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Have joint, will travel

SLADE, Ky. - Along about Mile Marker 34 on the Mountain Parkway, Lexington lawyer Gatewood Galbraith begins his closing argument. 

His courtroom is a shaky Ford Thunderbird that reeks of marijuana. 

His jury is me. 

I've asked him about his most rewarding cases, and, as he drives, he is proudly reprising for me his courtroom performance in a federal drug trial in Illinois that ended with the acquittal of his client. 

Mr. Galbraith often defends people facing drug charges. It's one such case, that of Rich Evans, which has Mr. Galbraith, the erstwhile gubernatorial candidate, back in the news in Northern Kentucky. 

Mr. Evans, who runs the Cannibis Buyers Club in Covington, faces three counts of trafficking in marijuana within 1,000 yards of a school. He says he sells the drug only to the terminally ill, who use it to deaden the pain. 

"I've been looking for a case to go after these marijuana laws," Mr. Galbraith says. "Northern Kentucky's the hardest spot in the state to do it. It's pretty bedrock up there. But at the same time, it might be where it's most brittle." 

Gatewood Galbraith, marijuana champion, is an optimist. But mostly he is a fighter, and always he is confident. "I'm the best trial attorney in the state," he says. 

That kind of hubris is why, as the lush, green mountains of Kentucky slide past his white Thunderbird, Mr. Galbraith is revisiting that federal trial from the 1980s. It was a trial, he says, in which he overcame great odds, won the day with a powerful closing argument and told off a prosecutor he shall henceforth refer to as a Nazi. 

As he reprises that closing argument, the big T-bird begins to slow - 71 mph, 69 mph, 67 mph - until we are below the speed limit and listing ever so slightly toward the shoulder of the highway. 

Destiny calls Gatewood Galbraith, but his passion sometimes works against him.

Politics is addictive

The man who would be governor is no politician. Mr. Galbraith's populist stands, his tireless campaign for the legalization of marijuana and his seemingly bizarre behavior don't have major corporations or other deep-pocket donors rushing to funnel money into his campaigns. 

"Politics is an addiction, and it's as expensive an addiction as any drug," he says. 

Country singer Willie Nelson tried to help. After endorsing Mr. Galbraith for his stand on marijuana, The Pony-Tailed One held benefit concerts to raise money for the campaign. 

One of Mr. Galbraith's prize possessions is a copy of High Times, the alternative magazine devoted to marijuana, with Mr. Nelson and Mr. Galbraith pictured on the cover. 

Gateweed, as he is known in Lexington, has gotten a lot of mileage out of his call to legalize marijuana. Some of his fame is from politics, but most is from pot. His stand on marijuana isn't a schtick, though. He's passionate about it. 

Hemp is the greatest medicine on Earth, he says. He thinks corporate America, that fascist state he so deplores, is responsible for pot's outlaw image. He blames the drug companies in particular. 

"I'll fight 'em in the streets," he says. "I'll fight 'em physically if I have to."

Provisions for a trip

A wadded-up white napkin stained orange with carrot juice lies on the edge of the driver's seat, nestled against Mr. Galbraith's leg. 

A bottle of Visine lies on the console. 

An un-smoked joint waits inside the console. 

"I'm like Karl Malden," he says, grinning. "I never leave home without it." 

We are on the Mountain Parkway headed east toward Salyersville in Eastern Kentucky, where Mr. Galbraith is due in court for the sentencing of a client. 

"Pow!" he says, breaking into a broad grin and pumping his fist as he wraps up his closing argument from that Illinois case. 

"I call that my 'Two-Red-Cents Defense.' " 

With that, Gatewood Galbraith jams that big wingtip back down on the gas and we are off again, zipping past Mile Marker 38 and making the dashboard rattle. 

Mr. Galbraith is as pure Kentucky as the Bluegrass: steady, funny, polite, down-to-earth, as easy as the rolling hills and as gently up and down, too. Sometimes he is as loud and intense as a Baptist preacher. Other times he is as quietly deferential as a Southern gentleman.

Where to run next?

He is uncertain whether he will run for governor again. Right now he has other things on his mind, like the next race for mayor of Lexington. He's thinking of moving from Jessamine County to Fayette so he would be an eligible candidate, he says. 

Mr. Galbraith is a strong believer in many conservative values: family, country, moral living, limited government. He has not had a drink in 25 years, he says. 

He thinks American society has strayed morally because it has gotten away from its agrarian roots. 

"It teaches us lessons," he says of farming. "You don't work, you don't eat. You reap what you sow. There is a time and a season for all things. 

"These are basic cyclical lessons. Now all that's changed. 

"And people wonder where morality has gone."

An innocent man

The T-bird is shuddering so badly now that Mr. Galbraith's billfold keeps popping out of the console. He is baffled by this, but it's clear the car has seen better days. 

On the way to the Magoffin County Courthouse, his car turns over 198,000 miles. He put 126,000 on it in just two years, as he campaigned for governor last election. 

But even when he's not campaigning, he is on the road a lot. Half the cases he takes are outside Fayette County. 

"I love traveling Kentucky," he says. 

Good thing. When Mr. Galbraith arrives in Salyersville, he discovers that the judge has continued his case without calling to tell him. 

On the advice of his client, a man with a dark tan and dark shades who pays him on the courthouse steps in big, crisp bills, Mr. Galbraith stops for lunch before hitting the road back at the dining room of the Appalachia Motel. 

He eats a bowl of beans, some cornbread and a bacon-lettuce-and-tomato sandwich, then gets back into the car and steers out onto the parkway. "Well, my official duties are over now," he says. 

Then he pops open the ash tray, extracts the joint and fires it up with one click of a lighter, never doubting for one minute that when his day comes and the jury on Gatewood Galbraith finally returns, they will find him an innocent man. 
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Judge still a rebel


NEWPORT 

At 2 p.m. Wednesday, Campbell District Judge Mickey Foellger shrugged off his black robe. At 3 p.m., he yanked loose his tie. 

In the last four days, Judge Foellger, 48, had turned heads by ordering the state to pay $3,000 in restitution for crimes a boy committed while waiting to enter a state treatment facility; and dismissing a case against a stripper, forcing Newport officials to clarify a seemingly contradictory ordinance which at once banned and regulated nude dancing. 

The only way the judge could call any more attention to himself was to bang on a set of drums. 

Fortunately, he had a set packed in his little gold Honda.

Music's still there

Starting at rush hour, Judge Foellger would hold court at Fountain Square in Cincinnati, flailing drumsticks instead of a gavel. 

It was time to preside over the tragic case of Michael W. Baney. 

Judge Foellger, a musician known to his former bandmates as Dad, played the drums Wednesday in a benefit concert for Mr. Baney. Proceeds were earmarked for the Michael W. Baney Memorial Scholarship Fund. 

Mr. Baney, a friend and former bandmate, was shot to death Dec. 29 during a robbery in Cincinnati. The killer put a bullet in the back of Mr. Baney's head even after he had handed over all his money: $60. 

So far, $30,000 has been raised to establish a music scholarship in the late bass player's name. About $7,500 of that is from the sale of a CD called Wheels - the name of the band in which Judge Foellger and Mr. Baney once played together. 

But that was a long time ago. 

Until February, band members had not played together for 13 years. It took Mr. Baney's death to bring them together again - led, as usual, by Dad. 

Those who knew the easygoing Mickey Foellger - when he wore his hair down to his shoulders and hammered out songs such as ''I Can't Remember Friday Night'' - have a hard time believing he's a judge. 

But drummers and judges can be a lot alike in some ways, Judge Foellger says. 

''The more I played in bands, the more I realized I was keeping these guys together,'' he says. ''While they were out in the bright lights, I was back there counting the songs off, setting the tempo.'' 

In the courtroom, of course, he runs a much tighter ship. The judge does not abide foolishness and has been known to shout at people across the bench without even the hint of a song in his voice. 

''It's a challenge remaining patient,'' he says. 

To be fair, it should be noted that riding herd over a Northern Kentucky courtroom late in the 20th century can be like driving a school bus on a hot day in August. 

Lately, Judge Foellger has been veering off in some interesting directions. Cover your eyes if you must. Right now, this very minute, the judge is playing chicken with the state.

Making other noise


Judge Foellger says his action in the restitution case is not about money. It's about shaking things up. 

Maybe it was growing up in the '60s, but Judge Foellger still hopes to change the world. He sees the restitution case as a way of starting dialogue on the question of who is responsible for juveniles made wards of the state. 

''There's a lack of treatment facilities, and it's done nothing but gotten worse,'' he says. ''If you're not going to find a place for them, then by God, you'll have to take responsibility for what happens to them while they're here.'' 

Judge Foellger has looked into the blank faces of teen-agers staring down empty futures and seen nothing there. He knows: Nothing he can do to them will faze them; no punishment will exceed the alienation they already feel. 

The heart is the strongest prison, after all. Judge Foellger, who allows part of himself to roam free enough to hammer out songs such as ''Feel Like a Fool,'' appreciates that as only an artist can. 

This is a judge who still dreams about the old '64 Tempest convertible he had in college. In the dream, the car is parked once again in the driveway, gleaming metallic turquoise. 

''It looked like Caribbean waters,'' he says. 

He knows what the Tempest stands for: being young; being free. 

Back in the district court building Wednesday night, the gavel was still. But in Fountain Square, under the warm sun of a June evening, the drumsticks were pumping. 

For Judge Foellger, the world was young again - as young as in those years when his hair was down to his shoulders, Mike Baney was whanging away on his bass guitar and that old Tempest was running like a dream. 
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Little town’s big heart broken

PETRA, Ky. 

Some places are for passing through. 

This is one of them. 

There are no businesses here, and not many people. 

Because Petra is unincorporated and, therefore, unworthy of a listing in the census, it's probably easier figuring out the population of heaven. 

But Petra resident Mary Colemire is willing to give it a try. 

''Well,'' she says, slowly, ''my son here lives beside me. That's one.'' 

She pauses, thinks. 

''There are four in this household. 

''And my other son, Jimmy, lives up on the hill. There's five in that household.'' 

She pauses again, rolls her eyes toward the ceiling as if the numbers are there. Then she smiles. 

''That just about what makes up Petra,'' she says. ''The Moore family.'' 

But bloodlines and Ky. 19 aren't all that bind this quiet, rural community. 

Since Monday night, tragedy has drawn together the residents of Petra. 

However big this community is, it's three smaller now than when the week started.

Passage too swift


Like the rest of us, the Moore brothers passed through Petra far too quickly. 

Christopher came and went in three years, Anthony in 22 months and Jacob in five months. 

That's how old they were when they were killed Monday in a fire that destroyed their home on Ky. 19, directly across the highway from Mrs. Colemire's house. 

Mrs. Colemire was the boys' grandmother. The father of the boys, Rodney Moore, a 25-year-old construction worker who builds and tears down a lot of silos, was in Russellville on a job. 

The boy's mother, Michelle Moore, 20, was not in the house when the fire started about 9 p.m. She had walked across the street to her brother-in-law's house. 

When Mrs. Moore returned moments later and opened the front door, she was greeted by billowing smoke. 

Already it was too late to save the boys. 

Thursday, the charred frame of the Moore's house was all that remained standing. The house and yard were cordoned off with yellow warning tape. 

The Moores, who lost everything in the fire, had gone to Maysville to shop for new clothes at Wal-Mart. 

Mrs. Colemire, 57, and her husband, Charles Colemire, 62, sat at the kitchen table in their house across the highway. 

The phone would not stop ringing. The refrigerator was packed with food from neighbors. Grocery-made trays of vegetables and cold cuts were stacked three deep on the top shelf, and another stood on the counter, no place to go. 

''You would never believe the abundance, the outpouring,'' Mrs. Colemire said. 

The fire has shaken Bracken County, from its first resident to its 8,200th. 

The county seat, Brooksville, is a town of only 655 people, and many of them knew the Moores. 

That includes those with the toughest jobs in all this. The firefighters meet to console one another and the gravedigger loses sleep over the task that looms before him. 

Thursday, the lunch crowd at Shepherd's still buzzed about the fire. 

''That's what everybody's talking about,'' said Terry Henderson, 40, of Brooksville. 

Out on Ky. 19, across from the burned house, Mrs. Colemire smiled and talked easily until she started thinking about the boys. 

''I know it's a heavy burden on me,'' she said, her voice catching. ''I can only speak for myself.'' 

Mrs. Colemire removed her glasses and wiped her eyes with a well-worn green-and-white paper towel. 

Then she looked at the photograph of the three sitting on a hutch. 

''That Anthony,'' she said, ''he's a love bug.'' 

She paused, then corrected herself. 

''He was a love bug.'' 
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Double workload makes for heavy heart


BROOKSVILLE, Ky. - Terry Henderson drags a large, wooden frame off the bed of his pickup truck. It looks like a doorway. He lays it flat on the ground in the chosen spot. 

He has been dreading this moment. He's lost sleep over the thought of what he must do. Usually he goes to bed about 11 p.m. But on Monday night, the worst night, sleep would not come until 1:30 a.m. 

Wide awake, he left the bed and sat in the living room, brooding in the dark over the task ahead. He's a grown man, Terry Henderson. He's 40 years old, and he's done this kind of work many times before - more than 100 times a year for nine years. 

But this time is different. 

When he got out of bed this morning, at 6:30 a.m. on Friday he started thinking about it again. He drank one cup of coffee, then another, then a third.

A slow start

A few miles away, downtown Brooksville was shuddering to life in fits and starts. 

Kalmbach's feed store out on Ky. 19 had been open for hours, as had the Union 76 station on Miami Street. The clerk working the counter there had showed up for work at 4:45 a.m. 

Down at Hal's Barber Shop near Frankfort Street, the door stood open and the scissors and jaws were working in high gear; hair and gossip flew. 

But for some, the workday had not yet begun. 

Brooksville's only police cruiser was parked in front of the station, but nobody would be in until noon. And it wouldn't be the chief; he had worked the night before. 

Also still locked up were Bev's Creamy Whip and Nancy's variety shop, where you can ''shop in air-conditioned comfort'' for a wide array of needs, including used clothes, a baby doll with a lazy right eye and a pink ceramic angel. 

All these things still sat in the dark. The day could wait as far as Nancy was concerned. 

But it's probably not stretching the truth to say that, with the possible exception of the funeral director, nobody in this town of 655 people was less eager to start work Friday than Mr. Henderson.

Getting to work

Mr. Henderson pulled on jeans and a green T-shirt, saw his wife off to her job, then headed out to his red pickup truck. 

It was just after 8:30 a.m. The morning was crystalline, the sky a radiant baby blue. The sun had just finished burning away a thick blanket of fog, and the Bracken County countryside - a quilt of tobacco and cattle farms - lay in rumpled folds like a child's unmade bed. 

At 8:45 a.m., Mr. Henderson arrived at work, steering his pickup out of the way and climbing onto a backhoe. The sun was hot already. Sweat glistened in tiny beads high on his forehead where his hair used to grow. 

The deep lines in his tanned forehead and at the corners of his eyes began to shine like a vast network of tiny rivers. 

As he drove the backhoe off a patch of dirt and across the soft green grass, the dusty tires became shiny and dark with the morning dew. 

He parked it near a patch of land marked off with a white flag at each corner. Then he went and got his truck, parked it near the flags, too, and pulled that frame out. 

Not only was that frame the size and shape of a door, lying there on the ground. It also was the size and shape of a grave: 8-feet long and 3-feet wide. 

Dig a hole that big and you accommodate quite nicely one adult-size coffin.

The only one


Terry Henderson is a gravedigger, Brooksville's one and only. His workplace is Bracken Memorial Cemetery, a small patch of remembrance wedged between a dairy farm and a Chevron station to the south and the health department to the north. 

Having marked off the shape of the door frame in the grass with an axe, Mr. Henderson divides it into strips crossways, then removes each strip of sod with a hoe, stacking them neatly in rolls. 

One strip a minute. First one. Then another. He is careful. He wants to make it good. 

Mr. Henderson's hair clings in ringlets to his leathery neck. His shirt is soaked and his palms brown with dirt that hasn't been exposed to the light of day in ages. 

Birds sing. Insects buzz. Crickets chirp. The American flag snaps in the breeze. Cattle graze just beyond the fence line. 

Sowing silence


As Mr. Henderson removes the third strip of sod, he lifts his hand and flicks sweat from his cheek. 

As he removes the sixth, he sighs softly. 

Whew. 

This is hard. 

Being the gravedigger in a small town, you know many of the people you bury. In December, his wife asked him to bury her father because she knows he does such a good job. That was tough. 

So is this. He knows the family that will be here later today, gathered around the grave he's digging. But today is different in that other way, too. You never get used to tragedies like this. He has to keep his mind off what he's doing. Got to mow later, he thinks. 

After the service. 

Mr. Henderson watches the digging carefully from his perch on the backhoe. The bucket, its silver claw glinting in the sun, is deep in the hole now, and the backhoe is starting to creak and moan. 

He climbs off to shore up the walls of the grave, straddling the yawning hole as he pokes at it, pokes at it, pokes at it. 

Beside the growing pile of dirt is the grave of Walter W. Hause, who served in World War II. Born in 1907, he didn't die until 1987. Long life. Lucky man. 

The adult-size coffin Mr. Henderson will help lower into this fresh grave will not contain an adult. 

It will not even hold a single body. 

There will be, in the coffin, the remains of three people. All children. 

This is the horrible task before Mr. Henderson: to bury the Moore brothers - the boys who died in the fire Monday night at Petra. 

Their father could not afford three coffins on a construction worker's salary. In just one coffin up at the funeral home lies 3-year-old Christopher, the one with a lazy eye; 22-month-old Anthony, whose grandmother called him Love Bug; and little Jacob, who was only 5 months old. 

Mr. Henderson pulls the lever, scoops up a big clod of dirt and pauses for just a second, looking up from the darkness of the immense void before him and out toward the highway. 

A truck sails past, headed north toward the awakening town. 
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Patrolman's efforts make him a hero


WILLIAMSTOWN, Ky. -- Screaming shattered the night as Greg Spillman climbed a fire ladder up the right-front side of the old Hotel Donald. 

When he got to the top, reached through the window and plucked two people from the burning building, the diminutive Williamstown patrolman became the last celebrity in the history of Room 32. 

Mr. Spillman, 23, of Mount Zion, rescued Caroline Kinman and Lloyd Smith from the burning room early Monday, taking them down the fire ladder one by one. It was even more dangerous than it sounds. 

Mr. Spillman, who had just come from the Grant County Jail after booking a man he had arrested for drunken driving, wasn't wearing any firefighting gear. And, at 5-feet-7, his strength was tested by the weight of the woman, who went limp just as he took her through the window. 

For a second, high up over the main street of Williamstown, Mr. Spillman had to fight to maintain his balance. ''I was afraid I'd drop her,'' he said. But he descended the ladder as quickly as he could. Above him, the long and lively history of Room 32 was winding down fast. 

Many notable lives have intersected with the room at the end of the hall. Country music personality Minnie Pearl, former Lt. Gov. Thelma Stovall and 89-year-old newlywed Amy Mills, the one-time owner of the hotel, all have stood at the same window where Mr. Smith stood screaming Monday morning. 

But Monday, Mr. Spillman became the most important person in the history of Room 32, the greatest odds-beater, the last hero. Even if he didn't think so. 

''I'm not a hero,'' he said at a news conference in the Williamstown Municipal Building. ''The citizens of this city pay me to do a job, and that's what I try to do.'' 

Mr. Spillman, a volunteer firefighter in nearby Dry Ridge who has been a Williamstown patrolman for a year, said he decided to make the climb because the Williamstown firefighters were busy operating the ladder and struggling under the weight of their gear. 

Because he was wearing only his gray patrolman's uniform, Mr. Spillman figured he would be lighter on the ladder - especially if he had to carry someone down. 

It had to be done, he said. He was among the first people on the scene, speeding in from the jail, and he was worried someone might be trapped. The place was going fast. 

When he had driven past with a drunken driver in the back seat less than half an hour earlier, all was calm at the hotel - a once-grand, three-story structure that had been converted to apartments after the stretch of Interstate 75 near Williamstown was built in the late 1950s. 

But when he returned, paradise lost had descended into hell: Flames shot out of the downstairs windows, and smoke filled the first floor of the old hotel, which sits between the public library and Alice's Restaurant. Someone was screaming, and when Mr. Spillman looked up, he saw Mr. Smith's face in the window of Room 32. 

It took two tries to set the ladder up right, then Mr. Spillman started climbing. There was no time to waste, he said. 

''He's just that type of person,'' Williamstown Assistant Police Chief Bobby Webb said. ''In a situation like that, it's just in his nature not to ask questions. He just does what's supposed to be done.'' 

Mr. Spillman said he and the firefighters on the scene were not aware until Mr. Smith began screaming at them halfway down the ladder that there might be children in the hotel. Killed in the fire were Ms. Kinman's son, Cedric Kinman, 9, and 10-year-old Megan Davis, a friend who had been spending the night. 

It was a bitterly ironic ending for a hotel whose first owner, Seimon Billiter, had named it after a son who died one foggy morning when his Model T struck a bridge abutment. 

But the last hero of Room 32 doesn't have much time to think about all this. Mr. Spillman was scheduled to go on duty again last night, starting at midnight - unless he'd earned a day off. 

''Maybe,'' Chief Webb said. 

''Maybe,'' Mr. Spillman said, grinning. 

Purse Virginia Chapman's only mystery

COVINGTON - Nobody was sure what Virginia Chapman carried in the bottom of that big, black purse. 

Money? Tissues? Candy? Mail? 

When Mrs. Chapman died Aug. 2 after a long battle with lung cancer, she left behind few mysteries. This was a woman as open and unpretentious as the Anchor Grill, the Northern Kentucky landmark she owned and ran for 50 years. 

But that purse! 

''Who knows what she carried in that thing?'' her daughter, Carolyn Chapman, said.

Like a suitcase


Virginia's brother-in-law, John Chapman, remembered the purse this week as he sat in Parlor A of the Don Catchen & Son Funeral Home in Elsmere. 

Finally, Mrs. Chapman had been separated from that handbag. She was in the coffin at the front of the room. It was in Carolyn Chapman's house. 

''Anything you wanted was in that purse,'' John Chapman said. 

''I called it a suitcase. I bet it weighed 5 pounds.'' 

To some, Mrs. Chapman was a trend-setter. ''When she started carrying a big purse, I started carrying a big purse,'' said Freda Younger, a former employee of Mrs. Chapman's at the Anchor Grill. 

To others, she was a good-natured target for kidding. 

''She could find everything in that purse,'' Carolyn Chapman said. ''A lot of times we would joke, 'Who's going to tote that purse tonight?' '' 

Though it was the day after her mother's funeral, Ms. Chapman laughed softly at the thought of this. The memory of that enormous handbag eased her sorrow for just a moment. Many are the remedies found in a mother's purse. 

And Mrs. Chapman was a mother to many.

Her trademark


''I don't care what kind of kid it was, she'd tell them to behave themselves and they would,'' said her brother-in-law, John Chapman. 

''The kids loved her. In fact, everybody loved her.'' 

As she lay in her coffin Tuesday, Mrs. Chapman clutched something in her folded hands: A graduation card - that of J.J. Watkins, 22. 

''That's my name, right on the front of it,'' he said. 

J.J., the grandson of one of Mrs. Chapman's employees, was the regular beneficiary of her generosity. She bought him clothes, she bought him schoolbooks. But mostly she gave him love. And encouragement. 

''At graduation, I walked by her and she grabbed me and hugged me,'' he said. ''Then she said, 'I'm very proud of you.' '' 

''You couldn't get a better lady than Mrs. Chapman.'' 

Still feisty at 76, Mrs. Chapman was a legend in Northern Kentucky because her first instinct was to take care of people as though they were her own. She did it even after she died. 

That mother's purse of hers, full of whatever you need to make it all better, served its purpose one final time at her visitation. 

A smile broad and bright chased the tears from Morton Chapman's eyes as he remembered all his wife of 57 years had carried. ''That was her trademark,'' he said. 

For you see, this is what that purse holds in its darkest nooks and crannies: Memories of a better time. 

And that's why, to this day, Carolyn Chapman has not emptied it still. 

''We probably never will,'' she said softly. 

Relying on each other helps family to deal with tragedy


LATONIA - There are voices just outside the door. The neighborhood kids are on the porch. They want the hamster. 

''You can't take it out of here,'' says the woman. 

The little girl sticks out her lower lip, says: 

''I can.'' 

It's hard when you're a grandmother thrust once again into motherhood. The woman, Flo Storer, worries about this precocious 6-year-old who's suddenly come to live with her. Oh, how she loves her granddaughter. 

She must keep her from getting hurt. (''Now, honey, you can't go outside barefoot, there's too much glass.'') 

She must keep her from getting sick. (''Now listen, don't be letting other kids drink out of that.'') 

She must keep her heart from getting broken again. 

''Leave the hamster in the house,'' Mrs. Storer says, insisting that the girl keep her new pet locked up tight in its cage. 

''I don't want it killed. 

''It ain't done nothing.''

Sorrow's prisoners

At Apartment No. 147 in a public housing complex overlooking Latonia, Mrs. Storer, 56, lives with her granddaughter, Mandy Colston, and the girl's new pet, Furry the hamster. 

The woman and the girl are prisoners of an exquisite sorrow. The death of Sandra Colston weighs heavy on them. It should weigh heavy on us all. 

Mrs. Colston was someone's mother: Mandy's. She was someone's daughter: Mrs. Storer's. And the man indicted in her murder, her estranged husband, Donald Colston, should have been in jail at the time of the shooting in April. 

Mr. Colston - Mandy's father - was free despite being wanted on a year-old arrest warrant for absconding on his probation. Since the shooting, his probation has been revoked and he has been sentenced to five years in jail. 

On Monday, he will be arraigned on the murder charge. 

By then, family and friends of Mrs. Colston hope to have raised enough money to pay for her funeral, her grave and her headstone, a bill that has reached a grand total of $6,873.60. 

They are holding a fund-raiser at 3 p.m. today at the Candlelight Cafe on Madison Avenue in Covington. Bands will play. Organizers will sell raffle tickets for donated prizes. 

And tonight, when it's all over, Mrs. Storer will roll over in bed to kiss her granddaughter in the dark hours before dawn. And she might discover, as she has on so many other nights, that the sleeping girl's cheeks are wet. 

''I guess she dreams of her Mommy,'' Mrs. Storer says.

The toll death takes


Where are you in those lost hours, Amanda Ruth Colston? Where does innocence go, and how should your grandmother free you? 

Nights can be so hard. Before the girl will go to bed, Mrs. Storer must hold open the big, blue photo album for her so she can kiss photos of Mrs. Colston. 

Then Mandy goes to sleep in Mrs. Storer's bed. The girl was with her mother when she was killed. She will not sleep by herself now. Mrs. Storer doesn't sleep much at all. They lie beside each other there in the dark, together in different worlds. 

''It's a big job when you get up 56 years old and all of a sudden you're mother, father, grandmother and everything else rolled into a ball,'' Mrs. Storer says. 

It is getting late in the afternoon now. She rocks in a chair in front of the window, shuffling through photos of Mrs. Colston as she speaks. The walls are blue. The carpet is blue. The lace curtains are blue and the sunlight filtered through them is blue. 

Mrs. Storer's words come slow and soft, as if she's talking in her sleep. 

''It's sure took a lot out of me,'' she says of her daughter's death. ''But I had to go on because of Mandy. I don't know what I would do if I didn't have her. I would just be lost.'' 

Which brings us to the hamster, a gift from a little girl who lives down the street. 

Mandy was given the hamster last week. It's taken some adjusting. They had to ask a relative to bring over a cage. But now, as the little girl leads her grandmother through the tragedy, the hamster leads the little girl. 

''She wants something to love, and you can't have a dog here,'' Mrs. Storer says. 

It's that simple: A quivering brown animal no bigger than a child's mitten has become the best hope of Apartment No. 147. Never mind that it, too, is learning to cope in a strange and frightening new world. 

Never mind that it's snap-locked into a clear-blue, plastic ball right now. 

''I think you better put him back in that cage,'' Mrs. Storer tells the girl. ''He might smother in there, I don't know.'' 

She turns to me, says: ''We've finally got him fixed up so he can survive, I think.'' 

''Can I show it to my friends?'' Mandy says. ''I won't let them hold him.'' 

There is a pause. 

Mrs. Storer - a woman who has seen the rise and fall of 10 presidents, who has seen Joseph Rosenberg found guilty and Joseph McCarthy hold a nation hostage, who has seen the headlines about Hiroshima and the assassinations of Martin Luther King and John F. Kennedy, seems to be wilting under the persistence of this little girl with a bouncy, blond ponytail. 

The little girl, too, has seen the dark side of the human heart. 

Finally Mrs. Storer grudgingly consents, for the love of God and a little girl, and Mandy hauls the cage, hamster and all, out the screen door. 

Moments later, the little girl has the hamster out of its cage, too. 

''That varmint's going to get away,'' Mrs. Storer says, peering out the door. 

''He's no varmint,'' Mandy says, not about to lock the hamster up again just yet. 

And that is it. The woman at the door falls silent. But she continues standing there at the screen, looking out of her blue, blue house as helplessly as a hamster in a ball. 

And a smile spreads across her face. 

Saints, stolen and discarded, end up at police station

COVINGTON - The saints were standing in the middle of the crime bureau when a detective decided to take them into the interview room. 

If only they could talk, these statues of St. Dominic and St. Robert Bellarmine. 

Someone had stolen the 50-year-old carvings from the pulpit at Covington's majestic Cathedral Basilica of the Assumption.  

Who would do such a thing? 

I asked Detective Dan Furnish if he was surprised that someone, anyone, would rip off a church. 

''Oh no, no,'' he said, tugging at his tie. ''Heavens, no.''

Something in common

The most ornate building in Covington is the soaring cathedral at 12th and Madison streets. A sign near the door says ''May Peace Prevail on Earth.'' 

The plainest building in Covington might be the spare, squat police station, eight blocks away from the church, at 20th and Madison. A sign near the door says ''FBI's 10 Most Wanted.'' 

But last week, the cathedral and the station house had feature in common: beautifully elaborate carvings of Appalachian oak. 

For a day, the good Sts. Dominic and Robert Bellarmine had topped the most-wanted list in this town. Then, after an account of their disappearance ran in The Enquirer on Wednesday, an anonymous caller told the Rev. John Cahill the statues could be found in a trash bin near the Licking River in Newport. 

The carvings were recovered and found their way to Detective Furnish's desk, where they stood not far from a giant pair of gag sunglasses and Northern Kentucky's list of lost souls: 

A printout of those wanted on outstanding arrest warrants.

Contrast of styles


There are powerful forces for good in this world, and they come in many shapes and sizes. When Father Cahill visited the police station, he and Detective Furnish provided a contrast of styles. 

The priest, a thoughtful, deliberate man, speaks in measured tones. The detective, a street-smart redhead, speaks his mind. 

But both men have devoted their lives to the good fight. 

On Thursday morning, Detective Furnish, so used to rounding up sinners, watched over two saints. The statues seemed out of place in the tiny crime bureau, which buzzed with dedicated but hardened and irreverent detectives working on profane caseloads. 

I asked Detective Furnish who the statues were of. 

''They're the saints, I think,'' he said. ''But I don't know which one's which.'' 

''Where's your saint book?'' Detective Bud Vallandingham said. 

''Shut up,'' Detective Furnish mumbled, punching the numbers on his phone. ''I ain't got time.''

No stopping it


There was no stopping it, though. Within seconds, the whole bureau was into it. 

''One's St. Dominic, you say?'' 

''Yeah. I think it's the bald 

''They're both bald.'' 

''Yeah, but one's wearing a hat.'' 

Detective Jeff Eldridge spun in his chair so he was facing his desk. 

''I ain't makin' any more jokes about these things, man,'' he said. ''We could get some bad weather.'' 

Moments later, Detective Furnish's phone chirped. 

''Crime bureau,'' he said. 

Nothing's the same after child disappears

BOWLING GREEN, Ky. - The phone rings, but no one is there. 

''Mommy,'' Heather Pruitt whispers, low and urgent. ''It's a hang-up call.'' 

Stacey Violi winces, as if her daughter's words sting. They don't need any more mystery in Apartment H3. They just need Morgan. 

It's been 2ï weeks since 7-year-old Morgan Jade Violi was abducted while playing in the parking lot outside her suburban apartment. For Mrs. Violi, each phone call brings new hope that she will be reunited with her youngest daughter. 

''You pace the floor and look out the window,'' she says. ''Waiting for that phone call. From somebody. Anybody.'' 

The bearded man who pulled Morgan Violi into an old Chevy van came straight out of a parent's worst nightmare. But where he went, nobody knows. 

Not in Bowling Green

The world is not so young anymore when a child is taken away. Once, kids played and shouted and laughed outside the apartment complex where Morgan lived. Now they stay inside. 

''Parents have stopped letting their children go out,'' says Phyllis Justis, a resident at Colony. ''It's changed our whole community.'' 

Says Mrs. Violi: ''You never think this is going to happen to you. Especially in Bowling Green.'' 

Morgan was abducted July 24. ''What really shocked me about it was it happened in broad daylight,'' said Tisha Briggs, 25. 

Ms. Briggs recently moved to the Colony with her 9-month-old daughter because she thought it was safer. 

There's only one way in. And one way out. 

But residents of the apartment complex had spotted something strange in the days preceding the kidnapping: an old, maroon van, driving slowly through the parking lot. 

''It would park in different spots and sit,'' 16-year-old John Moore said.

A bogeyman's tale


Abductions of children almost always involve family members, according to the National Center for Missing and Exploited Children in Alexandria, Va. 

Morgan's abduction occurred less than two hours after Mrs. Violi was awarded custody of Morgan and her two sisters in a divorce from Glen Violi during a hearing in Warren District Court. 

Mrs. Violi says she is convinced her husband was not involved. ''I know he hasn't made himself look real good,'' she says. ''But he wouldn't do this to his daughter.'' 

The FBI is investigating this case on the assumption that a stranger took Morgan, says spokesman Ed Evans of the Louisville office. And that makes this the story of a bogeyman. 

Morgan's half-sisters, Heather Pruitt, 11, and Nicki Pruitt, 10 - Mrs. Violi's daughters from a previous marriage - sleep with the light on. And they don't play outside anymore. In Apartment E1, 3-year-old Taneisha Kirk declines her stepfather's offer to let her play outside. 

''I might get kidnapped,'' she says.

A candle burns


This town is haunted by what happened to Morgan Violi. She is nowhere and she is everywhere. Posters bearing the little girl's photo and a composite sketch of her abductor are posted all over town. 

Yellow ribbons encircle oak trees in Fountain Square. Downtown store windows plastered with Morgan's photo reflect the ghostly images of a world passing her by. ''I get angry a lot,'' Mrs. Violi said. ''Not at anybody in particular, but at everybody in general. Because everybody will go back to their normal little lives. And I have no idea how I'll put my life back together.'' 

At the Colony, yellow ribbons adorn railings, doors, cars and trees. And Morgan's pink bike lies still in front of Apartment H3, where Mrs. Violi keeps a candle burning day and night for her daughter. 

She does not eat. She does not sleep except when exhaustion overtakes her on the couch. And she does not leave the living room. 

''I try to stay in here in case I could see her coming or in case the phone rings,'' she said. 

''It's gut-wrenching. You're scared. Imagine not knowing where your child is. If she's OK. If she's eating. If you're ever going to see her again. 

''I have three daughters and those were the only things I ever did in my life that was right. And now I don't know where my baby is.'' 

Somewhere else in this apartment complex is a mother who knows where her own baby is - and who probably never will let her out of sight again. 

The stranger who grabbed Morgan first tried to grab her playmate. 

The other girl's last name is Miller. Her first name is Destiny. 
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Spots on the map exchange places


BEAVER LICK - This is a tale of two cities. 

Okay, two towns. 

All right, all right: two spots on the map. Blink and the story will be over. 

We begin in tiny Beaver Lick, a typical Kentucky burg in that it has precious few secrets. 

Down at the Beaver Lick Trading Post, Carol knows who buys which smokes and when the dayside guys from the power plant will descend on the store en masse and which kind of beer (Budweiser, in a can) to have ready for the plant foreman, who doesn't like to wait. 

Not much intrigue here. Except for this: Nobody knows what could have happened to put Beaver Lick on the map all of a sudden. 

A quiet place

The heyday for this crossroads community in Boone County has long since passed and faded into memory. Once, the town had a barber shop and a post office. But that was decades ago. 

''This is a quiet place,'' says Howard Stephenson, who comes into the store every day to pick up a copy of the newspaper. ''Nothing's happened around here since I don't know when.'' 

Folks around here hardly remember where Beaver Lick is anymore. The caps they sell at the Beaver Lick Trading Post say it's in Union, Ky. And Carol, she has a T-shirt that says, ''Where the hell is Beaver Lick, Ky.?'' 

Strangely enough, the only folks who know for sure are miles and miles away, in Chicago. The folks at Rand McNally have pinpointed Beaver Lick for the first time ever on the newly published 1997 Rand McNally Road Atlas. 

''I wonder how come they, uh,'' Mr. Stephenson says, eyebrows raised, finishing his question with laughter rather than words.

'We on the map'

Beaver Lick, a town whose population Rand McNally estimates at 75, is the smallest community added to the atlas this year, company spokesman Henry Doyle says. 

He's not kidding, but the folks around here just grin kind of lopsided when told the news. 

''We on the map, honey,'' David Stevens tells his wife. 

Mr. Stevens, who owns the trading post with his wife, Susan, stops sweeping the floor as he ponders this new development, propping his hands one atop the other on the broom handle. 

The Beaver Lick dot in the atlas must be centered right on the lemon-pepper flavor beef jerky, residing there in the center of the store. 

The trading post has one of the largest selections of beef jerky you could ever hope to see: Sweet & Hot, Peppered, Kippered, Fat-Free, Barbecue, Original Flavor, Cajun. Got a pretty good selection of chewing tobacco, too. And a stuffed beaver, posed eternally gnawing on a twig, sitting atop the beer refrigerator. 

Most folks around Beaver Lick think the trading post, a small grocery and deer-check station at U.S. 42 and Ky. 338, is Beaver Lick. 

''This,'' Mr. Stephenson says, laughing as he lifts his John Deere cap from his head and sets it back down again, ''this is the town.''

'We caught up to it'

Mr. Stephenson is 75, and he can remember when Beaver Lick was a real, honest-to-goodness incorporated town, with a post office of its own. 

Beaver Lick already was on Northern Kentucky area maps and Rand McNally's foldup maps of Kentucky. But an atlas! Now everybody across America with a 1997 Rand McNally book will know the way to Beaver Lick. 

''The explanation I received from our cartographic division,'' Mr. Doyle says, ''is that the added towns are populated areas and they should have been on before. 

''It was an oversight, and we caught up to it.'' 

Mr. Stephenson chuckles at the description of Beaver Lick as a populated area - and at Mr. Doyle's estimate that 75 people live here. 

''I'd say 25,'' he says. ''Thirty-five at the most.'' 

So what really happened in Beaver Lick? Who put the town on the map? Was it any of the guys whose Polaroids hang over the counter at the trading post? Was it Frank Otto, who snared a 35-pound bluegill one day last month? 

Or maybe Drew Simmons, who bagged his first deer, a 120-lb. doe, four days before Halloween? 

Or Billy Rector, who shot a 12-point buck the same day? 

We might never know. 

But, this being a tale of two cities, you should know: As quickly and inexplicably as Beaver Lick was reborn, nearby Big Bone died away. 

That town was removed from the atlas for 1997. 

To make room for Beaver Lick. 

''It's really an issue of space,'' Mr. Doyle says. 
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Farmer's fondness for tomatoes followed him to his grave


FORT MITCHELL - Once, he presided over a 25-acre vegetable farm, the last of its kind in Northern Kentucky. Now the old farmer's domain is a much smaller patch of earth: Grave 8, Lot 22 of the St. John's Cemetery. 

But it's still good for yielding his famous Jet Star tomatoes. 

Here, on a sunny hillside beside a gravestone etched with a picture of a plow and scythe, the seasons of Henry Kruempelman continue: A single tomato plant grows out of the old man's grave. 

Mr. Kruempelman's daughter, Mary Catherine Walls, put the plant there this spring - the first without her father. Mr. Kruempelman died June 8, 1995, but his legacy lives. Thanks to his daughter, the tomatoes that made him famous still grow big and red - not only on the farm he loved, but on his grave in the cemetery behind it. 

''That was his favorite thing, out of all the things he grew on the farm - lettuce, kale, collard greens, everything,'' she said. 

Mr. Kruempelman, who worked the farm all day every day until he was 82, was known far and wide for his tomatoes. But he also was known for his generosity. Until about 15 years ago, he held a festival on the farm each Labor Day weekend to benefit his church, St. John's in Covington. 

More than 200 people showed up each year. ''He was a legend,'' Ms. Walls said. 

The planting of tomatoes in the graveyard was a sentimental gesture by a devoted daughter. Ms. Walls also put a Jet Star plant in Mr. Kruempelman's coffin. 

''Since that one didn't pop up,'' she says, smiling, ''I thought I'd plant another one.''

The cycle of life


Much abides on this farm. Fort Mitchell has grown up all around. But when developers called on Henry Kruempelman, he turned them away. 

''So many came by, and he'd run 'em off,'' Ms. Walls says. ''He lived for the farm.'' 

It has been in the family for five generations, this fertile spread. The main house on the farm is 106 years old. 

When Mr. Kruempelman's great-grandfather, Kasper Mieman, bought the property in 1865, it was just another farm. Now it is an anomaly, surrounded by strip shopping centers, motels and fast-food restaurants. 

Directly across from the Thriftway, a tractor tills the flat, sunbaked land, stirring up a great cloud of dirt that settles slowly, dust to dust. 

This, the cycle of life. 

The Kruempelman farm yields as many as 1,500 tomato plants each year, along with many other vegetables. Restaurants and groceries buy hundreds of pounds of the produce at a time. Ms. Walls tends to individual customers at the vegetable stand near the house. 

''The tomatoes are the biggest thing,'' she said. ''They love the tomatoes.'' 

This year's crop, bitten by a late frost, seemed doomed - but survived as if by a miracle. 

''He must have been up there pulling some strings,'' she said. 

The tomato plant Ms. Walls transplanted to her father's grave is the first one she pulled from the miracle crop. But the seeds were sewn long ago by a boy of 12. 

That's how old Mr. Kruempelman was when his father pulled him out of school so that he might help work the farm. And that day a farmer was born. 

Right there in those flat, sunbaked fields off U.S. 25 is where Mr. Kruempelman's reputation and legacy grew - right there among all those tomatoes. 

And now the secret can be told: He never liked eating them. 
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Farm turkeys have a place waiting (hint: not Harvard)

ERLANGER - I'm not sure, but I think if Dan Tewes had feathers they'd be ruffled. I've just called turkeys dumb. He has 3,000 of them. I might as well have criticized shoes in front of Imelda Marcos. 

''Human babies aren't that smart, either,'' he says. 

Fair enough. These turkeys are pretty young. Mr. Tewes and his brother, Tom, own and operate Tewes Poultry Farm, a Northern Kentucky institution dating back more than 50 years. You don't stay in business that long selling folks geriatric turkeys for Thanksgiving. 

None of the babbling, gobbling, squawking birds on the Tewes farm will live to turkey adulthood. None will live much longer than 5 months. In human years, they wouldn't be old enough to drive a car. Which is good. 

Ever notice how small their heads are? 

Assuming they could reach the pedals, could they pass the driving test anywhere but in Indiana? 

IQs unknown

Nowhere in her book on turkeys can the librarian at the Cincinnati Zoo find anything about brain size. Driving ability, either. 

But she does venture this: 

''They always say they're pretty dumb.'' 

None of the turkeys on the Tewes farm does tricks. None makes lots of money or has a trainer. Here in the land of horse farms, this is a no-frills business, quick-and-dirty. 

Catch 'em, cut 'em, string 'em up, scald 'em. 

They arrive here on the farm, more than 3,000 strong, in June and July: Day-old turkey chicks. That's when it all starts. ''Ain't much to do the first half of the year,'' Mr. Tewes says. 

This time of year more than makes up for it, though. The Teweses are swamped. If you want to place an order, be prepared to let the phone ring a good, long time. 

And call soon. By the end of the day Wednesday, only 300 or 400 turkeys will remain - the inventory for Christmas sales. 

Mr. Tewes spent the morning and early afternoon Saturday and last Wednesday killing turkeys to fill the Thanksgiving orders. 

He wears knee-high rubber boots and rubber gloves when he wades into the coops. The turkeys are kept separate in three groups: 5-month-old toms, of which there are about 300; 5-month-old hens, of which there are about 1,000; and younger turkeys, up to 4 months old, of which there are about 1,500. 

They might be mental lightweights, but these turkeys make for a hefty meal. Tewes birds are fine and plump and meaty - far better than anything you might find at the grocery. The toms grow up to 50 pounds, the hens up to 30. 

Mr. Tewes hands me a live, 50-pound tom upside-down by the legs. It just hangs there. My 4-year-old little girl weighs less than this. 

Heart of tradition

By the time the tom is processed, however, he will have lost his head (for what it's worth), his feathers and a few other things, making him about 10 pounds lighter. At $1.60 a pound, he'll cost some hungry reveler more than $60. 

Carefully, I hand the bird back to Mr. Tewes, and he turns it loose on the ground. 

Less than 15 feet away, cows stare impassively at the chaos in the turkey coop. The birds wander about, wing-to-wing, warbling incessantly. The cows stare. The birds warble. The cows stare. The birds warble. There's some serious thinking not going on here. 

The chatter of doomed birds is all around. For Turkey Lurkey, the sky is falling. It's a week before Thanksgiving, and one of the first snows of the season is coming down in icy pellets on the Tewes farm. 

Outside the coop, a white feather floats on the bitter, autumn air, lighter than the snow, floating, floating, floating.  

In a few minutes, Dr. J.M. Huey of Walton, a retired country doctor who once made house calls for $2.50, will arrive for about the 50th year in a row to pick up the turkey he ordered. It's a 16-pound hen that was just wandering around making noise 24 hours earlier, before she went and lost her head over the good doctor Huey. 

Oh, so many orders to fill. Mr. Tewes reaches for one of the blue-headed toms, but it backs away quickly. OK, OK. Maybe turkeys aren't so dumb. 
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Twins communicate without words

LUDLOW - There's this chemistry between Michael and Patricia Geise. 

The 22-year-old twins don't look or act much alike - Michael's a foot taller than his sister and more likely to crack a joke - but the emotional bond they share is the stuff of family lore. 

It's the kind of thing that defies scientific explanation, but which is best explained with a story about science. 

The twins will graduate Saturday - Patricia from Morehead State University; Michael from Thomas More College. 

Then their lives will converge at Ohio State University, where both will continue studying chemistry as graduate students. 

That both would end up in the sciences is no surprise; Michael and Patricia are smart. She was valedictorian at Ludlow High School; he was salutatorian. 

That both would end up at Ohio State is not so remarkable, either. It's a big school. 

What's amazing is how they got to this point: Miles apart at college, they decided simultaneously and independently to change their majors to chemistry, unwittingly setting their lives on convergent paths. 

Not until they came home for Christmas their freshman year did they discover they had moved in lock step without ever talking. Here we go again, their mother thought, smiling. 

'It's spooky' 

"They've always done this kind of thing," Gay Geise says of her twin children. "It's spooky." 

Like the time they were sitting in their highchairs and they each chucked a bowl of tomato soup into the laundry basket at the same time. The baby sitter's still getting over that one. 

Or the times Patricia has called her mother from college saying, "Is Michael all right?" And he'll turn up with a cold. 

Or the time Patricia cried as Michael got stitches. 

They don't have to talk to relate to each other. "When they were babies, they communicated quite well," Mrs. Geise says. 

The magic of all this is lost on Michael, whose scientific mind is far too logical to dwell on such phenomena. Ask him whether he was surprised the day he discovered that he and Patricia had decided independently and at virtually the same time to change their majors to chemistry, and he says no. "We've always had an affinity toward the sciences," he says dryly. 

Their mother appreciates the mystery of it more than her son does. "They both do the same thing every time," she says. "It isn't amazing anymore. It's more comical." 

Headed in same direction 

Mrs. Geise has no doubt there will be other times when her twins do the same thing at the same time or cry at each other's pain or enter into unspoken conspiracies together. 

After all, their lives generally are headed in the same direction. Patricia is in inorganic chemistry. Michael is in organic synthesis. He wants to do industrial research and will serve an internship this summer at S.C. Johnson Wax in Racine, Wis. - his second at that plant. 

Usually Mrs. Geise takes it in stride when the twins do the same thing at the same time, but this weekend the tangle of their lives poses a special problem - one Mrs. Geise has wrestled with for years. They will graduate on the same day in ceremonies more than two hours apart. 

"Isn't it sad?" she says. "I've agonized over that for three years." 

Finally, she told Michael, who stayed home for college: "We've been here in this house every day for you for four years. Now we're going to be there for your sister." 

Michael's brother, Newport firefighter Charlie Geise, 37, will attend his graduation. Gay and Dan Geise will drive to Morehead to watch their daughter graduate. 

"Unless somebody finds me a helicopter," she says. 

Flynt a rascal, but he’s their rascal

SALYERSVILLE, Ky. - The easiest way up to the Flynt family graveyard is Althea's way. 

The dead get carried. The living have to negotiate a dirt-and-gravel drive so steep the Pearly Gates might wait at the top. 

This is the last road Larry Flynt will travel. When the notorious publisher of Hustler magazine dies, he'll follow his late, beloved wife, Althea, down Kentucky 1090 and up one last hill. 

Not far from the Mountain Parkway, high on a lonesome knoll in Appalachia, is a monument with two heart-shaped marble gravestones. One bears Althea's name. The other, waiting, is inscribed with the name Lawrence Claxton Flynt. 

His presence lingers

Imagine: The controversial pornographer buried beneath a sappy Valentine. It's the only predictable journey, the only direction foretold, in a life of wild rides and left turns. 

It's coming home. 

Larry Flynt, America's flamboyant king of raunch, was born here, in a county where the men wear white socks. 

Magoffin Countians are conservative and unassuming. Salyersville, a town of 1,300, is as unadorned as its residents. The town doesn't even have a theater where folks can go watch The People Vs. Larry Flynt. And there's only one place in town - the East Kentucky Liquor Barn out on the Mountain Parkway - that sells Mr. Flynt's controversial skin magazine. 

But his presence lingers, and it is welcome here. He's one of Salyersville's own. Tom and Pat Frazier, longtime friends of Mr. Flynt, had a movie poster hanging in the window of their Salyersville drug store for a while. 

''There's an old saying in the mountains,'' said Tim Bostic, editor of The Salyersville Independent and an old friend of Mr. Flynt's. ''The rascal might be a damn rascal, but he's our rascal.'' 

Though there are many churches in Magoffin County - some in trailers, several in cinder-block buildings - not a single preacher has taken on Claxton Flynt's boy. 

''I certainly disagree with his products, the pornographic material,'' said the Rev. Wayne Mead of the Stinson Free Will Baptist Church near where Mr. Flynt grew up. 

''But I'm not going to be somebody's ax to chop on Larry.'' 

The family name

The Flynt name is respected in Magoffin County. Larry's cousin Teddy Flynt has a law office downtown on East Maple Street, right across from the courthouse. Larry's father, Claxton, still plays Rook in the back of the B&R Grocery out on Kentucky 7. 

And Jimmy Flynt, who in the late 1970s tried to have his famous brother and business partner declared incompetent and removed from corporate office, maintains a huge home out near the Lakeville Trading Post. 

The house, an imposing wood structure that resembles a ski lodge, stands out among the mobile homes, shacks and modest ranch houses along Kentucky 1090. 

Even by Eastern Kentucky standards, Magoffin County is poor. It has the third-highest unemployment rate in Kentucky, at 16.5 percent. Many men drive off each morning to work in the coal mines in Pike and Martin counties. There aren't many jobs left in Magoffin. 

Folks here think it's great that a local boy made it big - no matter how Larry Flynt did it. 

''He left a one-horse town to make a living,'' Larry Salyer said as he plunked down his money at Kozy Korner Kitchen. 

Seeing the show

Many younger Magoffin County residents, perhaps feeling a certain kinship with the rebel in the wheelchair, plan to see the movie. Some just want to see how Salyersville and her people are depicted. 

But catching the movie required driving to Pikeville or Lexington. 

Brenda Williams, who works the lunch counter at the Kozy Korner, called the big theater in Paintsville last week to see when it would start showing the Flynt movie. It was to start this weekend, they told her. She planned to go. 

Surena Minix spoke almost defiantly of her desire to see the movie. 

''I want to watch it because he was born and raised here, and he made it,'' she said, arching her eyebrows. 

Two weeks ago, 200 Magoffin County residents traveled to Cincinnati to attend the premiere of the movie. No church pastors were there, but the county judge-executive and a few other movers and shakers made the show. 

''The People for Larry Flynt,'' said a headline last week in The Salyersville Independent. 

Most famous son

The turnout surprised Mr. Bostic. Until then, townsfolk at the Kozy Korner or out at the Liquor Barn had said very little about the movie or Mr. Flynt. 

''Most of the people have ignored it,'' Mrs. Frazier said. 

That's not surprising - even though Mr. Flynt is easily the most famous person Magoffin County has produced. 

''Ever since his name became synonymous with smut or porn, and even with the success he's acquired, the people here never have really openly responded,'' Mr. Bostic said. 

The old men who hang out talking on the handicapped ramp outside the Magoffin County Courthouse just aren't interested. 

''He made a lot of money, by gawd, with them dirty books, by gawd,'' T.J. Harnick said, clutching a Styrofoam cup full of brown tobacco juice. 

Said Mr. Bostic: ''The people here, their greatest attribute is that they're unpretentious. They're not easily impressed. 

''When you leave here, it doesn't matter what you accomplish while you're gone. When you come back, you're still somebody's boy.'' 

Coming home

That Salyersville achieved national exposure because of a man who's widely reviled seems fitting. Magoffin County has gained statewide notoriety for all manner of dubious distinction. 

In 1989, a Magoffin man threatened to sue social workers who had accused him of sexually abusing his young daughter - despite a court's ruling upholding dismissal of the suit. 

In 1988, four men, including the brother-in-law of the county judge-executive, were charged with election fraud. And the schools superintendent was hit with a federal civil-rights lawsuit alleging that he had improperly used his powers to suppress political dissent. 

In 1987, the county shut down when a divided fiscal court failed to pass a new budget, causing the electric bill and a few others to go unpaid. 

In 1986, 17 members of seven related families were indicted on charges of sexual abuse and criminal abuse of children in a case that shocked authorities. 

And in 1981, the sheriff was indicted in an election scandal. 

Perhaps no other Kentucky county could have sent forth Larry Flynt. And no other will claim him when his strange journey is done. 

His life followed the unpredictable, zig-zag-crazy path of the Licking River, which starts out trickling from a mountainside near Salyersville and flows north until it empties into the Ohio River across from Cincinnati, where Mr. Flynt hit it big. 

But he will return for good one day, headed up the hillside past that red, metal gate beside Kentucky 1090. 

''I know what I have given you. I do not know what you have received,'' reads the inscription on his heart-shaped gravestone. 

It's the only predictable journey, the only direction foretold, in a life of wild rides and left turns. 

It's Althea's way. 

Mother knows just having Eric is a blessing


WILLIAMSTOWN - He's a smart little boy. He can read big words and numbers. Tuesday he noticed a headline in the newspaper: 

''Injured boy gets $7M.'' 

''That 'M' means you got 7 M&Ms,'' Robin Stamper told her son. 

Eric Stamper grinned at his mother. 

''I know what it really means,” he said. 

Eric, 7, can't count past 230, but he knows what $7 million is. It's what he got because of the wreck. 

Chrysler Corp. agreed to give the boy $7 million to settle a liability suit stemming from a 1994 car crash that rendered him a quadriplegic. Attorneys for the Stampers said Eric was seriously injured because the family's car wasn't equipped with shoulder harnesses in the back seat. 

Chief Judge William O. Bertelsman of U.S. District Court in Covington approved the agreement Monday, making Eric the first millionaire in Williamstown's housing project. 

But Wednesday after school, Eric's nurse, Brenda Messmer, still had to insert a tube into the boy's throat to clear away fluid the rest of us would cough up. And Eric still had to endure the discomfort, wincing, his head thrown back on his wheelchair.

'Rather be a pauper'


You might think anyone with $7 million is some kind of lucky. Oh what you could do with that kind of money. 

Officials in Georgetown, Ky., the new home of the Cincinnati Bengals' training camp, are spending $7 million to build a new football field, as well as 125 new, air-conditioned dorm rooms, a leadership center, cafeteria, auditorium and meeting rooms. 

Producers of the movie Lawn Dogs, shooting this month in Louisville, are spending that much to make a film. 

Bruce Willis, he bought a beach house for $7 million. 

And Russia spends $7 million a day on the Chechnyan war. 

But this is how Robin Stamper would spend her $7 million: She'd give it all back just to have one hug from her youngest son. 

''I would rather be a pauper,'' Ms. Stamper says, ''than go through what we've had to go through.''

Memories of a better day


Eric cannot move his arms or legs, nor can he speak much above a whisper. But that is enough for a mother who thought all was lost. 

''They told me he would never talk,'' Ms. Stamper says. ''To me, that's a small miracle, worth more than any dollar amount.'' 

I ask Eric what he would do with $7 million. 

''Spend it,'' he whispers, grinning. 

Then he reconsiders. 

''But I don't spend my money,'' he says. ''I'm a tightwad.'' 

Truth is, the Stampers must watch how they spend their money. Ms. Stamper is a single parent, struggling to make ends meet. 

''I think when a lot of people see that big '$7M,' she says, ''they're going to say, 'My gosh, there's a rich family.' '' 

But this is what happens to the money from a big settlement: It's divvied up, accounted for, set aside and strung out. 

Because Eric requires 24-hour care, an agreement was reached with Chrysler to fund an annuity throughout his lifetime. The settlement agreement also provides for repaying Kentucky's Medicaid administrator for funds used for Eric's care. 

Then there's the little matter of paying the attorneys. And setting aside money for Eric's future. He wants to be a marine biologist. 

''I was pleased to know that Eric's future medical care was all going to be taken care of,'' Ms. Stamper says. ''But on the other hand, $7 million can't replace what we lost. I can probably think of 7 million things he used to be able to do.'' 

For one, Eric could swing a baseball bat. In that last summer, the summer of 1994, he played two games. And he loved it. 

Two days before the wreck, he posed for photos with a Reds cap on his head and a Louisville Slugger on his shoulder. 

Proofs of those photos came back, like memories of a better day, as the doctors were telling Ms. Stamper her son wouldn't make it in the weeks after the wreck. Now the photo hangs on the wall outside his room. 

''I feel like God has blessed us, letting him stay with us,'' Ms. Stamper says. 

Published Sept. 19, 1996. 

36 steps in the walk of life

WILLIAMSTOWN - There are 36 steps to becoming a hero. 

That's how many it took little Brittany Anne Mead to get from her bed to the toilet early Saturday morning. 

Her long walk earned the 6-year-old Williamstown girl a hero's mantel Wednesday at town hall, where Mayor Robert Hall Jones - a cousin of her stepfather - honored Brittany for the amazing feat. 

This was no ordinary trek. Never before had so much ridden on that little pair of legs. Waking in the middle of the night and making her way the length of her family's mobile home, Brittany turned left into the bathroom, took that 36th and final step, sank down on the pink toilet to cry. 

Her crying woke her mother and stepfather, who had been sleeping in the next room, and almost certainly saved the entire family from dying of carbon monoxide poisoning. 

This week, a Christmas tree still stands in the gray trailer at the back of Cherry Hill Mobile Home Park. The last gift was given only Saturday. It was the best one of all. 

Brittany didn't get her two front teeth for Christmas. What she got was even better: More time for them to come in. 

She will put the teeth to good use when she does get them. The little, blond girl with the big, brown eyes smiles big and often - especially when talking about her newfound hero status. 

''I think it's fun,'' she says. 

City fathers gave Brittany a certificate Wednesday afternoon in Williamstown's city council chambers - the same room that members of the news media packed several months ago to turn the spotlight on the town's last hero: patrolman Greg Spillman, the police officer who saved two people from the third-floor window of the old Hotel Donald during a deadly fire. 

Brittany's ascension from ordinary citizen to hero was much less spectacular than a climb up a wobbly fire ladder. But the result was the same: lives saved. 

Waking at 3:30 a.m. Saturday, her head and stomach hurting, Brittany climbed down from her day bed, leaving behind the rabbit with no name, and set off through the dark trailer. 

Past her purple unicorn music boxes and the porcelain ballerina that plays Swan Lake (one, two, three, four, five steps); 

Past the stereo and the Blessid Union of Souls compact disc (nine, 10, 11, 12); 

Past the Christmas tree her mother planned to take down later that weekend, not knowing the days would be too full of trips to the hospital (15, 16, 17, 18); 

And past the deadly, white Magic Chef oven (25, 26, 27, 28). 

Nothing looked much out of the ordi 

nary in Trailer No. 49. There was just that sickening, sweet odor, everywhere. Rodney Jones knows carbon monoxide is supposed to be odorless and colorless, but something clearly was wrong with the air in the mobile home at the end of the lane. 

''I couldn't see where I was going and stuff,'' Brittany says. 

The oven was leaking carbon monoxide. Lots of it. Who would have guessed? Friday morning, Mr. Jones thought the furnace was the problem. It was cold in the trailer when the family awoke that morning. The pilot light was out, and Mr. Jones couldn't get it relit. 

He turned on the oven for heat and called a friend, who came over and replaced a strand of copper tubing in the furnace for $20. Then Mr. Jones, 29, a mental-health technician, and Mrs. Jones, 27, an employee of Snappy Tomato Pizza, turned off the stove and went to work. 

When they came home, they smelled something strange. ''We just thought it was the new part'' on the furnace, Mr. Jones says. 

Now he thinks maybe there was a small gas leak along with the carbon monoxide leak. But it was the carbon monoxide that nearly killed the family. 

Firefighters discovered hazardous levels of the gas outside the trailer. Inside, the gas was concentrated enough to have killed everyone in the family in less than an hour. After her mother awoke, Brittany's eyes rolled back in her head, and she had a seizure sitting there on the toilet lid. 

Mrs. Jones was so sick she lay down on the cold linoleum. 

A carbon monoxide detector did not alert the family; it had been knocked off the wall and, apparently, broken. ''If she hadn't woken up, the firemen couldn't have done nothing but zip us up,'' Mrs. Jones says. 

As it turned out, everyone is fine. Even the dog, a tan Chihuahua named Chi-Chi, survived. A neighbor broke into the trailer after getting a call from Mrs. Jones at the hospital and found the dog cowering under a 101 Dalmatians sleeping bag. 

Things are back to normal at No. 49. On Tuesday, the family spent its first night in the trailer since that scary Saturday. And on Wednesday morning, Michelle stood ironing a plaid jumper for Brittany to wear to school - her first day back since the weekend. 

At Saint Joseph Academy, the second chair from the front in Room 1A - so nearly empty for good - would be full again. 

Players change, but politics still a game

COLD SPRING - He leads a quiet life now, spends his winter days doting on his grandchildren. But this week, deep into retirement, the man in the house at 134 Winters Lane felt the adrenalin start to flow. 

The Kentucky legislature was in an uproar. On the first day of its four-day organizational session - usually a routine gathering to install legislators, make committee assignments and confirm leadership roles - the minority Republicans staged a remarkable coup. 

When 15 Democrats left the floor in a last-ditch effort to prevent a vote on the Senate's top two leadership positions, Sen. Gex ''Jay'' Williams, a Boone County Republican, engineered a dramatic power shift: The 18-member Republican minority, aided by five Democratic defectors, ousted the Senate president and installed a leader beholden to them. 

The man at 134 Winters Lane took note. What a historic moment in Senate chambers. He once shot rubber bands across that very room. 

'A queasy feeling'

Art Schmidt was the Republican senator from Cold Spring then. But that didn't stop him from bouncing rubber bands off the wall so they might fall into the light fixtures and ''stink up the joint.'' 

Sometimes he would sit there carving name plates for his colleagues out of Styrofoam cups. 

''I just liked to be busy,'' he says. ''I liked to keep my hands busy. Especially when you're in a boring session.'' 

There's nothing boring about what's going on in Frankfort now, though. What happened on the Senate floor last week held Mr. Schmidt's attention - though he was miles and miles away. This palace coup - it's historic. 

The last time a storm this big swirled through the chambers, it swept up Mr. Schmidt. 

In 1993, he pleaded guilty to lying to the FBI during the federal investigation of state government known as Boptrot and was given unsupervised probation. You couldn't find a more unlikely casualty of an FBI investigation if you tried. 

Mr. Schmidt is a good man, kind and gentle and true, a devoted husband and loving grandfather with life in the proper perspective. He still feels kind of sick when he thinks about those horrible days - ''Every time I talk about it I get that queasy feeling,'' he says - but he accepted his punishment and put his life back together. 

Watching it closely

He lives next door to his grandchildren now, and he is keeping his hands busy still: the man in the house at 134 Winters Lane is building something special for his 5-year-old granddaughter, but it's a secret. This is what it's all about. 

He wouldn't want to sit in Senate chambers again even if he got paid $100,000 a year and didn't have to go to any of the meetings. But there's no denying it: This politics, it gets in the blood. 

''The adrenalin's starting to flow,'' he says. 

That's thanks to last week's developments, which he watched closely: The Republicans, giddy after the takeover; the Democrats, defiant. 

''I just think it's hilarious to listen to how the Democratic leadership is talking now,'' Mr. Schmidt says, ''because that's the way they treated the Republicans for years. 

''My gosh, you don't run around and holler the way they're hollering. They're acting like they're going to take their ball and go home.'' 

Though Mr. Schmidt was part of the Republican minority, he was an effective legislator because he worked with the Democrats, Sen. Jim Callahan, D-Southgate, has said. 

He pushed for establishment of Northern Kentucky University, helping to convince his friend, former Gov. Louie Nunn, of the need for more than a community college in the area. 

''There were just a number of things we were able to do,'' Mr. Schmidt said. 

Including this: Every now and then, one of Arthur L. Schmidt's rubber bands would drop into the intended light fixture above the Senate floor. But everyone knows that what really always stunk up the joint was politics. 

Of that - and of everything else unpure - Art Schmidt was, and always will be, innocent. 

Georgetown ready for Bengals


GEORGETOWN, Ky. - It's 50 yards or less from Fitch Drugs on the courthouse end of Main Street to Fava's Restaurant down on the post office end. 

A distance like that often stymies the Cincinnati Bengals, but Charlie Johnson, 79, of Georgetown, is working his way along this morning at a right steady pace. 

Slow and easy gets you where you're going in this central Kentucky town, and the retired Mr. Johnson - content to move leisurely along the sidewalk from one popular gathering spot to another - is going nowhere fast. 

Maybe the Bengals won't be so out of place in this town of 13,000, after all. 

If they choose Georgetown College as their new summer training camp, they'll find the pace here slow enough even for Dan Wilkinson, the team's ample defensive tackle. 

Main Street shuts down after hours. If you want the meatloaf or butterscotch pie at Fava's, you better plan on eating dinner before 5 p.m. 

If you want alcohol, you better plan on a little drive. Scott County is dry. 

Even the fast-food joints are laid back. At the McDonald's off U.S. 460, leather-necked farmers in caps gather each morning to talk corn, hope for rain, drink coffee and smoke. 

The arrival of Toyota and its Camry plant changed this town in some profound ways. But at Fava's, the waitresses still know everybody's name. 

For the most part, Georgetown has managed to maintain its small-town charm and feel. 

For now. 

Local officials here are ga-ga over the possibility of the Bengals' coming to town each summer. They think having their own professional football team will increase tourism, bring national explosure and boost the local economy. 

Maybe they're right. The Bengals and their fans could have a heyday shopping here. Right after each burly guy in Bike shorts picks up some chips and dip at the BP, he can pop on over to Fitch's and buy a ceramic Care Bear. Or to Wyatt's Antiques, which offers a fine selection of curiosities, including a fragile, porcelain boot with a picture of the courthouse in Savannah, Ga., on the toe. 

On second thought, maybe this isn't such a good idea.

Still a slow place

There's no such thing as a fast lane along U.S. 460. Scott Countians don't condone wild behavior, and some folks here think professional athletes consider themselves above the law. 

Coincidentally, Scott County Fiscal Court on Monday passed an ordinance banning tigers, bears and other wild animals. 

"But it wasn't the Cincinnati Bengals," Judge-executive George Lusby says, chuckling. 

"That's the joke going around Georgetown." 

What it was: Scott County was having a problem with some folks keeping lions for pets. 

As for the two-legged variety of wildlife, Mr. Lusby says, "We're really working hard trying to get the Bengals." 

Not everyone is thrilled with the idea. James Lancaster, 66, a tobacco farmer from neighboring Harrison County, thinks economic progress can go too far. "They've already gotten a whole lot of help for the town with Toyota," he says as he sits in McDonald's. 

"It used to be a quiet town." 

Dragging on a cigarette, 50-year-old Bobby Green says, "I don't have nothing against it. I'm just not a football fan. 

"I'm a basketball fan." 

Down on Main Street, Charlie Johnson sits alone at a table in Fitch's, where you can buy a small cup of coffee for 11 cents or a large one for 21. Cider's available, too, but it costs a whopping 37 cents. 

Having already drunk the only cup of coffee his doctor and his wife will allow him, he has nothing much to do except kill time downtown until his wife is ready for him to drive her home from the antique shop where she works. 

"It'd kind of perk things up a little more than they are now," he says slowly, grinning at the thought of having the Bengals in town. 

"We got all we can handle now. The Bengals coming in would really shake things up. 

"We're still a slow place." 

"There's not a whole lot to do in a dry county," says pharmacist John Fitch, the owner of Fitch's. "I would think that they would party in Lexington." 

Does Mr. Fitch think the Bengals might be getting lots of prescriptions filled? 

"I better not answer that," he says, smiling. 

"I'm sure they have their own, more or less, dispensary." 

Mr. Fitch says he is a Bengals fan, that he had season tickets once, that he thinks this thing will fly. But the shelf in his store lined with caps suggests otherwise. 

There's a two-year-old Festival of the Horse cap; a Support Our Troops cap; an Eagles cap, Bears cap, Jets cap, Giants cap and even a collector's item Oilers cap. 

But no Bengals cap. Not one. 

Noticing the omission, Mr. Fitch laughs. 

Maybe they're all sold out? 

"That's it, we're sold out," he says. "Already had a run on Bengals caps." 

At the front of the store, Mr. Johnson pushes open the door to start his stroll down the sidewalk: 

Through the soft rain; 

Past the front of the antique store, where he'll linger a moment to wave at his wife, Mildred, through the glass; 

Then on down to Fava's, where everybody, even folks who haven't broken a tackle in their lives, is famous. 

Published May 19, 1996. 

Bar not typical haunt

WILDER: Two days before Halloween, country singer Bobby Mackey's sitting in the dark in his Northern Kentucky honky tonk, talking about how some people think the place is haunted. And the glasses at the bar begin clinking together. 

A toast from a ghost? 

Nah. Just the 2:45 to Russell, Ky., rumbling east on the CSX tracks right behind the rickety old building that houses Bobby Mackey's Music World. 

See now? There's a good explanation for everything. 

Isn't there? 

Ghostly assault?

They say Bobby Mackey's is haunted. 

The place made a recently published book called Haunted Places: A National Directory. 

One customer, J.R. Costigan of Newport, sued the club for damages in 1993, claiming a ghost assaulted him in the men's room. 

After that, on the advice of his attorney, Bobby Mackey hung this hand-lettered sign at the front of the club: 

''Warning to our patrons: This establishment is purported to be haunted. Management is not responsible and cannot be held liable for any actions of any ghosts/spirits on these premises.'' 

According to legend - and a lot of credible witnesses who swear they haven't been hitting the whiskey - the regulars include a dark-haired man with a noose around his neck; a headless woman murdered in the 1880s; a half-man, half-goat standing 10 feet tall; a big, black dog; and a tragic heroine named Johanna. 

Johanna, Johanna, Bobby Mackey sings sometimes when the house is full and the little, round ashtrays on all the little, round tabletops are brimming with Marlboros and tears. 

Johanna, Johanna, where are you now? 

Could it be that you're still here somehow? 

Nobody gets up to dance when Bobby Mackey plays that song. 

Honky tonk

This is a country-music palace, through and through - stained by a history of torment, hard against a lonesome highway, tucked in a town with an ominous name. 

The haunting of Bobby Mackey's has launched its owner on a much different path to fame than he expected or wanted. 

''There ain't no place I can go that people don't ask me about the ghosts,'' he says. 

It's for the ghosts that Bobby Mackey has made the national talk-show circuit; and it's for the ghosts that a movie is said to be in the works - a movie for which Bobby Mackey has waited patiently since signing a deal a year and a half ago with the Sheldon Post Group in Los Angeles. 

Bobby Mackey insists he doesn't believe, that he's never seen a ghost. But then he says: 

''Until lately, I didn't like coming in here by myself. 

''It just seemed like if there were going to be anything anywhere it would be in here.'' 

Patrons eager to own a piece of the lore can choose from an assortment of souvenirs on sale near the front, including a black T-shirt with white lettering that says ''I partied with the ghosts at Bobby Mackey's'' on the front and ''Damn silly, ain't it?'' on the back. 

''What can you do?'' Bobby Mackey says. ''I'd rather be known for a great country music place.'' 

Faded dreams

Bobby Mackey has aspired to Nashville all these years, but he's 48 now, and his face is round, and time's running out for him to join the ranks of square-jawed men in boots. 

His last best hope for the big time might be this movie deal. As prolonged and agonizing as the wait has been, he remains optimistic it will all come off somehow. 

''It's not dead by any means,'' he says. In fact, he has high hopes for the soundtrack, which he wrote and recorded, and which includes the song Johanna. 

Johanna was the name of a young woman whose mobster father, a regular in Bobby Mackey's building back when it was a speakeasy, killed her boyfriend in the 1930s. 

So deep was Johanna's despair, she took her own life. That's how the story goes, anyway. And the song. 

But Bobby Mackey's swamp-water ballad, like the ghosts in his music club and Bobby Mackey himself, lingers in a sort of limbo. 

''I always thought this was just a starting place, that I'd go to Nashville,'' Bobby Mackey says. ''But it seems like something's got me locked here.'' 

He pauses, says: 

''I don't know why I say locked.'' 

Fortunately, he loves it. 

''As long as I'm breathing, I'll be doing this,'' Bobby Mackey says. 

Some distant night

Last I saw of him, there he stood, playing that old guitar. Who knows? The hold this place has over Bobby Mackey, your grandchildren and great-grandchildren and great-great grandchildren unborn might be able to see him picking away on some far-distant night when all the rest of us are long gone, and Bobby Mackey, too. 

Bobby Mackey, standing right here forever, having finally achieved the immortality he so long wanted. 

Singing: 

Johanna, Johanna, where are you now? 

	Sunday, February 2, 1997 
Meal at Bulldog's restaurant unleashes
memories of home 




WALTON- The cook's in the kitchen pouring au jus into a crock pot, but the real flavor of Glenn's Woodland Inn is the man in khaki pants and a blue button-down shirt. 

Glenn ''Bulldog'' Wright, 64, fills his shirt as if he's partaken often of tonight's special, the thin-sliced prime rib over sourdough. His presence fills the restaurant. 

They serve country ham and catfish at Glenn's, but you need only walk in the door to get a taste of Kentucky. The roadside restaurant, hard by U.S. 25, squats amid farmland near a string of forgotten motels in the middle of nowhere. It draws folks from miles around, though. 

''There's people been here from all over the country,'' Bulldog says in that deep, mumbly drawl. He talks like a man with a mouthful of green beans. 

Glenn Wright sounds the way a bulldog might if bulldogs could speak. He looks like a bulldog, too, with eyes dark and bright like steel. But these things aren't what got folks calling him Bulldog; it's what happened years ago, when he was a boy growing up in Owen County, where his father worked as a tenant farmer. 

When Glenn was 5, he picked up a rock and found a snake hiding underneath. He squalled. The man who owned the farm put the snake around Glenn's neck. Glenn started throwing rocks and dirt clods at the man. When the regulars down at the old country grocery got wind of it, they started calling the boy Bulldog. 

Fifty-nine years later, the name sticks. The restaurant is full of bulldog figurines. Most are ceramic. One is cast iron. Another is made of concrete. 

''Just people bring 'em in,'' Bulldog says. ''They know m'name's Bulldog.'' 

On a sign above the salad bar is a picture of a bulldog. 

''Food costs a lot of money,'' the sign says. ''Please take what you want. But please eat what you take, or you will have to pay extra.'' 

If that sounds like something your mother would say, consider the location. Glenn's is a family-run restaurant, and eating there is a little like going home for a meal. Photos of children and grandchildren hang over the hot plates. 

''Take home a bag of homemade croutons,'' another sign says. 

Saturday, Glenn and Yvonne Wright's son Steve brought his basketball team in for a pre-game dinner of chicken breasts and green beans. Steve is the coach at South Laurel High School, which played Ryle High School Saturday night. 

''They love coming here,'' Yvonne says as she fills up the salad bar with ice. 

They're not alone. Lots of folks love coming to Glenn's. 

But all over the country? 

''All over,'' Glenn says. ''They come from Grant County, Owen County, ever'where. Indiana. Cincinnati. 

A band plays dinner music here on the weekends. Once, Mickey Gilley stopped in for a quick, impromptu session after a performance in Cincinnati. 

''All the girls are pretty at closing time,'' he sang. 

But this isn't a roadhouse anymore, the way it was before Bulldog bought it in 1975. Once upon a time it was a rough place. Now it's a restaurant you can take the whole family to. Ceiling fans spin lazily over the tables. 

There's nothing lazy about Bulldog, though. He works up to 120 hours a week. Sometimes he does the cooking. Bulldog can't find enough help these days. The labor pool isn't that big in Walton. 

''To run a business,'' Bulldog says, ''you know what my philosophy is? 

''If you see a train going down the track, it's got an engine on the front. If it's going down the track without an engine, it's going downhill.'' 

He jingles the change in his pocket. 

''I'm the engine here.'' 

Bus survivors lived to love another day


RADCLIFF, Ky. - Their names are etched together on a single stone at the edge of a windy cemetery, a love story written in black granite. 

Jess Durrance. 

Kim Farmer. 

Eight years ago this week, on May 14, 1988, their fates gelled as one. Larry Mahoney, drunk driving down the wrong side of Interstate 71 near Carrollton, crashed his pickup truck into an old school bus carrying a Radcliff church group home from an outing to Kings Island amusement park. 

It was the nation's deadliest drunken-driving wreck. Twenty-seven people died. 

Twenty-seven. 

Of those, 24 were children or teen-agers. 

After escaping the burning bus through the rear emergency exit, Jess Durrance looked around in the darkness, the night lit up a ghastly orange, but could not find his friend Kim Farmer. 

So he plunged back into the smoke and flames of the bus to look for her.

'Exhibit One'

What happened on that bus that night devastated the west-central Kentucky town of Radcliff, a sprawling military community just south of Fort Knox. 

A year and a half later, Carroll County jurors in Mr. Mahoney's murder trial would gasp, shake their heads and weep when they saw, as Commonwealth's Exhibit One, the charred, yellow death trap. 

Sitting there in a dark, nondescript warehouse in Carrollton, it was a chilling memorial. 

The bus has since been destroyed. The official memorial, a collection of inscribed stones surrounded by ornamental pear trees, is on the edge of a cemetery in Radcliff. On Tuesday, the anniversary of the crash, the site was strewn with so many flowers that yellow jackets danced in the sunlight.

Hard moving on

Larry Fair, who lost his 16-year-old daughter, Shannon, in the crash, stands at the memorial under a bright sky. 

Carved in the granite are the names of the 27 victims. 

Mary Katheryn Daniels. Julie A. Earnest. Kashawn R. Etheredge. 

Shannon Rae Fair. 

"It's never easy," Mr. Fair says, sighing. "You don't forget something like that. And I'm not sure it's easier to cope with as the years go by." 

It's hard moving on. Besides being the anniversary of the bus crash, Tuesday was the anniversary of the day a tornado ripped through Radcliff and, sparing every other monument in the cemetery, toppled the memorial's centerpiece: an uninsured, 6,000-pound stone that shattered when it fell. 

That happened last May 14 - seven years to the day after the bus crash. 

The big rock has not been replaced yet. But the families have raised all but $575 of the $7,700 needed, and a new stone should be up within two months, says Mr. Fair, the project manager for replacing the monument. 

Inscribed on what is left of the memorial are these words: 

"We will not forget you. We have committed your memory to our hearts, your souls to Christ and, within the sound of schoolyard laughter, we have carved your names in stone." 

At 1:42 p.m. Tuesday, a bus reflected in the granite turns into Parkway Elementary School directly across the street.

A better anniversary

The reflection of the bus touches the names of Jess Durrance and Kim Farmer. 

His name is inscribed right above hers on the part of the memorial dedicated to the 40 survivors of the crash. 

When Mr. Durrance climbed back onto that burning bus, he found Miss Farmer passed out. His touch revived her, and they escaped together. 

He visited her in the hospital every day. "I believe that's when it all got started," he says. 

Now the strongest memorial to what happened that night is the new, one-story, beige-brick house at 2627 Stone Mill Drive in Elizabethtown. 

That's where Jess and Kim live. Their names don't just appear together on that stone in the cemetery. They're on a marriage license, too. 

Theirs is one of at least three romances that grew out of that tragedy. From the fire, a spark. From the spark, a flame. 

Jess, a factory worker, and Kim, a schoolteacher, cheated death that night to go to college, to become adults, to find love. 

Two years ago, in a flower-garden wedding in Elizabethtown, this man took this woman, till death do they part, amen. 

And now they have another kind of anniversary to share. 

Published May 16, 1996. 

Colonel's lady, beloved husband had original recipe of love


SHELBYVILLE, Ky. – As the king of fried chicken, Colonel Sanders made a fortune giving people high cholesterol. But there’s one heart the Colonel was good for.

It beat inside Claudia, his wife. 

It beat for 94 years and four months - a good, long time for a human heart. It stopped, full and happy, only last week. 

Mrs. Sanders died New Year's Day, returning to her beloved husband's side once and for all. For 16 years they had been separated: she at Table 26 in Dining Room 2 of the Shelbyville restaurant named for her; he in Section 33 at Cave Hill Cemetery in Louisville. 

Col. Harlan David Sanders - H.D., his wife called him - died Dec. 16, 1980. With her burial Saturday, Mrs. Sanders joined her late husband where the yellow line ends - that grave site in Louisville's Cave Hill Cemetery marked by a bust of the Colonel. 

The dividing line on the narrow lane leading through that part of the cemetery ends suddenly right in front of the graves. 

''Truly the Colonel's Lady,'' the gravestone reads. 

''She always stayed in the background and let him take all the credit,'' said Kathleen Smith, a waitress at Claudia Sanders Dinner House in Shelbyville. 

''But he always had her by his side. You'd never see him do nothing that she wasn't with him.'' 

The tale of their marriage and devotion will make you feel warm and happy, like a whole mess of fried chicken or a plate of country ham. 

They'll tell you all about it when you visit the restaurant named for Mrs. Sanders: Claudia Sanders Dinner House in Shelbyville. But you can't very well visit without sitting down to the ''Real Country Cookin''' touted on the menu. 

On a weekday in winter, a steady lunch crowd flows in. A rooster crows on the farm next door. 

Those who simply pull open the door of the restaurant run the risk of putting on extra pounds. The smell of fried chicken hits you in the face. Nothing but comfort food is served here, and many of those streaming in last week needed comforting. 

The restaurant remained open as friends and relatives of the great lady descended on this Shelby County city east of Louisville to pay her their last respects. 

''She would have preferred it to be open,'' said Kathleen Smith, an employee of the restaurant for 27 years. ''She had a lot of family from out of town.'' 

Mrs. Sanders was a native of London, Ky. 

She and the Colonel, a native of Henryville, Ind., both live on, of course, and will for a good long time. The empire they forged in the quaint, white house in front of and adjacent to Claudia's restaurant on U.S. 60 endures worldwide. 

The 125-year-old Blackwood Hall residence served as their home and base of operations during the formative years when Kentucky Fried Chicken was growing into a worldwide operation. 

Claudia Sanders' presence extends far beyond Table 26. But it was there she sat so many times while visiting her restaurant and spreading the cheer that so filled her and the Colonel. 

Forget what they say. The Sanderses didn't clog hearts so much as they filled them. 

''She was a lovely lady,'' Ms. Smith said. ''I never went to the table that she didn't pat me on the head or arm.'' 

When Mrs. Smith brought the birthday cake to Table 26 along with a knife and a glass of water Sept. 7, the 94-year-old birthday girl seated there reached out a bony hand and laid it softly on her employee's arm. 

Nobody knew it was the last time they would see Claudia Sanders in Claudia Sanders Dinner House. 

''You remembered,'' Mrs. Sanders said distractedly. 

Mrs. Sanders had drilled it into the employees to keep a glass of water handy when cutting a cake. You have to dip the knife to keep it sliding through the cake. 

Many secrets were shared at Claudia Sanders Dinner house. Over the years, Mrs. Sanders and her famous husband taught many cooks how to prepare the greasy legs and wings using the famous secret blend of herbs and spices. 

''Ginny, honey,'' the Colonel told cook Virginia Beckham, who still works at the restaurant 28 years after her hiring. ''There's a recipe. You follow that. And if you have any problems, you let me know.'' 

Another secret is the Sanderses' fondness for - surprise! - ham. Country ham is more prominent on the menu than chicken. ''Kentucky State Fair Grand Champ Ham,'' it says. 

But never mind all that. It's getting late now, and the lunch crowd is thinning out. In Room 2, Table 26 sits empty. When your check comes, there's nothing left but the leaving. The Colonel's Lady has settled her tab. 

	Sunday, April 13, 1997 
Courtroom is classroom 
for students at 
teen killer's hearing 




COVINGTON - He was 14, and the hand he raised when he swore to tell the truth was thick still with baby fat. 

''I went into Jean Wilde's house without permission, I stole money from her and I stabbed her, causing her death,'' Clifford Stoup told Kenton Circuit Judge Steven Jaeger on Friday. His voice was flat, his face blank. 

Clifford was in court to change his plea in the murder case to guilty, thereby avoiding an emotionally charged trial - one he was likely to lose. 

But a jury of his peers had been assembled anyway. Julie Bedford's kids filled the courtroom. Ms. Bedford, a teacher and senior adviser at Calvary Christian School, had brought her government class. Their verdict: 

''It's sad,'' said 18-year-old Mandy Oursler. 

Mandy was one of more than 30 teen-agers at the hearing. The crowded courtroom had become a classroom. Once, a news photographer shoved aside a bunch of metal coat hangers on a rod near the jury box. It sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard. 

Judge's note

Clifford's legs were shackled, his hands cuffed. Ms. Bedford's students were spellbound. 

The judge had seen the class sitting in on a civil trial earlier in the day and, there on the bench, had taken a moment to scrawl a note to Ms. Bedford. The bailiff delivered it. 

''If the class will still be here at 2 p.m. a 14-year-old boy will be pleading guilty to a murder,'' Judge Jaeger had written. ''The class is welcome to return. ...'' 

''What better lesson for them,'' the judge said later, ''than to make it real?'' 

It was real, all right. When the boy in the shackles is being sentenced next month, the young men and women from Room 31 at Calvary Christian will be in Florida, on their senior-class trip. 

''We'll have our freedom,'' Mandy said. 

''And he won't.'' 

Judge Jaeger's courtroom is the end of the line for Clifford Stoup. The boy faces between 20 years and life in prison for killing Jean Wilde. Besides the murder charge, he pleaded guilty to burglary. He faces 10 to 20 years for that. 

She knew him

One day last fall, Clifford went home, changed into a black sweat shirt and black jeans, pulled a black, knit mask down over his face and set out to rob the 67-year-old Ms. Wilde in her house on West 13th Street. 

Despite the mask, Ms. Wilde recognized him. This was a neighborhood boy. He had played basketball with her great-nephews. She knew the sound of his monotone voice. She saw the cast on his arm. 

She admonished him. 

He cut her throat. 

Because Clifford Stoup was 14 when he murdered Ms. Wilde, the case might have played out under a cloak of secrecy in juvenile court. That's what happened with another 14-year-old boy charged in the crime. 

Brandon Neal was sentenced Wednesday to the custody of the state in a residential treatment facility. But there were no reporters there, no kids in baggy pants or sun dresses. No teachers. 

Juvenile court proceedings are not open to the public, and that's too bad. What lessons can be learned if the classroom's locked? Clifford Stoup ends up in juvenile court, Ms. Bedford's out of luck. 

'Quite depressing'

Fortunately, the final chapter of this grisly story was written in the public glare of adult court, and the kids from Room 31 learned a lesson they won't soon forget. 

''Stay out of trouble,'' 17-year-old Darah Vater said. 

On the elevator, headed down and out of the Courthouse, a classmate of Darah's rode in silence. ''I found it quite depressing,'' William Dean said of the hearing. He was short and compact, like Clifford Stoup, and his face was pale and round. But, there, the similarities ended. 

William Dean, 17, has his life ahead of him. He wants to go into law enforcement when he grows up. Or maybe computers. His options were unlimited, his horizons free and clear, as he walked out of the Courthouse into the bright April day. 

Killer beat bad system

COVINGTON - Her eyes narrowed and filled up when she saw her daughter's killer enter the courtroom. Then she began to shake. 

Harder and harder Flo Storer shook, until her gold earrings wobbled and swayed. The sobbing wracked her body, the tears coming so steadily she had to pull out a brand-new tissue. 

But she made no sound. 

They've had five hearings since Donald Gene Colston was charged with murdering his estranged wife, Sandra Colston. But there's a great quiet at the core of this case, and it is that which speaks the loudest. 

Can you hear it, Dick Murgatroyd?

She didn't have to die

Mr. Murgatroyd is the Northern Kentucky lawmaker who represents Fort Wright, the town where Donnie Colston shot to death his estranged wife, Sandra Colston, in April. 

Mr. Murgatroyd should remember the way Mrs. Colston died when it comes time for pushing special projects through the General Assembly. So should the two senators who represent parts of Kenton County: Sen. Dick Roeding, a Republican from Fort Mitchell, and Sen. Joe Meyer, a Democrat from Covington. 

So should we all. 

Mrs. Colston was a good woman, but something needs to be done to make sure there never is another like her. She didn't have to die. The criminal-justice system failed her. 

Mr. Colston should have been in jail the night he pulled his gun out of a pouch on his wheelchair and shot the mother of his child. But a year-old arrest warrant for absconding on his probation never was served. 

Mr. Colston, a paraplegic whose arms are bigger around than his legs, was a different kind of fugitive: one who couldn't run.

A ringing indictment


Though his address was no secret, Mr. Colston remained free. 

It's not possible to round up everyone wanted on an outstanding arrest warrant in Northern Kentucky, police say. There are thousands each month. 

What's the answer? Probation officials in Louisville might have it. Jefferson County maintains a special, state-funded fugitive unit whose officers are dedicated to rounding up absconders and other criminals. 

It's the only one of its kind in the state. If Northern Kentucky had such a unit, Mrs. Colston might be alive today. Area lawmakers should keep that in mind. 

Friday, seated in his black wheelchair before Kenton Circuit Judge Douglas M. Stephens, Mr. Colston admitted for the first time publicly that he murdered his wife. 

Mr. Colston had pleaded not guilty in June. But his lawyers asked for a change-of-plea hearing. 

''How do you wish to plead?'' the judge asked him Friday. 

Mr. Colston bowed his head, coughed, paused. 

''Guilty,'' he said. 

And his words, though barely audible, were a ringing indictment of the system.

For sake of a child


The hearing was quietest in its most dramatic moments. The outcry over Mrs. Colston's death has been inversely proportional to the outrage. Mostly that's because of Mrs. Storer. 

She sat in the middle of the courtroom, hands folded in her lap. Mrs. Storer is a reserved woman who speaks in measured tones and weeps silently. She keeps her feet together on the floor. 

She has set the tone for the Colston case. She is angry but has refrained from lashing out. She is filled with sorrow but has remained strong. It's all for the sake of a child. 

Mrs. Storer's granddaughter - Sandra Colston's 6-year-old daughter, Mandy Colston - came to live with Mrs. Storer after the shooting. 

The little girl has a sore throat and a heavy heart. But she and her grandmother are glad there will be no trial; Mandy did not want to testify. 

''In a way, I am relieved for Mandy's sake,'' Mrs. Storer said. ''But there is no victory in this.''

We shouldn't forget


After the hearing she trudged up the dark stairwell to the prosecutor's office on the sixth floor and sat down carefully on a couch. 

Six stories below, through the window behind her head, a truck as small as a toy moved south over the Interstate 75 bridge. 

Far off over the horizon, 85 miles to the west, Louisville's two fugitive hunters were on the prowl, after rounding up two arrest warrant absconders on Thursday. 

Don Buring shed his sport coat and lit a pipe, sending puffs of smoke into the air. The worst was over, the tension that had been so palpable in the hushed courtroom was gone. The prosecutor wished the family well. This was an end, he knew, but not the end. A girl will grow up without her mother. 

''I don't know if I can ever forgive him,'' Mrs. Storer said of Mr. Colston. 

''Why should you?'' asked her daughter, Jenni Cain, 20, of Ludlow. 

''You have to forgive,'' Mrs. Storer said softly, taking a long drag on a cigarette. 

''You have to forgive to be forgiven.'' 

But we shouldn't forget. 

Rob Kaiser is The Enquirer's Kentucky columnist. His column appears on Sundays and Thursdays in The Kentucky Enquirer. He can be reached at 292-7169. On Oct. 19, his work number will change to 558-5584. 

Published Oct. 6, 1996. 

	Sunday, February 9, 1997 
Lost soul on a train to nowhere 




LAGRANGE, Ky. 

On a television screen in a room near the front of Kentucky State Reformatory, the faces of parole board members flicker into view. 
The members of the board are seated expectantly around a table miles away in Frankfort.
''They're ready,'' a prison guard watching the monitor says to someone out in the hall. 

And an old man with thick glasses and narrow shoulders appears in the doorway. 

Inmate number 114523

That's Earl Bierman. 

He will enter the room and sit at a long table. He will turn to face the TV screen, propping his left elbow on the shiny tabletop. Then he will lean forward, narrow shoulders hunched. 

''Good afternoon, Mr. Bierman,'' the chairwoman of the parole board will say. And with that the old man’s parole hearing will begin.

Earl Bierman used to be a teacher at Covington Latin School. But in 1993 he pleaded guilty to 29 counts of sodomy and other charges involving six boys. Now he is inmate number 114523. 

Father Bierman has spent the last 42 months at Kentucky State Reformatory in LaGrange on a 20-year sentence. He ate scrambled eggs for breakfast this morning, the morning of his parole hearing. He ate fruit and biscuits. 

Now he must swallow his considerable pride. 

Up the road in downtown LaGrange, diners are raising their napkins, another lunch hour done. In a moment, a train will run through, northbound. The tracks run right through the heart of town. 

LaGrange's motto is ''On Track.'' But there is a dark side to having the trains running right through town. They are dangerous and unknowable. 

Slicing the air

Who has Earl Bierman become, and is he any different from the man who came to LaGrange in July 1993? In moments, the parole board will begin the search for answers. 

Desperately, Father Bierman will plead his case, seeking absolution. 

And the cry of a northbound train, hauling steel for cars from Birmingham to Detroit, will fill the hearing room as Earl Bierman's voice rises. 

''I'm dying here in prison,'' he will say. ''It's killing me, literally. 

''Do you think after this hell on earth I would ever re-offend again?'' 

His hands will slice the air. They move, they wave, they gesture. 

Saving one soul

Father Bierman's hands are small and delicate like the claws of a bird, with fingers so smooth they shine. This is a man who hasn't done much manual labor. These hands have offered the blessed sacrament. 

They also have touched teen-age boys. 

And now, after destroying so many lives, they will work hard in the end to save only one: 

That of Earl Bierman. 

In a moment, Board chairwoman Helen Howard-Hughes will put her hand to her throat and squint. 

Board member Theodore Kuster will look at Father Bierman, saying: ''I don't see as much remorse as I would expect from a man of the cloth.'' 

And the board will vote to deny parole. 

All of it will happen just that way when it does. But for the purposes of our story, it hasn't yet. 
In our story, it's still 1 p.m. when we leave Father Bierman, and he is standing in the doorway, prepared to meet the parole board, full of hope, full of the future, as dangerous and unknowable as a train bearing down on the town.

	Thursday, February 20, 1997 
Couple's love can't be restrained 




TOLLESBORO, Ky. - They say running's good for the heart. This might not be what they had in mind. 

Here were Chuck and Diana Andrews, 11 years married, three children in tow, fugitives for love: running from their house, running from their town, fleeing the state, running from those who would keep them apart, from their old life, from their old ways - just so they could be together. 

It was Valentine's Day. 

Mad about each other

''We're getting the hell out of Lewis County,'' Chuck said. 

It's a strange story, this. The Andrewses are mad about each other. Diana wanted Chuck out of the house only a day or two so he could cool down after an argument, she said. She had no idea the restraining order would be in effect for a year. 

''We've lived very happily,'' she said. ''And, now, all of a sudden, all hell breaks loose, when I'm just trying to get him calmed down.'' 

If not for meddling neighbors, Diana never would have filed the domestic-violence petition, she said. But when she tried to have the court order dropped for Valentine's Day, she was told she'd have to wait. The judge only visits Lewis County on Tuesdays. 

That was the last straw. ''This town has turned into our worst nightmare,'' Chuck said. 

The Andrewses packed up Friday, picked up the kids from school and headed north to start a new life near Diana's parents in Canton, Ohio. 

On Tuesday, they came back to Tollesboro for the day to see the judge. He dismissed the order. 

''This little town,'' Chuck said, grunting. ''The ZIP code's e-i-e-i-o.'' 

How life got away

Chuck's angry. Diana's frustrated. They can't understand how life can get away from you like that. 

Generally, there are good reasons. Spouse abuse is inexcusable to all but the victims. They're too generous with second chances. They need support. They need people to believe in them. They need the system to believe in them. They need quick and easy recourse. 

Too many women are on the run alone. Most children who are homeless are that way because of domestic violence, said Julia Byrns Helwig, community development director for the Women's Crisis Center in Northern Kentucky. 

More than 6 million women are beaten each year. A woman is battered every 12 seconds. 

But the thing about the Andrewses is, Chuck never threatened Diana or laid a hand on her. She wasn't even in the house with him when he did the things that prompted her to file for the restraining order. 

A bad day

On Jan. 27 - the day after the Super Bowl - Chuck got up on the wrong side of the bed. He knocked some things off the dresser - accidentally, he said. Diana came home and saw the mess. They argued. Chuck left for work without kissing Diana goodbye. 

Before she knew it, Diana had taken the advice of friends at the general store next door and filed a restraining order against her husband. 

The domestic-violence petition bears out her version of events: ''Respondent threw something against the wall, causing damage to the wall; busted a vase; ripped up a stuffed toy and destroyed storage boxes.'' 

One of those boxes Chuck knocked off the dresser and trampled? A 3-year-old heart-shaped candy box. Empty. 

''I save everything he gives me,'' Diana says. 

Chuck Andrews lavished his wife with more Valentine's gifts this year. A contract driver for the U.S. Postal Service, he delivered truckloads of Valentines all week, too. 

Legally, of course, he wasn't supposed to deliver even one of them to his own Valentine. 

Legacy alive in Jenkins


JENKINS, Ky. - Hear the prayers of an Eastern Kentucky coal town: 

In the tired rumble of a loaded coal truck gearing down on Old Hill No. 4 - a prayer for a miner. 

In the way Nina Rose down at the Cavalier Cafe calls people honey - a prayer for Main Street. 

In the hushed whispers and faint singing inside the little white house on Cove Road - a prayer for Mother Teresa. 

Jenkins, a forlorn little town whose fortunes plummeted with the closing of the big mines, has an unlikely connection to the frail, 86-year-old nun. In 1982, Mother Teresa opened a Missionaries of Charity home, one of 400 worldwide, on a mountainside near downtown Jenkins. 

She has visited this town twice, in 1982 and several years later on her way to a speaking engagement in Louisville. The second time, she sneaked in from an airport in Virginia, riding through the mountains in a big, American car with two of her local nuns and Father Edward Randall, the 74-year-old pastor of St. George Catholic Church in Jenkins. 

Jenkins declining

Now Mother Teresa is in declining health, and her four sisters who work out of the Missionaries of Charity house in Jenkins took time out from visiting the sick and the poor Monday morning to hold a special prayer service for her in the house on Cove Road. 

Mother Teresa, Nobel laureate and founder of the Missionaries of Charity, suffered a mild heart attack Nov. 22 and has struggled ever since to regain her health. 

For all it lacks and all it has lost, Jenkins doesn't need more heartbreak. Nestled in the mountains, hard by the Virginia border, this is a dying town whose population dropped from 3,271 to 2,751 between 1980 and 1990. Its unemployment rate stands at almost 8 percent, and there's no way to get there, save for winding through hills and hollers past a state park called Kingdom Come. 

Prayers said

Monday morning, the four Jenkins nuns - two from India, one from Italy and one from Indiana - kicked off their sandals and knelt praying for her on the pale-green carpet in the little chapel adjacent to their house. 

They hold a special prayer service for Mother Teresa whenever the Bronx Missionaries of Charity home calls and tells them it's time. They don't keep up with the news, don't have a television or subscribe to a newspaper. It's against the rules. 

Sometimes they find out what's happening in the world when they call on the people of Letcher County, spreading the word of God and tending to the needy. 

Most of the people here are Protestant, with Baptist and Christian churches predominating. ''We care where you spend eternity,'' are the words painted on a street-front window downtown along Ky. 119. It looks like a funeral home, but it's Emmanuel Baptist Church. 

Up the road, beside the buildings of the abandoned high school, sits the Methodist church. Over on the side of a mountain, is St. George Catholic Church. 

At dusk on Wednesday night, smoke rose in a thin, ghostly finger from the chimney of the parish hall as the nuns approached the church for Mass. They walked down Cove Road and across Ky. 119 - known in Jenkins as the Trail of the Lonesome Pine. Then they crossed broken railroad tracks and a footbridge over a rushing creek before climbing stairs up the mountainside toward the church. 

Night comes early in Eastern Kentucky. It was an hour still before the Dollar General Store would close, but the sun had disappeared behind the massive range of the Appalachian Mountains, and the last light of day was fading to black behind the Polly & Craft Funeral Home. 

In the Cavalier Cafe, where you can get a meatloaf sandwich for $1.50, owner Joe Eddie Eversole was putting his spaghetti sauce on to cook - for the next night. (It has to cook a long time to be good.) And Nina Rose was tending to customers. 

To the assistant police chief at the counter, who'd ordered a cheeseburger and fries, she said: ''We got a different kind of potato this time. It's hard to get 'em real brown. You care?'' 

To a regular customer, who'd called on the phone asking what the daily special held in store, she said: ''Honey, we got pork chops, macaroni and cheese, fried cabbage and peas.'' 

You won't see the nuns in here, but Ms. Rose has seen them elsewhere in the town. 

''You see them out all the time, going up and down the street,'' she said. ''I don't know them. They're not real sociable. They just kind of stick to their work.'' 

Letcher County has no Salvation Army, no community outreach programs for the needy, no emergency funds for those in crisis, Father Randall said. 

The nuns fill a big void, and they do it in a quiet, unassuming way. It's against the rules to talk to reporters, said Sister Mariam, the superior sister of the Jenkins home. 

Father Randall, however, does not hesitate to speak of the valuable work the sisters do. 

He was in Jenkins for two years before the Missionaries of Charity home was started. In a few months, the nuns ''knew more people and covered more territory than I did in two years.'' 

''They go fishing around in the hills and bring people in'' for services at the Catholic church, Father Randall said. 

They also dispense food and clothing, a job Father Randall had all to himself before the home opened 14 years ago. 

''Every morning at 9 a.m., out they go,'' Father Randall said. 

''They have a van and they're not the least bit reluctant to go to some of these places I wouldn't go to.'' 

They've cleaned widows' houses, installed insulation and changed bandages on bedridden patients. 

When the nuns arrived, most of the big mines still were open, though many were in decline. A short time later, many had closed up shop, throwing countless miners out of work and starting Jenkins on a downward spiral. 

It was a town in need of a miracle even Mother Teresa couldn't deliver. Now it appears she is the one in need of a miracle, and Wednesday night four nuns in a forgotten Kentucky town remembered her in silent prayer at the church on the mountainside. 

''Hear the prayers of the family you have gathered here before you,'' Father Randall said softly as a coal truck rumbled past outside bound for Pikeville. 

When the the nuns left the church to return home, walking along the road down from No. 4 Hill and across the Trail of the Lonesome Pine, it was dark. The abandoned train station, the abandoned high school and the abandoned Ashland station all might simply have been closed for the night, and the great bulk of the mountains had disappeared into darkness as if, somehow, the town actually had managed to shed its ancient burden. 

