in peace once again. It's the toughest part about loving a local hero: Heroes die more than once.

F

ifteen winters have passed since the death of Adolph Frederick Rupp, the man who for decades dominated Southeastern Conference basketball. His name appears on the floor of the arena in downtown Lexington where the SEC Tournament is being played this weekend.


His family gathers in the den of his son's house on the south side of the city to watch . . .


Fifteen basketball seasons ago, not far along in the 1977-78 basketball season, some of the same family members huddled around a radio, listening to a Kentucky basketball game. The radio was in a hospital room. The man in the bed was Rupp.


The Baron of the Bluegrass, the master of the fast break, the man who compared having to stop for red lights to losing to Tennessee, was comatose.


As his family kept vigil, the voice of longtime Wildcat announcer Cawood Ledford filled the room with play-by-play of the Kansas game. Kentucky was ahead, and the University of Kansas, Rupp's alma mater, was running out of time.


So was Rupp. Herky remembers there being 14 seconds left in the game when Adolph lost his battle with cancer.


Fifteen years is a long time in college basketball. Today's coaches rely on relentless TV exposure to burn their images on the MTV generation from which they recruit. Those who haven't been on ESPN in a year aren't famous anymore.


Fifteen years is a lifetime.


Since Rupp died, the Wildcats have had three coaches, won an NCAA title and came perilously close to the death penalty for alleged recruiting violations.


To the new breed of fan, Rupp is little more than a place to play basketball, Farren says. When Chip handed his credit card to a twentysomething gas station attendant last year, her face lit up.


"Oh! Rupp!" she said. "Like the guy who used to coach here?"


That was my grandfather, Chip told her.


The clerk was overcome.


"He was the greatest guy who ever coached here," she said breathlessly.


"Next to Rick Pitino."


The Rupps laugh at that one, although the implications are unsettling. As fickle as memory can be, it beats the alternatives. A whole new generation of basketball fans who never saw Rupp coach must rely on the subjective accounts of others when judging the man's legacy.


Many of the stories, especially the more recent ones, have not painted a pretty picture. Was Rupp a racist? It's not a new debate. Still, his critics have assumed a more biting tone. Their broad and unflattering characterizations of the Baron infuriate his survivors.


For Rupp's failure to recruit many black players, Sports Illustrated called the coach a "white supremacist."


That rankles in the big ranch house on Beechmont Drive. "These people never knew my father, and they didn't grow up in Kentucky," Herky says.


Herky, a retired teacher and high school coach who spends his days managing the business of the family's cattle farm in Bourbon County, projects a laid-back image. But his frustration leaks out when he talks about the attacks on his father.


"How can George Will be that ignorant and that dumb?" he says.


Will wrote in 1991 that Rupp had been "a great coach but a bad man." Only a few days earlier, Curry Kirkpatrick of Sports Illustrated had described Rupp in a long feature story as "a charming p.r. rogue (whose) politics leaned more toward the KKK."


When Herky's wife, Linda, pulls out that issue of Sports Illustrated, Farren makes a noise of disgust in her throat, then sighs.


"I don't see how you can even say what they say in there," she tells her mother. "I don't see how you can even say what they say."

W

hat would Rupp say if he could read what's been written about him since his death? How badly would the irascible coach with the razor-sharp tongue lash his critics?


Pointless questions. "They never would have written it while he was alive,” Farren says.


"Dad and Mom and my sister, Farren, they get very upset about it," Chip says. "It doesn't bother me. I knew him. He wasn't a racist. He was a victim of the times."


The times were such that simply playing for Kentucky was a vaguely dangerous proposition, Herky says. The Wildcats, with their glorious tradition, were reviled throughout the Southeastern Conference. Road trips to tiny southern towns such as Auburn and Starkville were tense and volatile.


"It was bad enough being white," Herky says, "simply because they hated Kentucky, because we won all the time. That alone was enough to get you killed."


Rupp was concerned about taking black players into the sweltering cracker-box gyms in Mississippi and Alabama, Herky says.


Lexington, the northernmost city in the SEC, was not much better. "It really should have been Atlanta, Ga.," Linda Rupp says.


"Lexington is a Southern town," Herky says. "There is prejudice."


Former UK sports information director Russell Rice said Rupp was concerned about taking black players on the road in the SEC. He worried that he wouldn't be able to find a place where they would be allowed to eat or sleep.


"He thought he might be putting them in danger."


Rice recalled Rupp's recruiting at least 10 black players, including Perry Wallace, who in 1967 became the SEC's first black player. Wallace signed on with Vanderbilt.


Only one black player, Tom Payne of Louisville,  signed and played for Rupp. Although Payne became UK's first black player -- he took the court in 1970, two years before Rupp retired --  he was not the first to sign with Kentucky, Herky says.


Rice said Rupp told him in 1967 that Felix Thruston of Owensboro was coming to Kentucky. But Rupp warned Rice "not to let the word out in case something happened" to change Thruston's mind, Rice said.


Something did happen, although Rice is not sure what. "He signed but ended up going out west. I don't know what happened to him."


UK, like every other SEC school, was not attractive to black recruits, Herky says. "Who wanted to be the first black to play in Mississippi or Alabama?"


Rupp bristled when UK president John Oswald told him to recruit more black players. But that was only the reaction of a strong-minded man who "didn't do anything he didn't want to do," Herky says.


"He wanted good players, black or white. He didn't give scholarships for political purposes."


The Rupps get started talking about this and they go on and on into the wee hours of the morning, when nothing but West Coast games and ice hockey can be found on ESPN.


They bring out old photos of Rupp's Freeport, Ill., high school team in 1927, which included a black player. They bring out The Rupp Tape, a cassette on which Rupp tells the story of his life in interviews with Rice.


Their voices rise.


This hurts.


The Rupps are a close family. They loved the old man -- Chip and Farren called him Pop -- and they revere his memory. They resent remarks by Rick Pitino in his new book, Full-Court Pressure, in which the popular UK coach seems to perpetuate Rupp's racist image with a sly, back-handed comment.


Pitino writes that "Adolph might not agree" with "what we're trying to do at Kentucky."


Apparently, Pitino is referring to recruiting black players. The Kentucky coach implies in his book that Rupp is the reason UK has a hard time signing Louisville talent.


Herky almost called a news conference to respond to the book. The others are more upset about the magazine articles.


"You can't label people like this and wreck people's lives," Linda says. It's unfair to dismiss a complex man in simplistic terms, the Rupps say.


Rupp spent much of his spare time reading Forbes magazine and Kipling, visiting the Shriners Hospital for Crippled Children and handing out free passes to the Shriners' circus to inner-city children of all races.


The Sporting News columnist Dave Kindred, a former sports editor for The Courier-Journal who covered Kentucky basketball for years, cited Rupp's "good-hearted" work for the Shriners when he came to the coach's defense on Dec. 22, 1991.


Kindred wrote that he was "not buying" Kirkpatrick's and Will's descriptions of Rupp.


"The whole thing is," Farren says, "if Pop was prejudiced, part of that would have been instilled in us, and it wouldn't have bothered us."

I

t's the final game of the 1993 42nd District Tournament. Lexington Catholic vs. Sayre. Herky, Linda and Farren sit on the top row of bleachers at Catholic's gym, backs against the wall. Chip sits far below, on the home team's bench.


This is as close as Adolph "Chip" Rupp III comes to his dream of being a big-time coach. He is a volunteer assistant for Catholic.


Chip, who at age 26 has been "waiting to be a basketball coach as long as I live," sells spinal implants instead. He thinks it has something to do with his name. Coaches generally are an egotistical lot and don't want to be upstaged.


"They don't want to take on some spike-haired kid named Rupp," Chip says.


Being related to a legend has its ups and downs. The ups include dancing on your name. Farren -- a member of UK's halftime dance troupe, the UK Pom Squad, until graduating last May -- can boast of having graced the Rupp Arena floor with footwork as fancy as Jamal Mashburn's or Travis Ford's.


"It was an eerie feeling," she says, smiling. "I was the tallest on the squad, so I was right in the middle, dancing right on the words, 'Rupp Arena.' "


Most of the time, however, being a Rupp means little -- good or bad. "We feel like the invisible family," Herky says.


Despite their frustration over the Baron's treatment in the national media, the Rupps have remained largely silent. Unless you've paid close attention, you might not have realized five members of Rupp's family still live in Lexington.


So it was with a gas station attendant who could not believe Linda was related to Rupp -- or that The Man in the Brown Suit had any relatives remaining in Lexington.


"I don't know where they think I ought to be," Linda says, "or what I ought to be doing."


It's all in your perspective. Fifteen years might seem like a long time to the average fan, but the Rupps don't see it that way. It seems to them as if Adolph died only yesterday. "Time kind of stood still for us," Linda says.


Rupp's widow, Esther, has kept the house the same as Dec. 10, 1977, the day the coach died. The brown suits still hang in the closet, the plaques still hang on the walls.


The plush, blue chair he sat in whenever he attended a UK game sits in Chip's old bedroom.


"A lot of things make it seem like he's still here," Herky says. The Rupps have tried to hang onto things that might someday be museum pieces.


Meanwhile, they root for the Cats. "First of all, we're Kentuckians," Herky says. "We love the state, we love UK."


You won't catch them jumping up and down, yelling and cheering. They watch games analytically. They can't help it. It's the coach in them.


"Did you watch the game?" Esther will say.


"They didn't rebound too well, did they?"


After Lexington Catholic's team, wearing a hauntingly familiar shade of blue, beats Sayre for the district title, a friend of the family spots the Rupps as he makes his way down the bleachers.


"Got a coach in the family -- another one," the man says, nodding toward Chip as he shakes Herky's hand.


"He's got it in his system," Herky says in that drawl.
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 ’m a businessman," M.C. McCabe says. His business suit is a Super Bowl jacket, a World Series shirt and brand-new Kentucky Wildcat basketball shoes.

If that seems unorthodox, consider this: The business McCabe is doing on the streets of Nashville is illegal in some states -- including Kentucky.


He's a ticket scalper.


McCabe, 37, of Minneapolis, chose to hang out at the NCAA Tournament Southeast Regional this weekend because this is where Kentucky -- that big-name team with the rabid fan following -- is playing.


"Instead of buying gold and waiting for it to go up in value, I bought some Kentucky gold," McCabe says, holding aloft a stack of tickets more than 6 inches thick.


Welcome to Tennessee, where ticket scalping is legal and businessmen such as McCabe can do their job in peace.


The classified sections of both Nashville newspapers have been bloated with items advertising tickets for sale -- precious few of them at the $25 face value.


And the sidewalks and hotel lobbies have been swarming with scalpers, many of whom go about their work brazenly and some of whom advertise their goods with hand-lettered signs.


Scalpers, many of whom appeared to be advertising seats in the Vanderbilt University alumni section at Memorial Gymnasium, were asking as much as $300 a ticket.


One had left printed fliers at the front desk of the Marriott, where the Kentucky team and many of its fans are staying.


"HEY KENTUCKY FAN!" the flier said. "If you are willing to pay $300 each for two seats . . . then you want to see the tournament more than I do. Call Mike. . ."


"The scalpers have been out hot and heavy," said Clara Crouch of Louisville, who sat yesterday afternoon among fellow Kentucky fans as they watched tournament games in the Marriott bar.


"When you come out of the arena, there are scalpers on both sides, rows and rows of them."


To many Kentucky fans who came to Nashville looking to trade for  better tickets on the street, the scalpers are a source of frustration.


"When you tell 'em you just want to give them face value, they're not interested," said Doris Hardin of Louisville. It angers her.


But McCabe, who has a federal tax number for his business, says he is just making a living.


"There's really nothing wrong with it," he says. Those who sell cars and houses name their price. "They're entitled to earn. This is America."


In case you hadn't guessed, McCabe is  a different kind of ticket scalper than those Kentuckians are used to. He carries business cards, cuts deals on his cellular phone while negotiating traffic, stays in a room at a posh hotel and makes enough money doing it to put his two children through private school.


He is articulate and shrewd. And in case you're thinking of taking those tickets from him by force, you should know he holds a black belt in karate.


This is a full-time job for McCabe. His Alternative Sources Inc. across the Minnesota border in Hudson, Wis. -- where scalping is also legal -- offers tickets to concerts, sports and tours.


"As you can see, business is good," he says as he pulls his Ford Explorer around the front of the Marriott. McCabe is on his way to the Vanderbilt campus to give some of his employees on the streets there a new supply of tickets.


Because no games were played yesterday, scalpers and their customers were scarce around the gym. But McCabe's workers had sold 10 seats in an hour just by flagging down motorists, he said.


McCabe, who bought hundreds of tickets in advance, started out with 500 for tonight's game. By late yesterday afternoon he was down to about 350. He didn't expect to have any trouble selling the rest by game time.


At McCabe's asking price of $50 to $125, that would mean total sales of between $17,500 and $43,750 in less than 24 hours.


McCabe didn't have such good luck with the first-round Kentucky game, however. "I ate these," he said, pulling a 6-inch stack of tickets out of a shoebox.


He blamed competition from Kentucky's state high school basketball tournament in Lexington.


McCabe's business is a gamble in some respects, although he does his homework. He bought the tickets to Nashville before he knew whether the Cats would be sent here.


"I was expecting to take a hit on one of the three days," he says.


On the Vanderbilt campus late yesterday afternoon, McCabe went to work on tonight's game.


"You guys looking for tickets?" he asks Rick Johanning of Washington, D.C., as Johanning and his friend, Bruce Clark, walk down the street in front of the gym.


McCabe leans against his idling Ford Explorer as he holds the tickets fanned out in front of Johanning.


"How much you sellin' 'em for?" asks Johanning, a product of Murray State University in Western Kentucky and a devoted Big Blue fan.


"Fifty each," McCabe says.


"Fifty each?" Johanning asks.


He mulls it over. They really don't want to pay more than $25 a ticket, he tells McCabe.


McCabe shakes his head. "That's face value," he says.
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S

he is the spitting image of her father. Her soft, brown eyes, the chisel of her face, her tiny stature. He's given her everything, it seems. Look carefully at Jennie Doan. It's as close as you'll come for a while to seeing Bennie Doan.


Tonight the father is bagging groceries 18 miles away in Georgetown while the daughter does handsprings down the sideline.


He is venturing into the frigid night cradling sacks of food while she gets in formation with the other cheerleaders for an elaborate pre-game dance.


He hears a polite "Thank you" in the dark while she basks in the applause of an adoring crowd.


"It hurts me that I can't go," Doan says. But he's got to work or he can't afford for his daughter to be a cheerleader. And even if he were off, he doesn't like the idea of walking into that gym, with everybody staring at him.


"Daddy, I'm afraid somebody will say something to you," Jennie said the day she asked her father to stay away from the gym.


Becoming a recluse in a town of 6,000 is not easy, but Bennie Lee Doan has been a phantom since trying to scare his daughter off the Harrison County High cheerleading team.


Doan's presence is felt, though. His might be the greatest lesson this school system has taught its students this school year: Ask not what price glory. Ask who pays.


"The world remains a dangerous place," a prerecorded voice blurts over the gym's loudspeaker as the pulsing dance music begins. The gym, all color and noise and motion, is a casino, where losing is exciting and winning costs more than anyone knew.

B

ennie Lee Doan woke with a start from the American Dream. "I just went haywire," he said. Strapped and desperate, Doan wrote threatening letters to scare his daughter off the cheerleading team when he thought he would not be able to pay her way to a regional competition.


The handwritten letters, addressed to the principal, cheerleading coach, Doan's father-in-law and Doan's home, threatened death for Jennie if she were not removed from the team.


Doan signed them Trigger Happy.


He was sentenced Jan. 8 for "sending threatening communications through the mail." U.S. District Court Judge Karl Forester, who could have thrown Doan in prison for five years, instead gave him five years' probation.


Factors in the light sentence were that Doan posed no threat to the community and had no previous record, Forester said.


Cynthiana wasn't so lenient. When Doan got home from court, he started getting calls from fast-food restaurants. You really want this much food? they asked. A prank? Already? Doan had to cancel almost $100 worth of orders made in his name.


Since then, his apartment has become his jail cell. He doesn't venture out much except to go to work, he said. People yell things at him.


They just slapped your hand! one said. Murderer! another said. Crazy! a third said.


"I stay in the house a lot," Doan said. "I'm ashamed of what I did. The worst thing of all, I think, is that people won't let it die."


They call him on the phone, they yell at him on the street, they scream from passing cars. Strangers hurled a rock through the window of his home and splattered his car with tomatoes.


Now comes the clincher: Late last month, Charley's Autos Sales of Cynthiana filed suit against Doan in small-claims court for $1,500. The suit, filed Jan. 26, claims Doan defaulted on payments on a car he and his wife bought two years ago.


Doan thinks the dealership targeted him after seeing his Jan. 21 appearance on the TV tabloid show, "Maury Povich."


"They probably think I got some money out of these shows," Doan said. But he cannot profit from his crime -- judge's orders. He said he has turned down book and movie offers and received nothing from TV appearances.


"It just seems like when you're down, people want to keep you down," he said.


But Sheila Carroll of Charley's Autos said the decision to sue was strictly a business consideration. "It's not a vendetta against Bennie," she said. "I didn't even watch him on television.


"I feel sorry for Bennie and his family."

U

nofficially, the Doan family began 17 years ago with a stolen glance across the Spark's Super Value.


That's where Bennie first caught the eye of the woman who would be his wife -- he in frozen foods, she behind a cash register. She grinned at him! "That girl -- I tell you," Bennie thought, rolling his eyes.


Julia Doan grinned at her husband again last week as she handed him the car keys across the counter of the Georgetown McDonald's where she works. He had just finished work and come to get the couple's only car so he could go home.


The Doans live from paycheck to paycheck. No need for a bank account. They grossed $14,000 last year, but every penny was spent before it was earned. They had to get help paying their last electric bill.


Julia made $2,000 for appearing on the TV tabloid show, "Inside Edition." Bennie Doan's attorney, Benny Hicks of Lexington, persuaded the judge to let Julia keep it because she had received the money before sentencing.


Bennie said his wife used the money to pay bills and buy Christmas presents for the couple's two daughters: Jennie, 15, and Sarah, 12. "The kids hadn't had Christmas in six years," Bennie said. They got clothes.


Their father got a University of Kentucky sweat shirt.

D

oan said his "bad side" wrote the letters. "They say everybody has a bad side. I don't know."

Of this much he is certain: The pressure to provide for his family suddenly grew too great. Looking for a new job, fixing the family's wrecked car, trying to find decent, affordable housing.


It didn't help that Doan was not taking his anti-depressant medication, BuSpar. But he could not afford to refill the prescription.


"The cheerleading -- it was the straw that broke the camel's back," he said.


Doan, already burdened by a commitment to pay $300 to $800 each year for his daughter to be a cheerleader, felt angry and overwhelmed when Jennie did not shoulder her share of the responsibility. She relied on her family to raise the $250 she needed  for a trip to a regional cheerleading competition in Nashville, he said.


"She told me on the Saturday night before I wrote the letters, she said, 'Dad, you've got to come up with the money some way. You'll let the team down,' " Doan recalled his daughter saying.


"She put a guilt trip on me. I fell for it."


Doan's daughter and wife did not want to be interviewed.


One Sunday morning in September after driving his wife to work, Doan returned home and saw the form his daughter was supposed to have filled out each time she sold a pizza kit as part of a fund-raiser.


There were three names scrawled on it -- four, tops. Bennie knew he had sold some. And his younger daughter had, too, hadn't she? But what about Jennie?


He sat down at the kitchen table and stared at the form. Five minutes passed. Then 10. Then 20. After half an hour, Doan rose from the table, got some notebook paper and a pen and began to write.


Tears streamed down Doan's face as the pen traced its wayward path across the paper.


"Do you want to go to a funeral?" he wrote. "Get her off the team at once!"

D

oan said he did not recall writing the letters until he woke with tears in his eyes at 3 a.m. the next  Thursday, Sept. 24.


"I don't know how somebody could write something like that," he said.


Doan took a break from work that morning and called Cynthiana Police Chief Joe Barkley to confess.


Barkley thinks Doan remembered all along that he had written the letters. In a meeting with parents, police, FBI  and school officials the night before his confession, Doan had appeared nervous, Barkley said.


Police made it clear they had a suspect. When the meeting ended, Barkley said, Doan approached him.


"I suppose you're going to want to talk to me," he said.


"Yeah," Barkley told him coolly, like a cat toying with a mouse. "But not right now."


Barkley regrets the media circus Doan's crime created. "The whole thing got blown out of proportion," he said.


"The man had no intention of ever hurting anybody. He just was asking for help in the only way he knew how."


Barkley said he thinks Doan was more victim than criminal.


"A whole lot of the blame belongs right there in the school system, where they put the pressure on for these things."

T

he Doans will undergo family counseling, Bennie said.

Ever so slowly, father and daughter are patching things up. Jennie wouldn't speak to Bennie at first, but three days before his sentencing they had a tearful reconciliation. Both apologized and promised to do better.


"She told me last night, she said, 'Daddy, I love you.' " Doan said last week. "It just about broke my heart.


"She understands."


They still live in different worlds. Doan's is a life devoid of three-pointers, breakaway slam dunks and cheering. He is a grown man. He goes to work. He goes home. He sits and listens to the end of the game, and in his mind he can see his daughter leading cheers as the team's star senior, Jerry Fogle, breaks a 31-year-old school scoring record.


It's a cold February night, but the 'Breds are hot, lifting their record to 17-9. It has been a good season.


After the game, Jennie dances with her boyfriend. And as much as she looks like her father, there are these glaring differences: He has a 5 o'clock shadow. And she has a spark in her eyes.
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T

hirty-five years is time enough for a rookie police officer to reach retirement, for crew cuts to make a comeback, for a student in grade school to start and finish a strip-mining career in the hills of Eastern Kentucky.


But is it time enough to lay the dead to rest?


Floyd County residents might discover the answer to that question today when -- finally -- they gather as a community to memorialize the victims of a bus accident that occurred 35 years ago.


The commemorative service marks the anniversary of the nation's deadliest school-bus crash.


Thirty-five years ago this morning, Bus No. 27 swerved off old U.S. 23 and plunged into the swollen Levisa Fork of the Big Sandy River near Prestonsburg, carrying 26 children and the driver to their deaths.


This is the first time Floyd residents have not just let the day slip by unnoticed. If you think 35 years is a strange interval at which to observe an anniversary for the first time, you should know it has taken this long for many Floyd Countians to find the heart to relive the tragedy.


"Really, it should have been done sooner, I guess," says Virginia S. Goble, who lost three children in the wreck. "But the grief was just too intense."


Neely George, a member of the committee that organized the service, says acknowledging the anniversary has required no fewer than "35 years of healing."

E

ven now, the tragedy seems so close. Too close. "It seems like just a few days ago," says James E. Carey, who lost his only son in the accident.


Donald Dillon, a survivor who cheated the river that day to become a coal miner, says, "It really don't seem that long.


"It don't seem like I'm as old as I am."


Dillon, a retired tipple mechanic, is losing much of his hair. John Adams, who was a rookie state trooper when he arrived at the scene, is a graying car salesman drawing retirement from the state.


And Petty Thompson, a retired food-service representative who left his potato chip truck parked along the road for a week while he assisted tirelessly in the rescue effort, says he doesn't hear as well as he used to.


Those who died in the river never will know the ravages of time, however. Some didn't even outgrow their baby fat.


"You still think about it," Carey said, "and you still miss the children. Although they wouldn't be children now, you still think of them like that."


Virginia Goble's husband, James B. Goble, 81, sits in a vinyl rocking chair beneath framed black-and-white photos of the three children he lost: James Edward, 12; John Spencer, 11; and Anna Laura, 9.


He remembers watching John Spencer, who had lost part of an arm in a fall, gently pick bees off summer clover with the hook that had replaced his hand.


But his most vivid memory of James Edward is of being the first to spot the boy floating on the brown river.


"Pleasant thoughts were going through my head," Goble says, "because I had finally found my son."


"I see my boy," Goble told another rescue worker.


"How can you recognize him from this distance?" the other man asked.


"From the clothes he's wearing," Goble said softly, already beginning to move their boat toward the form on the water.

N

obody knows why the bus swerved across the road and over the steep river bank.

Adams was the first state trooper to reach the scene, riding his '57 Chevy cruiser hard from the Pikeville post. "That probably was the fastest I've ever driven a police car," he said.


Rescue workers already were on the scene. The bus was submerged in the river, which had risen 20 feet after two weeks of rain.


The only hope left for parents whose children went down with the bus was that their bodies would be found. When the battered bus was hauled out of the water more than two days after the wreck, volunteers found only 15 bodies inside.


It took another 69 days before the last child was found. One body made it as far as Auxier, six or seven miles away. The recovery effort continued night and day, with Rev. Dan Heintzelman using a public address system atop his jeep to keep onlookers abreast of developments.


Goble worked 58 days on the river, taking time out from recovering bodies only to attend his children's funerals. He and his wife were one of three families to lose all of their children.


Petty Thompson's son, Kenneth, would have been on the bus had he not awakened with a sore throat that morning and stayed home from school. Today, Kenneth Thompson sells Fords, Lincolns and Mercurys at a dealership in Portsmouth, Ohio.


The crowds along the river bank slowly dwindled as more and more bodies were found. But the number of onlookers would increase each weekend as residents of nearby towns chose to spend their days off from work watching.


Once, a barge churned up a body, a foot bobbing to the surface of the water. Floyd County Judge-Executive John M. Stumbo, then a member of the school board, noticed the black shoe still was laced.

T

he bus wreck defined Floyd County. Through the dark aftermath shone a sense of community stronger than any seen before or since, Heintzelman said.


"The whole community came together -- both political parties, all the churches," he said.


Born in the ensuing chaos was the Floyd rescue squad, the first of its kind in the area and a model for other volunteer outfits that followed.


Graham Burchett, a driving force behind the recovery effort, did not even take time out to attend funerals for his two nieces. "Too busy working on the river, " he said.


About 10 years after the wreck, Burchett and the rescue squad proposed putting up a memorial at the accident site, but parents balked. They did not want a constant reminder. The little things are enough: The rise and fall of the river. Drives past the scene.


Dillon tries not to think about the accident, he says.


Until this year, attempts to memorialize victims of the accident were futile. "Why did you wait 35 years?" Heintzelman asked organizers. But he knew the answer.


"I guess maybe up to 10 years ago, when somebody talked to me about the bus tragedy, it choked me up," he said.


Heintzelman broke even as he spoke last week.


"We cannot wipe it out of our minds," he said.


George, who helped organize today's service, said, "We see this as part of the healing process."


It will "bring the memories back," Dillon said. "But I guess that's for the best sometimes."
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I

was staring at the top of your head when the obstetrician strolled in, placed his palm flat against your crown of shiny, matted hair and kept you from coming into this world.

            ''Don't push,'' he told your mommy.


''Blow it away,'' he said as another contraction began.


That night: Except for your soft face and thick, dark hair, the thing I remember most is the doctor's hand. The same hand he had used to comb his hair, brush his teeth, take out the garbage, scratch his head, knock back a drink. Now he was using it to alter the course of history, to stop the rush of time the way Superman stops a speeding bullet.


What did you miss in those lost moments? How many waves crashed ashore, how many raindrops fell?


All this I wonder as I stand at the kitchen window, five months later. Time slips away. Winter is pallid and bare.


I hold you up so you can peer out. How far can a baby see?

T

he first time I ever heard God sigh was in Room 289, Labor & Delivery.

''Sounds like the wind,'' your mommy said.

The sound track of your birth odyssey was a rushing noise. Now the fetal heart monitor was making it. The machine had lost its tenuous bead on your tiny rhythm section; you were tossing and turning too much.


Your mommy and I had heard the same whooshing sound the night before as the storm of the summer approached. Sitting at the dinner table, we had listened to the wind outside as your mommy -- nine months pregnant with you -- winced, pausing over her red beans and rice.


That seemed a long time ago now. Here it was, seventeen hours later -- and nothing. Storm damage on the noon news. We watched on a cheap Zenith: Streets, brimming with rainwater, had become rivers; trees, shorn of branches, had become telephone poles. And you -- had you heard something in that wind calling your name? Your mommy's labor pains seemed to have blown over with the storm.


''Nothing on,'' she said, using the remote to turn off the television. Not much later, the doctor zapped us, too.


''Baby's head's gone north,'' he said. ''Let's cancel and let you go home.''


It seemed the wait never would end. But here we are today, you and I, holding each other tight for lost time, Sunday afternoons and the warmth of your cheek on mine. We don't embrace our youth until it comes back to us in adulthood, tickling our neck and reminding us just what a miracle life is.

W

e got a different room when we returned to the hospital seven hours later. Time crawled -- enough for a baseball game. Extra innings. Braves over the Reds in 10.


Around midnight, my palms started to sweat. Complications, the nurse told us; you could be in danger. Something about merconium. The doctor would be ready to suction out your tiny nose, mouth and throat before you drew your first breath.


Just one problem: Nobody knew where he was.


The nurses began to scramble. There were OB/GYN sightings: Somebody had spotted the doctor in the building earlier, hadn't they? Where was he now? Had he fallen asleep on the couch in the doctor's lounge? Had he been called away to deal with some life-and-death situation in his own family?


The top of your head was visible. I had a knot in my stomach and the copper taste of anxiety on my tongue.


And that's when it happened: The doctor sauntered in, put his hand flat against your head and held you back.


The nurse's hands began to shake. I couldn't breath too well as I watched her, trembling, try to fit the end on a tube that could save your life.


''Relax'' the doctor told her.


This can't be happening, I thought. The question of whether you would be a boy or girl was lost in the worry: Would you be at all? Everything I saw seemed to be in slow motion.


The room was going gray.


Gray.


Then: Someone was saying something.


''It's a girl.''


The world came flooding back. Colors filled my eyes. I looked at your face, at your toes. The doctor laughed; the television still was on, and David Letterman had just pulled his hair out.


I laughed, too, surprised at how easily and loudly it came. My eyes met the doctor's, and he lowered his head quickly as if somewhere over my shoulder he had happened to glance down the horrible, wonderful maw of eternity.


Maybe we all had. Just a few moments before, at 12:31 a.m. Saturday, June 20, 1992, I had seen the future. It is wonderful, I tell you. And frightening. And filled with talking animals and mutant heroes and the fragile wish to fly like a bird . . .

I

 brought you home on Father's Day, something to wear around my neck. Now you lay your head on my shoulder, so gentle on my face. The things I wonder: Who will you be? What will you do? No lullaby is soft enough, no lifetime long enough. Will your eyes still be blue when you break your first heart? And will that heart be mine?
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T

hough it was spring and I had not worn a jacket to school, a fire burned in my house that night. Smoke bloomed from the chimney against the dark, April sky, like a word balloon in a comic strip, and the words were ours: From the love notes you must have written my mother on better days. From the inscription on the little, plastic  “World’s Greatest Mother” statue I’d given her one Mother’s Day. From the ashes of a hundred Christmas cards. 


From the pages of your good-bye letter.


Nobody else could have known the language of our newly broken family, so it was with the wind alone that our house shared its secret history that night, whispering from the chimney of all the memories and dreams my mother was burning. This is what happened the night of the day you left: Back and forth she walked, from the bedroom she had shared with you for 15 years to the fireplace in the family room, where once we had roasted marshmallows on the ends of straightened-out wire shirt hangers. Back and forth, in the halls, all night. Carrying armloads of everything imaginable from the bedroom to the fireplace just to dump it into the flames. I caught glimpses of her from my bed as she rounded the corner outside my room. I heard her talking, talking, though no one was there. I saw her head bent low as if she were in a hurry.


Later that summer, the summer Elvis died, I came to know without a doubt that, at age 15, my childhood was behind me. But that night, I still wondered: where were you and when would you be coming home.

S

ome things, some souvenirs of that life, my sister and I found unharmed in the days and weeks and months that followed, and we tucked them away so they would not be discovered and burned, too. (I’m sure my mother spared them only through some oversight.) I took these things along as I started my own family years later.


One of them is a fading, black-and-white photograph of you and Mom on some lost, summer day -- before either my sister or I was born. I found it again, just the other day, as my own kids played in the other room, shrieking and laughing. 


I went on, long ago, to build a new life without you, then to build a new life without either you or Mom. How many lives we live only to die once. The square-jawed man and brown-haired pretty-girl in the yellowing photo no longer exist, and they certainly didn’t exist anymore the day you left notes for all of us and walked out of our lives.


But once upon a time it was this way: the sun shining bright, the shadows deep in your letter sweater (the one she is wearing in the photo), your arms around each other.


She sat on a fence rail, her legs crossed. You stood beside her, your hand on her knee.


Your eyes were on her, a half smile on your face, the sun forever and always on your nose and cheek and chin.


And she,  looking ahead, out of the picture, a smug-happy smile on her face. As if she knew all the secrets but the ones that counted. 

I

 cannot look long before the tears come, quietly. It happens every time.

    To look at the bright but fading day framed within those scalloped borders makes me ache the way I ache when I see the ocean at night. The way I ache when I sneak into my babies’ room and watch them sleep. The way I ache sometimes on a Sunday afternoon, or when I hear a soft, summer rain on the roof. 


Strange: I see photos of my late grandfather, the man I called Grimpy and loved so, and I smile; he lived life long, then death took him gentle. Couldn’t be helped. But what became of the people in this photo? 


Where do the innocent go?


All I know is: The photo has a profound hold on me. I stare at it spellbound as I might a museum piece. Time is the truest artist. The lengthening of shadows, the flight of years, the knowledge that nothing lasts: these are what give the world its most breathtaking beauty.


“Only the days are long,” John Barrymore said. “The years move on hidden wheels.”


Now, years later, you knock at my door, a grandfather: once coal-black hair now sparse and sprinkled with gray; the square jaw softened.


Happy Father’s Day, I say as the kids run up to see you. 



It’s funny, the things we remember finally. Of everything that happened in our house on Roxburg Drive -- that house you finally left us in -- I still carry this image:  Cabinets closing by themselves. Things getting moved around. Remember? Haunted house, we used to say in better times, and we would laugh. It’s not surprising, now, thinking back on it, that our house would have been possessed. I don’t have to remind you of all that died there: love and family; the brown-haired pretty-girl; her square-jawed man.


The dead, they just vanish. It’s the living that leave ghosts.
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T

hat which brought The Right Rev. Hal Mark Cobb to the brink was something almost every one of us sees every day: the warning tag on a hair-dryer cord, big and white and black and red.


Hell’s flag.


Cobb was convicted Thursday of murdering his first wife, Lisa Cobb,on March 3, 1984, by tossing a hair dryer ino the tub as she bathed. His “inner demons” took over, he testified, when he happened to glance across the room as he sat on the toilet washing his wife’s hair and saw the tag on the dryer’s cord -- the one that warns of electrical shock. “Now is the time to do it,” the demons said. And Hal Mark Cobb, a church music minister looking for a way out of a marriage devoid of song, paused ...


A warning label became an invitation to kill. The devil sat on the toilet.


The chill of Lisa Cobb’s murder is the wind that blows out of a sky without a heaven. At a glance, it would seem everything sacred died in that bathroom in south Lexington. How can a man wash his wife’s hair so tenderly while contemplating her murder? How can a man of God drop a humming hair dryer into hiw fie’s bath as their infant daughter plays only inches away?


How can innocence survive in a world in which, toe-to-toe in a cramped space, evil can whip good so soundly?

L

isa Smiley Kear loves a little girl. The girl, Chelsea Rae, is 11. Kear is her adoptive mother. The family -- Kear, her husband, their twins and Chelsea -- lives in Pasadena, California. When police in Lexington began two years ago investigating the 1984 electrocution of Lisa Cobb, which originally had been ruled an accident, Kear sat Chelsea down for a talk.


“Someone has said they think Daddy might have done it,” Kear told Chelsea. The girl is Hal Mark Cobb’s daughter -- the child who played in the bathroom that day 10 years ago when her father electrocuted her mother.


“The police are looking into it,” Kear told Chelsea, “but unless they can prove anything, we’ll assume he didn’t do it.”


Kear was Cobb’s second wife. They married in August 1985, seperated in 1988, were divorced in 1990. “Our marriage broke up because he wanted to live a gay lifestyle,” Kear has said.


Until police began investigating Lisa Cobb’s death in 1992, Chelsea had no idea her father might have killed her mother, Kear said. Neither did Kear. All they knew was this: “The same story the rest of the world had been told,” Kear said -- the one in which the Cobbs’ siamese cat knocked the hair dryer into the tub.


Chelsea does not remember her mother, has no memory of playing on the floor of that bathroom or being whisked away from the tub by her father and bounced on his knee as her mother’s life ebbed. The Kears didn’t even tell the girl her father was a suspect until they has checked with a child psychologist.


But Chelsea has taken it all in stride. “She’s doing great,” Kear said.


She keeps pictures of her biological mother and has one of her father. It sits on her dresser -- at least it was last time Kear checked.


The photo shows Chelsea and Hal Mark Cobb on the porce before her first day of first grade.


The Kears only told Chelsea Thursday night that there had been a trial and that the man in the picture had been found guilty of murdering her mother. They did not want to distract her from her school work.


Chelsea is a good student, and popular. She is class secretary, too.


She has long, blond hair, blue eyes and dreams of an acting career -- as her father once did before a jury, after watching him cry on the witness stand for five hours without once having to wipe a tear from his eyes, gave the last act of Hal Mark Cobb twelve thumbs down.


“She’s beautiful,” Kear says of Chelsea. “The older she gets, the more she’s beginning to look a lot like her mother.”


This year Chelsea has the lead role in her school’s Christmas play, The Gift of the Magi. It is a story of prevailing innocence and love triumphant.
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U

ncle Freddy was afraid the Easter bunny would mess the bed, but is sat as still and lifeless as a rock. As if mindful it was in the presence of death. As if doing anything might make the dark angel in that room seize it with the same white-knuckle grip now being used on my Granny.


Of course that wasn’t about to happen. It was clear there would be no going out of turn. Only one living thing in that dim apartment was eaten up with cancer. Only one was on the verge of going away wherever, forever.


“Know who this is?” Freddy asked his dying mother, pointing to me. “Is this Robbie?”


“I should hope so,” Granny whispered. We all strained to hear -- what? Has any of us ever before listened so closely to Granny? To anyone?


It’s all about wasted time. Standing on the precipice of the stillness and the void, suddenly we find we are not alone. Something was in the bedroom that day -- something unseen and abiding, at peace with the centuries and the chill of a late wind.


We were there for Granny. We were there for each other.


Until now, I never thought my grandmother looked like an old lady. There were the clear, sharp eyes, the feisty spirit, the high cheekbones. The easy manner of someone who has enjoyed life. It had, after all, been a pretty fair existence: the glitz and glory of train rides, big cities, high heels and sunny days at the ball park -- all beside my grandfather during his days in the office of the old Louisville Colonels minor-league baseball team.


But the woman in the bed, this woman who bore two daughters and a son, now wasn’t healthy enough to support even one life. Her 83-year-old body was failing. The thing she carried inside her this time, so late, was a killing thing, a shadow, where once, long ago, there had resided the precious lives of her babies.


Those babies, now grown, and some with babies and grandbabies of their own, stood in front of their mother as the refrigerator in the kitchen hummed and the bananas in the bowl on the hutch grew brown. In so many ways the apartment was as it always had been, right down the bottle of Kentucky bourbon on the kictehn counter -- a common sight by my grandmother’s stove, especially when my grandfather was alive.

A

ll my life, wherever my grandmother lived in Louisville was ground zero for family. No matter where I’ve lived, no matter where my parents have lived, no matter what else was going on in my life. No matter. The woman on the couch in this overgrown river town was always waiting. Sitting there in her housecoat with her cigarettes and her iced coffee. We would flood the place at least once a year -- usually at Christmastime -- to eat ham and brownies with powdered sugar on top.


But this time we weren’t here for Sunday dinner. I knew we never would be again. The woman on the couch had become the woman in the bed. Only one other stop remained.


I was looking on my Granny for the last time, trying to remember the lines of her face, marking the rise and fall of her stomach as she breathed the last few times of all those millions of times. We had come here because Freddy had called to say if we wanted to see her alive one last time, we had better come now.


It was late on a chilly afternoon. Shadows fell long across the ground outside. Traffic whispered along the road a few blocks away. The lights of the city were starting to come on. And here I was. I could see both bones in Granny’s arm.


I didn’t see the horses, though. Of course, that didn’t mean they weren’t there. I knew Granny had seen them -- in her room, at Freddy’s house, wherever it was her mind wandered free these days.


“You have to get those horses out of your yard,” she told Freddy, who had never kept anything more exotic than a rabbit. I had no reason to doubt the horses really existed somewhere in that in-between place where my Granny now rested. Maybe she was seeing something none of the rest of us could.


There was the rabbit, too, of course, but he was real -- and Easter present from Freddy to his kids. When my eyes adjusted and I finally saw it sitting there on her bed, it seemed strange, out of place.


Amid the contrived brightness of the room -- yellow walls and tulips; floral curtains, Granny’s new robe -- the drab, gray-and-white rabbit, sitting so still, seemed like something dropped in from another dimension, as if it had poppsed out of that long-ago world in the black-and-white photograph of my grandfather that sat propped on a table near the bed.


“Want me to take the rabbit?” Freddy asked Granny.


There was a pause. The woman in the bed raised her hand slowly, ran her long, bony fingers down the rabbit’s head between its ears.


A couple weeks ago in the hospital, the day before the biopsy, Granny had wanted her hair done; that squishy hospital pillow had messed up the back. Now, somehow, she found the strength to pet a small, frightened animal destined to outlive her. Ovaries and colon, kidneys and stomach, the heart is the last to go.


“Do you want me to take the rabbit?” Freddy asked again.


The light in the window had faded to a dusky gray. The woman in the bed had only three more sunsets left before all those horses carried her away on the wind.


“No,” she whispered.
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ude Osolnik bent over the chunk of wood spinning on the lathe and cut the Cuban mahogany into a bowl. The process sent wood shavings flying:


Into finished bowls on display behind Osolnik;


Into his white hair, which was raked forward to a point over his forehead;


Onto the backs of his hands, where it clung to the hairs there in thick patches, giving him the appearance of a man changing into a werewolf.


Stranger transformations have occurred in the world of wood-turning. One happened yesterday morning in the back room of a warehouse in downtown Lexington: Osolnik, 78, turned the piece of tree branch on the lathe into a work of art.


By noon, the raw chunk of wood became a graceful bowl. Hard to believe it had begun the day as a gnarled symbol of destruction.


Armed with a chainsaw, Osolnik had collected the wood last year as he rode around Homestead, Fla., after Hurricane Andrew.


Osolnik and a friend cut up fallen trees and  limbs that had been blown to the ground by the fierce winds of the hurricane, then carted them back home to Berea.


Osolnik, one of the fathers of artistic wood-turning in America, lives on Poverty Ridge among the gentle hills of the small, college town south of Lexington.


Born in New Mexico, raised and educated in Illinois, Osolnik came to Kentucky in 1937 to begin a teaching career at Berea College that lasted more than 40 years.


Thousands who studied in Berea, a town with a rich heritage of woodworking and other crafts, were able to learn wood-turning from America's "turner emeritus," as one student calls him.


Osolnik, an internationally known wood-turner, earlier this year won the prestigious Governor's Award for Lifetime Achievement in the Arts -- the highest honor a Kentucky artist can receive from the state. But perhaps the greatest testimonial to his skill is that he was able to use his art to put his five children through college.


Osolnik's work, mostly bowls, candlesticks and weedpots, is on display in the Museum of Science and Industry in Chicago, the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston and the High Museum in Atlanta.


His simple yet graceful bowls, priced in the hundreds of dollars, are for appreciating -- not for eating cereal. "I'd die if somebody actually put something in one of Rudy's bowls," said Jamie Donaldson of Georgetown.


Osolnik is retired now but continues to teach weekend classes in wood-turning at his shop at home. And he travels the country conducting symposiums and giving speeches and demonstrations.


He refuses to let his advancing age stop him. "It doesn't take a great deal of strength," he said of his art. "The harder thing is to kill 24 hours with nothing to do."


He likes the nearly immediate gratification of wood-turning. "You have something you can show in a very short period of time," he said.


In woodworking circles, Osolnik is revered. Despite little public notice, about 60 people from as far away as Bowling Green drove in to see his demonstration yesterday at the Unfinished Universe, an antique-refinishing business on Short Street.


They watched in silence as Osolnik worked his magic over the whining lathe. Like his audience, Osolnik said little.


Some acquaintances say Osolnik is a fiercely private man; that he is hard to get to know; that he takes umbrage when he thinks people are trying to copy his style and pass if off as their own.


He works alone, almost out of necessity. His work habits make others nervous, Donaldson said. He has developed bad habits in all those years of wood-turning, becoming so comfortable with the lathe that he sometimes seems dangerously careless.


Perhaps not surprisingly, Osolnik has only one associate -- a force equally dangerous and wonderful:


Mother Nature.


She prepares the wood Osolnik is famed for using, what he calls "found wood" -- the kind nobody else wants because it is damaged or decaying or rife with irregularities.


Rather than being symmetrical, his work provides for and accentuates the uniqueness, the process of living and dying, in each piece of wood.


There is, for that reason, an irony in his work. From destruction and decay he finds the beauty that lives on in his art.


What Andrew started, Osolnik will finish.
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B

y the time the fire engines arrived at Arrowhead Farm in Mercer County, crackling flames and screaming horses had shattered the early morning peace.


"It looked like the gateway to hell," one firefighter said.


If you ever doubted that heaven and hell could meet in the pastoral hills of Kentucky's famed horse country, consider the Arrowhead barn blaze last summer -- and the slow burn of Joseph M. "Sonny" McMillen in the fire's aftermath.


The fire, which killed 20 horses, was bad enough. But McMillen, 63, was so outraged by how he was treated after losing two horses in the fire that he filed the first lawsuit of his life.


McMillen says in a lawsuit that his horses -- He's Bad and Legacy in Gold -- were victims of negligence by Tom Moore, Arrowhead's owner. McMillen says in the lawsuit the horses were worth $325,000, and he wants restitution.


Moore, on the other hand, disputes the estimate of the horses' worth and denies any negligence. He says he was devastated by the tragedy.


Whatever the dispute's outcome, its bitterness makes a broader statement: Behind the public image of a genteel sport set in Bluegrass paradise, Kentucky's equine business is as hard-edged as any other.


The saddlebred business gets particularly venomous, those familiar with it say, because so many who are involved are not just business partners -- they are family and friends.


"There's a huge amount of hurt feelings involved," said Lexington lawyer William Rambicure, who handles horse cases. "There's much more of a sense of personal affront."


The saddlebred industry's rougher side turns up in legal tangles: questionable insurance claims, which constitute at least 5 percent of all horse-related claims filed; a lawsuit pitting a daughter against her mother; police reports on recent barn fires that list arson as the cause.


McMillen's suit, scheduled for trial next month, is one of two bitter saddlebred cases pending in the Eastern and Western districts of federal court in Kentucky. The other, in U.S. District Court in Louisville, focuses on a common theme of litigation in the saddlebred industry: double dealing and secret profit-making among trainers and agents at the expense of owners.


Grace and good manners are for the show ring.


"Is it prim and proper?" McMillen said. "I don't think it is. I know many people who get in and end up getting burned out over the business deals.


"This is not a nice business."


Because of the closeness of the industry -- a unique quality dictated by tradition and the relatively small circle of saddlebred operations -- many owners ride their own horses or let their children ride while trusting the trainers to tend to business.


That arrangement can lead to problems. With the owners' blessing, saddlebred trainers often make business deals without the owners present, equine lawyers say. "The trainers control this industry," McMillen said.


They do that by discouraging their clients from getting together, one lawyer said. That makes it possible for an unscrupulous trainer to skim profits beyond his or her commissions off the top of a sale.


Such high-stakes secrets in close quarters make for explosives when something goes wrong. "I think it's an extremely volatile situation," Rambicure said.


That tension applies to the relationship between Barbara Thomas of California and her saddlebred trainer in Kentucky, Larry Hodge. Thomas is suing Hodge, saying he reaped secret profits when, acting as her agent, he bought a horse for her from actor William Shatner.


Shatner was involved in a 1990 suit in Kentucky. Lexington horsewoman Linda Johnson claimed in the suit that Shatner had violated a breeding agreement involving a saddlebred stallion she sold him in 1984. Judge John R. Adams ruled in Shatner's favor.


Johnson fared better in 1991, when she won a suit against horsewoman Donna Moore that lasted more than three years and produced a stack of paperwork almost 3 feet tall. (Tom and Donna Moore divorced in 1975. Both still work in the horse business.)


Until the suit was filed in October 1987, Johnson and Donna Moore were close friends, jetting off for vacations together in places such as Europe and Hawaii.


Johnson's feelings of betrayal ran deep when she thought that Donna Moore, her trainer and agent, had been using her to reap "secret, undisclosed profits" on the sale of horses, the lawsuit said. Johnson accused Donna Moore in the suit of secretly owning interest in 40 horses that she advised Johnson to buy.


Johnson sued for $187,750.


Johnson's sense of injustice was so strong she followed it to the bitter end: a $143,500 judgment in her favor that cost more than $250,000 in legal bills.


"From Linda's standpoint it was a cause, and it was cause for a number of reasons," Rambicure said. "One was the betrayal issue. There was also the fact that she wanted to stay in the business, in the game."


Donna Moore, who filed a counterclaim that said Johnson owed her $48,250 in commissions for the sale of horses, was awarded $15,000. In the suit, Donna Moore accused Johnson of slandering her.


Donna Moore has spent much of the last 10 years in one lawsuit or another. Her daughter, Melinda, sued her in 1982, claiming her mother had refused to pay her $8,000 from a commission she earned for the sale of a horse.


Donna Moore could not be reached for comment.


Although the hard-edged business practices and closeness of the saddlebred industry can make for hotly contested lawsuits, it does not necessarily make for more lawsuits, Rambicure said. Because judges rather than head-to-head competition determine champions, the saddlebred industry is a highly political sport.


Power is everything, and trainers -- many of whom are judges -- have it.


Challenging that power structure does not appeal to many owners. Some simply walk away from the business rather than rock the boat.


While Tom Moore, a widely known saddlebred trainer and judge, has lined up a formidable list of witnesses to testify in his behalf, McMillen has been unable to convince many in the industry to take his side in the courtroom.


He thinks he has been the victim of politics; nobody wants to alienate Moore. "I'm going up against this power-packed group of people," he said.


"I banged my fist on a table and thought, 'What can I do when everybody's afraid?'


"I've already been told I'm through in the industry, that I'll never win again." But that is secondary to a victory in the courtroom.


McMillen, who lives in Florida, has hired a detective from South Carolina to check into the Arrowhead fire. Private investigator William Graham, a 240-pound pit bull, sat holed up last week in the Sportsman Motel in Lexington -- smoking cigars, working the phone and sifting through the ashes of a fire long extinguished.


His objective: to prove Moore was negligent. Graham believes McMillen.


McMillen says the suit is strictly a matter of principle; Moore could have averted litigation with a simple apology, he said.


Many of the animals died, the suit contends, because they were not wearing halters, so no one could lead them from the flames.


"I just do not feel they handled that situation properly," McMillen said. "There are lots of conflicting stories."


Although two investigators said in depositions that the fire might have been set intentionally, Moore dismisses the idea.


"That is preposterous," he said.


Graham, who calls himself The Fat Man and has become nationally known for his tenacity and success rate, is not out to prove anyone committed a crime.


"The issue is whether or not Mr. Moore exercised due care and concern for those animals," he said.


Although lawyers say the volume of equine-related business has declined significantly as the horse industry has waned, the spectacle of the cases -- both civil and criminal -- remains undiminished.


The darkest underbelly of the showhorse industry was exposed last month when an Illinois man, Tommy Burns, claimed to have killed as many as 15 horses for owners who pocketed hundreds of thousands of dollars in insurance money.


"I think it's dirty as heck," assistant state attorney Elizabeth Pooley of Gainesville, Fla., said of the horse business. She is prosecuting the Burns case in Florida, where some of the horses allegedly were killed.


The Tommy Burns case, while remarkable, represents only one end of the spectrum. Some argue the horse industry is no more ruthless than any other business.


"Real estate or oil or construction, business is business," said Lexington lawyer Ann Sturgill. "But it is a business, and since there's a lot of money at stake, people don't want to feel like they have been taken."


Rambicure agrees, although he says some of the industry's business practices are "a bit unsavory."


Graham, who specializes in investigating insurance scams in the horse industry, has worked many cases in which horses were killed intentionally. "I work 'em as a homicide," he said. "Greed is what it's all about. There is a degree of ruthlessness there."


In 15 years spent sniffing out insurance fraud, Graham never has handled a claim involving a thoroughbred.


Terry McVey has. He is president of Equine Adjusters, which investigates insurance claims in the horse business.


Questionable claims are filed on every breed of horse, he said. The structure and customs of the saddlebred industry are what set it apart -- not any penchant for wrongdoing.


"It's basically an attitudinal difference," Graham said. If horse racing is the sport of kings, he said, saddlebred is blue-collar; if thoroughbred is Mercedes, saddlebred is Cadillac.


Both McMillen and Tom Moore exemplify the depth of the feeling that can emerge in a saddlebred dispute.


Tom Moore, a widely known trainer whose skill, clout and business savvy have made him a respected and feared figure in the industry, sighs a lot when talking about the fire and the suit.


"I've been doing this professionally since I was 16," he said, "and this is the first time I've ever had anything like this happen to me."


Moore, who has a waiting list of potential clients, is building back from the fire. It took him awhile to overcome his urge to chuck it all.


"I couldn't even stand to walk out to where the barn was," he said.


But finally he drew up plans for a new barn on a piece of cardboard from a new shirt.


"I lost everything I've worked for in 45 years in less than an hour," he said. "It was a tragedy in itself. And then this (lawsuit). This is very disheartening."


At least the two men agree on that.


McMillen, a horse lover who said he once cried so hard over the death of a colt that he detached a retina, said he wants answers more than money.


"To this day, Mr. Moore has never once said to me, 'I'm sorry,' " McMillen said.


"When I see him at depositions, he turns his back to me or buries his head in his hands.


"He should be accountable for what happened. It wasn't like he was in Chicago. Mr. Moore was 300 yards away."
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T

hey come into town along Kentucky highways 122 and 306: Harry and Louearta Turner's new neighbors, all dressed in orange jumpsuits, arriving by the vanful.


They come -- state prisoners being transferred to the new Otter Creek Correctional Center -- right smack into the heart of this mountain town in which the mayor doesn't lock his door.


The private prison in Floyd County marks its grand opening today with tours and a speech by the governor. But the inmates have been coming in, 25 a week, since Oct. 27 -- turning up the side of a mountain toward the prison that sits above the Turners' white-frame house.


The couple, who watched from their front porch as the first two vans full of prisoners came up the road at lunchtime three weeks ago, share their neighbors' concerns about having a prison in the backyard.


"I don't like it," Louearta said. "I'm going to try to move out of here if I can.


"It didn't help Wheelwright none to put that in up there."


But other residents of this coal town disagree, allowing that the cargo of those white vans will help fuel the local economy the way the load in the coal trucks rumbling through town once did.

Mixed feelings

Wheelwright's economy is not in good health. All but abandoned by the industry that spawned it, the old coal camp, population 720, has unemployment estimated at 50 percent.


"Since the mines have went down, it's been pretty slow around here," Billy L. Hall said.


The closest mines these days, city councilman Luther Johnson Jr. said, are in Carr Creek -- a rough 18 miles away on winding, hilly roads.


But townspeople have mixed feelings about the minimum-security prison. Many inmates have escaped from Kentucky's other three private prisons since U.S. Corrections opened the first one, the Marion Adjustment Center, in 1986.


In its first six years, the Marion County prison had almost 80 escapes. And the Lee Adjustment Center in Lee County has had more than 50 since it opened in 1990.


In Kentucky's minimum-security prisons, there are no fences and the guards do not carry guns because officials say they are trying to condition inmates to re-enter society.


Under the state's classification system, even inmates who have escaped before or have been convicted of violent crimes are eligible for minimum security.


That does not sit well with the people who live at the bottom of the hill in Floyd County -- although their fears are generic and have little to do with Otter Creek's being privately run.


Coal miner Wiley Johnson said his wife, who attends Prestonsburg Community College during the day, has applied for work at the prison to help pay her way through school. But Wiley is not sure he likes the prison's being there.


"I work the evening shift, and I kind of hate leaving my wife and two boys here -- 'cause if they take a notion up there to leave," he said of the inmates at the prison, "they're gone."


Ronald Triplett, who lives behind Wiley Johnson, is not concerned about the prison, however. "I sleep with a .357 anyway," he said.


Besides, the prison has been good to the Tripletts. Ronald's wife, Kimberly, got a job as the warden's secretary.

Possible expansion


Nestled among mist-shrouded mountains near the Pike County line, the prison will house 300 inmates and employ 85 people full-time by early next year, director Timothy S. Maguigan said. About 90 inmates and 45 employees are there now.


And although it's not official yet, Johnson said yesterday, city officials have been told that the prison will be expanded some time next year to house 500 inmates.


That means even more jobs, and for that many in town welcome the prison.


"I was glad to see it come, myself," said Don Hall, a gate officer at the prison who used to work at a coal tipple.


There's just one problem, Triplett said: His wife, who makes $5 an hour, was drawing more in unemployment benefits.


Wheelwright residents, many of whom had grown used to earning $10-an-hour or more working in the mines, pinned their hopes for economic revival on prison jobs that are not delivering the wages to which they're accustomed, said Gary McCoy of Wheelwright Utilities.


Still, the prison has been a good neighbor, Johnson said. "I think we made a good decision. They've been good to us. We ask 'em for something, they do it," Johnson said 
U.S. Corrections Corp. bought the prison site from the city. "That's $50,000 they give to us," Johnson said.


The firm also gave the city about $4,000 worth of concrete blocks to build a new fire station.


Several local businesses also have benefited from the prison, including the pharmacy, that supplies drugs for the prisoners and the BP Oil Co. station in Bypro, which has seen business rise by more than $200 a month.


As for the state, the privately built and run prison provides a relatively inexpensive way to house prisoners.


Besides not having to pay for construction costs, the state will pay the Louisville firm operating the prison 10 percent less than it would cost the Corrections Cabinet to run it.


U.S. Corrections Corp. will receive $29.38 per prisoner each day under its contract with the state -- a bargain compared to almost any motel -- especially for a place with an indoor gymnasium and cable television.


The state also is off the hook for insuring the prison. The Louisville firm also assumes liability if something goes wrong, Maguigan said.


But it is that possibility that has some townspeople worried -- especially those who live in the shadow of the mountain.


"I don't like it one bit, no I sure don't," said Dolly Hall, 65.


Up the hillside behind her house, prison employees worked hurriedly in the drizzly gloom to finish painting the guard shack near the entrance to the prison before today's festivities.
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t happened in jail, a place that's all about time.

It happened on Thanksgiving Eve at the Fayette County Detention Center, where the trusty's white mop sweeps back and forth like a pendulum; where an inmate nearing freedom rises from a card game and says, "I got 11 hours left to go"; where the second-hand on the wall clock lurches haltingly, as though it might catch and stop.


It happened just inside the front door of the jail: The 77-year-old version of Bernie Brancaccio had a high-noon meeting with the young man he used to be.


Brancaccio, the jail's first food service director, was invited back to the detention center for a Thanksgiving meal of turkey and dressing, french-cut green beans, mashed potatoes, sweet potatoes and rolls -- a tradition he started 17 years ago.


But when they rolled the gray-bearded man with the hearing aid through the front door in his wheelchair and steered him immediately to the left, he found himself face to face with a orange-and-black banner that reached from floor to ceiling.


Brancaccio peered up, up, up at the banner, which had been sent compliments of his old school, Purcell Marian High in Cincinnati. Staring back at him was a bigger-than-life ink portrait of Brancaccio in his youth -- a young man with thick, dark hair and a faraway look in his eyes who lettered in three sports in high school.


"Bernie Brancaccio," the letters on the banner spelled. "Football, Basketball, Baseball."


"It's real nice," Brancaccio said, smiling as he looked up the wall at the poster.


"I can't see half of it."


What Brancaccio could not see or hear of his past, however, he could touch and smell and taste. He rolled up to a table in the staff dining room for a Thanksgiving feast prepared in the same kitchen he ruled from the time the jail opened in October 1976 until failing health forced him to quit three years ago.


Once, Bernie Brancaccio, Class of '36, was a sports hero. In high school, he was a star in three sports. He played minor-league baseball for the Cincinnati Reds.


He was inducted into his high school's athletic hall of fame in October. In the program for the ceremony was a quote from a letter that fellow Purcell Marian alumnus Roger Staubach wrote to Brancaccio:


"You left a legend that the rest of us have to live up to."


These days, Brancaccio wears glasses with lenses as thick as soda-bottle bottoms, and his right leg is gone -- lost to the ravages of diabetes. A series of strokes have impaired his memory and his ability to talk.


But Brancaccio seemed at home yesterday at the jail. "I always did like it here," he said, smiling.


Brancaccio, who started and owned Lexington's first Frisch's Big Boy Restaurant franchises, began working at the jail after he retired.


"He didn't want to quit working,"  said Jailer Ray Sabbatine. Brancaccio loved to cook, a passion that occasionally flared into outbursts of obscene language. He did not suffer fools gladly in his kitchen.


Kitchen trusty Thomas Crockett of Lexington, 24, who is serving time in the jail for contempt of court, remembers Brancaccio's fire.


"He was spunky," Crockett said.


Brancaccio frequently was the brunt of good-natured practical jokes by jail staff, Sabbatine said, "because he'd get so mad.


"He'd get furious."


"He was a wonderful gourmet cook, and we'd call him a short-order cook."


Yesterday was different, however. Brancaccio smiled and pointed a crooked finger at those who joked with him.


"It tastes fine," he said of the food.


"It's not as good as yours, though, huh?" Sabbatine said, gently ribbing his friend.


Brancaccio shook his head and laughed.


The meal that staff members ate with their honored guest is the same one all 550 inmates will eat today. Trusties started Monday preparing the feast, which includes 27 25-pound turkeys and 240 pounds of green beans, said food services director Fred Anderson.


The holiday dinner is of some consolation to inmates. "It's something to look forward to," said Chris Horning, 21, of Lexington, as he mopped the floor yesterday. "It makes the time go by quicker, too."


"We love it," Thomas said. "We wish it was Thanksgiving dinner every day."


Still, most, if not all, inmates would rather be somewhere else. The holidays make being in prison all the harder, Horning said. He misses Thanksgiving with his family and the big dinner his mother cooks.


"And we put the Christmas tree up on Thanksgiving, too," he said.


As for Thomas, he would rather be at his grandmother's house. "Time passes slower in here," he said. And fellow kitchen trusty John Doneghy would rather be at home with his wife and daughters.


But to Brancaccio, the jail is like home. And there are few places he would rather be -- including Building 27 of the Veterans Administration Hospital in Lexington, where he lives apart from his wife because of his poor health.


"When I left here," he said of the jail, "I missed it all the time."


Yesterday, as the laughing and smiling Brancaccio relived a life without wheelchairs and hospital beds, he found freedom behind the heavy, metal doors of a jail. It tasted good.
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W

hen the Urban County Council raised sewer-user fees in April 1992, council member Michael A. Wilson voted yes -- even though he was more than $1,200 behind paying his own sewer bills.


The unpaid bills for his business and residential accounts were turned over to a collection agency, which successfully sued him earlier this year.


In a prepared statement released yesterday, Wilson said he had recently paid off the delinquent amount.


Unpaid sewer bills, however, weren't his only debt to the city of Lexington. Until this summer he was behind $4,278.67 on five years' worth of property tax bills, too.


Wilson has been whittling away at the sewer bills since April 1993, when a collection agency won a suit by default because Wilson offered no defense. Fayette District Judge David F. Hayse ordered Wilson to pay $1,243.87 -- an amount that included credit for payments made after the complaint was filed.


David Pratt, the attorney representing the collection agency, Kentucky Accounts Service Inc., said earlier this week that Wilson has been paying off the debt and and that the final payment was scheduled for November.


Wilson said yesterday that he had paid off the debt, but he would not specify when -- other than to say he had paid it before yesterday.


"I don't think that is as relevant as the fact it is paid," he said.


As of yesterday morning, the collection agency had not yet turned over to the city any of the money Wilson paid toward the complaint, and Pratt could not be reached to verify the payment.

Property tax problems

City records show the last payment the city sewer office received on any of Wilson's accounts was in July 1992.


By late last week, Wilson had paid the collection agency more than half the amount called for in the judge's ruling, Pratt said.


When reached yesterday at his council office, Wilson read the following prepared statement:


"This debt was related to my business I closed in March, and the entire amount has been paid.


"This experience, along with the number of calls I received about the sewer-user fee, caused me in January to announce that one of my campaign efforts would be to roll back the sewer-user fee by several percentage points, or to work to repeal it if we can still meet our obligations without it."


Although Wilson yesterday called the sewer-user fee "one of the primary goals of my campaign effort," he could not explain why he did not mention the issue during a routine pre-election interview early last week.


"I guess it was an oversight," he said yesterday.


Some of Wilson's problems stem from his Mail Downtown business, which closed earlier this year.    But sewer office records show that $600 of the debt is on Wilson's home  at 612 West Short Street. Court records show Wilson owed $312.54 of that amount when he voted to raise the sewer user fee.


Wilson declined to say yesterday why his home sewer-user fee had gone unpaid, too.


"I don't want to lose the focus of the things I had to say" in the prepared statement, he said.


Wilson's delinquent sewer fees and other information came to light during a routine records check on candidates for profiles to run in the Herald-Leader. Court records show that most of his sewer debts had accrued since the late 1980s.


Wilson, pastor of Jimtown First Baptist Church, is seeking re-election next month. After seven years as 1st District representative, he announced in January that he would run for an at-large berth on the council.


He made the cut in the primary election, finishing sixth out of nine candidates. The top six vote-getters in the May primary vie for three at-large seats.

Two trials

Delinquent sewer-user accounts are not the first evidence of Wilson's being at odds with taxes, fees and policies for which he, as a city council member, must share responsibility -- both symbolic and actual. Wilson has shown a pattern of behavior that makes him a paradox -- repeatedly at odds with the very government of which he is a part.


He and parking control officer Gail Hensley tangled in court twice after she charged him with harassment. In both his trials -- 1989 and 1990 -- Wilson accused her of racism for ticketing him in the loading zone in front of his downtown business.


He was convicted the first time but won the second case.


Wilson also has been slow to pay his taxes. Until this year, he had not paid taxes on his property at 612 West Short Street for five years running. His total debt, including interest and other costs, was $4,278.67.


This summer Wilson paid off all but his 1993 real estate taxes, the balance of which does not become delinquent until next summer. On May 10, Wilson paid for 1988 through 1991 -- a total of $2,548.74.


On June 30, he paid $1,729.93 owed for the 1992 tax year.


Wilson said yesterday that he did not pay the taxes because the property valuation administrator's office was sending his tax bills to the wrong place -- a previous address.


The misdirected notices were returned to the PVA's office without his knowledge.


When asked why he didn't think it was strange that he wasn't receiving tax bills for the West Short Street property, Wilson said he assumed his brother was paying them. Wilson then owned but did not live in the house at 612 West Short Street.


Family members were living there on the condition that they pay the taxes and other expenses for keeping up the property, Wilson said.


He said he did not find out about the delinquent tax payments until he refinanced his house earlier this year.


"At that time, immediately, all that debt was liquidated by myself," he said.


Personal problems were at least partly responsible for his financial troubles, Wilson said.


"Contributing to some of these problems were family responsibilities I had assumed," he said. He would not elaborate.


When asked whether he thought his unpaid taxes and fees compromised him as a council member who votes on such issues, Wilson declined to comment. He repeated his prepared statement.


It is not clear why tax payments on 612 West Short Street were for so long allowed to be delinquent.


Historically, a payment was not officially delinquent until April of the following year. The cutoff now is June. It is then that the sheriff quits trying to collect the taxes and offers the delinquent bills up for sale at the county courthouse, Fayette County Clerk Donald Blevins said.


What is for sale, in effect, is the lien against the property. But buyers are rare, Blevins said.


After the bill becomes delinquent, the county attorney must wait a year to begin legal proceedings in Fayette Circuit Court.


"If you look back, you will see an inconsistent pattern of enforcement for collection," Blevins said. He referred specifically to former County Attorney Norrie Wake's administration.


Wake resigned after being convicted in July of taking kickbacks from pay raises he gave some employees to retire his 1985 campaign debt.


"It seemed they did more the first year or so than they did after that in collecting the taxes," Blevins said.


Margaret Kannensohn, who took over as county attorney last month, said she was not familiar with Wilson's case or how delinquent tax bills were handled under previous administrations.


"We went through a long period of time where it was perfectly acceptable for tax bills to remain unpaid," Blevins said. "And it was sort of the general feeling it was a problem that took care of itself -- that when property changed hands or was mortgaged or whatever, that all those tax bills would be brought current."


In the late 1970s and early 1980s, the Urban County Council decided to attack the backlog of tax bills, Blevins said. But interest in the problem waned again in the late 1980s, he said.
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T

he remains of Dr. Nicholas J. Pisacano are interred beneath a towering white pine in Section O of Lexington Cemetery, but his memory is buried in a much less peaceful place: beneath almost two feet of paper work generated by an ongoing civil war over his money.


"Nick always felt that money was evil," Pisacano's close friend, accountant Joe E. Coons, said in a deposition. Were he alive, Pisacano might see the events of the last three years as proof.


Since Pisacano died in 1990, money has pitted his friends and loved ones against one another in legal battles over his retirement benefits and created an undercurrent of suspicion that led to the doctor's disinterment two weeks ago.


At the request of Pisacano's children, forensic specialists are re-examining organs from the body, which was reburied after the samples were taken,  and performing toxicology tests on the tissue to check for unusual levels of substances such as arsenic. Lexington police are waiting to see whether Pisacano was poisoned, said Lt. Jim Cox of the robbery-homicide squad.


Testing Pisacano's remains will take at least four to six weeks, said Dr. Carolyn Coyne, deputy medical examiner for Kentucky.


"All early indications are that he was probably having some heart problems and died as a result of those," Fayette County Coroner Dr. Dennis Penn said. "Again, at this time, we have no evidence of foul play."


Pisacano had been "awfully tired" in the months before his death and planned to visit the Mayo Clinic in July 1990 for a coronary-bypass operation, I.G Manis, executor of Pisacano's estate, has testified.


Lt. Cox said police are "in a holding pattern right now until those autopsy and toxicology tests come back.


"We have done some interviews with family members, and all the normal checks."


Brief news reports and the family's cryptic public statements about Pisacano's disinterment have created an aura of mystery about the doctor that never existed in life.


Pisacano was a prominent figure at the University of Kentucky, where he served as a member of the board of trustees and in several other leadership roles.


Although possessed of a keen sense of humor, he was disarmingly straightforward and sometimes gruff -- qualities that made Pisacano a popular biology professor at the University of Kentucky, where he taught without pay for 11 years.


Money was unimportant to the nationally known physician, friends have testified. Those closest to him, however, have been consumed by financial matters pertaining to his wealth almost since the day he died.

Pisacano's world


It is unclear whether the fight over Pisacano's money has anything directly to do with his exhumation. Together, however, the events assume added meaning.


The lawsuits and public records pertaining to his death provide glimpses into Pisacano's world, where the common bond between some of his friends and family members -- their love and respect for the gravel-voiced physician from Philadelphia -- dissolved into distrust once the doctor died.


After Virginia Leigh Pisacano found her husband dead in his bed the morning of March 11, 1990, then-Fayette County Coroner Dr. David A. Hull ruled that Pisacano had died of a heart attack. But a letter Hull wrote March 28 suggests that at least one of Pisacano's five children by a previous marriage was not convinced by the coroner's ruling.


In the letter, addressed to Pisacano's daughter Lori, Hull stood by his opinion that the doctor's death was "a natural one."


"There is no evidence to support any other diagnosis," Hull wrote, citing Pisacano's history of heart problems and other chronic ailments such as diabetes.


Medical records contained in the coroner's file on the case said the 65-year-old doctor smoked and was overweight and paid little attention to his health.


"In the event that you continue to feel that this decision is not justified, I will be glad to entertain any evidence or written statements that you may have to the contrary, including written opinions of your own as to the cause of your father's death," wrote Hull, who died last year.


Lori, whose married name is Walls, did not return a reporter's calls. Her brother, Dean Pisacano, who has served as spokesman for his siblings in other matters, would not comment.


Court documents suggest reasons why Pisacano's children might want their father's death investigated. A thread of suspicion runs through the convoluted tangle of litigation, which dwells on changes in beneficiary forms and the possibility of forgery.


Two civil suits -- one in state court, the other in federal -- contested a total of $1.4 million.


On one side is I.G. Manis Jr., as executor of Pisacano's estate; and the doctor's five children from his first marriage, to Anna Mae Pisacano, which ended in divorce in 1973.


On the other side is American Board of Family Practice Inc., Pisacano's longtime employer; and the doctor's second wife and widow, Virginia Leigh Pisacano, whom he married in 1978.


The federal complaint, filed in January 1992 by American Board, ended Thursday when U.S. District Judge Karl S. Forester ruled that the board had acted properly when it directed Pisacano's pension benefits to his widow.

A life trust


The estate had argued in a counterclaim that if the payment had been made within 60 days of Pisacano's retirement as his pension plan required, Pisacano would have received the money. Then, it would have gone to his estate when he died. But Forester dismissed the counterclaim in his ruling last Thursday.


Pisacano's will established a life trust for Virginia Leigh. She would live off the income, and when she died, the remainder of the trust -- basically, the principal -- would be divided among the Pisacano children.


Pisacano's estate contends that the doctor's pension should have gone into the trust rather than directly to his widow.


Attorneys for the estate touched repeatedly on the fact that J. Whitney Wallingford, counsel for American Board, also served as Virginia Leigh's attorney.


"When you retained him individually, you were aware that he also represented the plan as legal counsel. That's correct, is it not?" Virginia Leigh Pisacano was asked in a deposition.


"Well, yes," she said.


In one deposition, an attorney for the estate questioned the speed with which Pisacano's widow received the money.


"Why is after Dr. Pisacano's death there such an appearance -- or it seems to me there was then very much a hurry to distribute the money to Virginia Leigh Pisacano. Was that a correct impression?" Charles Christian asked Raymond Carey Cranfill, retired head of the trust department at First Security National Bank and Trust Co.


"She wanted it fast; that's correct," Cranfill said.


Wallingford would not comment on the case. Virginia Leigh Pisacano did not return reporters' phone calls.

A well-executed forgery?


In the federal suit over Pisacano's pension, five handwriting experts were called on to determine whether the doctor's signature had been forged on a beneficiary designation form dated Feb. 5, 1990 -- a month and six days before he died.


The form designates his widow as beneficiary. Two of the handwriting experts said Pisacano had not signed the document. One, a 20-year veteran of the FBI, called it a "well-executed forgery."


But three other experts, including the court-appointed one, testified the signature was authentic.


In his deposition in federal court, Manis, the trustee, said he had seen Virginia Leigh Pisacano sign her husband's name to documents in the past.


"She can sign his name where you can't tell the difference," he said.


Virginia Leigh Pisacano said in her deposition that as her husband's administrative assistant she had signed his name before. She was not asked in the deposition whether she had signed his name to the critical beneficiary form.


However, she did say of Dr. Pisacano, "I presume he signed it the day I gave it to him."


No witnesses signed the document.


In his ruling, Judge Forester said it was irrelevant who signed the document because Virginia Leigh Pisacano was automatically the beneficiary under the plan's guidelines.

Honoring his wishes


The legal skirmishing began in September 1990, when Pisacano's estate filed a complaint against American Board in Fayette Circuit Court.


The suit still is pending.


The estate seeks to recover money paid to the board under an annuity owned by Pisacano. The board, which paid into the annuity for Pisacano, was the beneficiary. But the board did not sign over beneficiary status when it granted the doctor ownership of the matured annuity upon his retirement, the complaint says.


The board established a trust that began paying Pisacano from a deferred compensation plan and transferred ownership of the annuity to the doctor when he retired Dec. 31, 1989. After Pisacano died, the board, as beneficiary, received the remainder of the money from the annuity -- $323,861.09 -- and began paying it out to Pisacano's widow in monthly installments of $3,800.


In doing so, board members -- several of them close friends of the Pisacanos -- said they were honoring the doctor's wishes.


"Every time Nick signed a beneficiary form, despite anything any other document said . . . he always assigned it to Virginia Leigh. Always. And I think that the board's position is we're going to live by the arrangement that we knew Nick wanted us to live by," Coons testified in his deposition.


"And they don't feel that payment of those funds into a trust in which she's the primary beneficiary is enough to live up to that end?" John P. Brice, attorney for the estate, asked Coons.


"No," Coons said.


Manis contends the money should have gone to Pisacano's estate, where it was to be held in trust. A driving issue behind the battle over Pisacano's money seems to be the question of who will pay the taxes on it.


The heirs are being taxed on the principal even though they have received none of it.


"Would it seem to you that it's fairly inequitable for . . . Dr. Pisacano's estate to have to pay income tax liability on an amount . . . and then not receive the benefit attendant with the income?" Brice asked Coons.


"I think he'd want Virginia Leigh to have the annuity, period," Coons responded.


"I don't think he'd give a damn who paid the taxes on it."
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n the first day of Peace Camp '93 yesterday, six versions of the Golden Rule hung on the side of the Unitarian Universalist Church of Lexington: Christian, Islam, Hinduism, Confucianism, Buddhism, Judaism.


One message. Six ways of saying it. Seventy-one words in all.


Two teen-age campers unwittingly sent the opposite message using only two letters of the alphabet.


Like many other campers, the girls had their faces painted. But the letters on their cheeks caught the eye of camp co-director Robert Lloyd and made his gray-bearded jaw set hard.


The letters stood for the name of a gang. "That's not what this camp is all about," said Lloyd, who took one girl aside in the shade of a cherry tree and asked her to remove the letters.


The camp, in its second year, is designed to promote racial and ethnic harmony and peace. The more campers learn about their differences, the more they are supposed to learn how much they are alike.


The two-day camp, for children ages 9 to 13, brings 75 campers together this weekend. They are black, white, Jewish, Christian and American Indian, among others.  Besides getting their faces painted, they devour pizza, play kickball and volleyball, sing and learn about new cultures and languages.


But just getting the campers together for two days in the summer, albeit a good start, is not enough, Lloyd said.


"Racism exists wherever you go," he said. "In some activities, (blacks and whites in Lexington) might mingle pretty well. But then everybody goes back to their own neighborhoods."


Even though the children had chosen to attend, Lloyd and other camp organizers yesterday had to overcome the campers' resistance to mix and mingle. "It's a natural sort of resistance," said Zaida Belendez, a camp organizer.


The obstacles pointed out the need for the camp and  its limitations. As the children formed a unity circle near an American Indian-style teepee behind the church, camp counselor John Cole urged them to break away from their friends and stand next to someone they did not know.


"Last time we got in our circle," Cole said, "I let you stand in your little cliques and things. Now I want you to stand next to somebody you don't know."


Cole gently ushered some of the campers away from their friends and helped them find new spots in the circle. The structure of the camp does not appeal to some of the campers.


"It's all right," 12-year-old Tammy Williams said of the camp as she washed a red balloon off her face. "It was funner last year, 'cause we got to do almost anything.


"We weren't in groups."


The camp's so-called rainbow groups are designed to ensure children from different backgrounds spend time together. Many children enjoyed the opportunity and took advantage of it.


"It gives me experiences in dealing with other people in different religions," said Kurt Faircloth, 12, who attends Unitarian Universalist Church of Lexington.


Other children, however, were switching groups, Belendez said.


Cole, who works with a group of young black men at the Bluegrass-Aspendale Teen Center, said the value of the camp does not simply lie in improving racial harmony.


"The most important aspect that can come out of this is respect for yourself and others."


Cole and Lloyd said they think Fayette County schools should teach history with a more diverse cast of characters.


"Lexington's very conservative, and there's a classism that exists that affords people the luxury of not seeing," Cole said.


Yesterday probably was the first time many of the campers had ventured into south Lexington, Cole said. Many blacks live on  the city's north side.


"If I can afford to live on the south end of town, when it's appropriate I can be politically correct and analyze racial problems, then I can go back to my luxurious home on the south side," he said.


As for the girls with the gang letters on their cheeks, Belendez said, "We told them they have to transform it into something positive."


Lloyd, who has lived in St. Louis and seen the ugliness of gang violence, said: "These kids have no idea what that's really about."
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T

he state has no death certificate on file for Melanie Flynn, and her parents still have a bedroom in their north Lexington home they call "Melanie's room."


But almost 17 years after Flynn disappeared, her mother, Ella Ritchey Flynn, does not cling to any false hope that her daughter is alive. She thinks her daughter was murdered, and this week she is going public for the first time with a plea for information about the unsolved case.


Melanie Flynn's disappearance, one of Lexington's darkest and most talked-about mysteries, is the subject of a nightly series of reports this week on WKYT-TV (Channel 27). Each installment features taped segments of a recent interview with Ritchey Flynn along with file footage from past interviews and newscasts.


In an interview yesterday with the Herald-Leader, Ritchey Flynn said she and her family had decided to come forward in an effort to keep attention focused on the case. The Flynns are unhappy with the way police have handled the investigation, she said -- especially in the days and weeks after Melanie's disappearance January 26, 1977.


The decision to speak out was the "culmination of frustration through the years," she said.


"We think information was suppressed," Ritchey Flynn said. "We don't know why. We tried to work within the system all these years, and we were told that if we spoke out we would hurt the investigation. And I just felt like it was time that we told our side of it."


Police repeatedly assured the Flynns the investigation was going well only to dash their hopes later, Ritchey Flynn said. "We have been told 'That's a dead end' so many times," she said.


In her interview Monday on Channel 27, Ritchey Flynn told reporter Karen Oddy she thought police might have played a role in her daughter's demise. "I think they were involved in her disappearance and probably in her murder," she said.


She was especially critical of Capt. John Bizzack, one of the first detectives assigned to the case. Bizzack said last night that there is nothing he can say publicly about the case.

Breaking the silence

In the weeks after Melanie Flynn disappeared, Bizzack said he thought she was alive and well and living in Florida, Ritchey Flynn said.


"I thought that was a joke," she told Oddy.


It was not the first time Flynn's mother has publicly criticized police. In April, Ritchey Flynn broke a 16-year public silence when she called a radio talk show and told Lexington Police Chief Larry Walsh that her views on her daughter's disappearance had been ignored.


Walsh, a member of the police department's traffic division before taking over as chief in 1990, was not involved in the investigation of Flynn's disappearance. Under his administration, however, the case has become a top priority.


"Since at least Feb. 1, 1990, this case has been actively pursued," Walsh said yesterday. "Every lead has been checked and rechecked.


"If anything, it is the most active case that we have."


Three detectives have been assigned to investigate Flynn's disappearance. It is their primary mission on the force, Walsh said.


Will the case ever be solved?


"I feel that we've made progress on this case," Walsh said. "I fully expect someday we're going to come to some end on this."


The mystery of Flynn's disappearance has been a favorite topic of conversation at parties, bars, dinner tables and back fences in Lexington. The Flynn family is well-known in Central Kentucky.


Melanie's father, Bobby Flynn, is a former state senator and a member of Lexington's Urban County Council. Her brother, Doug Flynn, played professional baseball with the Cincinnati Reds and New York Mets.


The case figures prominently in a book, The Bluegrass Conspiracy: An Inside Story of Power, Greed, Drugs and Murder, published in 1990. Interest in the Flynn mystery surged this spring after one of the book's principals, former Lexington police officer Bill Canan, was arrested on federal drug charges.


In April, a former colleague on the Lexington police force testified that Canan once indicated he had killed Flynn. Ritchey Flynn told Channel 27 she thought Canan was connected to her daughter's disappearance.


Canan said in a published report in August 1977 that he had met Melanie Flynn three years earlier in a bar while working undercover and built a case against her for possession of marijuana. Instead of prosecuting her, Canan said, he worked out a deal where she would introduce him to people in the drug culture.


The Flynn family said the two had dated.

Final sightings

Melanie Flynn disappeared after leaving work at the Kentucky High School Athletic Association, where she was a secretary.


Channel 27 reported Monday that Flynn, who left work on Cooper Drive about 5 p.m., was seen talking to someone in a blue van near the intersection of Cooper and South Limestone Street.


The station reported that another witness had seen Flynn later that night in Nellie Kelly's, then a Lexington restaurant. She was talking to a man with a pock-marked face and brown hair parted in the middle, the station said, citing unnamed witnesses.


It was the first time news reports have traced Flynn's final-known whereabouts beyond Cooper Drive, where she was seen turning right onto Limestone soon after 5 p.m. the night she disappeared.


The story of Flynn, who was declared legally dead for insurance purposes in 1984, remains an open book. Without a body, a court order would be required to file a death certificate, said Brad Hughes, a spokesman for the state Department for Human Resources.


That has not happened. As far as the state is concerned,  Flynn is alive.


Someone, somewhere, knows better.


In an interview with the Herald-Leader, Ritchey Flynn made a plea for information in the case: 


"Somebody out there knows something. Won't you please speak up?"
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ives hang in the balance on lonely stretches of the Mountain Parkway near Slade and in the bottleneck known as U.S. 23 at Prestonsburg and along Interstate 64 near Winchester.


Except for fully loaded coal trucks, the roads aren't especially treacherous -- unless you're guilty of something. This is where U.S. District Judge Joseph Martin Hood sometimes ponders the fate of those who have broken the law.


Hood, who travels about 17,000 miles each year as he shuttles  among courtrooms in the Eastern District of Kentucky, has plenty of time to consider sentences while he's behind the wheel of his car. "When you drive a lot, you have a lot of time to think," he says.


Hood, a federal district judge since April 30, 1990, recently has presided over a spate of high-profile cases, including:


•The April trial and July sentencing of former Kentucky Speaker of the House Don Blandford, convicted of bribery, misusing campaign money and lying to FBI agents.


•Gov. Wallace Wilkinson. He was convicted of taking a $20,000 bribe to fix a horse-racing arbitration decision and sentenced in May to three years in prison.


•The July trial of Fayette County Attorney Norrie Wake, convicted of mail fraud, theft of government money and conspiracy. Wake will be sentenced next month.


•The ongoing extortion and tax-fraud trial of Dr. Bill Collins, husband of former Gov. Martha Layne Collins.


•The June guilty plea and sentencing last week of former state Sen. Art Schmidt. He was put on two years' unsupervised probation and fined $2,500 for concealing from the FBI that he took $200 in cash from then-Sen. John Hall while attending a 1990 Jockeys' Guild convention in Las Vegas.


Like any judge, however, most of Hood's work is done away from the public eye -- out of the robe and free of the spotlight. Hood, 50, writes and reads pertinent opinions and decisions in his chambers, at the kitchen table, on the back porch, by the swimming pool.


And he presides over many cases that don't make statewide headlines but that he considers at least as important as those stemming from Operation BOPTROT -- the wide-ranging federal investigation of corruption in state government.


"I don't think anything is particularly earth-shattering," Hood says. "To me, a case is a case."

'Hooray, Judge Hood!'


For better or for worse, however, Hood's involvement this year in so many high-profile cases has made him something of a household name in Kentucky -- especially after the Blandford trial. The uncommon sentence Hood gave the former speaker of the house -- one provided for by federal sentencing guidelines -- drew rave reviews from a public outraged by the evidence of corruption and betrayal brought out at the trial.


"Hooray, Judge Hood! Hooray, Judge Hood! Yay! Hooray, Judge Hood!" began one letter to the editor of the Lexington Herald-Leader.


"We applaud U.S. District Judge Joseph Hood for the sentence given to former House Speaker Don Blandford," another said.


Hood, who at 5-foot-7 sometimes looks lost in the big, high-backed chairs in which he must sit in many courtrooms, has not heard that kind of cheering since his teammates at Holy Family High School in Ashland carried him off the basketball court for scoring 4 points in a game.

Paying for crime


Hood built an imposing reputation by sentencing Blandford to 64 months in prison -- and ordering him to pay for it out of his own pocket. Blandford is appealing.


Not everyone is convinced that making Blandford pay for his punishment is a good idea. Some attorneys have said Hood might have set an ill-advised precedent.


But federal guidelines allow a judge to order those who can afford it to pay for their own prison stay. It is not cheap. Blandford's stay at the minimum-security federal prison camp in Manchester would cost him $56.84 a day. The Ramada Inn just down the highway in London costs $10 less -- and has HBO.


No wonder Art Schmidt appeared stiff and nervous last week as he stood before Hood awaiting sentencing.


Had Schmidt and Hood met under different conditions, they might have gotten along famously. Both are renowned for their warmth and sense of humor, Hood having made slack-jawed jurors burst out laughing during Bill Collins' trial hours before.


"I was just trying to wake everybody up," Hood said.


But Schmidt, fresh off a 25-year career in the Senate during which he passed especially slow days by shooting rubber bands at red-hot light fixtures to "stink up the place," would rather have been somewhere else than in front of Hood in a federal courtroom.


"You got a raw deal," one of Schmidt's lawyer friends had told him when he discovered the former legislator would be sentenced in Hood's court: "Hood's tough."


But Hood took no pleasure in seeing Schmidt before him. "I'd just as soon not have grandfathers before me under circumstances like that," Hood said afterward.


"Deciding the appropriate punishment in a case is an awesome responsibility."


As with Blandford, Hood was bound by federal sentencing guidelines in Schmidt's case. But within those parameters, the sentences showed that the judge is both tough and compassionate.


Although Hood seemed to bristle at published reports of Blandford's calling the charges against him "crap," he spoke to Schmidt in an almost comforting voice, citing the legislator's long record of public service and calling his brush with the law a "blip."


Hood, known for his ability to break the tension in a courtroom or  to add a dash of dry humor, freed Schmidt from the jitters in a completely different -- and unintended -- way. He brought tears to Schmidt's eyes by talking about the retired legislator's record of public service.


Schmidt pulled out a rumpled handkerchief and wiped his eyes as Hood lauded his dedication to his family. Schmidt cares for his elderly mother and his wife, who is ill.


Hood said he thought putting Schmidt in prison would be a "tragic mistake."


"I do feel a need, however, for punishment," Hood said. "Hopefully so I don't have to see anybody else in your situation here, Mr. Schmidt."

'A sense of what's right'

Hood, who jokingly admonishes attorneys at the outset of trials to avoid making reference to "bald allegations" or "short questions," might not take himself seriously, but he takes his job very seriously.


His sense of justice is keen. When pressed into talking about his tour of duty in Vietnam -- a subject that Hood, a decorated member of the  Green Berets, does not enter into lightly -- his almost perpetual smile fades and his face grows dark.


He saw things that just weren't right -- like the platoon leader who was killed before he could testify at the court martial of a deserter. As a result the deserter went free.


"A good man dies," Hood says, "and a piece of . . ." His voice trails off as he searches for the next word. When he says it, it is barely audible: "flotsam . . . ."


Schmidt, after being sentenced,  said he thought Hood had treated him fairly.


"I was really impressed with what he said. I could not believe he knew as much about me as he did. He does his homework."


Schmidt was relieved. "He had the power of life and death over me," he said of the judge.


Justice and mercy must go hand in hand, Hood said. "You'd have a hard time doing this job if you didn't have a sense of what's right, if you didn't have any compassion."


Schmidt might not have been so nervous had he known about a barely publicized case Hood handled that ended recently after four years in the courts.


On June 22, Ricky Holcomb of Eminence stood before Hood.


Holcomb was arrested in February 1990 and charged with selling rifles illegally while working part time at a sporting goods store.


While he waited for federal prosecutors to bring their case against him, Holcomb, an ex-convict who had served time for assault, joined Eminence Baptist Church. Members elected him a deacon, asked him to lead a youth group and wrote letters on his behalf.


He began coaching Little League football and started working toward his master's degree in social work at the University of Louisville.


Still, Holcomb feared the worst as he walked into Hood's courtroom with the Rev. Michael Duncan and five fellow deacons from the church. Prosecutors were pushing for a prison sentence of 10 to 20 years. "My lawyer kept telling me there wasn't any way I wouldn't go to jail," Holcomb said.


But Hood put Holcomb on probation for two years and sentenced him to home incarceration for two months.


"You have effectively rehabilitated yourself," Hood told Holcomb. "I mean, looking at this pre-sentence report, it's one of the most unusual situations that I believe I have ever seen."


To Hood -- devoted family man, devout Catholic, product of a stable home in a shaded middle-class neighborhood in Smalltown, America -- the show of support and faith from Holcomb's friends was important. And it rang true.


Justice is not blind. Justice sees a bit of the judge in the defendant.


Hood has done time himself: He was forced to stay away from his beloved family for long periods the first three years he was a federal judge. Carol, his wife of 23 years, and their children, Marty, 20, and Betsy, 16, lived in Ashland while Hood traveled around the eastern half of the state presiding over trials and other court-related matters.


At night Hood would call his wife. "It was kind of mushy, actually," said his sister Katie Starkey, whose home in Lexington often served as Hood's home.


"He was terribly lonely."


This summer Hood and his family moved into a house in Lexington with a big yard in which Hood can putter around.


The judge is a free man.

GEARED 

UP 

FOR 

CHALLENGE  

LEXINGTON

1993

S

tephen D. Rowland's desk is neat as a pin, devoid of paper and clutter. This executive's work piles up in the parking lot outside his office.


Early on a sweltering afternoon, more than a dozen empty LexTran buses are parked together on the asphalt. When Rowland took over as LexTran's general manager July 1, he inherited the job of getting all those quiet, dark buses outside the southeast wall of his office back on the road.


Rowland, 40, works for DAVE Transportation Services Inc. of Santa Ana, Calif., the management company that recently was awarded the contract to run Lexington's troubled bus system.


The transit authority board voted in May to oust ATE Management Co. and Rowland's predecessor, Brian Tingley -- a move that reflected growing public discontent with the bus system amid service cuts.


The vote ended ATE's 17-year reign, even though the Ohio-based company had submitted the low bid.


LexTran employees who attended the meeting rejoiced afterward, smiling, slapping backs and hugging one another -- even though none had a good idea what DAVE was all about. The important thing was that a change was coming, they said.


Rowland's mission is to get LexTran rolling again. In the face of a tight economy and dwindling federal money, it will be no easy task.


The number of miles and routes traveled as well as midday service have been slashed unmercifully -- the reason LexTran's parking lot looks like a bus graveyard at lunchtime.


"That's a pathetic transportation system," LexTran spokeswoman Jenny Williams says, frustration in her voice. "We're really at a crossroads."


Rowland, his sleeves rolled up, puts it this way: "You really can't cut service any more without just shutting it all down."


He lays down a paper clip he's been turning over and over in his hand, unfolds his 6-foot-6 frame from behind his desk and stands up. Rowland looks like a power forward rising from the bench.


It is very late in the game.

Happy with change

Few LexTran employees have met Rowland or know much about him. They are happy with him simply because he represents change. A city audit of the transit authority made public May 24 found that the LexTran management, namely Tingley, was not well liked by employees.


It did not help that Tingley, who hails from Lincoln, Neb., presided over unprecedented service cuts in a last-gasp effort to rescue LexTran's failing budget.


"Nobody liked him," driver Bill Newman says as he stands outside his idling bus in Bay 5. "He had an attitude of, 'You're going to do things my way, and that's it,' "


Switching management companies improved morale almost overnight, says Billy Perkins, a city bus driver for 19 years.


Not everybody blames Tingley for LexTran's problems. Amelie Charron, chairwoman of the Citizens Transit Advisory Board, blames ATE for failing to give Tingley adequate support.


LexTran's slide began well before Tingley took over as general manager in 1989, she says.


"I think if ATE had been in here backing Brian and doing things, they would not have given such a poor perfomance as a company," Charron says. 

Kentucky native


Into the storm rode Rowland, whom DAVE recruited away from the Potomac and Rappahannock Transportation Commission specifically for the LexTran job. Rowland had been manager of operations for the suburban Washington, D.C., transit system since 1988, overseeing a budget almost three times as large as LexTran's.


Rowland's move to Kentucky from Fredericksburg, Va., last month was a homecoming. He was born in Corbin and his father lives in Somerset.


"It was a strong reason for my even considering the position -- a strong desire to come back to this area," Rowland says. He graduated cum laude from Eastern Kentucky University in 1976 with a bachelor of arts degree in planning and development.


Rowland played intramural basketball at Eastern and attended classes with Rick Sparer, LexTran's assistant general manager.


Rowland also went to college with Dallous Reed, engineering branch manager in the state Division of Mass Transportation. The division commonly works with LexTran on requests to match federal grants for capital projects.


"I think he's got a tough job," says Reed, who worked with Rowland in the state Department of Transportation after the two graduated from Eastern. "My recollection of Steve is he'll give it a 100-percent effort."


One of Rowland's first and biggest efforts over the coming weeks will be to meet one-on-one with each LexTran employee. It is an unprecedented move, but one Rowland sees as necessary.


"When you have service cuts and layoffs, it affects employees," he says. "That can deflate employee morale more than anything. . . . One of my first priorities is to let people know I'm working for them."


Rowland's priorities also include "alleviating the negative perception I feel LexTran has in the community."


The continuous cutbacks in service have led to increasing public outcries.


One especially contentious public hearing last August led to the creation of the transit advisory board, whose members contend that many riders have lost their jobs because of the service changes.


Census data show that before July 1992, more than 160,000 Lexingtonians -- 71 percent of Fayette County residents -- were in the LexTran service area, meaning that many people were within a quarter mile of a bus stop.


Since April only 145,307 people -- or 64 percent -- live in LexTran's service area.


LexTran passengers who once spent no more than 30 minutes waiting for a bus now must wait 40 during rush hour, 80 during off hours and up to 140 on Saturday, says Williams, the LexTran spokeswoman.


The service cuts are whittling away at LexTran's ridership.

Financial troubles ahead


LexTran asked Lexington last month to help it out with an increase in the city's payroll tax. But the Urban County Council rejected that idea.


Now LexTran's new budget contains a $112,000 shortfall. To help make up the difference, three jobs are being held open.


Holding the jobs open should make up at least $50,000, Rowland says.


As a last resort, LexTran could increase fares. Raising the cost of a ride from 80 cents to $1 is a possibility, Rowland said. But he added, "We're trying everything we can to hold off. If we can avoid it at all possible, we will."


Neill Day, LexTran board chairman, says the city may allow LexTran to patch the budget with carry-over money from last year. Nonetheless, he thinks the board will proceed with plans for a fare increase in early September. A series of public hearings probably will be scheduled in the next two or three weeks. In the meantime, Rowland's immediate goals as LexTran manager include more don'ts than dos. He does not want to raise fares or cut service or lay anybody off. He does want to regain the public trust.


Although Rowland is an easy-going man who admits to a childish streak and a fondness for practical jokes, he takes the task at hand seriously. And he is starting out with his share of believers.


Deanna Skees, executive director of the Northern Kentucky Area Development District, remembers being impressed with Rowland when she worked with him in 1977 and 1978. Both worked at the area development district then. Rowland, fresh out of college, was a transportation planner.


"When he worked on the transportation plan, he had to hold public meetings and listen to concerns," Skees said, "and he was a jewel at that."


So far, Charron, of the advisory board, is impressed with Rowland and DAVE. But she does not expect the moon.


"I think the change was necessary, but I don't look for the new management company to be miracle workers. You can't work a miracle if you don't have a budget."


Rowland knows the public hearings ahead might be like none he has seen before. But he just shrugs and laughs.


"A lot of people probably want to check my brain waves, but I'm real excited about this job," he says.
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moody summer dusk, thick with billowy clouds, hangs like smoke over the Belle Reve barn at The Red Mile. Jack Nevitt of New Hope is trapped in a fire nobody else can see.


Nevitt, 52, a saddlebred trainer with soft eyes set in a hard face, is a man haunted as he sets about his business at the Lexington Junior League Horse Show. In a few hours he will ride a world-champion horse called The Groomsman -- the same horse he saved from a burning barn just eight days before.


"I've been nervous all evening," Nevitt says. His hands shake whenever they're unoccupied, so he stands outside the barn playing idly with a wing nut on The Groomsman's tail brace.


The fire, fast and wicked, killed five horses and destroyed a barn June 6 at actor William Shatner's Belle Reve Farm in Woodford County.


Tonight, the flames are flickering again in Nevitt's mind, illuminating unwanted memories in their ghastly glow.


"I was really sorry to hear," Bill Grace tells Nevitt. "If I got anything you can use, you're welcome to it, Jack."


Nevitt nods absently, as he did moments before when Jennifer Barnett, a groom for The Groomsman, walked out of the barn holding aloft a tin can of Kiwi shoe polish for the trainer to see. He had approved: Yeah. Black. Good.


Getting a saddlebred horse ready to show takes time. Barnett has spent hours sanding old polish off The Groomsman's hoofs, bathing him, gently pulling the tangles out of his long, black tail by hand.


It's a special night. "We almost didn't even have him," Nevitt says of the horse, owned by Heather Greenbaum of Scottsdale, Ariz.


The trainer enters the barn, ties a black shoelace around the tail brace as he holds it between his knees. "He's got so much doggone hair it drags on the ground and gets heavy," Nevitt says.


His hands are steady, steady . . .

Fire erupted again

Nevitt heard the grooms first, heard them yell fire. Businessmen in downtown Lexington were eating lunch as Nevitt ran to the front of the barn, grabbed a hose and helped put out the flames.


The trainer was relieved when the fire was extinguished, horrified when the flames erupted again. He watched helplessly as the fire flashed up the wall and across the top of the barn.


"I knew we were in bad trouble," Nevitt says.


Screaming, he ran to the other end of the barn. The Groomsman was in his stall. Nevitt led the big, bay horse out of the heat of the barn, into the heat of July, then returned for another. In no time, the latches on many of the stalls were too hot to open.


Flames as high as a man's knees raced down the main aisle of the barn.


In the ring, show horses are judged on manners, on performance, on presence and conformation and appearance. Comes a day when none of that matters.


"Tell you what, you take so much for granted with equipment and everything," Nevitt says, bent over the tail brace. "Then you look around and you don't have scissors."


He cannot bring himself to talk any more about the fire, not before he rides. "It's only been a week and a day," he says.


In the stall, Barnett wipes shoe polish on The Groomsman's hoofs. Nevitt squats and wraps blue bandages around the horse's legs. The Groomsman stands still as a statue. Nevitt's watch, its hands crawling on his skin, flashes in the barn lights as he wraps, wraps, wraps.


After a while Nevitt ventures out into the drizzle, walks to his truck and takes out a straw hat and a riding coat wrapped in plastic. A far-off train howls.


Nevitt wakes up sometimes, sits bolt upright in bed, thinks: Just tell me it's a bad dream. Horses are his life. "This is the only thing I've ever done."

Escape from the fire

Tonight, he climbs aboard The Groomsman, bounces out to the ring. The crowd applauds. The lights are bright. Sweat glistens on the necks of both horse and trainer. The horse is tight. "He's been through some trauma," Nevitt says. But for the first time all night, Nevitt is not thinking of the fire.


The flames were extinguished the moment he boosted himself into the saddle.


"That's one reason you ride," he says. "You block things out and don't have to see psychiatrists so often."


Nevitt and The Groomsman win the blue ribbon for three-gaited saddle horses, return to the barn.


Nevitt's graying hair hangs in strings on his face as he lifts a Coors Light to his lips. The beer is sweating, too. Nevitt smiles.


Tonight, The Groomsman has carried him out of his nightmare, has high-stepped over his ghosts, has returned a favor: Tonight, the horse has rescued the trainer from the fire.
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s the mighty Mississippi strained against levees protecting low-lying pockets of farmland in Fulton County, Brother Dick Haley said, "Let us pray."


"I would remind you of the flood victims, but I know we've got some other things we need to be praying about, too," Haley, pastor of the First Methodist Church of Hickman, told his congregation yesterday morning.


As choir member Mike Majors knelt in silent prayer for relief from the flood, all of his 2,500-acre farm lay underwater. In this part of Kentucky, farmers and others learn faith and humility in church and at one other altar: the rich bottom lands of the Mississippi River.


By depositing silt that enriches the soil for farming, the river here has given much life, but it also has taken away: This summer, 40,000 to 50,000 acres of farmland in the four Kentucky counties along its banks are underwater, the year's crops lost.


Although the flooding upriver in Missouri has devastated entire towns and washed people out of their homes, in Kentucky it has been a problem almost exclusively for farmers.


But in this flat, sun-baked, rural part of the state, that is enough. About 100 families who grow soybeans and corn in the fertile pockets of bottom land have been affected. And the worst may be yet to come.

T

he river is expected to crest Friday at 44 feet at Cairo, Ill., and it is rising fast on Wayne Earl Bean's farm in Ballard County, not far from the confluence of the Mississippi and Ohio rivers.


In places on Bean's farm, the water stands taller than a grown man.


The strain on makeshift dirt levees, mounded up quickly by farmers trying to save at least part of their crops, has become almost too great. From Thursday to Saturday, the floodwater rose a third of a foot on Bean's farm when a levee beside the river gave way.


It is the biggest summer flood in far Western Kentucky since 1958, farmers say. But the timing of the flood rather than its magnitude is what makes it especially bad.


Flooding is common in the counties along the Mississippi River. In 1973, floodwaters all but washed away Madrid Bend, 10,000 acres of farmland west of Hickman that looks on the map like Kentucky's decimal point.


The Bend, part of Fulton County, is home to all of 18 registered Kentucky voters -- none of whom expects to be displaced by this year's flood. Levees so far have held out the Mississippi, which loops around the Bend.


Although riverboat gambling has been an issue in this part of the world, farming never has come into question. Everybody admits that planting soybeans next to the Mississippi River is a form of legalized gambling, however.


"It's a risk," Rick Majors said. "You're just rolling the dice.


"There's nothing you can do about it. The whole river bottom is like a high-water storage facility, and we don't mind it. It brings in acres and acres of topsoil every year."

U

nlike Missouri, which lies low all along the river, Kentucky is vulnerable to flooding only in pockets, said George Frazier, a mechanical engineer from Fulton County.


People moved out of the bottoms long ago to save their homes from the river. Most towns and communities along the Mississippi are perched on bluffs and high ground, and are in no danger of flooding, Frazier said.


The most vulnerable to flooding is Hickman, seat of low-lying Fulton County, which has been hit hardest by the flood. But there is no fear of the river here.


Yesterday as Haley finished his sermon at the First United Methodist Church, three bare-chested young men swam in the river below town, and a fisherman tended to his catch.


The gates were not even in the floodwall around town.


Even the Bend was calm. Kim Whitson smiled and played with her infant in her mobile home.


But the baby's grandfather, Winston Whitson, worried about his crops. Workers sweating beneath a merciless sun used equipment supplied by the U.S. Army Corps of Engineers to pump slimy, green river water back over a levee into the Mississippi.


The water had leaked through the levee and crept to the edge of Whitson's farmland.


Farmers can only work and wait and wonder. Whitson, who farms 650 acres in Madrid Bend, has been able to protect almost all his land -- so far. But he does not know whether the levees he and his son have built will do any good should the river rise to 32 1/2 feet around the Bend, as expected.


If the river makes it over the levees, Whitson, who grows soybeans, expects to lose all but 150 acres of crops.


"It'd probably be a disaster," Whitson said. "I'd probably have to stop farming. I got a lot tied up in that crop."


Farmers whose fields are flooded stand to lose not only the money they would have received from selling their crops. They also will lose what they had invested in seeds, herbicide, fuel and labor for the year, Majors said.


Bean, who has held floodwaters off 450 of his 1,100 acres with hastily built dirt levees, said he stood to lose $250,000, including all his crops, if the river crests as predicted.


Most farmers have no crop insurance, said U.S. Sen. Mitch McConnell, who visited the flood-stricken area Saturday. Only slightly more than 17 percent of farmers buy the insurance, McConnell, R-Ky., said.


Farmers rightfully expect the federal government to bail them out of disasters such as floods, said McConnell, a member of the Senate Agriculture Committee.


"I don't think anyone in this area I know of has crop insurance," Majors said. "It's a pretty high expense."


"Maybe helping crop insurance will be one of the things that will come out of this," said McConnell, whose car sloshed through floodwater up to the manifold as a staff member drove him Saturday along Ky. 123 in Hickman County.


Many farmers who agreed before the growing season to sell their crops to a certain grain company will be obligated contractually to buy back their own crops. Because market prices have risen since the start of the growing season, the farmers owe buyers the difference, Majors said.


Many of the crops grown in the bottoms eventually are sold to the federal government for export, Mike Majors said. The flood could have far-ranging economic effects, some of which remain to be seen.

T

here is little left to be done except wait. Many of the farmers who attend the Methodist church in Hickman were absent yesterday morning. Many had decided it was time for a vacation.


"It's good to see a lot of our farmers are on vacation," the Rev. Haley said. "Some of them have nothing else to do anymore but take a vacation. And they all deserve it."


"Now," Rick Majors said of the flooding, "you just hope it goes down pretty quick." Some farmers might still be able to grow green beans or some other crop that requires only a short growing season, he said. But it is unlikely unless the water recedes soon -- and quickly.


"It's getting worse every day and every hour it goes on," said Paul Wilson, a Fulton County farmer whose 750 acres are almost three-fourths underwater. "And nobody knows when it's going to stop.


"I think we'd all like to get back to square zero."
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round Zero for flooding in parts of Kentucky, Missouri and Illinois is at the bottom of Fourth Street in this decaying Midwestern town, where a federal river-gauge tower uses a computer to measure and predict water levels for the entire region.


Measuring the level of suffering over such a wide area is not as simple.


North and west of Kentucky, flooding has cost some people their lives, others their homes and businesses. The effect has been dramatic and easy to see.


But in the Purchase Area of Western Kentucky, where direct flood damage almost certainly will be limited to crops in the field, the effect is much more subtle.


The streets of Hickman on Sunday were full of slow-moving cars bearing Tennessee license plates. Occupants craned their necks looking for exciting flood scenes, but the gawkers did not see much, said Brent Williams, a barge worker on the upper Mississippi who was laid off because of the flooding there.


As the Mississippi rises toward an expected crest Saturday of 45.2 feet, the watchful worry of Kentuckians provides stark contrast to the frenzied activity of their neighbors in Illinois and Missouri.


"We have friends calling in, asking if we're sandbagging the house," said Rick Major of Hickman, whose family lost all 2,500 acres to rising floodwaters. "But nobody lives in the bottoms anymore, and that's all that's threatened."


"People think it's strange," Hickman Mayor Judy Powell said, "that we have all this water in the bottoms and the town is fine."


Upstream of Kentucky, north of the Mississippi's confluence with the Ohio, entire towns are under water and the mighty river has been closed so the wake of passing ships does not wash out more levees.


Here the Mississippi River attacks fast and furious, creating a sense of urgency whose focus can shift in a matter of seconds.


At the edge of a soybean field off Illinois Route 3 yesterday, children, vacationers from Hawaii, women with painted fingernails and 64 state prisoners worked side-by-side making sandbags and loading them onto trucks to be delivered where needed.


"They're about to lose it over there -- the river's taking over," a worker yelled suddenly, prompting a flurry of activity as a load was made ready to respond to the emergency.


Across the highway, a house was about to be washed away.


No homes are in danger in Kentucky, however. In Hickman, the Purchase Area's only true river town -- most of the others are perched safely on bluffs over the river -- the gates have not even been put in the floodwall.


Mayor Powell is keeping her eye on the numbers out of Cairo. The floodwall gates, which take a day and a half to install, must go up if the river reaches 50 feet. The town starts to flood at 51 or 52.


There have been worse floods -- like the one in 1991, which forced Hickman to put its floodwall gates up.


The river is wider here, and washed-out levees upstream in Illinois have relieved much of the pressure on the Purchase Area.


In the four Kentucky counties along the Mississippi, the flood's timing, not its magnitude, make it a disaster.


Flooding is common in Fulton, Carlisle, Hickman and Ballard counties only in the spring and fall. This year's flood has devastated farmers by coming in the middle of summer -- too late in the growing season to start again with new crops.


Yesterday about 40,000 acres of farmland -- 38,000 acres of soybeans and 2,000 of corn -- lay under water, said Bob Carrico, area coordinator for state Disaster and Emergency Services.


State Agriculture Commissioner Ed Logsdon has estimated the damage to crops at $25 million. Farmers stand to lose $7 million more of what they had invested in this year's crops, Logsdon said, but those numbers change daily.


The river keeps rising.


Many farmers have lost their entire yield to the flood.


"What if your boss said you would have no income for a total year?" Fulton County farmer Paul Wilson said. "How would you survive?"


Farmers are not the only ones in Kentucky who will be affected by the flood, but the ripple effect will take some time to reach bankers and merchants.


Once it does, the flood of summer '93 will haunt residents long after the water recedes. Agriculture is the area's biggest industry by far.


The river bottoms are to the Purchase Area what the coalfields are to other parts of Kentucky, Wilson said.


"It affects this whole area," Powell said. "We all end up paying each other. It's just a cycle, and when one group suffers, everybody suffers.


"It's been pretty gloomy around this town for a couple weeks now."


Even schools will be affected by the damage done to the area's economy, Fulton County Superintendent Charles Terrett said. "When the fields are flooded," Terrett told one farmer, "that's just like flooding a classroom."


In contrast to the immediacy of the danger in Illinois and Missouri, all that's left to do in Kentucky is wait. The higher the river goes, the more fields will be flooded -- and the harder the economic impact will be.


Nobody knows for sure when it all will stop. Powell said that if rains swell the Ohio River to the north, the flooding could get much worse -- fast.


"I've seen that ol' river when you'll walk up to that floodwall and it'll slap you in the face," Powell said.


"It's an unpredictable lady."
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cloud of dust rises then fades like hope over the endangered soybean fields of Winston Whitson as he drives his pickup atop a dirt levee.


As Western Kentucky farmers busy themselves battling the Purchase Area's most devastating growing-season flood in 25 years, they are being blind-sided by another menace: a drought that threatens to finish off whatever the Mississippi River spares.


"We're burnin' up and about to drown," said Whitson, a soybean farmer in Madrid Bend.


The irony of the dilemma is especially pointed in the Bend -- that part of Kentucky that on a map looks like the state's decimal point. The Bend, 10,000 acres of farmland separate from the rest of the state, is surrounded on all but its southern tip by the Mississippi.


But as Whitson builds levees and expands existing ones in hopes of keeping the river out -- so far it has worked -- his soybean fields are criss-crossed with cracks as ominous as the earthquake fault line for which this region is famous.


Many farmers own land in the river bottoms and on hillsides. Randall McQuady of Ballard County might lose 500 acres to the flood and 900 to the drought.


Most farmers in the area grow soybeans, corn or tobacco. Although corn and tobacco are relatively resilient crops, McQuady's corn yield is down by almost half.


One Purchase Area farmer, Jake Radford, 83, stands to lose all of his 100 acres. "I run irrigation on the hills and get flooded in the bottoms," Radford told Mitch McConnell when the U.S. senator visited the stricken area Saturday.


"If the weather pattern continues as it has, the biggest problem in Kentucky might not be too much water, it might be too little," McConnell said.


The region has not received any significant or widespread rainfall since June 28, said William Birney, director of the U.S. Department of Agriculture's soil conservation office in Ballard County.


"That's becoming a big problem fast," Birney said. Farmers planted corn later this year because of a wet spring, and it has not developed enough to withstand the effects of the drought.


The humidity and heat -- temperatures in the Purchase Area have been hovering near 100 with a heat index even higher -- have been hard on area residents. "Doggone, it takes your breath," said Fulton County Property Valuation Administrator Mike Alexander.


But for crops, the steamy weather has been deadly.


"The drought's just giving us a fit," said Wayne Earl Bean, a Ballard farmer. "To the corn, it's just like putting it in the microwave. With the heat index, it scalds it. It steams the pollen."


Scorched land that has been flooded stands little chance of yielding anything, Birney said. The heat makes crops especially vulnerable to the effects of flooding.


"It doesn't have to be underwater long to be destroyed. The corn yield is being cut every day," Birney said. "And tobacco is having it hard, too."


Like the flood, the drought has a ripple effect that will be felt far beyond the bottomlands of the Mississippi.


"It's going to hurt the farmers, it's going to hurt us, it's going to hurt the merchants in the towns," said Bill Latimer, who owns Warterfield Grain Co. in Union City, Tenn., and Browder Grain Co. in South Fulton, Tenn. "The dry weather is going to hurt us more than the flood."


Grain companies like Latimer's in Tennessee and Kentucky buy from the farmers, then sell the yield for a profit.


Latimer's grain companies buy wheat and soybeans, which are sold to exporters, and corn, which goes mostly for chicken feed in Mississippi.


Hope fades with each passing day. "A lot of the crops could be salvaged," Birney said, "if we could get some rain now."
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allard County Judge-Executive Bill Graves cut short his lunch Friday, leaving half-eaten pork chops on his plate at a downtown diner so he could rush to help out flood victims in nearby Olive Branch, Ill.


Mississippi River floodwater, unleashed when a levee broke the day before, was threatening to wipe out homes and businesses in the little town in southern Illinois.


"When people's lives are in jeopardy, state and county lines don't mean nothing to us," Graves said.


The Mississippi River, which forms more than 50 miles of Kentucky's border with Missouri, has obscured boundaries and wiped out arbitrary state allegiances.


Kentuckians are giving time, effort and money to the relief effort in Missouri, Illinois and Iowa as well as in their own Purchase Area.

Pitching in

Nearly 30,000 acres of farmland was underwater yesterday in far-western Kentucky, said Bob Carrico, area coordinator for state Disaster and Emergency Services.


By the time the river crests Friday or Saturday, as many as 40,000 acres could be flooded, Carrico said.


(State Agriculture Commissioner Ed Logsdon told The Associated Press that 36,000 acres are underwater and up to 44,000 in danger of being submerged when the water crests.)


More than 100 farming families live in the river bottoms. They stand to lose about $7.5 million in earnings alone, said William Birney, executive director of the Agricultural Soil Conservation Service in Ballard County.


(Logdson estimated damages up to $32 million.)


Still, flood damage in Kentucky will not reach the levels it has in other states, where raging river water has killed 29 people, caused millions of dollars of damage and damaged 22,000 homes.


But the state's narrow escape has not kept Kentuckians from pitching in.


American Red Cross chapters in Kentucky have dispatched three emergency relief vans to Des Moines, Iowa, St. Louis and Omaha, Neb. The vans, from Lexington, Louisville and Hopkinsville, are carrying food to homes in flooded areas, said Louisville Red Cross spokeswoman Malanie Koch.


Many people in disaster areas choose to stay in their homes rather than evacuate, Koch said. Besides food, the relief vans deliver cleaning supplies such as mops so residents can remove at least some effects of the flood from their living rooms.


The Red Cross also issues checks to flood victims to pay for essentials ranging from food to eyeglasses, Koch said.


The Red Cross encourages donations of money rather than food or clothing, which is hard to store and transport, Koch said. Volunteers at the wheels of relief vans stop along the way to pick up supplies from other charitable organizations.


Giving flood victims money to buy their own food and supplies also benefits flooded towns, Koch said. "The money is spent back in the community."


More than $2,000 has been donated for flood relief through the Paducah Red Cross, said executive director Barbara Grimes.


The Louisville chapter has received more than $5,000 in donations, said financial development director Wes Wilkinson.

Volunteers on standby

Robin Hollar, spokeswoman for the Lexington chapter of the Red Cross, said her office has received more than $1,000 in donations for flood victims. Many people have called to offer money and to volunteer for service in flood-stricken areas, Hollar said.


But Red Cross volunteers, who provide everything from disaster counseling to money, must be trained in relief work. Those who volunteer for the Mississippi flood-relief effort might be trained in time for the next disaster -- but not for this one, Koch said.


Two trained volunteers from the Lexington chapter who are helping out in storm-damaged areas of Central Kentucky have been told to report to Iowa and Illinois for flood relief in the Midwest, Hollar said.


Louisville has eight volunteers working in flooded areas and more on standby, Koch said.


In Lexington, the Salvation Army is helping coordinate donations of money, non-perishable food and cleaning supplies, Dianne Williams said. And a car dealership, Ol' Don Jacobs, has set up trailers where volunteers are packing up donated items to ship to the Midwest.


Many Kentuckians are acting on their own, said Graves, the Ballard County judge-executive. Graves let Alexander County, Ill., officials use three Ballard road-department dump trucks, a pickup and a handful of county employees to haul sandbags for diverting floodwaters when the levee broke.


Graves drove the dump truck himself. He and other Ballard County employees hauled 3,000 empty sand bags supplied by the Army Corps of Engineers to sand pits to be filled.


Graves did not hesitate when Alexander County officials asked for his help. Townspeople in Olive Branch, Ill., were moved to tears by the sight of those trucks with "Ballard County" painted on them, Graves said.


"God bless you," they told him.
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f you keep up with current events, it might not surprise you that Kentucky is being ranked pretty highly these days. What might surprise you is that some of the rankings have been about business, not basketball.


In the last six months, Kentucky's performance has drawn rave reviews in at least two national magazines. The context: rebounding from the recession, not off the backboard.


The rosy picture, deftly painted by Forbes and U.S News & World Report, has a Camry frame. The March 29 issue of Forbes, in a short article titled "Lucky Kentucky," notes that Toyota's 5-year-old plant in Georgetown has led to the creation of more than 17,883 jobs in the Bluegrass State.


The windfall, Kentucky's best insulation from the economic chill, has been felt mostly in Central Kentucky -- which might help explain why Lexington's economy got a high ranking from the Cato Institute in the Feb. 24 editions of USA Today.


But in Kentucky, whose unhappiest county, Elliott, has a nearly 20 percent unemployment rate, not too many people put a lot of money on the economic-statistics derby.


"Most any rankings, the people here right now, they do take it with a grain of salt," said Jimmy Herald, judge-executive of Owsley County, where the unemployment rate stands at 7.4 percent.


U.S. News & World Report ranked Kentucky second only to Oklahoma for "relative (positive) changes in their economies over a year's time." Such a high rating might be misleading, said Charles Haywood, director for the Center for Business and Economic Research at the University of Kentucky.


One reason Kentucky ranks near the top is that much of the rest of the nation is doing so poorly, Haywood said. "We've been on a steady path with no major upswings or downswings.


"We've been the tortoise in this race, and right now we're ahead."


The glowing reports on Kentucky's economy, although true to an extent, mas  the state's diversity, Haywood said. Oldham, the county with the lowest unemployment rate -- 2.7 percent -- is a long way economically and geographically from Elliott -- and many of the other Eastern Kentucky counties that continue to struggle as coal mining fades.


"Coal will be adversely impacted by the Clinton energy tax," Haywood said. "So we've still got our problems. But we're doing better because Toyota has had such success and good productivity."


Ed Sturgeon, research manager for the Lexington Chamber of Commerce, chuckles a lot when discussing such rankings. "If you're down so low, any actual increase is a great percentage," he said.


Alan Kirschenbaum, editor of The Lane Report, said Toyota has skewed the picture. He puts it in terms easily understandable to most Kentuckians:


"You're at Keeneland and you're having a mediocre sale, when one person suddenly buys a horse for $10 million. In the end, the total amount spent looks good, but what you actually have is only one person going home happy."


Sturgeon is more blunt: "You can take what is actually good information and crank it with a computer and come up with all kinds of trash."


And what of the Cato Institute's ranking Lexington as the fifth-fastest? "I just dismissed it," Sturgeon said. "They screwed up."


The Cato ranking measured economic growth of the nation's 75 largest cities from 1965 through 1990 -- a period that includes the 1974 merger of Lexington and Fayette County.


From 1960 to 1971, the city's population rose from 62,810 to 108,137. The total county population in 1971 was 174,323. Three years later, in a single election day, Lexington's population ballooned to include everyone in the county.


The 1980 census showed the new, improved city with a population of 204,165. The merger artificially had inflated Lexington's population and jobs, two important criteria for Cato's rankings.


Ron Crouch, of the Kentucky State Data Center at the University of Louisville, said Lexington's real growth occurred in the '50s and '60s, with the arrival of IBM and subsequent booms in manufacturing and retailing.


"Without the merger, we wouldn't even be there," Sturgeon said of the ranking.


Sturgeon's wariness of numbers stems partly from an awareness that when too many layers of bureaucracy are involved, numerals often change for no apparent reason. Sometimes the formula changes. Sometimes the explanation isn't even as good as that.


Before 1980, the census said Lexington was 283 square miles, including waterways. In 1980, the number changed to 284 square miles. Now, in 1990, it's 285. "Where the hell did this land come from?" Sturgeon said, laughing.


Kirschenbaum said the Cato ranking has little meaning because it covers such a long period. "You need to look at what has happened in the last five years," he said.


The thoroughbred industry has declined and commercial real estate has nearly dried up since passage of the Tax Reform Act in 1986, Kirschenbaum said. Horse sales at Keeneland and Fasig-Tipton are way down, especially since 1990 -- the last year of the Cato study.


The '90s also have seen IBM selling the bulk of its Lexington operations, fewer investments in horse farms and the end of the housing industry boom of the '70s and '80s, Kirschenbaum said.


So does anyone take these rankings seriously?


Companies looking for a place to put a factory probably don't, said Alex Warren, senior vice president of Toyota's Kentucky operation.


Toyota spokeswoman Barbara McDaniel said the decision to locate in Georgetown was based on climate, the quality of the work force and the proximity to interstate highways and rail service. A generous incentive package from the state didn't hurt.


Toyota has played a big role in Kentucky's -- and Lexington's -- economic fortunes.


"Toyota kept us from feeling the real jolt of the recession for a long time," Kirschenbaum said. "I'd hate to have seen what our local economy would have been like without Toyota."


Besides creating thousands of jobs, Toyota has "gotten (Kentucky) on the map as a place to do business," Warren said.


Before Toyota took a chance on Georgetown, site locators would have gotten strange and ominous reactions upon suggesting a move to Kentucky.


"What would have been the reaction? 'This is your last job as a site locator,' " Warren said, laughing.


Toyota's success in Kentucky has helped, too. While the rest of the nation suffers through a decline in manufacturing jobs, Kentucky is creating them, Haywood said.


Gary Bello, president of Clark Material Handling Co., said Kentucky's rural work force has proved adept at the increasingly popular team approach to manufacturing.


Farmers make good factory workers because they are good problem-solvers, he said. "You grow up on a farm, you're an independent guy. These people don't want to be run by management and they don't want to be run by a union."


Companies interested in moving to Kentucky have asked Warren whether  there are enough of these people left after Toyota has its pick of the crop.


At least they're asking. Manufacturers haven't always been that interested in the Bluegrass State.


The bottom line? Although Lexington and Kentucky might not be slam-dunking on the opposition, both are doing relatively well.
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T

he Southeast Regionals of the NCAA Tournament this weekend were a coming-out party for two kinds of Kentucky basketball fans.


You had the old kind, back after several winters in hibernation, with the swagger and the pronouncements that this Wildcat team is the best in the country.


There were thousands of those in attendance yesterday as Kentucky trashed Utah, 83-62.


And you had the new Kentucky fan, who looked on wide-eyed, glued to the edge of his seat even when the Cats were up by 27. By all appearances, there might have been only one of those, and his name was Michael Clayton.


Michael, 8, of Columbia, Tenn., sat in stark contrast yesterday to the majority of other Kentucky fans, many of whom fully expected the Cats to win and wouldn't have considered the day much fun without a victory.


"It's kind of that Joe Hall-type thing," said Doug Willoughby, a UK fan from Ashland City, Tenn. "They're expected to win."


Even as a fan, Willoughby said, "I feel the pressure."


But Michael, at his first-ever Kentucky game, was "real excited" just to be here, said his father, Bob Clayton, 39.


So excited, in fact, that Michael's dad didn't even have to look at their tickets to find out what seats they had in Section 2E, Row 3. Michael had remembered: "Seats 7 and 8," he said.


It was all as new to Michael as last year's tournament was to Kentucky's legions of fans who had endured the dark days of NCAA probation. The Cats' performance last year surpassed all expectations, said Jesse Stockton of Clarksville, Tenn.


But this year's team will not be able to do enough in the eyes of many fans unless it wins the school's sixth national title, said Stockton, a graduate of UK and its law school.


"It's almost like it was before the team got put on probation," he said. "They're expected to win.


"Kentucky fans are getting spoiled again, I'm afraid."


Some fans yesterday wore T-shirts that read, "Kentucky versus Utah: Start Svoboda," a reference to UK walk-on Todd Svoboda, who does not leave the bench unless Kentucky is winning easily.


Few expected Kentucky to have trouble with Utah, ranked 12th in the country.


As Stockton and his wife, Michelle, sat on a railing outside the gym waiting for the Kentucky game to start, a man in a blue sweater approached.


He called Kentucky the best team in the country. Said the Cats should win it all. Said it's the greatest team ever.


"Proves my point right there," Stockton said after the man walked away.


Willoughby, who wore a blue-and-white pompon hanging out of the back of a Kentucky cap, said UK fans "don't want to have any fun and enjoy."


"They just want to have them in the final game."


Willoughby doesn't number himself among those fans. He stayed until the end of the lopsided game, cheering and clapping until the final buzzer.


So did Michael Clayton, who held up a big sheet of paper with the numeral 3 on it every time Kentucky scored from behind the three-point line.


With 18:15 left in the game, Michael took his hat off, turned it around backward and jammed it back on his head.


With 15:54 left, he joined in a cheer in which his side of the gym yelled "Blue" and the other yelled "White."


With 15:46 left, he turned to his dad with his eyebrows raised and just the hint of a grin on his face and said, "They gonna put the one with the shaved hair in later?"


With 1:42 left, Michael got his answer: Todd Svoboda ran onto the court. Michael grinned. It was a good day to be 8.
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he man whose remains lie on Table No. 1 in a second-floor laboratory at the University of Kentucky Hospital lived such an inauspicious life that nobody claimed him when it was over.


But there is no telling how many high school students he has inspired to greatness since he died almost three years ago.


Gary Ginn, coordinator of UK's body bequeathal program, plucked the cadaver's carotid artery like a harp string recently as a cluster of Morgan County students crowded around.


"This might just be the stimulus they need to go into the health-care field," Ginn would say later.


Ginn, UK's undertaker, fields so many requests he could take at least one class of high school or community college students a day through the lab doors marked "Restricted Admittance, Biohazard."


This is UK's gross lab, where students learn about the human body by studying the remains of people whose bodies were left to science.


Ginn doesn't accommodate morbid curiosity seekers. Each group that enters the lab for Ginn's demonstration must have a valid reason -- education, preferably.


"The primary objective is for them to learn something," Ginn said.

'The ultimate gift'

Thousands of Kentuckians have made plans for a future beyond pension plans, Social Security benefits or a house by the ocean.


They've bequeathed their remains to science, a gesture one UK doctor calls "the ultimate gift."


Almost 3,000 Kentuckians have willed their bodies to the University of Kentucky's department of anatomy and neurobiology, associate professor Bruce Maley said.


The department receives about 50 bodies a year, a number that continues to rise as UK's body-bequeathal program becomes better known, Maley said. Bequeathal is the most common method of leaving a body to the department. A few are donated by relatives. Still fewer are unclaimed drifters.


At the University of Louisville, the pledges of those who have promised their remains to research fill two filing-cabinet drawers.


"The people of Kentucky are very generous," Maley said.


Not all of them have left their bodies to Kentucky universities, however.


Roy Crawford III, 41, of Whitesburg, decided last month to leave his body to a research program at the University of Tennessee. He also will donate his organs for transplants.


Crawford's father doesn't mind his son's leaving his body to science. But he isn't wild about his son's choice of research institutions.


Crawford said, laughing, ". . . Probably his main complaint is that it's a UT project."

'Winding up outdoors'


Crawford's plans make death seem like a camping trip: The mining engineer signed over his remains to a UT professor who studies human decay rates by watching corpses left to rot on a peaceful hillside near Knoxville.


When Crawford dies, his body will be placed on the edge of some trees overlooking the Tennessee River -- high above the metallic blur of lives passing by on the highway below.


His decaying remains will help Tennessee forensic anthropologist William M. Bass and his students better understand how human tissue decomposes. His bones will be used in the classroom.


It's useful research, especially for police in states such as Tennessee and Kentucky, whose isolated rural areas are popular dumping grounds for murder victims.


"It's kind of a relief to have made plans," Crawford said. In a letter to Bass, he wrote: "I like the idea of winding up outdoors and the possibility that I may help catch a criminal someday."


And in an interview last month at his office in the hills of Eastern Kentucky, Crawford said: "I like the idea of being propped up against a tree."


At UK, U of L and most other universities with body bequeathal programs, cadavers are used quite differently from those in the field at Tennessee.


They become teaching tools and research projects for students in medicine, dentistry, physical therapy, anatomy and certain doctoral programs, said Dr. Harold Traurig, acting chairman of UK's department of anatomy and neurobiology.


The department does not accept the remains of people who have died violently or of a communicable disease, so few of the cadavers are of people younger than 50.


The bodies are treated with as much respect as patients at the hospital, Traurig said. "We tell the students that these people have given them the ultimate gift."


About 90 cadavers lie on metal racks in the hospital morgue, ready for a second chance to make their mark on the world.


Who would want to end up here?


Beth Wachs, for one. Wachs, 86, of Lexington, has willed her body to UK -- partly to honor an unrealized childhood dream of a career in medicine.


Wachs, who spent almost 30 years as a animal-research lab technician at UK, likes the idea of helping others -- in this lifetime or any other.


"I'm kind of scientifically minded," she said.

Final resting place


The plaque in Section 36 at Lexington Cemetery honors those buried in the shade of a towering Norway spruce for having "rendered humanity a high service."


This is where UK buries the ashes of its cadavers.


There are the graves of the war veterans, the homemakers and a man remembered as "Pop."  There's a woman once known as "Grandma Penny," and there are devoted spouses who chose to spend eternity side by side.


Here lie the silent heroes honored on the plaque, which says "Mortui Vivos Docurunt" -- "Dead, they have taught the living."


Here lie those who have helped fresh-faced med students understand all about the size and capacity of the human heart.
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obacco warehouses are nearly as synonymous with Broadway in Lexington as theaters are with Broadway in New York City.


The same question applies in both places: What will Act 2 hold?


It's an especially pertinent question in Lexington, where South Broadway -- long the staid epitome of Kentucky life, with its racetrack and wafting odor of tobacco -- is ripening for redevelopment.


Business people and city officials say the venerable old thoroughfare, whose sidewalks are littered with brown tobacco leaves in winter, is more susceptible to sweeping change than any other main road downtown.


Unlike other roads near the center of town, where land for redevelopment is virtually non-existent and parcels are too small to encourage speculation, South Broadway is something of a new frontier.


"With the combination of The Red Mile and the tobacco warehouses, there is so much land here in downtown Lexington along South Broadway," says John Glover, who owns Glover's Bookery, a used- and rare-book store on South Broadway.


Elsewhere, Glover says, "Lexington is so squeezed inside New Circle Road."


Russell Casey, senior comprehensive planner for Lexington, says the tobacco warehouses "represent redevelopment opportunities we really don't have anywhere else, especially for putting employment so close to the city."


The sprawling warehouses that dominate the urban streetscape between Maxwell Street and Waller Avenue occupy large chunks of land -- just like the one being redeveloped into a 21-acre retail center complete with a Winn-Dixie Marketplace. The site's previous occupants? A single tobacco warehouse and a redrying plant, both demolished in November 1991.


City officials and South Broadway merchants have taken note of how little it takes to drastically change the face of the road, and they worry about how to prevent developers from turning it into a generic commercial strip.


That in mind, city planners have taken unprecedented steps to control the direction of redevelopment by drawing up a blueprint for the South Broadway corridor.


The Lexington-Fayette Urban County Planning Commission adopted the half-inch-thick document in 1990 as an amendment to the 1988 comprehensive plan.


"That kind of gives a working block that relieves a lot of anxiety on the part of those of us in business on the street who will be here a long time," Glover says.


"I'm straight across the street from tobacco warehouses. It worries me to death what they might do with that if there were not some kind of suggested plan."


Few doubt the day will come when speculators hover over some of the warehouses like buzzards.


Tobacco is not being produced in the volume it once was, and although Lexington warehouses are enjoying their biggest year since 1982, the industry as a whole has been slowly declining.


"The economy of tobacco is already hurting, and it's going to continue to decline," Glover says. "We're going to see the warehouses one by one give way to something new."


When or how that will happen is anybody's guess. "The whole thing's pretty speculative," says Bill McGinnis of Central District Inc., which owns four of the 16 warehouses in the South Broadway area.


"If this shopping center goes over well, someone might want one of our warehouses.


"It's something we'd consider."


Charlie Kahn, for one, would not miss the warehouses.


"The main thing the tobacco warehouses tend to bring in is rickety trucks that get on the road once a year," says Kahn, who has owned Le Cheval, a riding-apparel shop on South Broadway, for 17 years.


"If somebody else can find a better use for them, then it's building a much safer environment on the street. These things are firetraps for the most part."


Don't look for sudden, drastic change along South Broadway, however. The street is torn between the past and the future, stuck in  post-industrial limbo.


City planners have not fielded a rush of zone-change applications. Nelson Keesey, a commercial specialist in the Fayette County property valuation administrator's office, says there is little buying and selling in the area.


Brian Hill, a landscape architect with CMW -- the local architectural and engineering firm working on a beautification plan for the road, said he thought the full transformation of South Broadway would take at least 20 years.


There will be little redevelopment without improvements to the road, long stretches of which have no left-turn lanes, Hill says. Beautifying the streetscape would help, too, he said.


Although South Broadway has its share of success stories -- there are vital, thriving businesses such as Le Cheval, Glover's Bookery and Rogers Restaurant -- there also are crumbling buildings, such as the old Scott Hotel, condemned last year.


And until it was razed last summer, the old Southern Depot sat abandoned and gutted by fire -- a forgotten monument to an era when time along South Broadway was measured in minutes rather than decades.
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ichard and Norma Burks of Lexington know housekeeping. For 3 1/2 years, they have diligently cleaned and straightened their stately old home on West Second Street so it would be presentable on a moment's notice to prospective buyers.


Three-and-a-half years.


Larry and Donna Haffler sold their house on Moylan Lane before the lawn had to be mowed twice.


The difference lies in the complexities of a housing market shaped by an unlikely construction boom.


Despite the sagging economy, Lexington last year issued a record 1,794 housing permits for single-family homes and appears on pace to exceed that this year.


Ray Umberger of the city building inspection office said 697 housing permits had been issued as of May 31. No slowdown is in sight. The Lexington-Fayette County Planning Commission this year has approved zone changes for the construction of more than 2,000 homes.


The dusty brown wave of construction has created the illusion of a boom town. But Lexington's population has not kept pace with the number of households springing up on its south side.


"You wonder where they're coming from, who's buying these houses," said Larry Haffler, whose business, Athena Cultured Marble Co. Inc., has benefited handsomely from the boom.


"You keep reading about a recession, and you don't read about new industries coming into Lexington. And yet -- Andover. Hartland. Copperfield. Firebrook."


Those southside developments rank among Lexington's most desired and successful new subdivisions. Many  homes continue to spring up there and in other residential developments off Tates Creek, Harrodsburg and Richmond roads just south of Man o' War Boulevard.


Census figures show that between 1980 and 1990, the number of households in Lexington rose from 75,440 to 89,529 -- an increase of almost 19 percent. During that time, however, the city's population increased  about 10 percen -- from 204,165 to 225,366.


Jobs grew at a faster rate. Between 1980 and 1990, full- and part-time employment in Lexington shot up  more than 42,000, with almost all the new jobs in service and retail.


But with the emergence of Lexington and surrounding counties as a true metropolitan area, many of the people who got new jobs in Fayette County chose to live in bedroom communities like  Nicholasville, said Ron Crouch, director of the Kentucky State Data Center.


Which leaves the question: Who has been buying all the houses in Lexington?


"That's the number one question of anyone who comes in from another city: 'Where in the world are all these people coming from, what's spurring all the growth?' " said Jonah Mitchell, a Lexington real estate agent.


"We get that question all of the time from our customers."


The answer: Lexington is not growing so much as it is growing older, Crouch said.

Shrinking households


Between 1980 and 1990, the number of residents 65 or older ballooned  26 percent -- nearly triple the growth rate of the city as a whole.


During that time, many baby boomers came of age to enter the housing market. The number of Lexington residents 18 or younger dropped  3.2 percent. The college-age population also dropped, but the number of people ages 25 to 44 climbed from 62,411 to 81,267.


Shrinking households have resulted. In 1980, the average number of people for each home was 2.56, Crouch said. That had dropped to 2.38 by 1990.


In the 1980s, the number of houses in which the owner lived alone rose 56 percent -- "a huge change," Crouch said. A third of all housing units in 1990 were occupied by  one person.


The number of two-person households has shot up, too. Children who grew up and moved away from home left their  "empty-nester" parents to consider finding a smaller house, Mitchell said.


But the greatest movement in the housing market is in the opposite direction. "The starter homes are hottest, and the move-ups are hot," Mitchell said.


Tom Collier, president of Realty Research Corp. in Lexington, said low interest rates have prompted apartment dwellers to buy houses.


"The renters and the people who have outgrown small, starter homes are all moving up," Mitchell said.


Despite the exodus, apartment complexes are not suffering much. Somehow the occupancy rate has held at about 93 percent, Collier said.


But housing construction almost has completely eclipsed the development of apartment complexes, Collier said.

Tricky proposition


An apartment-construction boom in the early and mid-1980s that left the city "way overbuilt" with a vacancy rate of 15 percent seems a distant memory.


"I've never seen it stop so dead since we started apartment building. It's come to a screeching halt," Collier said.


He does not expect the trend to continue long. The housing market might appear stronger than it  is because all the construction is concentrated in certain areas of the city, especially Harrodsburg and Richmond roads, Collier said.


Mitchell expects housing construction  to continue at a healthy rate, however. Lexington is the place to be in the eastern half of the state.


"This is where people come to get educated, this is where people come to get well, this is where people come to play," Mitchell said.


"You have to take a longer view than one or two years or a spurt in the market."


The construction boom has made buying and selling homes a tricky proposition. Some houses might seem almost impossible to sell. Others go in the blink of an eye.


Most in demand are newer homes, and those in the $60,000 to $100,000 price range,  Collier said. Location in a southside subdivision also does not hurt.


"New-construction areas are doing extremely well," real estate agent Ken Silvestri said. "Builders rarely get a home finished before it's sold."


Some agents are also contacting people in the most desirable subdivisions and trying to persude them to sell their homes.


Larry Haffler said he prefers a house that is "brand-new and up-to-date."


The Hafflers sold their house in the Hidden Springs subdivision last month for $89,400. They hammered out a deal with a buyer  nine days after the house was put on the market.


Their brick ranch house has 1,960 square feet, a finished basement, a fireplace and a jacuzzi.


With a 4-year-old girl, a 3-year-old boy and a baby due Monday, the Hafflers plan to move to a bigger house in Palomar subdivision.


On the other side of town, Richard and Norma Burks have been trying  to sell their 5,000-square-foot antebellum home.


The house, built about  1850, has hardwood floors, a full basement, a new roof and a priceless history. It is thought to have served as a refuge for runaway slaves on the Underground Railroad.


The Burkses are asking $225,000. The original price was more than $300,000, but it didn't take them long to realize they would have to lower it.


Norma Burks blames the economy and the surplus of houses -- new and old. But she also suspects her house might not be modern enough to compete in its price range.

    Many prospective home buyers might prefer amenities to ambiance, she said. Self-contained southside developments with clubhouses and pools and tennis courts are in vogue.


Unfortunately for the Burkses, turrets and Second Street and memories of the Civil War apparently are not.
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li Barnes points his bike in the general direction of the two-faced kitten and the devil people, pops a wheelie, then takes off. The wind already is in his face when he hears his mother call him back.


"Hey, Eli! Go straighten up the top first."


The carnival calls in strange ways. Eli, who is 12, turns his bike around, returns to the "top" -- the tent-like dining area beside his parents' cookhouse at the Blue Grass Fair -- and begins to wash tables, sweep up and throw away empty cups.


Eli is a typical child of the midway: bored with the attractions that lure the local kids; and content to ride his bike beneath the hot sun or help his parents tend to business each day in the interminable hours before the fair opens. "I get tired of riding the rides and stuff," Eli says, "but I don't get tired of this."


The carnival might prolong childhood for those who visit, but it saps it quickly from the kids whose families work and travel with the show.


"I was a kid for a couple of years," Eli's brother, Jeremy, 16, says. "I'm not too much a kid anymore. You grow up really fast out here."


Eli and Jeremy Barnes have given away their youth to the children who scream on the Scrambler. But they don't mingle with the beneficiaries of their gift.


"They just stay to themselves," Eli says, "and I just stay to myself."

A family fair


The boys' mother, Debi Dolce, waves an American Family Sweepstakes envelope in the air.


"Everybody see this?" Dolce says, holding the envelope aloft as she pops out the door at one end of her Seats & Eats cookhouse to address the carnival workers seeking refuge from the sweltering sun.


"This is my ticket outta here. If I win, I'm gone."


Carnivals are places to suspend disbelief, so Dolce smiles as she slaps the envelope down on the counter between a pack of Marlboros and a half-empty bottle of Crystal Hot Sauce to affix the postage stamp.


If she's lucky, she could win $10 million. She picks up the salt shaker off the silver counter top and throws a dash over her shoulder.


Jeremy rolls his eyes.


"Tell her you have to buy a magazine," he says, tending to the grill with an indulgent smile.


Smiling and cutting up with resting carnival workers in the quiet hours before the fair opens, Eli washes the tables under the top with a green cloth.


Carnival children start working young.


"My son had enough money when he was 15 to buy a new Chevrolet," says Bill Myers, owner of Myers International Midways, the Florida-based company that runs the Blue Grass Fair.


"Kids, when they get around 12 here they start working," Jeremy Barnes says. "And once you start working, you can't stop."


Children are a plentiful source of labor. Many of the families that travel with the carnival bring their kids with them.


Tiny pink cars, tricycles and other toys sit in the dirt and weeds outside the trailers and buses that clog the field west of the midway at Masterson Station Park.

Midway their playground


Myers, who proudly recounts how his own children and grandchildren grew up on the midway, says: "What I usually say about kids in the carnival business is that the midway is their playground."


Not in any traditional way, however. Many of the kids who travel and work with the carnival rides bikes and skateboards along the midway before the fair opens at 5 p.m. or after it closes at midnight. They are not allowed to roam the midway alone during fair hours, Myers said. None of them seems to object.


For many of the older children, the carnival rides and attractions no longer hold any fascination. The younger ones must stick close to mom and dad, which means they spend most of the fair each night in concession stands or ticket booths.

Baby sitters for some


Some have baby sitters. Alicia Marks, a University of Kentucky engineering student whose husband's aunt works in the fair office, arrives at the Weaver trailer each afternoon to watch after Joey Weaver, 2, and his sister, Olivia  5. Their father, Vince Weaver, 29, owns and operates four concessions and four rides at the fair.


Weaver often takes one or both of his children with him as he makes his rounds. Joey, decked out in a Barney the dinosaur t-shirt, rides with his father to deliver bags of ice to the concession stands.


Olivia, who is on foot, is headed with Marks in the opposite direction.


The fair has just opened, and hardly anyone is on the midway. When the crowd gets too big they will go back to the trailer to play and watch television. Alicia does not want to run the risk of losing Olivia in the crowd.


"We usually walk around the midway about 30 times a night," Marks says, grinning. "They try to get me to ride, but I don't ride some of them. I got sick on the Hurricane."


Marks has more confidence in Olivia. "Spin her," she tells a ride operator as the little girl climbs aboard what looks like a giant apple.


The operator is a big man. On his head he wears a Harley-Davidson cap, on his feet unlaced Converse basketball shoes. He shakes his head and smiles slightly before stepping away from the Cheez Bits perched on top of the control box and spinning Olivia's car by hand.

Lessons to learn


Down the midway, Barbara Haake opens the door of the Hot Dog Factory, a concession stand she owns and operates with her husband, Bernie. The smell of grease and onions bursts out over the midway.


Barbara Haake leads her two daughters, Barbie, 9, and Megan, 8, out into the field where the Haakes keep the ponys for their pony ride. They sit down at a card table covered with a blue-floral tablecloth and their mother promptly writes their names in big, looping letters on their tablets for them to copy.


The girls begin writing slowly as their mother watches. After awhile, they open workbooks.


"What are the things that begin with the letter T?" Barbara Haake asks her daughter Barbie.


"Boy," Barbie says, grinning shyly.

Going to home school


The Haake children and other children whose families travel with the carnival learn in home school so they can stay on the road with their parents and study in a trailer or bus off the side of a midway.


Other families with children travel only during the summer months so the children don't miss any school. Eli and Jeremy Barnes stay home in Florida with their mother, Debi Dolce, when school is in session and let their stepfather, Nick Dolce, tend to business on the road.


"The kids in the carnival business get a good education because they travel around a lot," Myers said. "We play Lexington and Harrodsburg, so they know Fort Harrod and they know about Daniel Boone."


History isn't the only lesson they learn. One carnival worker says the children "get quite an education out here on the road: How to take a licking and keep on ticking."
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hhhh, it's starting," Judy Rice said. But first-timers at the Mountain Laurel Festival might feel as if they've showed up right in the middle of something with no beginning or end.


The festival started 62 years ago, and nobody here can conceive of a May without it. It's called tradition, said former festival queen candidate Amy Redmond, who was at yesterday's pageant.


Redmond is Rice's niece. Rice was squeezing a friend's arm as if that would choke off the other woman's words. Shhhh. Master of Ceremonies George Zack, director of the Lexington Philharmonic Orchestra, had just started speaking.


The coronation of a festival queen, chosen from candidates representing colleges across the state, would not be far away.


Above the little amphitheater, over a clearing at Pine Mountain State Resort Park, the sun was coming out. The air over Pine Mountain was steamy and heavy and still.


Earlier in the day, a brief summer storm had swept over Pineville, causing people to linger in the Dairy Queen on U.S. 25E. Now the sky was bright and hot. What you had was the kind of day that'll make a mountain laurel bloom.


Some umbrellas came down, but others stayed up as parasols. The sun's presence was appreciated as much as the governor's. Gov. Brereton Jones was on hand to crown the new queen.


"This year I think the festival was perfect," Redmond said. "We had a good parade, the floats were good, the park is beautiful, the governor's here. It's like everything is going our way."


The Mountain Laurel Festival unofficially is the second-biggest annual festival in the state. Only the Kentucky Derby Festival outranks it, Rice said.


This year's festival began Thursday with official opening ceremonies, a picnic and fireworks. Friday there was a golf tournament, hiking, arts and crafts exhibits, a concert, dinner, a ball and a coal-mine rescue competition.


Yesterday morning there was a parade through Pineville. Lexington socialite and horsewoman Marylou Whitney was the grand marshal. The convention center at the park lodge was renamed after Whitney's late husband, C.V. Whitney.


Next on the agenda was the coronation of a new queen -- the highlight of the weekend. By the time the ceremonies began yesterday afternoon, several hundred people had settled onto the wooden benches of the amphitheater.


"It's really a beautiful thing," Brenda Jones said of the festivities, "when the sun's shining."


Rice and Jones, who are sisters, attend every year. "We've had a lot of family in this," Jones said.


Rice opened her purse. Her daughter, Jill, stood in front of her wanting money for a movie. She was going with a friend to the Middlesboro Cinema 4.


Judy gave her daughter a five-dollar bill, then began fanning with her program. Most Saturdays she would spend the afternoon at the Middlesboro Mall, too. But on this one she sat among several hundred other people wondering who would be queen. Nobody would know until the candidates walked out of the woods.


The winner would return to the stage at the rear of the line, and everybody would know immediately who was queen. No announcement. Just a place at the back of the line. That's just the way it's always been done.


"It's just the warmest feeling to be here," Redmond said. "It's your old Southern beauty pageant. There are no score sheets, no talent show. It's just fun."


Redmond left the bench and climbed onto a boulder at the back of the amphitheater to get a better view.


From the higher vantage point, she could see the pond that separates the first row from the clearing where the candidates are being introduced. She liked the way the white gowns of the candidates were reflected in the water. "Just like a mirror," she said.


The treetops and the place where they touch the sky also were reflected in the pond, creating a little patch of heaven right on the face of the earth.
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ix witnesses painted a chilling portrait of Bill Canan yesterday, but it was the haunting silence of a seventh -- Melanie Flynn -- on which prosecutors seemed to hang their case against releasing Canan before his trial on federal drug charges.


A former colleague on the Lexington police force testified that Canan once admitted killing Flynn, whose disappearance in January 1977 remains one of Lexington's darkest mysteries.


Flynn was a 24-year-old secretary for the Kentucky High School Athletic Association when she failed to come home from work one winter night. She never turned up again.


Several months after Flynn's disappearance, Canan told newspaper reporters that she had worked as an undercover agent for him and provided him with information about drug users and pushers.


Canan said that Flynn had agreed to help him after he had built a case against her for possession of marijuana.


Assistant U.S. Attorney Jane Graham yesterday invoked Flynn's name several times during almost 3 1/2 hours of testimony presented to portray Canan as a man too dangerous to be released on bond.


The first time Graham mentioned Flynn, Canan's court-appointed defense attorney, Fred E. Peters, objected. But U.S. Magistrate Judge James Cook overruled Peters, opening the way for testimony about the Flynn case and allowing the hearing to take an unexpectedly dark turn.


"I said, 'Who killed Melanie Flynn?' " former Lexington police officer George Umstead testified, describing a conversation he had with Canan a few years ago.


"He just smiled. I asked him if he killed Melanie. He just . . . nodded his head, as if saying, 'Yes.' "


Umstead later testified that a mutual friend, drug smuggler Andrew Thornton, once told Umstead that Canan had killed Flynn "because he loved her."


Umstead, who is serving a 36-month sentence on federal drug charges, recounted buying cocaine from Canan for a Kentucky Derby party in 1984. He testified yesterday that he was cooperating with federal authorities in the case against Canan as part of a plea agreement.


Umstead was one of two witnesses who testified that Canan had tried to scare them from cooperating with authorities in their own drug cases because Canan feared he would be implicated. In 1991, Canan relayed a threatening message through a mutual friend that "people had a way of disappearing," Umstead said.


Witnesses portrayed Canan as a vengeful man at the center of a tangled web of fear and intimidation.


William Welsh, a special agent for the FBI in Lexington, testified that a search of Canan's apartment on Garden Springs Drive had turned up 20 to 25 weapons, including a variety of loaded guns and rifles; several small, spiked martial-arts weapons called "throwing stars"; a blow gun with steel-tipped darts; and stiletto knives.


Canan was wearing one of the guns, a derringer, when police arrested him. "He always carried a pistol on his hip," Umstead testified.


Police searching Canan's home also found a police badge, a bag of cocaine, $200 in cash and hundreds of cassette tapes.


Welsh testified he had tried listening to four or five of the tapes but could not discern their content because they were recorded at several different speeds.


Also found in Canan's home were books detailing how to convert a shotgun into a grenade launcher; how to build a silencer; and how to use explosives. One three-volume set was titled "How to Kill."


A hand-drawn and hand-lettered chart labeled "Canan's Alley" showed a large bull's-eye whose rings were adorned with photographs of Lexington police Capt. John Bizzack; former Commonwealth's Attorney Larry Roberts; former Mayor James Amato; Fayette County Clerk Donald Blevins; and former assistant police chief Frank Fryman.


Bizzack's photo was in the hand-drawn cross hairs of a rifle, and several others, including Amato and Roberts, had what appeared to be bullet holes drawn between their eyes, Welsh said.


It was not made clear yesterday why Canan had the poster, but many of those depicted on it were in office when Canan was a police officer in the 1970s. Canan, 47, was fired from the police department in 1979 for insubordination and inefficiency.


Welsh said federal agents had begun another investigation prompted by notes found in Canan's apartment that suggest he was under contract to kill someon else's wife and make it look like an accident.


"I think he's a clearly dangerous person," Umstead said. "I'm scared to death of him. For my family's sake. And for mine."


Canan, wearing a blue windbreaker, black Lee jeans and shackles on his legs, rocked incessantly in a chair at the defense table and repeatedly whispered to Peters as he listened to testimony. Canan was arrested at home Friday and charged with possession with intent to distribute cocaine and obstruction of justice by threatening to kill a witness against him.


That witness, Robert V. Scott of Lexington, testified yesterday that Canan in early 1990 had forced his way into Scott's apartment one night as Scott's wife and two children slept.


" 'I'm not scared of dying, and I'm not scared of you or George Umstead," Scott testified Canan had told him.


Canan proceeded to tell Scott he would leave town if he had to and that he had deposited his money in two separate accounts in case he  was caught.


Scott testified that Canan had become suspicious of Scott after police arrested Scott on drug charges in January 1991.


Canan sold 6 to 8 ounces of cocaine to Scott twice between Dec. 29, 1989, and Jan. 2, 1990, Scott and Welsh testified.


"He said one good thing about bombs is you can be done (planting them) a long time before they go off, and innocent people sometimes get hurt," Scott said. "He said he'd blow up the federal building and the D.A.'s office, too, if he had to."


Scott testified that Canan gave him $200 to leave town the day before his sentencing.


Peters asked Umstead whether he or federal authorities had broached the topic of Canan. Umstead said he could not remember.


"You knew they were interested in him, though?" Peters said.


"Everybody is," Umstead said.
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F

ayette County Attorney Norrie Wake, who has performed in theatrical productions and made public appearances as Thomas Jefferson, is known to have a penchant for drama.


But his indictment Tuesday on federal charges that he used a kickback scheme among employees in the county attorney's office to repay campaign debt has raised a troubling question: Was Norrie Wake's performance as Norrie Wake the greatest act of all?


Friends and detractors  said last week that they found it hard to believe that  Wake -- so widely perceived as a tough prosecutor "charging across the plain on his white horse to do good" -- would resort to the kinds of things charged  in the indictment.


Wake, who turned 50 Friday, is accused of giving staff members $35,000 in raises that they kicked back to help retire his 1985 campaign debt. He is charged with mail fraud, theft of government money  and conspiracy. If convicted, he could face up to 15 years in prison and a $500,000 fine.


Wake, who did not return a reporter's calls last week, has called the charges "ill founded" and said they are the result of a "political witch hunt" by Lexington lawyer Margaret Kannensohn, his opponent in the May 25 Democratic primary. There is no Republican opposition.


Kannensohn responded to Wake's charges by saying they were "patently ludicrous." Democratic state Sen. Michael R. Moloney, a Lexington lawyer, gave them even less credence.


"That's about as silly as anything I've ever heard," Moloney said. "The U.S. attorney's office and federal grand jury don't get involved in little ol' county attorney races."


But Fayette County Jailer Ray Sabbatine said he would not be surprised if Wake has  fallen victim to politics. Sabbatine, a friend of Sheriff Harold Buchignani, thinks the campaign tactics Wake used in support of Buchignani's challenger in the last election were "dirty and unfair." That challenger was George Ewen, a member of Wake's staff.


"I feel at this point that (Wake) was easy prey for political criticism as a result of the way previous races had been run by his administration," Sabbatine said. "They ran what I considered some mudslinging races. What goes around comes around."

Riding a white horse

Wake has played hardball for years with political opponents, deadbeat parents and any number of people who have strayed from the straight and narrow.


That life finally lashed a hard line drive straight back at Wake is not as surprising as the direction of the hit, former Attorney General Fred Cowan said. Wake's indictment came as a "major shock," Cowan said.


"I can't imagine Norrie Wake intentionally doing anything in violation of the law," he said.


Cowan said he wouldn't be surprised to discover politics behind Wake's downfall.


"Norrie speaks his mind," Cowan said. "He is forceful. He will make decisions that may upset people.


"It's been my observation over the years that you folks over in Lexington play politics pretty rough."


David Bondurant, who played in the Lafayette High School band with Wake more than 30 years ago, said Wake might be 
paying the price for not "kowtowing to the political base, the good ol' boy network in Lexington."


Wake chose to surround himself with a relatively small, tightly knit group of supporters instead of building a broad political base, Bondurant said.


Wake's social circle is not so limited, however. One close friend, Nancy Reedy of Lexington, a fellow parishioner at Central Christian Church, said she does not believe the charges in the indictment.


"The best word you could use is, he's the 'goodest' person I've ever known," Reedy said.  "He's a victim of something, and it has to be politics.


"I can't stand politics anyway. I happen to believe most politicians are crooks, and I've often joked with Norrie that he's the only honest one I've ever known."


And what is Wake's response?
"He just laughs," Reedy said.


"Anything Norrie Wake did that wasn't legal would be a surprise to me," said former House Speaker Bobby Richardson, D-Glasgow, who became friends with Wake while the two were attending law school at the University of Kentucky.


Bondurant said he has lost no confidence in his friend. "I certainly would vote for him again," he said.


Bondurant told Wake as much when his friend paid a visit along the campaign trail.


"He said, 'I appreciate your help,' " Bondurant recalled. "Then he said words to the effect that he would get through this."


A thin line separates the rise and fall of Norrie Wake, who, Bondurant recalls, "came into the county attorney's office looking to correct everything."


"He's hard-working, always working for right. Not necessarily politically right. (But) he's sort of seen charging across the plain on his white horse to do good."

The rise and fall

Even though Wake's politics have made him few friends, his performance in office generally has earned him respect.


After the race for sheriff, during which Wake supported Ewen against Buchignani, "I had some tremendous ill feelings toward him," Sabbatine said. But Wake's work as county attorney won over both Sabbatine and Buchignani.


"The way in which he manages cases and his fairness in dealing with those cases has been impeccable," Sabbatine said. "It appears he treats everybody fairly whether you are influential in the community or not.


"If all the allegations are true, it surprises me a great deal. The county attorney's office as I see it today is about as fine as it's ever been. It operates extremely well. It operates efficiently."


Moloney does not agree. "I think everybody knows of the tremendous growth in the size of that office," he said. "It's probably tripled.


"Our case load's been going up, but it hasn't been going up that much. It seems to me (the office is) growing faster than it should have."


Although Moloney said it comes as a surprise "any time you hear of an investigation of a public office," he takes the indictment seriously.


"As the allegations developed and you look at what is set forth in the indictment, it's obvious the federal government has conducted a very thorough investigation," he said.

F

riends say Wake  got a new trombone for Christmas one year while he was in high school, but he tumbled down the stairs and broke it. That's the only other time anyone can recall Wake's having fallen very far.


Until the last few weeks, Wake's star had been on a steady rise -- to the surprise of no one who knows him.


"I saw great things for him," said Virginia Smith, a family friend who has known Wake since he was a boy.


The life of Arthur Norrie Wake III -- son of vocalists and husband of a pianist who just happens to have been his high school sweetheart -- has been a life set to music. Only time will tell whether that's the sound of taps playing for his political career.
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andy Romero has ridden in more than a half-dozen Derbies, but watching him yesterday morning you would think he never had seen a horse before.


"They even got the horseshoes and everything, huh? You see that?" he said, pointing to the bottom of a hoof.


Romero could hardly contain his admiration for the lifelike fantasy world of artist Gwen Reardon, who sculpted the bronze statues of seven horses and jockeys straining toward an imaginary finish line in Lexington's Thoroughbred Park.


Romero is one of seven successful jockeys who served as models for the figures forever frozen in Reardon's make-believe race. He and three others -- Don Brumfield, Jerry Bailey and Pat Day -- visited the year-old downtown park yesterday to see the statues and meet their maker.


Despite making their living astride racehorses, the jockeys marveled at the detail of the sculptures and passed their hands appreciatively over those things they long ago had lost sight of in the busy rhythm of days at the track: The lustrous feel of a leather riding boot; The rough weave of a blanket under a saddle; The stiff strength of the bridle.


"It's got everything in there," Romero said, peering up through the arms of one of the doubled-over bronze jockeys.


He was looking into his own face.


Reardon, who lives in Lexington, looked on in delight. She had invited the jockeys so she could watch their reaction.  Day and Bailey had not visited the park before. "I wanted to meet them, and I wanted to see how they felt about this," she said. "They wanted it, too."


Bailey was taken with the park. "I think it's pretty neat," he said. "She did a great job. Everything looks authentic."


Reardon chose the week before the Derby to invite the jockeys to the park because all but Bill Shoemaker and Brumfield still ride.


"There aren't that many times in the year you have them all in one place," she said. "Derby time will do it."


Reardon had the jockeys all sign posters depicting the park, then gave a copy to each. She spent a lot of time explaining to them how the statues were made -- a complicated process using wax, clay and ceramic to make a mold.

"Un-bee-lieve-able," Romero said.


Reardon also spent some time explaining why the jockeys and their nameless mounts were placed in the order they appear in the park.


Then-Lexington Mayor Scotty Baesler drew the jockeys' names out of a hat to determine their spot in the race. Park visitors see the horses from the vantage point of a spectator in the infield, Reardon said . . .


At the wire, it's Romero on the outside, in a dead heat with Shoemaker! Day is in third, with Bailey and Craig Perret fighting for fourth! Brumfield is sixth, followed by Chris McCarron . . .

"I've got one horse beat, but this is the first time around," Bailey said, smiling. "I haven't even got my stick (whip) coiled yet."

T

he jockeys represented by Reardon's statues have more than 70 Derby starts and eight wins among them. At least four -- Romero, Day, Bailey and McCarro -- will ride in the Derby this year.


Each jockey who showed up at the park found his likeness by checking the rear waistband of the statues' pants, which customarily bears the rider's last name.


Brumfield, noting his horse lagging near the rear of the pack, said he preferred to think of the race as having just started.


"Did you find yourself?" Reardon asked him when he arrived.


"Yes, ma'am," Brumfield said. Then, nodding toward the horse-and-jockey statues, he added in a deadpan voice: "This is their first time around isn't it?"


As Romero arrived, he smiled when he realized he was in first place. "I hope to be that way the first Saturday in May," he said.


Day asked which horse was his, then spotted it and grinned.


"That's my nose," he said, stepping toward the horse and rider in third place.


The jockeys wandered among the statues, so taken by their detail that they hardly believed Reardon when she told them she had not created the sculptures by pouring bronze over the personal items they had sent her: riding boots, silks, saddles, goggles.


None of the articles could have withstood the intense heat of the molten metal, Reardon said. The statues are bronze -- nothing more, nothing less.

B

ailey and Day lingered, running their fingers over boots and bridles, shaking their heads at how everything even felt right.


"You ride the first race, don't you?" Bailey asked Day, breaking the spell with a suggestion that maybe they should leave soon so they could put in another day's work at Keeneland.


Day was up in the first race, on a 7-2 pick called Sowhat'smyname. But he didn't seem in a hurry.


Day has ridden lots of great horses: Easy Goer. Unbridled. Distaff. Lil E. Tee. But the one in the park, the one that never will finish better than third, is the horse carrying him to immortality.


"There aren't an awful lot of people on this planet," Reardon said, "that are cast in bronze."
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T

he famous brown suits still hang in his closet. The chair where he used to read The Wall Street Journal and greet his grandchildren still occupies the living room. The new, red silk pajamas his wife never got to give him for Christmas lie folded in a box in the spare bedroom.


There's even a listing still in the Lexington phone book: Adolph F. Rupp. But it's not a line to hoops heaven.


This is strictly purgatory.


Fifteen winters after Rupp's death, his memory languishes amid published accusations that he was a racist. Even if Rupp's sins were real -- and his family vehemently denies they are -- the Baron no longer is around to expiate them. His family is, however.


Quietly, the family suffers -- right along with Rupp's image.


Of all the things Rupp left behind, the legendary coach is best reflected in his family in Lexington -- in grandson Chip's biting sarcasm and keen basketball mind; granddaughter Farren's gentle devotion to family; son Herky's face and drawl; and widow Esther's abiding love of basketball.


Yet none of the writers who have savaged Rupp's reputation in the last two years has asked any members of his family for the other side of the story, Herky says. It's as close to the other side as anyone can get anymore.


It hurts to watch helplessly as Rupp's memory is tarnished, Herky says.


"Nobody bothers to check with us. You're just non-existent," he says. "It's as if when Daddy died, the entire family died."


The Rupps want to bury the dead, to see Adolph laid to rest in peace once again. It's the toughest part about loving a local hero: Heroes die more than once.

The last game


Fifteen winters have passed since the death of Adolph Frederick Rupp, the man who for decades dominated Southeastern Conference basketball. His name appears on the floor of the arena in downtown Lexington where the SEC Tournament is being played this weekend.


His family gathers in the den of his son's house on the south side of the city to watch . . .


Fifteen basketball seasons ago, not far along in the 1977-78 basketball season, some of the same family members huddled around a radio, listening to a Kentucky basketball game. The radio was in a hospital room. The man in the bed was Rupp.


The Baron of the Bluegrass, the master of the fast break, the man who compared having to stop for red lights to losing to Tennessee, was comatose.


As his family kept vigil, the voice of longtime Wildcat announcer Cawood Ledford filled the room with play-by-play of the Kansas game. Kentucky was ahead, and the University of Kansas, Rupp's alma mater, was running out of time.


So was Rupp. Herky remembers there being 14 seconds left in the game when Adolph lost his battle with cancer.


Fifteen years is a long time in college basketball. Today's coaches rely on relentless TV exposure to burn their images on the MTV generation from which they recruit. Those who haven't been on ESPN in a year aren't famous anymore.


Fifteen years is a lifetime.


Since Rupp died, the Wildcats have had three coaches, won an NCAA title and came perilously close to the death penalty for alleged recruiting violations.


To the new breed of fan, Rupp is little more than a place to play basketball, Farren says. When Chip handed his credit card to a twentysomething gas station attendant last year, her face lit up.


"Oh! Rupp!" she said. "Like the guy who used to coach here?"


That was my grandfather, Chip told her.


The clerk was overcome.


"He was the greatest guy who ever coached here," she said breathlessly.


"Next to Rick Pitino."


The Rupps laugh at that one, although the implications are unsettling. As fickle as memory can be, it beats the alternatives. A whole new generation of basketball fans who never saw Rupp coach must rely on the subjective accounts of others when judging the man's legacy.


Many of the stories, especially the more recent ones, have not painted a pretty picture. Was Rupp a racist? It's not a new debate. Still, his critics have assumed a more biting tone. Their broad and unflattering characterizations of the Baron infuriate his survivors.


For Rupp's failure to recruit many black players, Sports Illustrated called the coach a "white supremacist."


That rankles in the big ranch house on Beechmont Drive. "These people never knew my father, and they didn't grow up in Kentucky," Herky says.


Herky, a retired teacher and high school coach who spends his days managing the business of the family's cattle farm in Bourbon County, projects a laid-back image. But his frustration leaks out when he talks about the attacks on his father.


"How can George Will be that ignorant and that dumb?" he says.


Will wrote in 1991 that Rupp had been "a great coach but a bad man." Only a few days earlier, Curry Kirkpatrick of Sports Illustrated had described Rupp in a long feature story as "a charming p.r. rogue (whose) politics leaned more toward the KKK."


When Herky's wife, Linda, pulls out that issue of Sports Illustrated, Farren makes a noise of disgust in her throat, then sighs.


"I don't see how you can even say what they say in there," she tells her mother. "I don't see how you can even say what they say."

A 'victim of the times'?


What would Rupp say if he could read what's been written about him since his death? How badly would the irascible coach with the razor-sharp tongue lash his critics?


Pointless questions. "They never would have written it while he was alive,” Farren says.


"Dad and Mom and my sister, Farren, they get very upset about it," Chip says. "It doesn't bother me. I knew him. He wasn't a racist. He was a victim of the times."


The times were such that simply playing for Kentucky was a vaguely dangerous proposition, Herky says. The Wildcats, with their glorious tradition, were reviled throughout the Southeastern Conference. Road trips to tiny southern towns such as Auburn and Starkville were tense and volatile.


"It was bad enough being white," Herky says, "simply because they hated Kentucky, because we won all the time. That alone was enough to get you killed."


Rupp was concerned about taking black players into the sweltering cracker-box gyms in Mississippi and Alabama, Herky says.


Lexington, the northernmost city in the SEC, was not much better. "It really should have been Atlanta, Ga.," Linda Rupp says.


"Lexington is a Southern town," Herky says. "There is prejudice."


Former UK sports information director Russell Rice said Rupp was concerned about taking black players on the road in the SEC. He worried that he wouldn't be able to find a place where they would be allowed to eat or sleep.


"He thought he might be putting them in danger."


Rice recalled Rupp's recruiting at least 10 black players, including Perry Wallace, who in 1967 became the SEC's first black player. Wallace signed on with Vanderbilt.


Only one black player, Tom Payne of Louisville,  signed and played for Rupp. Although Payne became UK's first black player -- he took the court in 1970, two years before Rupp retired --  he was not the first to sign with Kentucky, Herky says.


Rice said Rupp told him in 1967 that Felix Thruston of Owensboro was coming to Kentucky. But Rupp warned Rice "not to let the word out in case something happened" to change Thruston's mind, Rice said.


Something did happen, although Rice is not sure what. "He signed but ended up going out west. I don't know what happened to him."


UK, like every other SEC school, was not attractive to black recruits, Herky says. "Who wanted to be the first black to play in Mississippi or Alabama?"


Rupp bristled when UK president John Oswald told him to recruit more black players. But that was only the reaction of a strong-minded man who "didn't do anything he didn't want to do," Herky says.


"He wanted good players, black or white. He didn't give scholarships for political purposes."


The Rupps get started talking about this and they go on and on into the wee hours of the morning, when nothing but West Coast games and ice hockey can be found on ESPN.


They bring out old photos of Rupp's Freeport, Ill., high school team in 1927, which included a black player. They bring out The Rupp Tape, a cassette on which Rupp tells the story of his life in interviews with Rice.


Their voices rise.


This hurts.


The Rupps are a close family. They loved the old man -- Chip and Farren called him Pop -- and they revere his memory. They resent remarks by Rick Pitino in his new book, Full-Court Pressure, in which the popular UK coach seems to perpetuate Rupp's racist image with a sly, back-handed comment.


Pitino writes that "Adolph might not agree" with "what we're trying to do at Kentucky."


Apparently, Pitino is referring to recruiting black players. The Kentucky coach implies in his book that Rupp is the reason UK has a hard time signing Louisville talent.


Herky almost called a news conference to respond to the book. The others are more upset about the magazine articles.


"You can't label people like this and wreck people's lives," Linda says. It's unfair to dismiss a complex man in simplistic terms, the Rupps say.


Rupp spent much of his spare time reading Forbes magazine and Kipling, visiting the Shriners Hospital for Crippled Children and handing out free passes to the Shriners' circus to inner-city children of all races.


The Sporting News columnist Dave Kindred, a former sports editor for The Courier-Journal who covered Kentucky basketball for years, cited Rupp's "good-hearted" work for the Shriners when he came to the coach's defense on Dec. 22, 1991.


Kindred wrote that he was "not buying" Kirkpatrick's and Will's descriptions of Rupp.


"The whole thing is," Farren says, "if Pop was prejudiced, part of that would have been instilled in us, and it wouldn't have bothered us."

Chip Rupp's dream

It's the final game of the 1993 42nd District Tournament. Lexington Catholic vs. Sayre. Herky, Linda and Farren sit on the top row of bleachers at Catholic's gym, backs against the wall. Chip sits far below, on the home team's bench.


This is as close as Adolph "Chip" Rupp III comes to his dream of being a big-time coach. He is a volunteer assistant for Catholic.


Chip, who at age 26 has been "waiting to be a basketball coach as long as I live," sells spinal implants instead. He thinks it has something to do with his name. Coaches generally are an egotistical lot and don't want to be upstaged.


"They don't want to take on some spike-haired kid named Rupp," Chip says.


Being related to a legend has its ups and downs. The ups include dancing on your name. Farren -- a member of UK's halftime dance troupe, the UK Pom Squad, until graduating last May -- can boast of having graced the Rupp Arena floor with footwork as fancy as Jamal Mashburn's or Travis Ford's.


"It was an eerie feeling," she says, smiling. "I was the tallest on the squad, so I was right in the middle, dancing right on the words, 'Rupp Arena.' "

Most of the time, however, being a Rupp means little -- good or bad. "We feel like the invisible family," Herky says.


Despite their frustration over the Baron's treatment in the national media, the Rupps have remained largely silent. Unless you've paid close attention, you might not have realized five members of Rupp's family still live in Lexington.


So it was with a gas station attendant who could not believe Linda was related to Rupp -- or that The Man in the Brown Suit had any relatives remaining in Lexington.


"I don't know where they think I ought to be," Linda says, "or what I ought to be doing."


It's all in your perspective. Fifteen years might seem like a long time to the average fan, but the Rupps don't see it that way. It seems to them as if Adolph died only yesterday. "Time kind of stood still for us," Linda says.


Rupp's widow, Esther, has kept the house the same as Dec. 10, 1977, the day the coach died. The brown suits still hang in the closet, the plaques still hang on the walls.


The plush, blue chair he sat in whenever he attended a UK game sits in Chip's old bedroom.


"A lot of things make it seem like he's still here," Herky says. The Rupps have tried to hang onto things that might someday be museum pieces.


Meanwhile, they root for the Cats. "First of all, we're Kentuckians," Herky says. "We love the state, we love UK."


You won't catch them jumping up and down, yelling and cheering. They watch games analytically. They can't help it. It's the coach in them.


"Did you watch the game?" Esther will say.


"They didn't rebound too well, did they?"


After Lexington Catholic's team, wearing a hauntingly familiar shade of blue, beats Sayre for the district title, a friend of the family spots the Rupps as he makes his way down the bleachers.


"Got a coach in the family -- another one," the man says, nodding toward Chip as he shakes Herky's hand.


"He's got it in his system," Herky says in that drawl.
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"I'

m a businessman," M.C. McCabe says. His business suit is a Super Bowl jacket, a World Series shirt and brand-new Kentucky Wildcat basketball shoes.


If that seems unorthodox, consider this: The business McCabe is doing on the streets of Nashville is illegal in some states -- including Kentucky.


He's a ticket scalper.


McCabe, 37, of Minneapolis, chose to hang out at the NCAA Tournament Southeast Regional this weekend because this is where Kentucky -- that big-name team with the rabid fan following -- is playing.


"Instead of buying gold and waiting for it to go up in value, I bought some Kentucky gold," McCabe says, holding aloft a stack of tickets more than 6 inches thick.


Welcome to Tennessee, where ticket scalping is legal and businessmen such as McCabe can do their job in peace.


The classified sections of both Nashville newspapers have been bloated with items advertising tickets for sale -- precious few of them at the $25 face value.


And the sidewalks and hotel lobbies have been swarming with scalpers, many of whom go about their work brazenly and some of whom advertise their goods with hand-lettered signs.


Scalpers, many of whom appeared to be advertising seats in the Vanderbilt University alumni section at Memorial Gymnasium, were asking as much as $300 a ticket.


One had left printed fliers at the front desk of the Marriott, where the Kentucky team and many of its fans are staying.


"HEY KENTUCKY FAN!" the flier said. "If you are willing to pay $300 each for two seats . . . then you want to see the tournament more than I do. Call Mike. . ."


"The scalpers have been out hot and heavy," said Clara Crouch of Louisville, who sat yesterday afternoon among fellow Kentucky fans as they watched tournament games in the Marriott bar.


"When you come out of the arena, there are scalpers on both sides, rows and rows of them."


To many Kentucky fans who came to Nashville looking to trade for  better tickets on the street, the scalpers are a source of frustration.


"When you tell 'em you just want to give them face value, they're not interested," said Doris Hardin of Louisville. It angers her.


But McCabe, who has a federal tax number for his business, says he is just making a living.


"There's really nothing wrong with it," he says. Those who sell cars and houses name their price. "They're entitled to earn. This is America."


In case you hadn't guessed, McCabe is  a different kind of ticket scalper than those Kentuckians are used to. He carries business cards, cuts deals on his cellular phone while negotiating traffic, stays in a room at a posh hotel and makes enough money doing it to put his two children through private school.


He is articulate and shrewd. And in case you're thinking of taking those tickets from him by force, you should know he holds a black belt in karate.


This is a full-time job for McCabe. His Alternative Sources Inc. across the Minnesota border in Hudson, Wis. -- where scalping is also legal -- offers tickets to concerts, sports and tours.


"As you can see, business is good," he says as he pulls his Ford Explorer around the front of the Marriott. McCabe is on his way to the Vanderbilt campus to give some of his employees on the streets there a new supply of tickets.


Because no games were played yesterday, scalpers and their customers were scarce around the gym. But McCabe's workers had sold 10 seats in an hour just by flagging down motorists, he said.


McCabe, who bought hundreds of tickets in advance, started out with 500 for tonight's game. By late yesterday afternoon he was down to about 350. He didn't expect to have any trouble selling the rest by game time.


At McCabe's asking price of $50 to $125, that would mean total sales of between $17,500 and $43,750 in less than 24 hours.


McCabe didn't have such good luck with the first-round Kentucky game, however. "I ate these," he said, pulling a 6-inch stack of tickets out of a shoebox.


He blamed competition from Kentucky's state high school basketball tournament in Lexington.


McCabe's business is a gamble in some respects, although he does his homework. He bought the tickets to Nashville before he knew whether the Cats would be sent here.


"I was expecting to take a hit on one of the three days," he says.


On the Vanderbilt campus late yesterday afternoon, McCabe went to work on tonight's game.


"You guys looking for tickets?" he asks Rick Johanning of Washington, D.C., as Johanning and his friend, Bruce Clark, walk down the street in front of the gym.


McCabe leans against his idling Ford Explorer as he holds the tickets fanned out in front of Johanning.


"How much you sellin' 'em for?" asks Johanning, a product of Murray State University in Western Kentucky and a devoted Big Blue fan.


"Fifty each," McCabe says.


"Fifty each?" Johanning asks.


He mulls it over. They really don't want to pay more than $25 a ticket, he tells McCabe.


McCabe shakes his head. "That's face value," he says.
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S

he is the spitting image of her father. Her soft, brown eyes, the chisel of her face, her tiny stature. He's given her everything, it seems. Look carefully at Jennie Doan. It's as close as you'll come for a while to seeing Bennie Doan at a Harrison County basketball game.


Tonight the father is bagging groceries 18 miles away in Georgetown while the daughter does handsprings down the sideline.


He is venturing into the frigid night cradling sacks of food while she gets in formation with the other cheerleaders for an elaborate pre-game dance.


He hears a polite "Thank you" in the dark while she basks in the applause of an adoring crowd.


"It hurts me that I can't go," Doan says. But he's got to work or he can't afford for his daughter to be a cheerleader. And even if he were off, he doesn't like the idea of walking into that gym, with everybody staring at him.


"Daddy, I'm afraid somebody will say something to you," Jennie said the day she asked her father to stay away from the gym.


Becoming a recluse in a town of 6,000 is not easy, but Bennie Lee Doan has been a phantom since trying to scare his daughter off the cheerleading team.


Doan's presence is felt, though. His might be the greatest lesson this school system has taught its students this school year: Ask not what price glory. Ask who pays.


"The world remains a dangerous place," a prerecorded voice blurts over the gym's loudspeaker as the pulsing dance music begins. The gym, all color and noise and motion, is a casino, where losing is exciting and winning costs more than anyone knew.

B

ennie Lee Doan woke with a start from the American Dream. "I just went haywire," he said. Strapped and desperate, Doan wrote threatening letters to scare his daughter off the cheerleading team when he thought he would not be able to pay her way to a regional competition.


The handwritten letters, addressed to the principal, cheerleading coach, Doan's father-in-law and Doan's home, threatened death for Jennie if she were not removed from the team.


Doan signed them Trigger Happy.


He was sentenced Jan. 8 for "sending threatening communications through the mail." U.S. District Court Judge Karl Forester, who could have thrown Doan in prison for five years, instead gave him five years' probation.


Factors in the light sentence were that Doan posed no threat to the community and had no previous record, Forester said.


Cynthiana wasn't so lenient. When Doan got home from court, he started getting calls from fast-food restaurants. You really want this much food? they asked. A prank? Already? Doan had to cancel almost $100 worth of orders made in his name.


Since then, his apartment has become his jail cell. He doesn't venture out much except to go to work, he said. People yell things at him.


They just slapped your hand! one said. Murderer! another said. Crazy! a third said.


"I stay in the house a lot," Doan said. "I'm ashamed of what I did. The worst thing of all, I think, is that people won't let it die."


They call him on the phone, they yell at him on the street, they scream from passing cars. Strangers hurled a rock through the window of his home and splattered his car with tomatoes.


Now comes the clincher: Late last month, Charley's Autos Sales of Cynthiana filed suit against Doan in small-claims court for $1,500. The suit, filed Jan. 26, claims Doan defaulted on payments on a car he and his wife bought two years ago.


Doan thinks the dealership targeted him after seeing his Jan. 21 appearance on the TV tabloid show, "Maury Povich."


"They probably think I got some money out of these shows," Doan said. But he cannot profit from his crime -- judge's orders. He said he has turned down book and movie offers and received nothing from TV appearances.


"It just seems like when you're down, people want to keep you down," he said.


But Sheila Carroll of Charley's Autos said the decision to sue was strictly a business consideration. "It's not a vendetta against Bennie," she said. "I didn't even watch him on television.


"I feel sorry for Bennie and his family."

U

nofficially, the Doan family began 17 years ago with a stolen glance across the Spark's Super Value.


That's where Bennie first caught the eye of the woman who would be his wife -- he in frozen foods, she behind a cash register. She grinned at him! "That girl -- I tell ya," Bennie thought, rolling his eyes.


Julia Doan grinned at her husband again last week as she handed him the car keys across the counter of the Georgetown McDonald's where she works. He had just finished work and come to get the couple's only car so he could go home.


The Doans live from paycheck to paycheck. No need for a bank account. They grossed $14,000 last year, but every penny was spent before it was earned. They had to get help paying their last electric bill.


Julia made $2,000 for appearing on the TV tabloid show, "Inside Edition." Bennie Doan's attorney, Benny Hicks of Lexington, persuaded the judge to let Julia keep it because she had received the money before sentencing.


Bennie said his wife used the money to pay bills and buy Christmas presents for the couple's two daughters: Jennie, 15, and Sarah, 12. "The kids hadn't had Christmas in six years," Bennie said. They got clothes.


Their father got a University of Kentucky sweat shirt.

D

oan said his "bad side" wrote the letters. "They say everybody has a bad side. I don't know."

Of this much he is certain: The pressure to provide for his family suddenly grew too great. Looking for a new job, fixing the family's wrecked car, trying to find decent, affordable housing.


It didn't help that Doan was not taking his anti-depressant medication, BuSpar. But he could not afford to refill the prescription.


"The cheerleading -- it was the straw that broke the camel's back," he said.


Doan, already burdened by a commitment to pay $300 to $800 each year for his daughter to be a cheerleader, felt angry and overwhelmed when Jennie did not shoulder her share of the responsibility. She relied on her family to raise the $250 she needed  for a trip to a regional cheerleading competition in Nashville, he said.


"She told me on the Saturday night before I wrote the letters, she said, 'Dad, you've got to come up with the money some way. You'll let the team down,' " Doan recalled his daughter saying.


"She put a guilt trip on me. I fell for it."


Doan's daughter and wife did not want to be interviewed.


One Sunday morning in September after driving his wife to work, Doan returned home and saw the form his daughter was supposed to have filled out each time she sold a pizza kit as part of a fund-raiser.


There were three names scrawled on it -- four, tops. Bennie knew he had sold some. And his younger daughter had, too, hadn't she? But what about Jennie?


He sat down at the kitchen table and stared at the form. Five minutes passed. Then 10. Then 20. After half an hour, Doan rose from the table, got some notebook paper and a pen and began to write.


Tears streamed down Doan's face as the pen traced its wayward path across the paper.


"Do you want to go to a funeral?" he wrote. "Get her off the team at once!"

D

oan said he did not recall writing the letters until he woke with tears in his eyes at 3 a.m. the next  Thursday, Sept. 24.


"I don't know how somebody could write something like that," he said.


Doan took a break from work that morning and called Cynthiana Police Chief Joe Barkley to confess.


Barkley thinks Doan remembered all along that he had written the letters. In a meeting with parents, police, FBI  and school officials the night before his confession, Doan had appeared nervous, Barkley said.


Police made it clear they had a suspect. When the meeting ended, Barkley said, Doan approached him.


"I suppose you're gonna want to talk to me," he said.


"Yeah," Barkley told him coolly, like a cat toying with a mouse. "But not right now."


Barkley regrets the media circus Doan's crime created. "The whole thing got blown out of proportion," he said.


"The man had no intention of ever hurting anybody. He just was asking for help in the only way he knew how."


Barkley said he thinks Doan was more victim than criminal.


"A whole lot of the blame belongs right there in the school system, where they put the pressure on for these things."

T

he Doans will undergo family counseling, Bennie said.

Ever so slowly, father and daughter are patching things up. Jennie wouldn't speak to Bennie at first, but three days before his sentencing they had a tearful reconciliation. Both apologized and promised to do better.


"She told me last night, she said, 'Daddy, I love you.' " Doan said last week. "It just about broke my heart.


"She understands."


They still live in different worlds. Doan's is a life devoid of three-pointers, breakaway slam dunks and cheering. He is a grown man. He goes to work. He goes home. He sits and listens to the end of the game, and in his mind he can see his daughter leading cheers as the team's star senior, Jerry Fogle, breaks a 31-year-old school scoring record.


It's a cold February night, but the 'Breds are hot, lifting their record to 17-9. It has been a good season.


After the game, Jennie dances with her boyfriend. And as much as she looks like her father, there are these glaring differences: He has a 5 o'clock shadow. And she has a spark in her eyes.
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T

hirty-five years is time enough for a rookie police officer to reach retirement, for crew cuts to make a comeback, for a student in grade school to start and finish a strip-mining career in the hills of Eastern Kentucky.


But is it time enough to lay the dead to rest?


Floyd County residents might discover the answer to that question today when -- finally -- they gather as a community to memorialize the victims of a bus accident that occurred 35 years ago.


The commemorative service marks the anniversary of the nation's deadliest school-bus crash.


Thirty-five years ago this morning, Bus No. 27 swerved off old U.S. 23 and plunged into the swollen Levisa Fork of the Big Sandy River near Prestonsburg, carrying 26 children and the driver to their deaths.


This is the first time Floyd residents have not just let the day slip by unnoticed. If you think 35 years is a strange interval at which to observe an anniversary for the first time, you should know it has taken this long for many Floyd Countians to find the heart to relive the tragedy.


"Really, it should have been done sooner, I guess," says Virginia S. Goble, who lost three children in the wreck. "But the grief was just too intense."


Neely George, a member of the committee that organized the service, says acknowledging the anniversary has required no fewer than "35 years of healing."

Missing the children


Even now, the tragedy seems so close. Too close. "It seems like just a few days ago," says James E. Carey, who lost his only son in the accident.


Donald Dillon, a survivor who cheated the river that day to become a coal miner, says, "It really don't seem that long.


"It don't seem like I'm as old as I am."


Dillon, a retired tipple mechanic, is losing much of his hair. John Adams, who was a rookie state trooper when he arrived at the scene, is a graying car salesman drawing retirement from the state.


And Petty Thompson, a retired food-service representative who left his potato chip truck parked along the road for a week while he assisted tirelessly in the rescue effort, says he doesn't hear as well as he used to.


Those who died in the river never will know the ravages of time, however. Some didn't even outgrow their baby fat.


"You still think about it," Carey said, "and you still miss the children. Although they wouldn't be children now, you still think of them like that."


Virginia Goble's husband, James B. Goble, 81, sits in a vinyl rocking chair beneath framed black-and-white photos of the three children he lost: James Edward, 12; John Spencer, 11; and Anna Laura, 9.


He remembers watching John Spencer, who had lost part of an arm in a fall, gently pick bees off summer clover with the hook that had replaced his hand.


But his most vivid memory of James Edward is of being the first to spot the boy floating on the brown river.


"Pleasant thoughts were going through my head," Goble says, "because I had finally found my son."


"I see my boy," Goble told another rescue worker.


"How can you recognize him from this distance?" the other man asked.


"From the clothes he's wearing," Goble said softly, already beginning to move their boat toward the form on the water.

69-day search

Nobody knows why the bus swerved across the road and over the steep river bank.


Adams was the first state trooper to reach the scene, riding his '57 Chevy cruiser hard from the Pikeville post. "That probably was the fastest I've ever driven a police car," he said.


Rescue workers already were on the scene. The bus was submerged in the river, which had risen 20 feet after two weeks of rain.


The only hope left for parents whose children went down with the bus was that their bodies would be found. When the battered bus was hauled out of the water more than two days after the wreck, volunteers found only 15 bodies inside.


It took another 69 days before the last child was found. One body made it as far as Auxier, six or seven miles away. The recovery effort continued night and day, with Rev. Dan Heintzelman using a public address system atop his jeep to keep onlookers abreast of developments.


Goble worked 58 days on the river, taking time out from recovering bodies only to attend his children's funerals. He and his wife were one of three families to lose all of their children.


Petty Thompson's son, Kenneth, would have been on the bus had he not awakened with a sore throat that morning and stayed home from school. Today, Kenneth Thompson sells Fords, Lincolns and Mercurys at a dealership in Portsmouth, Ohio.


The crowds along the river bank slowly dwindled as more and more bodies were found. But the number of onlookers would increase each weekend as residents of nearby towns chose to spend their days off from work watching.


Once, a barge churned up a body, a foot bobbing to the surface of the water. Floyd County Judge-Executive John M. Stumbo, then a member of the school board, noticed the black shoe still was laced.

The healing process


The bus wreck defined Floyd County. Through the dark aftermath shone a sense of community stronger than any seen before or since, Heintzelman said.


"The whole community came together -- both political parties, all the churches," he said.


Born in the ensuing chaos was the Floyd rescue squad, the first of its kind in the area and a model for other volunteer outfits that followed.


Graham Burchett, a driving force behind the recovery effort, did not even take time out to attend funerals for his two nieces. "Too busy working on the river, " he said.


About 10 years after the wreck, Burchett and the rescue squad proposed putting up a memorial at the accident site, but parents balked. They did not want a constant reminder. The little things are enough: The rise and fall of the river. Drives past the scene.


Dillon tries not to think about the accident, he says.


Until this year, attempts to memorialize victims of the accident were futile. "Why did you wait 35 years?" Heintzelman asked organizers. But he knew the answer.


"I guess maybe up to 10 years ago, when somebody talked to me about the bus tragedy, it choked me up," he said.


Heintzelman broke even as he spoke last week.


"We cannot wipe it out of our minds," he said.


George, who helped organize today's service, said, "We see this as part of the healing process."


It will "bring the memories back," Dillon said. "But I guess that's for the best sometimes."
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 was staring at the top of your head when the obstetrician strolled in, placed his palm flat against your crown of shiny, matted hair and kept you from coming into this world.


''Don't push,'' he told your mommy.


''Blow it away,'' he said as another contraction began.


That night: Except for your soft face and thick, dark hair, the thing I remember most is the doctor's hand. The same hand he had used to comb his hair, brush his teeth, take out the garbage, scratch his head, knock back a drink. Now he was using it to alter the course of history, to stop the rush of time the way Superman stops a speeding bullet.


What did you miss in those lost moments? How many waves crashed ashore, how many raindrops fell?


All this I wonder as I stand at the kitchen window, five months later. Time slips away. Winter is pallid and bare.


I hold you up so you can peer out. How far can a baby see?

T

he first time I ever heard God sigh was in Room 289, Labor & Delivery.

''Sounds like the wind,'' your mommy said.


The sound track of your birth odyssey was a rushing noise. Now the fetal heart monitor was making it. The machine had lost its tenuous bead on your tiny rhythm section; you were tossing and turning too much.


Your mommy and I had heard the same whooshing sound the night before as the storm of the summer approached. Sitting at the dinner table, we had listened to the wind outside as your mommy -- nine months pregnant with you -- winced, pausing over her red beans and rice.


That seemed a long time ago now. Here it was, seventeen hours later -- and nothing. Storm damage on the noon news. We watched on a cheap Zenith: Streets, brimming with rainwater, had become rivers; trees, shorn of branches, had become telephone poles. And you -- had you heard something in that wind calling your name? Your mommy's labor pains seemed to have blown over with the storm.


''Nothin' on,'' she said, using the remote to turn off the television. Not much later, the doctor zapped us, too.


''Baby's head's gone north,'' he said. ''Let's cancel and let you go home.''


It seemed the wait never would end. But here we are today, you and I, holding each other tight for lost time, Sunday afternoons and the warmth of your cheek on mine. We don't embrace our youth until it comes back to us in adulthood, tickling our neck and reminding us just what a miracle life is.

W

e got a different room when we returned to the hospital seven hours later. Time crawled -- enough for a baseball game. Extra innings. Braves over the Reds in 10.


Around midnight, my palms started to sweat. Complications, the nurse told us; you could be in danger. Something about merconium. The doctor would be ready to suction out your tiny nose, mouth and throat before you drew your first breath.


Just one problem: Nobody knew where he was.


The nurses began to scramble. There were OB/GYN sightings: Somebody had spotted the doctor in the building earlier, hadn't they? Where was he now? Had he fallen asleep on the couch in the doctor's lounge? Had he been called away to deal with some life-and-death situation in his own family?


The top of your head was visible. I had a knot in my stomach and the copper taste of anxiety on my tongue.


And that's when it happened: The doctor sauntered in, put his hand flat against your head and held you back.


The nurse's hands began to shake. I couldn't breath too well as I watched her, trembling, try to fit the end on a tube that could save your life.


''Relax'' the doctor told her.


This can't be happening, I thought. The question of whether you would be a boy or girl was lost in the worry: Would you be at all? Everything I saw seemed to be in slow motion.


The room was going gray.


Gray.


Then: Someone was saying something.


''It's a girl.''


The world came flooding back. Colors filled my eyes. I looked at your face, at your toes. The doctor laughed; the television still was on, and David Letterman had just pulled his hair out.


I laughed, too, surprised at how easily and loudly it came. My eyes met the doctor's, and he lowered his head quickly as if somewhere over my shoulder he had happened to glance down the horrible, wonderful maw of eternity.


Maybe we all had. Just a few moments before, at 12:31 a.m. Saturday, June 20, 1992, I had seen the future. It is wonderful, I tell you. And frightening. And filled with talking animals and mutant heroes and the fragile wish to fly like a bird . . .

I

 brought you home on Father's Day, something to wear around my neck. Now you lay your head on my shoulder, so gentle on my face. The things I wonder: Who will you be? What will you do? No lullaby is soft enough, no lifetime long enough. Will your eyes still be blue when you break your first heart? And will that heart be mine?

