The Story


Finding a suspicious looking car during a property check isn't all that uncommon, but most are easily explained away. It seems like most Deputies have funny stories about the "young lovers" they've rousted as they've come across parked cars in out-of-the-way places. In this case, the car found by Deputy Johnson could have easily been parkers, or simply left at the church by one of it’s members for any number of legitimate reasons. Who would have thought that this car was the transportation for the bad guys who would ultimately kidnap one Deputy and shoot another?



Lenawee County, Michigan sits about 60 miles west of Detroit, on the Ohio border. The Sheriffs Office consists of about 100 people between Administration, Corrections, and Road Patrol, with the Road Patrol covering an 800 sq. mile area with a population of about 100,000. Our violent crime has risen sharply in the past few years, mostly associated with the local narcotic trade. We're fortunate that our Deputies rarely meet much serious resistance, but when they do, the bad guys find themselves facing a court system that is still "justice friendly", and “law enforcement favorable”. 


Mid-July 2001 at about 2:30 AM, Deputy Jeff Johnson was working the midnight shift patrolling a rural area of S/E Lenawee County. Deputy Johnson was checking properties when he came across a suspicious car parked at a church. Deputy Johnson felt the car didn't belong there and contacted Central Dispatch to advise he would be out checking on it. As a precaution, Deputy Johnson requested a back up unit from Central Dispatch. Central Dispatch sent Deputy Kirk June as a back up unit for Deputy Johnson. Deputy June is one of the Sheriff’s Offices K-9 units, and was accompanied by his K-9, "Kelly". Deputy June was dispatched because he was the closest unit to Deputy Johnson's location, but was still about 10 miles from the church when he was given the call.

The Bad Guys


Deputy Johnson parked his patrol unit, got out on foot, and walked toward the church. As Deputy Johnson approached the church he found an open door, which entered into a dark church interior. As Deputy Johnson scanned the interior of the church with his flashlight he saw two subjects standing in the church. At the point Deputy Johnson lit up the subjects with his flashlight, they turned and ran toward the back of the church. Deputy Johnson started after the subjects through the church interior, up and down stairs and through a door, back into the churchyard. Deputy Johnson followed the subjects toward the rear of the church where they disappeared around a corner, behind the building. Only a few steps behind the subjects, Deputy Johnson came around the corner and met with a subject standing in front of him. As Deputy Johnson began to order the subject to surrender, he was surprised from behind by a second person. This person carried a long gun and pointed the gun at Deputy Johnson's head demanding his weapon. As the lone Deputy on the scene, and having clearly no choice, Deputy Johnson reluctantly gave up his Smith and Wesson Model 4046, 40-caliber handgun to the person holding him at gunpoint. The gunman placed Deputy Johnson face down on the ground demanding he not look at them or he would be shot. The gunman reached down and removed the handcuffs from Deputy Johnson's duty belt and directed him to put his hands behind his back, all the while continuing to hold the rifle at the back of Deputy Johnson's head. Throughout the next several minutes the gunman made threats to kill Deputy Johnson, stating, “I’ve done it before”, while the second person went to retrieve their car and collect the loot from the church burglary they had been committing when Deputy Johnson arrived. Deputy Johnson was threatened with being shot and then threatened with being run over by the suspect vehicle as the two suspects made their getaway. Deputy Johnson explains that this whole event didn't take more than a few minutes, but seemed like forever.


Not being able to raise a Deputy on the radio is almost as common as finding suspicious cars while on patrol. Our widely spread, rural county subjects our Deputies to many radio "dead" spots. Being aware of this, Central Dispatchers work hard to keep constant contact with Deputies while away from their patrol units. For several minutes Central Dispatch had been trying to raise Deputy Johnson on the radio, without success. Deputy June was speeding towards the church, but was still several miles out when Deputy Johnson came on the radio and quickly explained what had just happened. Deputy Johnson had been able to get to his portable radio while still handcuffed, and make contact with Central Dispatch and any other listening units. Deputy Johnson was able to give a description of the suspect car and it's last known direction of travel. 

The Chase


Deputy June was racing towards Deputy Johnson's location and paying close attention to any other traffic on the roadway when he crossed paths with a car matching the description of the suspect car. Deputy June turned around and began to close in on the car when he was able to confirm it was the suspect car. Deputy June intended to follow the suspects until he could get other units to assist him in a traffic stop, but the bad guys weren't going to wait around for that. At the sight of Deputy June's patrol unit, the suspect’s car began to speed away. Deputy June activated his emergency lights and siren and the chase was on. Deputy June was able to stay close behind the suspect’s car, but maybe a little too close for their liking. A short distance after the pursuit started, Deputy June radioed into Central Dispatch that he was being fired at from the suspect’s car. Deputy June backed off a little, increasing the distance between his patrol unit and the suspect’s car in hopes that he could still follow the suspects without being hit by any of their gunfire. No such luck! The first few rounds struck Deputy June's patrol unit in the front fender and front tire, but it was the round through the windshield, striking his shoulder that hit home. Regardless of the gunshot wound to his shoulder, Deputy June continued in pursuit of the suspects until his front tire went completely flat, causing him to terminate the pursuit or risk further injury to himself or others if he crashed his patrol unit.

The Investigation


With Deputy Johnson being freed from his handcuffs by a local resident, and Deputy June off to the hospital with a gunshot wound to his shoulder, Central Dispatch was sending in the Calvary.  En route were some of the most tenacious Detectives you'll ever want to meet, unless of course you just did something wrong. For the next hours, days, weeks, and months, the Detective bureau developed leads and evidence, which led them to identifying their suspects. Unfortunately the suspects were able to figure out that they'd been had, and fled the state.  To make a very long story a little shorter, the suspects were finally located in Utah after, among other things, another police pursuit, K-9 and helicopter search.  It seems that once caught by the Utah State Police, the suspects gave it all up, including the bodies of water where they had thrown the two guns involved in our case, as well as another gun from a neighboring county's case, the stolen property from some of their burglaries, and when it all came to a head, the Detective Bureau called on one of the few remaining special units of the Sheriffs Office, which had not been involved in this case thus far, the Dive Team.

The Dive Planning


Lenawee County has 52 of the world's most beautiful inland lakes, with the bottoms carpeted in beautiful, soft sand. Unfortunately that same sand is carpeted in about half a dozen feet of the nastiest muck and silt you can imagine. Our team does most our diving in the county, but on occasion we head south to Ohio's limestone quarries for a treat in their 50+ feet of visibility. On the way to the quarries, down I75, we cross a bridge that spans the Maumee River. Every time I cross that river and look at that chocolate milkish water, I shutter to think of the local dive teams that might have to get in that river. I mean, I think are lakes are poor for visibility and other general conditions, but the Maumee River looked much worse.  Where do you think that first gun went?


Late October 2001, I had been contacted by Detective Bob Wolverton (remember when I mentioned tenacious?), who said he had been in contact with the Utah authorities and believed he had determined the area in which the gun, that had been used to shoot Deputy June, had been thrown. When Detective Wolverton told me the gun had been thrown in the Maumee River, I told him I could probably have him through enough certifications by spring so he could go get it. Bob doesn't have much of a sense of humor, especially when he's working on something like this; it was time to start planning the dive.


The Lenawee County Sheriffs Office Dive Team consists of fifteen divers and an Administrator. Our Administrator is Lt. Cletus Smith, who also supervises our Detective Bureau, which worked well in this particular case. Our Dive Team consists of 1 Sergeant, 1 Corporal, 2 Deputies, 3 Corrections Officers, 1 Marine Patrol Deputy, 1 local Police Officer, 3 local Firemen, and 3 civilians. During the planning stages, Lt Smith requested we try to complete the dives using only our full time officers, for the reason of future court proceedings. I initially got together with Deputy Jeff Paterson and sat down to start working out the logistics. We contacted the locals in the Maumee River area and were given information from the local Police, Coast Guard, and Fire Departments on anything they knew about the area we would be working. Detective Wolverton had been working in close conjunction with the Detectives from several counties in Ohio who also had pending criminal charges on our bad guys. Between Detective Wolverton and the Ohio Detectives, they were able to get a great last-seen point (I'm not kidding) where the gun had been thrown into the river. We contacted the Ohio Authorities and told them we would be down on November 18th to attempt to locate the first of two guns in our case. The Ohio authorities said they’d be waiting with all the help I could ever want from the local Police, Fire, and EMS. It seems when cops get kidnapped and shot, help in solving the case isn’t only easy to come by, it’s abundant.

The Maumee River Dive


November 18th at 7 AM in Michigan is dang cold, especially for a group of guys who plan to get in the water. Deputy Jeff Paterson, Correction Officer Scott Wolfe, Correction Officer Richard Haglund and myself loaded up into our tow unit with all our extra warm clothes and hit the road.  Out of our office we went at about 7AM for the hour-long dive south to Perrysburg Oh. to meet with the local Detectives, EMS, Firemen, etc., who planned to assist us in our dive operation. Detective Wolverton had left a few minutes ahead of us, apparently not wanting to wait for our slow moving dive rig. Once we arrived in Perrysburg we met Detective Wolverton and were directed to an area along the river.  Slated to become a park, at this point the area was only a two track leading about a half mile off the road to a dead end. Deputy Paterson drove our 18' enclosed trailer, towed by an equally long Suburban, down the two track towards the dead end, not really knowing what to expect or if this was the best place to be driving all our valuable equipment. The whole time we were driving, we were looking for a place we could eventually turn 40' of vehicle around when we’d finished, otherwise it would be a long way to back out.


We found a secure place to park and set up our operation along the river at the dead end of the two track. Detective Wolverton took us to the rivers edge and pointed to an area where he believed the gun would be located. Detective Wolverton also pointed out that we should find a second gun that had been stolen from a neighboring county and thrown into the river at the same time our gun was thrown in. The guns we were looking for, not necessarily the only guns we might find were a Winchester Model 94 30-30, and an unknown make 16 gauge double-barrel shotgun. It was the Winchester 30-30 that was used to hold Deputy Johnson and to shoot Deputy June. The local Detectives tell us this is a dumping ground and we could easily find more goodies than what we were looking for.


C/O Wolfe was the first to suit up and had the job of surveying the area we would be diving. Once suited, C/O Wolfe was going to get in the river to check the conditions, such as depths and currents. We already had an idea that the dive would be shallow, with little or no current, based on the info we received from the locals, but when C/O Wolfe got in the water and started moving around, we determined it was likely to be more of a wade/snorkel than dive. After some wading around, C/O Wolfe barely found anything over about 5' deep, with most of the area about 3' deep. As for the visibility, picture diving in coffee with cream. 


With our more accurate info on depth and current, we set out buoys, split the area in two, and used a jackstay method of searching. It was cold; probably about 50 degrees air temperature and 40 degrees water temperature. C/Os Wolfe and Haglund are apparently far manlier than Deputy Paterson and myself, because they were wearing wetsuits, and we were going dry. I had borrowed a JW Fisher Pulse 8 metal detector from a friend of mine, and had planned to use it if the conditions were right. After our initial survey of our search area, we found the bottom composition very solid, and so we decided to try the search without the metal detector.  We suited up and Deputy Paterson and C/O Wolfe took the west section, and C/O Haglund and myself took the east. We started our searches from the center of our total search area, moving our two teams away from each other in opposite directions. The pattern was longer than we would have liked for a jackstay, but we were comfortable we weren’t missing anything the size of two long guns.  I’m sure we weren’t, because it seemed we found all the junk and gun-sized sticks that had ever been thrown in that river. The rest of the search was rather uneventful, as we walked, crawled, snorkeled, and dove for about 45 minutes before Deputy Paterson shouted out that he found a gun. Detective Wolverton started barking out orders on how to handle the find and for Deputy Paterson not to move until the area had been documented and photographed. The excitement was dulled a bit because the gun located by Deputy Paterson was the 16 ga. shotgun from another county. But now we knew we were on the right track and C/O Haglund and I were moving fast so as not to get skunked. You see, nobody likes to go out on a recovery and not be the one who finds items that are lost.   That is, unless you’re talking about bodies, and then that’s a different story. At any rate we continued for about 15 more minutes when C/O Wolfe came up with the grand prize. C/O Wolfe had located the Winchester model 94 in about 3’ of water, within about 20 feet from where Deputy Paterson had found the shotgun. More orders were barked by Detective Wolverton, more photographs were taken and more documents were made, and C/O Haglund and I weren’t in any of them. There was still another gun out there somewhere, another place, another time, with our name on it.

The Fostoria Reservoir #6 Plan


The limestone quarries we like to dive are scattered around Ohio, with a large concentration near the Findley/Fostoria area. These quarries are an inland-lake diver’s dream. Water with 50’ visibility on most days, and most are filled with buildings, boats, cars, and planes, etc. to enjoy while you’re diving. When Detective Wolverton contacted me and said that Deputy Johnson’s handgun was most likely in a reservoir between Fostoria and Findley, in Hancock County Ohio, I thought great, we’ll go out and find the gun, have a barbeque, and get in some good bottom time while we’re at.  Ever dove in a reservoir? Apparently I hadn’t either. They tell me now that the locals would rather dive in the Maumee River than dive in the reservoirs outside of Fostoria. But that’s where the gun was supposed to be, and that’s where we were going to get it. 


Again we contacted the locals and learned all we could about the reservoirs and what was in store for us. We learned that there were 6 reservoirs in the area and they supplied the water to the surrounding community. The reservoirs were filled from small streams and rainwater, and had been built using clay and large boulders for the foundation. The reservoir we believed the gun was in was Fostoria Reservoir #6. This reservoir was about 35’ at the center, nearly 200 acres in size, and had a boat launch with a multi-tiered, concrete pier. This was the only reservoir in the area with such a pier and that’s how the gunman described, to the Utah authorities, where he had throw the gun. This made our Detectives fairly comfortable that if the gunman actually threw the gun away; it was probably in this reservoir. So we got together again, Deputy Paterson and myself, and planned to dive the reservoir on November 26th. We were pushing Mother Nature, and weren’t sure how much longer we’d have open water. We were not totally against doing this dive operation as an ice dive, but since not all our divers are ice certified, it would limit our team and put more load on those divers who are ice certified. We contacted the Hancock County Sheriffs Office and told them to expect us at about 9AM on the 26th. As did Perrysburg, Hancock County Sheriffs Office said they’d supply us with all the support necessary to run our dive operation. I was told Sgt. Tom Blunk would be our contact once we got to the area.

The First Fostoria Dive


Kind of an ominous title to this part of the story, not much wondering if we found Deputy Johnson’s gun the first time out, is there? Well, it was an interesting dive anyways and we didn’t come up empty handed, just ask Sgt Blunk, of the Hancock Co. Sheriffs Office. 


Again we left the office at about 7AM, and it was real cold on this day also. We headed south towards Fostoria, which is about an hour and a half from home, and this time we filled the Suburban with some more divers in case the operation went longer or was more involved. Deputy Paterson piloted the Suburban and trailer with Deputy Chris Hunt, Corporal Ben Oram, C/O Scott Wolfe, C/O Richard Haglund, Brad Taphouse, Todd Holland, and myself loaded in. This time out, Detective Wolverton was not able to attend due to scheduling conflicts, but we had his strict instructions on how to proceed when the gun was found. We met with Sgt Blunk and were led to the Fostoria reservoir # 6. The reservoir was exactly as described, with its multi-tiered concrete pier and boat launch. We were happy that this parking lot would allow us to pull in and then pull out when we left, no more wondering how we were going to get out when the dive was over. Being that it was the end of November, we weren’t fighting anyone for parking spots close to the boat launch, so we set up our operation at the top of the ramp and proceeded to finalize the dive plan. The information we were given as to the last seen point of this gun was too vague and therefore we needed to cover a much broader area more effectively. Again, I had borrowed my friend’s metal detector and this dive looked like it would be needed. The plan would be to send out divers in pairs on a tended line and perform a search in a semicircular sweep pattern with one diver on the metal detector and the other assisting. Sounded easy in theory but would prove otherwise in reality. The first divers out would be C/O Wolfe and Deputy Hunt with C/O Haglund and Todd Holland tending. The remainder of the divers would be suiting up and prepping for their dives or any other changes in plans. 


Deputy Hunt and C/O Wolfe got into the water, off the end of the pier, and quickly relayed that their visibility was zero. The wind had been picking up to the point where it was beginning to affect the operation. The tenders said they were starting to fight the ropes a bit and the 38-degree water was spraying up on the tenders, who hadn’t planned on getting so wet prior to their turn to dive. The divers also surfaced on occasion to relocate each other, explaining that when the diver with the metal detector got a signal and stopped to check it out, he would lose his partner due to the zero visibility. When the divers surfaced they also explained the diving conditions. The banks of the reservoir were built up of large limestone boulders, some being 3 feet across. The divers and tenders both found that these boulders had a tendency to snag the tender line as the divers searched. The depths reached about 25’ at the end limits of the search area, but fortunately that boulders stopped at about 15’ and the remainder was flat clay. Another problem we found with the boulders, other than the snagging, was that the gun could have easily fallen between boulders, making it difficult to find. The metal detector would get hits between the boulders but all we seemed to be finding were beer cans. Beer cans weren’t the only treasures we located, remember I said we didn’t come up empty handed. After about 20 minutes, C/O Wolfe was excited when he found something, even though he was sure it wasn’t the gun. What C/O Wolfe found appeared to be a purse, but on further inspection it turned out to be an old cellular bag phone. We called out to Sgt Blunk, as this was his jurisdiction, and turned the phone over to him. Sgt Blunk would do some checking and determine if it had been reported as stolen. Sgt Blunk didn’t seem real thrilled when we started locating items other than our gun. The cell phone was first, next came the car stereo, and finally the safe. It seems that the divers were swimming in the local stolen property dumping area. Most of the items found were close to shore, within about 10 to 15 feet, while we figured the gun could have easily been thrown much further. We started using highly scientific methods to determine how for the gun might have been thrown. These methods included holding another duty weapon in one hand and a rock in the other, to compare weights. Once we located a similarly weighted rock, we threw it as far as we could into the reservoir, added about 20 feet (in case our bad guy had a better arm) and used that as our range end limit. With all our science, we managed to go through all our divers, some multiple times, and never located Deputy Johnson’s gun. Sadly, after many hours, we went home empty handed.

The Future Dive Plans


After Utah chased, searched, and finally had their hands on the bad guys, they had compiled quite an assortment of charges locally. Utah was aware of what these guys were facing when they returned to Michigan, and were quick to adjudicate them and start them back to Michigan, which will hopefully be their home for the rest of their lives. It took another month or so to get the bad guys back locally where they would get to meet Detective Wolverton in person. Detective Wolverton and the Ohio authorities got together with our bad guys when they arrived and started the long process of sorting out all the information. Upon talking with Detective Wolverton, the bad guys reassured him that they had shot the gun empty and thrown Deputy Johnson’s gun in the Fostoria Reservoir #6. Detective Wolverton and the Ohio authorities decided to take the guesswork right out of our search for the gun, and took the bad guys to the reservoir and had them point out specifically where they had thrown in the gun. It also seems that Ohio had a huge assortment of their own charges, most of which involved burglaries, larcenies, and stolen vehicles and the Ohio Detectives learned that items from some of their burglaries had ended up in the reservoirs as well. These locations were also pointed out very specifically for future recoveries. We weren’t very far off, but in zero visibility it didn’t take much to miss the gun.

The Last Fostoria Dive?


This is a far more optimistic title for this part of the story; I just hope we can live up to my optimism. As I mentioned earlier, I wasn’t opposed to doing this dive as an ice dive, but as one of only four certified ice divers on the team, I was hoping to do it as an open water dive. We did suspect that the visibility might be a bit better under ice than what we had dealt with on the previous dive.  For that reason, if no other, we would do this as an ice dive. As in our earlier dives, I started the planning to get the schedules in order and the divers lined up, but after some initial planning I was advised by Lt. Smith that there were some conflicts in the January dive I had planned, and we would need to reschedule. I had hoped for possibly a time without ice, which wouldn’t be hard since this winter wasn’t much to speak of.  So far our coldest days here in Michigan were in the twenties, and good ice was hard to come by. We already had a training dive scheduled for February 23rd, which meant I already had schedules set and divers lined up. So that was our next date to attempt to locate Deputy Johnson’s gun, as well as some property belonging to a church in Ohio. I was ahead of the game in planning this dive because of our previous dive and my failed January dive. 


February 22nd I was north of Detroit picking up our new metal detector when I received a call from Detective Wolverton saying the Sheriff wanted to see me when I got back to the office. I started having flashbacks of being called to the principal’s office in high school for any number of reasons, but in this case Detective Wolverton told me that the Sheriff wanted to know if there was anything else I needed, and asked me to assist the Ohio authorities in anything they needed. Later that day, when I returned to the office, I had to call Dive Rescue to firm up some schedules for an upcoming DR1 we were having. When I contacted Dive Rescue and mentioned our upcoming search, I was offered their assistance as well. Later that week I received another metal detector on loan from Dive Rescue to assist in our search. The support never let up. We should be set now.


February 23rd at 7AM was as cold as usual when we left the office with a couple units full of divers. This time we were armed with Deputy Jeff Paterson, Deputy Chris Hunt, C/O Scott Wolfe, C/O Richard Haglund, Officer Gary Lindsey, Geoff Allison, Todd Holland, and myself. We were to meet Detective Wolverton, Lt Smith, several Ohio Detectives, and a full complement of support provided by local Ohio Firemen and EMS once we reached the reservoir. On the trip down we finalized our dive plan and would be ready to go as soon as we arrived. Upon arrival, I broke the eight divers into two teams, which would be searching two separate reservoirs. The first team consisted of Deputy Paterson, C/O Wolfe Todd Holland, and myself. We would be searching for the gun in the same general area as before. The second team would be Deputy Hunt, Officer Lindsey, C/O Haglund, and Geoff Allison. This team would be searching Fostoria Reservoir #5 for a Monstrance, which had been stolen from a church in the area. A Monstrance is a ceremonial piece used in a Catholic church, and is considered very valuable. The Detectives would float (figuratively, not literally) between each site to assist if need be, and to deal with the evidence as it was located.


As the teams separated and geared up in their drysuits and full face masks and headed to their respective dive sites, we put the local Firemen to the task of breaking the ¼” skim of ice off the area we would be diving. The ice had only just formed overnight in the 20-degree temps, and we didn’t fear being trapped, but the ice would have to go for tending purposes and to keep it from puncturing any drysuits. The first divers in the water on our site would be C/O Wolfe and Todd Holland, with Deputy Paterson and myself as safety divers as the local Firemen tended. This time out we would use a jackstay method of search with one of the divers using a metal detector. The divers would dive in pairs on opposite sides of the jackstay line, and would basically crawl from one end of the jackstay to the other. C/O Wolfe and Todd Holland dropped down and searched for about 40 minutes when Todd came up with a torn wrist seal. The water temp was in the mid 30’s and therefore Todd was finished for a while. Deputy Paterson and I headed in where Todd and Scott had left off. Scott said he was still comfortable and dry and so requested a second tank so he could spend a little more time down. The plan now, was for Jeff and I to continue on the jackstay while Scott followed along my side with the metal detector. We dropped and started the search, which ranged from about 3’ to 25’. The visibility was as bad as I’ve ever seen. At many points I had held my computer against my mask lens, and could not read it due to the conditions. The bottom composition was large boulders until about 10’, then semi-hard clay through the remainder of the depth. It seems like I came across too many gun shaped sticks and beer cans to count, and after about 30 minutes I lost sight of Jeff and had surfaced to find him. Jeff told me he was having difficulties and would be ending this dive to correct them. I told Jeff I would continue until I had exhausted the tank I was on.  I dropped back down and continued on the pattern for several more minutes before I had determined I would have to come up and add a couple pounds to my weight. I surfaced when I reached the pier and asked how Jeff was coming along. This is when Scott raised out of the water, only feet from where I had ended my search, and was holding Deputy Johnson’s Smith and Wesson model 4046 40-caliber handgun, slide locked back, just as the bad guys described.

Odee, we got your gun


For reasons unknown, Deputy Jeff Johnson is known as “Odee” (pronounced “O D”). Deputy Johnson wasn’t the first call we made, that call was to Detective Wolverton, who was at the other reservoir. He was elated, which is an emotion not often seen in Bob, and after hearing the news said he’d be over in a very short time. Bob said he had some divers searching for the Monstrance and said they should be up any moment. It wasn’t five minutes after we’d called about finding the gun that Bob called back to say they found the Monstrance.  Now, I wasn’t there, but they say Geoff Allison came out of the water much the same way Scott did, when Geoff found the Monstrance.


As Scott came to the pier with the gun and it was photographed and documented, we all wandered back to the trailer to get out of our gear and get wrapped up in something warm. After some warming up, and getting our feet back under us, it was time to call Deputy Johnson. It was a wonderful thing to be able to pick up my phone, call Jeff Johnson on the two-way so all could hear and tell him, “Odee, we got your gun”.

The End


What happened after the gun was found was rather routine. The locals sent out for some good food, and so we all ate, packed gear, smiled, and re-hashed this story until it was time to go. We thanked all our Ohio supporters for all their effort and made offers to them that we would return the favor anytime they needed. We would, and they knew it. We piled back into the Suburban, van, and truck and headed north towards home. After about an hour and a half ride, we knew as much about each other’s finds as if we’d been at each other’s sites. We made it home, parked the units and squared away the gear for next time. No one had to work that night, so most of us didn’t really see anyone in the office until the next day. But when we got in the next day, I’ll tell you, we’d attained God status. We’d done it, we’d found the gun that would be used to pound the nails in the coffin of the guy who violated two fine Deputies, and pushed the rest of the department to their max. These certainly weren’t spectacular dives, they were shallow, short, and otherwise uneventful, but it was the whole package that made this special. And we were proud.

