
TheNineteenNineties

Sadly, in the spring of 1990 I would lose my stepfather and good friend, Carl York. In

March he died after a long bout with cancer of the stomach. During the last twenty

years of his life he had survived about a dozen heart attacks. Ken and I were with him

when one struck him. We had been to Winston-Salem to visit Mom who was in the

hospital there. About half way back to Elkin he started having chest pains. We raced to

the hospital in Elkin where he was hospitalized for about a week. Tests confirmed that

he did have a heart attack.

At one point the doctors thought that he had died. They were working furiously to

revive him. It was during this time that Carl had an out of body experience similar to the

one I’d had years before during an asthma attack. When he regained consciousness

he thanked the doctors for their efforts. He told them that he had watched the whole

thing. This shocked the doctors and they asked what he meant that he had watched

it. He said, “I was floating up above you and my body and was watching what you were

doing.” Then he described in precise detail the efforts of the doctors which could have

been observed only from someone looking down, not flat on his back looking up. He

then thanked Jesus for letting him live.

As Carl was dying from stomach cancer he was being provided care by Hospice.

One of the Hospice attendants told me, “He’s yet to let go. He’s just hanging in there

by shear will.” Yup, she was right. He was. The day before Carl died he called me to his

side and said, “I’m ready to die now. I’ve talked to eachmember of my family and have

asked them to forgive me for anything I have ever said or done to hurt their feelings,”

and lovingly told each that he had forgiven them. Shortly after that he slipped away and

never awakened again. (See Appendix XI, Carl’s Eulogy for Carl York March 4, 1990.)

During the decade of the nineties we saw the end of the Cold War, the collapse of

the USSR, and the movement toward democracy spread across Eastern Europe. We
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were enjoying a strong economy, while globalization brought many previously backward

nations out of the economic dark ages.

On January 20, 1989 our 41st President George H.W. Bush, formerly Reagan’s

vice president, was sworn into office in Washington, D.C. Unfortunately, the headlines

were often dominated by events that would affect our nation and personal security in

the next decade and beyond.

In 1990, Iraq invaded its neighbor, Kuwait. President Bush declared war on Iraq and

forced the Iraqis out of Kuwait and a small area of Saudi Arabia. It was a short war but

it did not oust Iraq’s dictator, Saddam Hussein, who would continue to taunt us.

President Bush visited Kuwait to commemorate the allied victor, and days later, it was

learned that Bush had been targeted in a failed assassination attempt by Iraqi

Intelligence Services. He lost his bid for a second term when President Bill Clinton was

elected our 42nd president in 1992. Clinton retaliated by ordering an attack on Baghdad.

We came to know the names al-Qaeda and its leader, Osama-bin-Laden, as the

militant organization launched terror attacks around the world. In 1998 simultaneous

truck-bomb attacks on U.S. embassies in Tanzania and Kenya resulted in two hundred

twenty-four deaths and as many as forty-five hundred injured. It was one of the most

devastating terrorist attacks and would not be the last.

January 1, 1990, I was now fifty-six years old, fifty-seven coming up in May. Life was

good. I had a wonderful, caring, loving family and enough wealth to allow me to do a

lot of fun things, such as continuing to travel the world and owning a fractional share of

a BeechJet 400 that provides me with private jet travel.

Crossroads Insurance Ltd. continued to write a growing volume of business. The year

would be another loss for Crossroads, as was 1989. However, 1991 and future years

would be profitable enough to make up those losses and provide a steady stream of

income to the family, all of whom were now directors in the company.

Crossroads’ largest customer was still Summit Consulting, the company I founded

in 1977. It continued to prosper under the leadership of President Bill Bull.

In 1992, Bill decided to purchase Summit from A&A. He, his senior managers,
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brother John, and others formed Summit Holdings Company, through which they

would close the purchase deal with A&A. In 1996, Summit Holdings sold its company

to the Employers Self Insurers Fund. In 1997, we formed Summit Holdings Southeast

and went public.

The officers, directors, and members of the fund were given the opportunity to

purchase shares at the opening initial public offering (IPO) price. Those who took

advantage of this opportunity could also purchase options for additional shares at the IPO

price, which I did. The investment advisors who were handling the IPO told us that a

good showing of support by the officers and directors was essential to making it a

success. I purchased $1,125,000 worth of stock. This gave me the option to purchase

the same number of additional shares at the initial price of the IPO. The IPO was a

tremendous success, with the opening price bid up by thirty percent during the first week.

We used the proceeds of the IPO to fund newly formed Bridgefield Casualty, a

publicly held company. In June of 1998 we signed an agreement with Liberty Mutual

Group to sell them the company for $222.4 million. I had taken another big bite of the

apple. Everyone was happy except two of the directors who had invested a lot less than

I had and consequently had options to purchase fewer shares of stock, a regrettable

decision. The price had more than doubled since the IPO.

While we continued our reinsurance operation in Grand Cayman, I grew tired of

waiting such a long time to be processed by immigration authorities each time I flew

there. I applied for and received a permanent resident’s permit in 1993. Two years later,

I became a naturalized citizen of the Cayman Islands. Unlike the practice in the United

States, a naturalized citizen did not have to swear allegiance to the Cayman Islands, so

this did not affect my status as a U.S citizen. My application for citizenship was one of

twelve approved that year.

In 2003, Great Britain would offer citizenship to all Caymanian citizens. I applied and

became a naturalized citizen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern

Ireland. I now have three passports, one each for the good ole U.S. of A., Cayman, and

the UK. The UK passport is especially useful while traveling to European Union countries.
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There are no immigration forms to fill out and no long lines when I enter those countries

with my UK passport. For a brief time during the nineties, I was also a citizen of the island

country of St. Kitts/Nevis. That came along with a passport that I did not renew at the

end of five years.

Paula and I would do a lot of traveling in the nineties—to Finland, Norway, Ireland,

Sweden, St. Kitts, and three trips to Germany for the Octoberfest. We made many,

many visits to Bermuda and Grand Cayman. One was of particular importance and

a very happy time for family and friends—we all attended the wedding ceremony in

1999 of Andrea Spiessl and my son Carl. Our good friend and Andrea’s and Paula’s

priest, Father Caulfield, flew to Bermuda to perform the ceremony as Carl and Andrea

tied the knot.

In August of 1994, Summit had scheduled a meeting of the ESIF trustees at

Sausalito, California. Sausalito would become an annual trip for Paula and me after our

first visit there. We fell in love with the town and the nearby wine country of Napa Valley

and Sonoma.

While planning for the ESIF trip, I suggested to Paula that once we got to California

we should just keep flying west until we circled the globe back to Florida. She excitedly

agreed. I insisted on one condition, that she pack and travel with only one bag. She didn’t

think it possible but agreed, and soon we were on our way around the world. From

San Francisco, the first leg of our trip took us to the tropical paradise of Tahiti in French

Polynesia. While there, we went to the beautiful islands of Moorea and Bora Bora, where

Mutiny on the Bounty starring Marlon Brando had been filmed in 1962.

Then it was on to New Zealand, losing a day as we crossed the International Date

Line somewhere out in the South Pacific. Back home, the northern U.S. summer

was moving toward fall, but we were headed to the southern hemisphere, where

winter was ending and the kiwis would soon be heading into spring. We landed Down

Under in Auckland. Located on the North Island between two harbors, Auckland is

New Zealand’s largest city, but not the nation’s capital. Interestingly, Auckland has the

largest Polynesian population and more boats per person than anywhere in the world.
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Carl and Andrea in Bermuda for their wedding on June 19, 1999. That’s the Atlantic Ocean

in the background. The reception was held at a beachside restaurant.
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Family and friends posing for Carl and Andrea’s reception following their wedding.
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It was very beautiful.

A member of the British Commonwealth, New Zealand is about as far away from

Mother England as you can get, but the British influence is quite apparent. I was already

familiar with driving on the left-hand side of the road from visits to England, Bermuda,

and the Caymans, so I felt comfortable renting a car to see the country up close and

at our own pace. In our Avis rental car, Paula and I headed south from Auckland and,

within a couple of hours, were in Rotorua, the heart of New Zealand’s geothermal area.

New Zealand is geologically a young country situated on the Pacific Ring of Fire, with

fault lines running from top to bottom of both main islands. Apparently, earthquakes are

common but we didn’t feel any and neither were any area volcanoes active, but in

Rotorua, the tourist mecca of the volcanic plateau, we saw bubbling mud pools,

steaming hillsides, and active geysers. Unlike those in Yellowstone, which are miles away

from populated areas, these were very close to the city center. We enjoyed learning

about the history and customs of the original inhabitants of the area, the Te Arawa Maori

tribe, at the local museum.

After filling the tank with petrol, we drove south through picturesque, green

countryside past occasional small towns to the nation’s capital, Wellington, a busy

cosmopolitan city with lots of charm and character that sits majestically on a sheltered

harbor surrounded by hills. To an American, it is somewhat reminiscent of San

Francisco on a smaller scale, so of course we loved it.

On New Zealand’s South Island, we visited the “cathedral city” of Christchurch and

the neighboring waterfront town of Akaroa, which was once an early French settlement.

(As I write this, Christchurch recently suffered a devastating earthquake which destroyed

or severely damaged much of the central city including its famous cathedral.)

Back on the North Island, we drove a different route all the way back to Auckland,

where we would leave the country. The very fond memory I have of this far-off land

is that the people of New Zealand are about the friendliest I’ve ever met. But our trip

was just beginning. We had many more miles to go in our circumnavigation of the

globe, so in Auckland we boarded a three-hour flight to Australia—first stop Hobart,
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During our trip to Tahiti, French Polynesia,

we spent two days on Bora Bora.

Ayer’s Rock, near Alice Springs

in the outback of Australia,

was well worth the trip. It’s a

remarkable red sandstone formation

rising over eleven hundred feet

above the flat desert landscape.

In Rotorua,New

Zealand,we visited the

bubbling mud pools,

steaming hillsides and

active geysers.

Here I am enjoying the snow

coveredmountains in Tasmania.
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Paula andme having

drinks in Sydney. In the

background is the

architecturally famous

Sydney Opera House.

Paula on the beach at Moorea.

That’s Tahiti in the background.Moorea is

one of my favorite islands in the world.

The first time I visited French Polynesia I

went to the immigration office in Tahiti and

asked about obtaining permanent residence

and citizenship. A stern faced officer told

me that Americans were not permitted

permanent residency or citizenship.

I replied by asking if it wasn’t true that Marlon

Brando was a citizen of

French Polynesia. The answer I got was,

“You’re not Marlon Brando.”

Paula andme drinking

Singapore Slings at Raffles Bar

in Singapore. Located in the

famous Raffles Hotel, this is

where the Singapore Sling was

first concocted.



the capital of Tasmania.

Tasmania is a huge island in the Tasman Sea off Australia’s southeastern shore.

Both were named after the Dutch explorer Abel Tasman, who sailed these waters

before the British explorer Captain James Cook arrived, charted the waters, and

claimed New Zealand and Australia for England in 1770. As we would at each new

location we visited, we rented a car, picked up maps of the local area, and went out

on our own sightseeing tours. Here, we took off up the mountain roads, where there

was still plenty of snow and lovely scenery.

After a couple of days exploring this green, mountainous land, we left Tasmania and

its “devils” and took a flight due north across the water to Melbourne, Australia’s

southernmost city on the continental mainland. After briefly exploring the city, we flew

to Canberra, the country’s largest inland city and the capital of Australia, a planned city

chosen for its midway location between rival cities Sydney and Melbourne. It’s only 177

miles northeast to Sydney, so we decided to see something of the countryside and

rented a car to get there.

Sydney lies on a beautiful harbor with hundreds of bays, a magnificent harbor bridge,

and the famously recognizable opera house on the waterfront. It’s easily the largest city

in Australia. After a couple of days, we took a flight north to Brisbane, the capital of the

state of Queensland, then another to the far north town of Cairns, which is a very popular

jumping-off point for the Great Barrier Reef for diving enthusiasts. We stayed nearby in

Port Douglas, lush, tropical, and lovely.

While most of the Australian population lives in cities and towns clustered around its

east and southeastern coastlines, there is a place far inland, in the center of the dry

continental outback, called Alice Springs, which attracts thousands of visitors each year.

We couldn’t miss that and flew there from Cairns. As usual, we struck out on our own

in a rental car, stopping occasionally to watch the dingoes (wild dogs). The drive through

this inhospitable desert would take us to the great natural phenomenon nearby, Ayer’s

Rock (locally called Uluru). There we found a village of aborigines eager to cater to

inquisitive tourists. It was from them that I bought a didgeridoo, not really knowing what
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to do with it. After it spent a couple of years in our closet back home, I offered it to the

music department of Florida Southern College, my alma mater. They were not

interested. In a chance encounter with Julie Fancelli (the daughter of Publix founder

George Jenkins), I happened to mention our purchase of the didgeridoo. She knew all

about them through her son, who was interested in musical instruments. I gave it to her,

happy that it had found an appreciative home.

From Alice Springs, we flew south to the not so famous city of Adelaide on the

south central coast. Although not on the usual tourist agenda, it turned out to be my

favorite city in Australia. Adelaide was our departure point for Perth, our last stop in

Australia. The sun-bathed city of Perth and its port, Freemantle, sit a little north of the

southwest corner of Australia, some two thousand miles west across the continent

from the other large Australian cities. It’s about as far as you can get from anywhere

else in Australia. We could only stay a couple of days before catching our next flight

on the grand tour, but there was time to drive around and enjoy the sights of this sunny

Indian Ocean location.

Departing Australia from Perth, we flew directly north to the southeast Asian

metropolis of Singapore, a city-state with almost no crime and as clean as a well-kept

home. During the drive from the airport to our hotel, the cab driver warned us against

possessing or using marijuana. The penalties could range from caning to very stiff

prison sentences. The same was true for littering. He said the officials would become

very angry if they saw you spit out a piece of chewing gum. The anger would result

in your arrest.

It was a wonderful city. We visited the famous Raffles hotel and drank delightful

Singapore Slings at the hotel bar where the drink was first concocted. You could walk

anywhere through any part of the city and have no fear that someonemight accost you.

Panhandlers/beggars were nonexistent. The parks were lovely and the food delicious.

Singapore is definitely a place I would be happy to recommend to any traveler.

Singapore Airlines, traveling first class, was the best I’ve ever flown on.

We had planned to visit a couple of cities in India, but riots there convinced us to skip
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that country and so we flew directly to Amsterdam, Holland.

Not far from Amsterdam’s city center, we visited a large national park where we

spent the day admiring the tulips and other bulb flowers for which Holland is famous.

Then, taking advantage of Europe’s excellent rail system, we took a train to Brussels

for a day of sightseeing. Returning to Amsterdam meant our trip was nearing an end,

but we had onemore place to stop, a short flight across the English Channel to London,

one of our favorite cities in the world, and from there back to Florida, completing our

adventure around the world in five weeks.

The only problem we had was that when we checked out of the hotel in Amsterdam,

the hotel clerk did not return my American Express card. I did not miss it until we got

back to Florida, when I received a call from police authorities in London, who told me

that they suspectedmy card had been stolen. Sure enough, I didn’t have it in my billfold.

During that short period of time, the thieves had charged more than $80,000 worth of

airline tickets to my card. American Express cancelled the card and instigated action

against the thieves. Fortunately, it didn’t cost me anything.

We enjoyed many more trips before Paula was bitten by the political bug in 1995.

She ran for the Florida House of Representatives against two opponents and was

elected in November 1996.

It was the first time that a Republican had ever been elected in the Sixty-fourth District.

Paula would be part of the first-ever Republican majority in the Florida House. She

enjoyed her new job very much and served very effectively as a committee chairwoman

and as majority whip from 1998 to 2000. The downside was that I lost her company

for weeks and months at a time, putting a real crimp in our travel adventures.

Paula was reelected twice to the House, then ran for and won a seat in the Florida

Senate in 2002, where she serves as this is being written. She was reelected for four

years in 2004 and again in 2008. She is a strong leader, serving very effectively, and

was Senate majority whip from 2002 to 2004 and again from 2006 to 2008.

Hardly a week goes by that someone does not stop me and tell me about the great

job Paula is doing for her constituents and for the State of Florida.
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Paula is seated at her desk in the

Florida House of Representatives in

1996 shortly after her election. She

was elected to serve the citizens of

District 64 in a three-way race

becoming the first Republican ever

elected to serve this predominantly

Democratic district.

Justin spent a week with Paula as

her page while she was in the

Florida House of Representatives.

After a full week of committee

meetings and legislative sessions

he was well prepared to discuss

the origin of a bill, and how it

traveled through the House

committees and ultimately to the

floor of the House for a vote, and

then to the governor.
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In the spring of 1993, I sold my condo at Snowmass. By that time we were

visiting infrequently, perhaps once during the ski season and once during the

summer. Flying out was pretty expensive, since about half the flights were on my jet.

While the condo was in the rental pool, the income was not enough to allow me to

make a profit.

It was on the market for about three months. I received no offers until April, when

one came in below the listed price. My answer was, “No, the price is not negotiable.” In

a few days the potential buyer came back with an offer for the listed price. I asked my

broker to tell him to send us a contract with a deposit and he could have the condo.

One day later, another potential buyer called my broker to inquire about the condo. He

was told that an offer had beenmade a day earlier for the listed price. When he learned

that the contract on the first offer had not been signed, he told the broker that he would

pay me $20,000 more than the listed price.

The broker asked me what I wanted to do. I told him that I had verbally agreed to sell

it to the gentlemanmaking the first inquiry and that I would honor my verbal agreement.

A couple of weeks later I received the following letter from Steve Lamar at Coates

Reid and Waldron, the broker:

Doc,

Just a note to thank you for the opportunity to work for you. I would also like to tell you that

I have always tried to model my life around the approach you took in standing by your

decision to take the offer you did. I admire your character.

Where I grew up in the country in North Carolina, a person’s word was his bond. I’ve

tried to never waver from that philosophy, and I think I’ve always been successful. Two

years later I received the following letter from Andrew Sherman, the man who had

bought my condo:
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DearMr.Dockery,

Mywife and I purchased Summit 304 at TOV (Top of theVillage) from you two years ago and

since then our family has spent the most wonderful times there in the summer and winter.

After the end of last year’s ski season we began a complete remodel of the unit, from stone

floors in the entrance hallway, to newwhite pine ceilings,doors,kitchen cabinets,bathrooms,

furnishings and a new stone fireplace, all of which was finally completed last November.

I amwriting this note first of all to acknowledge our appreciation for the ethicalmanner

in which you accepted our bid on the condo when you could easily have accepted the other

higher offer that came in the next day. Your exemplary decision to keep your word at the

expense of accepting a better deal without any legal obligation to do so is the finest example

I can givemy children whenwe discuss the importance of integrity, ethics and honesty.

To showour appreciation of your actions,wewould like to extendan invitation to youand

your family to spend a week this spring/summer at Summit 304 as our guests. Please contact

Dave Spence or Audrey Leming to coordinate the best week for you when the condo will be

free as we do use it extensively. I hope you’ll like how it has been transformed.

As the mail to Guatemala is so unreliable, please fax me at my office in Guatemala City

any communications: 011-502-2-347280.

Sincerely yours,

Andrew J. Sherman

We took Mr. Sherman up on his offer and had a wonderful time. We returned to

Summit 304 a couple of years later on our way to Canada to celebrate our wedding

anniversary. Many, many pleasant memories return when I think about the good

times my family shared on the ski slopes and the delicious meals at nearby Aspen’s

well-run restaurants.

Some of those good times included a visit during the ski season with Michele, Jeff,

my young grandson, Carl, and Paula. Carl and Michele were very good skiers. We all

enjoyed riding down the slopes by the condo on big plastic snow saucers. Well, I didn’t

ride, but I had a lot of fun watching Paula and Justin.

261C O U N T R Y B O Y T h e N i n e t e e n N i n e t i e s



Fortunately or unfortunately, Michele and Jeff would be divorced in 1993.

Happily, Michele found a newmate, Fred Jones. They weremarried on April 2, 1995,

at Fred’s mother’s home in northwest Florida. It was an invitation-only event for family

and friends. For the second time, I gavemy daughter away. When they got married, Fred

was a well driller. He would later leave that job to come and help me on the farm at Pretty

Lake. At the beginning, he knew nothing about farming but he is now an excellent farm

manager—a lot of help to me.

Ownership of the condo in Snowmass brought on a dispute with the IRS when it

disallowed some expenses I had claimed for remodeling. The condo was in the

association’s rental pool, producing rental income. This qualified certain expenses as

business deductions. The IRS disallowed the expenses for remodeling and travel to

and from Snowmass to buy furniture and hire remodeling contractors.

This was the third year in a row the IRS had examined my tax return and claimed

that I owed additional taxes. I disagreed. My accountant and tax preparer said that all my

tax returns were honest and legitimate, but that the cost of defending the returns would

be far more than the deficiencies the IRS was alleging. My accountant reminded me

that under the law I was presumed guilty until I established my innocence. I paid up the

third time but swore to myself that I would never again pay additional taxes that my

accountant and I felt were not owed. I thought the IRS was picking on me.

Sure enough, it was not long before the IRS challenged another tax return. This time

it claimed a deficiency of more than $500,000. The local IRS examiner, Philip Wise,

claimed that I had undervalued Crossroads stock gifts to Michele and Carl in 1993.

The challenge was on! I went on a hunt for the best tax lawyers around. I found

them in Atlanta: Philip Cook, Michelle Henkel, and Timothy Peaden. I flew to Atlanta

along with my tax accountant, Rick Irwin, who was also my tax preparer, working for

KPMG Peat Marwick, where we had our first meeting with Cook, Henkel, and Peaden.

They agreed to take the case. While they would be paid hourly rates for their work, they

were reluctant to give me an estimate for representation if I had to go before an IRS

court. I insisted. They came up with an estimate of $300,000–$450,000. They
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Two years after Michele and her first husband, Jeff, were divorced she found a

wonderful guy “second go-around.” Sixteen years later Michele and Fred are still happily married.

Fred,who knew very little about farming, is nowmy farmmanager. It wasn’t long before

he became very familiar with my cattle operations which have since been abandoned in favor

of more navel orange groves. They own a lovely home north of Polk City on

Lake Liaho where there is plenty of bass fishing.
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suggested that we would be able to settle for something less than the half million

somewhere along the way. I didn’t tell them, but I knew in my heart that I would not agree

to a settlement of any amount. I knew I was going to court. A settlement, I felt, would

be an invitation for continual annual examinations of my tax returns.

Another secret I shared with no one was that the insurance examiner Wise, while

teaching a class for IRS examiners in Orlando, had said that he was on the verge of

winning a huge claim against a guy who ran a foreign insurance company. I had a

friend, Emerson Noble, an IRS examiner, in the audience who called and told me that

he was sure Wise was talking about me. No, no settlement.

My lead counsel, Phil Cook, had been correct—it wasn’t long before the IRS

contacted him to see if I was ready to enter settlement negotiations. Phil suggested

that probably meant their case was weak and that this was a good time to talk

settlement. My comment: “No, Phil, we’re going to court.” He just shook his head. We

were required by the IRS to try to solve the case administratively, but without settlement

offers it just couldn’t be done.

Finally, a date was set for our first hearing before an IRS court in Jacksonville, Florida,

a few months after our depositions were taken in February 1997. Phil called to say that

the case had been assigned to a Judge Colvin, in Jacksonville, one of themost intelligent

and respected IRS court judges in the Southeast. We would get a fair hearing. The case

was set for early 1998. By that time, we were well prepared and confident of victory. Now,

the IRS attorney, Willie Fortenberry, suggested a settlement of about $150,000. I asked

Phil how he thought Fortenberry came up with that figure. He guessed that Fortenberry

had estimated it would cost me about $150,000 from that point forward for my

continuing fees for three lawyers, two KPMG accountants, witness expenses, and a

new actuary I had hired. My answer: “No way.”

The judge spent a lot of time questioning me about the business of Crossroads as

a reinsurer. He also wanted to know how we differed from other reinsurance companies

and from primary insurers. When he was through, he thoroughly understood primary

insurance, casualty reinsurance, and the small niche in which Crossroads operated,
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Little did the IRS agent who bragged about his audit of Crossroads

know that Emerson,whowas in the audience he was speaking to, considered

himself to be “my son.” Emerson had grown up next door tome on

Burgundy Place andwas close friends with our entire family,Dene,Carl andMichele.



limiting its reinsurance contracts to workers’ compensation. He also now understood

the difference between primary insurance writers and insurance reinsurers.

He also seemed impressed that the value per share of the Crossroads stock I gave

to Carl and Michele was determined not by our board of directors, but by a team of

actuaries from KPMG’s New York Office who routinely audited primary and reinsurance

companies writing workers’ compensation business. The lead KPMG actuary was there

to testify on our behalf. He had with him a detailed report outlining the case for the value

of the shares, established long before we appeared in Judge Colvin’s court. A different

actuary we had hired to testify valued the stock at a lower price than KPMG had.

Each made a good case before the court. There was a lot of cross-examination by

Fortenberry. He had read our new actuary’s report very carefully and had found what

appeared to be a typographical error where he expressed a dollar value. Unfortunately,

the new actuary got flustered and didn’t simply admit that it was a typo.

Wise, under cross-examination and in response to questions from the judge, tried

to explain his method for valuing Crossroads shares. He was not successful. He simply

made a lot of allegations and admitted that some of his methodology was taken from

writers of primary life insurance and their reinsurance companies, not from casualty

reinsurers like Crossroads. This was noted in the judge’s ruling. Wise was an IRS

examiner, not an actuary.

Judge Corbin agreed on the values set by actuaries at KPMG.

The judge’s decision: “We conclude that the fair market value per share of the stock

in Crossroads that petitioner gave to his children was $303 per share on January 1,

1992 and $303 per share on January 1, 1993. Decision will be entered that there are

no deficiencies due from petitioner, and there is no overpayment due to petitioner.”

Local newspaper headlines shouted, “Dockery Wins Case Against IRS.”

Yes, we won!

How much did it cost to win? More than $400,000. No more IRS audits for a while.

During the preparation for the trial, it became increasingly clear to me that the law and

the rules were stacked against me and other taxpayers. The presumption that we are

266C O U N T R Y B O Y T h e N i n e t e e n N i n e t i e s



all guilty until we prove our innocence was particularly galling. I decided that I would try

to do something to change that. My congressman at the time was Representative

Charles Canady, a longtime friend. He agreed that the burden of proof should be shifted

from the taxpayer to the IRS. Early in 1997, he and seventeen cosponsors introduced

a bill in the U.S. House of Representatives to accomplish this.

Another friend was serving in the U.S. Senate, Connie Mack. I called Connie later that

year for an appointment to discuss Charles’ bill. Soon I was off to the Capitol to make

my case. Connie agreed right away and told me that he, as a member of the Senate

Finance Committee, was already working on shifting the burden of proof and requiring

the IRS to reimburse attorneys’ fees for taxpayers who prevailed in the tax court. On his

recommendation, I contacted Senator William B. Roth, Jr., chairman of the Finance

Committee. His committee had been holding hearings on reforming the IRS since

September 1997. In a letter to me, Chairman Roth said that “literally thousands of

people” had contacted him about problems with the IRS.

Many changes to the IRS laws were introduced in the Senate and House bills,

including shifting the burden of proof and the payment of attorneys’ fees. The new law

incorporating these changes was enacted on July 22, 1998. Title III: Taxpayer Protection

and Rights, Subtitle A: Burden of Proof now reads:

In general, the burden of proof with respect to a factual issue in any court proceeding is

shifted from the taxpayer to the Internal Revenue Service, provided the taxpayer first

introduces credible evidence with respect to the factual issue and satisfies four conditions:

The taxpayer has complied with any current requirements to substantiate any item;

The taxpayer hasmaintained all records in accordancewith then current requirements;

The taxpayer has cooperated with reasonable requests by the IRS for witnesses,

information, documents, meetings and interviews; and

If the taxpayer is not an individual, it does not have a net worth in excess of $7million.
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In Subtitle B: Proceedings by Taxpayers, Expansion of Authority to Award Costs and

Certain Fees, the law now reads:

TheAct broadens the scope andamount of administrative costs andattorney’s fees thatmay

be awarded to a taxpayer who substantially prevails in any action by or against the United

States in connectionwith thedetermination, collectionor refundof tax, interest or penalties.

Act § 3101 amending I.R.C. § 7430(c).

I was elated. Soon, I learned through newspaper accounts that I might be celebrating

prematurely. President Clinton was expressing doubts about the act and some of the

people in his administration were suggesting he might veto it.

My good friend and longtime acquaintance TomBoggs was very close to President

Clinton and literally walked in and out of the White House any time he wanted to. I called

Tom and outlined what I had been doing and why the president ought to sign the act,

if for no other reason than to hold up the tradition of fairness for U.S. citizens, whom

our system, with the exception of the IRS, presumes innocent until proven guilty in a

court of law. Tom seemed surprised that this was not true with the IRS. He promised

to contact the president in a couple of days and said he would get back to me.

Late the next afternoon, he called to say that he had spoken with the president, who

had given him assurances that he would sign the act when it got to his desk. Headlines

in the national newspapers the next day confirmed that the president would sign the IRS

act. I was a happy guy.

As the decade of the nineties was coming to a close, I was selected to be an official

observer of the 1999 presidential elections in the Ukraine on the recommendation of

Governor Jeb Bush.

This is my report to Jeb compiled on my return.

Ona long flightback toWashington,D.C., fromKiev,Ukraine, I hada lot of time to thinkabout

Ukraine’s presidential election primary, which I had just witnessed as an official observer.
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Seventy percent of registered voters (every citizen is automatically registered to vote at

age eighteen) had turned out on October 31 to vote in the country’s third presidential

election. The memories of that day were still fresh in my mind. It was an Indian summer

Sunday.The polling stations opened at 8:00 A.M.Therewere long lines of people anxious to

exercise their rights in a fledging attempt to establish a democracy in a country which had

known nothing but a totalitarian form of government — the most recent under the

communist regime of the Soviet Union. Many voters wore the wrinkled faces of hard times

and age. They openly yearned for the security of the past, even if oppressive. Other voters

looked fierce in their determination to forge ahead tobuild anew future.The youngest of the

voters, who had not known communism except as innocent children, were filled with the

optimism of youth.

My journey to theUkraine beganwith a phone call fromGovernor Bush’s chief of staff.

She asked if I would be interested in being nominated to serve as an official observer of the

presidential election. I hesitated for a moment, recognizing that I would miss an annual

pheasant hunt in South Dakota with my son and son-in-law and a dozen of my closest

friends. Then I blurted out an emphatic yes, realizing the invitation was the opportunity

of a lifetime.

In a few days, word came through that I had been selected by the International

Republican Institute (IRI) to make the trip. I would join other members of this elite,

nonpartisan,nonprofit organizationdedicated to fosteringdemocracy throughout theworld.

I departed on Wednesday, October 27, 1999. After an overnight flight through

Washington and Frankfurt, Germany, we arrived in Kiev.We immediately received a series

of briefings by the IRI staff, includingPresident LorenCraner;U.S. Ambassador StevenPifer;

the American president of a local company; and a television news anchorman.

Friday included another series of briefings. Late that afternoon, an IRI staff member

and I departed for an overnight train ride en route to Ivano-Frankivsk, four hundredmiles

southwest of Kiev. When we arrived, we were joined by an interpreter and a driver. After

checking into a nice little hotel, we quickly commenced our pre-election interviews,

including onewith the secretary of the SocialDemocratic party; President LeonidKuchma’s
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This is the small hotel

where I stayed in Ivano-Frankivsk.

My Ukraine identification

card which I presented at each

of the polling stations.

This is a busy street scene in

downtown Kiev,Ukraine.

On arrival in Ivano-Frankivsk,

I was met by my Ukrainian

interpreter on the left and driver

on the right.Wonderful people.



campaign headquartersmanager; challengerYeuhenMarchuk’s headquarters chief; a local

independent TV station news anchor; and an independent radio station owner.

There was lots of negative campaigning. Most of it appeared to be coming from

President Kuchma and was mainly directed against Marchuk, a former KGB officer.

Thousands of four-color posters were put up throughout the city Friday night showing

Marchuk holding a smoking gun and charging him with the murder of thousands of

Ukrainians. The pre-election perception definitely was that Kuchma was controlling and

manipulating the state-ownedpress and, throughabundant financial resources, dominating

the privatemedia.

Sunday morning, we visited our first polling station just prior to 8:00 A.M., watching a

brilliant sunrise greet the official opening of the polls. We interviewed the election

commission chairmanabout the procedures in place to prevent fraud, inspected the empty

ballot boxes and helped seal them, and observed the opening of the doors to eager voters.

The first polling place was beautifully decoratedwith brightly colored flowers. The election

chairman had classical music playing softly in the background. All went well, as did the

activities at an additional thirteen polling places we visited throughout the day.

Noticeably, each of the polling places where a lady was in charge was beautifully

decorated with flowers, and often classical or nationalisticmusic greeted the voters.Voting

was brisk throughout the day. “Motor ballot boxes” were taken to hospitals and the homes

of thosewhowere physically unable to travel to the polling places.The officialmotor-ballot

troupe includedno fewer than three electionofficials or pollwatchers representing different

political parties or candidates.

The receptions we received were often very friendly and enthusiastic, cool at perhaps

only one-third of the locations. Themost enthusiastic reception came late in the afternoon

in a small villagewhere the election supervisor announced our presence to a loud round of

applause. This was followed by an “insistent” invitation to help celebrate the occasion of

the “first visit by a foreign official” to their village. Champagne, coffee, and chocolate were

generously served in the town hall building, just behind the polling station.

The chairman of the election commission happily told us that his brother had drawn a
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green card in the lottery two years earlier and was living with his family in Chicago. There

must be a significantUkrainian community in Chicago, because at the next polling station,

an elderly lady called to us as we were leaving, “Hello to Chicago, hello to Chicago.”

At our last polling station visit, we observed the closing, the counting of ballots, and the

sealing of each candidate’s special ballot envelope. The counting process took more than

twohours. From there,wedrove for anhour andahalf to the territorial election commission

headquarters, where officials from about 150 precincts were attempting to deliver their

ballots. This turned out to be a scary experience.

Several hundred tired election officials were jammed into a third-floor auditorium,

screaming and demanding to be admitted to the conference room behind the auditorium.

There, from three to six delegates from each polling stationwould present their ballots and

obtain an official receipt for them. It was pastmidnight andwewere told that this had been

the chaotic scene since the election officials had started arriving, some two hours earlier.

After twentyminutes, our driver found a territorial election official, who guided us out

of the auditorium through a maze of hallways to the conference room where territorial

electionofficialsweremethodically receiving thepolling stations’ delegations, certifying the

turnover of the ballots, and announcing the results. Here the atmosphere was serene,

separated by a small set of doors from the chaos in the auditorium. About 1:00 A.M., the

waiting auditorium crowd noisily overpowered the doorkeeper and crashed into the inner

sanctum. Our interpreter—a female university professor—and others were visibly shaken.

Finally,with thehelpof several calm, determined territorial officials andonemilitiaman,

the entrance was secured. Those who had broken through were screaming and yelling at

the chairman of the territorial election commission. A physician and an unflappable

dignified gentleman, he finally brought the crowdunder control. Eight additionalmilitiamen

were called into service and stationed outside the entrance. Order was restored and

everything was progressing smoothly when we left at 2:00 A.M.

We returned to the territorial commission headquarters the next morning for the

official tally of the results. The building appeared to be totally abandoned. Our resourceful

driver came through, finding a celebration going on in the inner sanctum where we had
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been the previous evening. He told the territorial chairman that we were hoping for an

interview with him.

The chairman left the celebration, graciously came tohis office, andgaveus an extensive

briefing. He described actions he had already taken to ensure that the disruptive situation

of the previous eveningwould not reoccur in the runoff election to be held twoweeks later.

Then, he smilingly confided that this would be his last term as the territorial election

commission chairman.

We foundour next potential interviewee, a party official, at our hotel cheerfully pouring

drinks fromabottle of vodka.Mission accomplished.Weboarded the train for another long

ride back to Kiev and a round of debriefings.

A dedicated 76 percent of the registered voters in the Ivano-Frankivsk area participated

in what appeared to be a fraud-free presidential election.

Two weeks later, in the November 4 general election, 74 percent of the voters returned

to the polls to re-elect incumbent president Kuchma, who received 57.7 percent of the vote

to the communist party leader Petro Symonenko’s 38.7 percent. The rest of the voters

checked off “none of the above.”

As we approached Dulles, I couldn’t help but compare the Ukrainian voter turnout

with that of a recent special election in Florida, where fewer than 30 percent of the voters

took an interest inwhowould represent them in the Florida Legislature. I wondered if U.S.

voter complacency might someday lead to the downfall of the great country where

democracy was born.

The decade of the nineties presented some challenges but was closing on a high

note. Paula and I would celebrate with another trip to our favorite international city,

London, in late 1999.
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While speaking to various civic groups

during my effort to help Phil Handy of

Winter Park get a constitutional

amendment passed to limit terms of

legislators in Florida to eight years, I began

to wonder what former members of

Congress were doing after they went back

into private life. I tried unsuccessfully to

find information about the lives of former

congressmen. The U.S. Association of

Former Members of Congress didn’t even

keep records of current addresses. This led

me to get in touch withmy longtime friend

Becky Borders to discuss plans to do an up-

to-date directory of former members of

Congress. That effort led us to compiling

and publishing Beyond the Hill in 1995.

Becky Borders,my co-author of

Beyond the Hill, and I appeared on

Washington Journal with Brian Lamb

of CSPAN inWashington,DC.

He is a great interviewer.

About half of the thirty minute

programwas devoted to listeners

calling in with questions for Becky

andme.We were in high cotton!

ScrapbookFromTheNineties



While Crossroads Insurance was headquartered in Bermuda, our directors,Michele, Carl, Paula, Dene

andme, held our shareholders and directors meetings in this beautiful British island territory located 640miles

off the Carolina coast.Michele and Carl posed for this picture in a stock located in a small park.

I caught this fifty pound grouper during a fishing trip to the Bahamas. Carl is holding

one of the wahoos we caught that day.We had fish for supper and several pounds to bring back to Florida.
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Jean Burt, chairman of the Republican Party of Polk County, announces that I have been namedMr. Republican.

Former party chairman Jack Turner is on the left, formerWinter HavenMayor Carl Strang is on the right.

One of themost luxurious cruises Paula and I have ever been onwas on board the Queen Elizabeth II sailing from Ft.

Lauderdale to the Caribbean and back.We had the largest suite on the ship.
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Carl andme quail

hunting at Quail Ridge in

Georgia, one of many

Quail Ridge hunts we’ve

enjoyed together.

Justin was introduced to

fishing early in life.

Today he’s one of the very

best bass fishermen I’ve

ever known, right up there

with his stepfather, Fred,

who taught him to catch

and release the big ones.
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During the campaign for the constitutional amendment Eight is Enough,

Imet several times withVice President DanQuayle.

Here we are at one of thosemeetings being held in Ft. Lauderdale.



In addition to attending the inauguration of George H.W.Bush in 1989, I was also invited

to theWhite House on three occasions, two for lavish receptions and for a presidential briefing.

That’s me, third from the left, across the table from the president.
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Former Speaker Newt Gingrichmet with a small group of eight Floridians,

includingme, on one of his Florida visits.
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Paula and I were honored to be with President Bush

for a dinner of sixteen, including Paula andme, during a

Florida visit after his first term in office.

The lady on the right isMrs.Mel Sembler.



Lakelandwas honored to have Barbara Bush visit for a

Republican Party event in 1997.

I was fortunate enough to be seated at her table for lunch.

That’s son Jeb and his wife Columba on the right.
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Paula poses for this picture at an

abandoned fort on St. Kitts, an island

nation that is one of the Leeward Islands

of the Lesser Antilles located in theWest

Indies. The island in the background is

Nevis. In 1994 I bought a condominium

on St. Kitts and became a citizen of St.

Christopher (St. Kitts) and Nevis.

Paula andme inVenice, Italy. It was her first trip toVenice.

She was surprised to learn that our means of

transportation there was by water taxi or gondola.Paula,Michele, Fred, Justin and I

celebrate Christmas at our home on South

Oakland Avenue in Lakeland.
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Here I am reading directions

while Paula and I are on a walking

tour of Helsinki, Finland.



284C O U N T R Y B O Y T h e N i n e t e e n N i n e t i e s

My first hunt at Thunderstik in Chamberlin, South Dakota,was in 1988, the year the lodge opened.

Since then I’ve hunted pheasant there many,many times with family and friends.

Standing behind the guides and their dogs are, from left to right, Henry Tucker, Jess Tucker, Carl,me, Fred,

unidentified hunter, Bob Livingston (nicknamed Noneck), Buddy Clarke and JackWhite.

Courtesy of our mutual friend Greg Branch,

on the right, Tom Boggs, sitting beside me, and

I, along with Eddie Smith, owner of Grady

White Boats, enjoyedmany hunts together

at Indianola near Macon, Georgia.

We hunted in groups of three or four. It was

not unusual for us to kill eighty to ninety quail

a day. They were pen raised birds released

the morning of the hunt. Actually, it wasn’t

much of a hunt.You couldn’t walk for more

than five or tenminutes before the dogs

would flush a quail or an entire covey of

twenty to twenty-five birds.



In October 1998, Carl and I were invited by Tom Boggs to go with him

on a red-legged partridge hunt in the Extremadura region of Spain. It

was a pretty classy event. The hunt started about

8:00 A.M. each morning.We would be taken out

to our shooting positions manned by two gun

bearers who would retrieve the partridges as we

shot them. The partridges were driven to us by

walkers andmen on horseback. It was necessary

to have two shotguns and I used a set of double

barrelMerkels.The partridgeswould come flying

in towards us by the hundreds. As I fired twice

frommydouble barrel shotgun Iwould pass it to

the gun bearer who handed me a freshly loaded

gun.The gunbearers also retrieved our birds.One

would mark the location on a piece of paper as

hewas helping to load.Here, in this photo,we break forwine,bread and

cheeses at mid morning. Carl and I are on the right side of the table.

Tom Boggs is on the left side, behind the man wearing a navy blue

sweater. Chuck Manatt, former chairman of the Democratic National

Committee, is at the head of the table.

This is a scene from the back of

the hacienda where we spent our

evenings enjoying a lavish spread

of Spanish cuisine. The ranch

house had twenty bedrooms each

with a bath. It was coat and tie for

the eveningmeals.
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An autographed photo of President Reagan and PrimeMinisterMargaret Thatcher,

whom I had the pleasure ofmeeting at the 1994 RNC annual gala.
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Paula shows off her catch of bull dolphin

caught during a visit to KeyWest. She also

hooked a very nice sail fish and released it.

Justin andme on the ski slope by

Top of theVillage

where I once owned a condo.
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Paula and I love New Orleans and have

traveled there frequently during the

past two decades. This photo was taken one

spring when we were attending the Jazz

Festival held at the fairgrounds.

Breakfast at Brennan’s and dinner at

K-Paul’s are treats that we treasure.

One year we were in New Orleans for

NewYear’s Eve and spent a few hours with

Lindy Boggs, Tom Boggs’mother, who lives

on Bourbon Street, in the French Quarter.
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Paula andme at theWhite House

for the swearing in of Governor BobMartinez

as the nation’s drug tsar.

This photo was taken in Glacier Bay on

one of our cruises to Alaska fromVancouver.

We’d been on three Alaskan cruises.
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Here I am in a boat on “Golden

Pond.”During a trip to New

England we stopped at Squam

Lake,Holderness, New

Hampshire, where the film On

Golden Pond was shot. This

highly acclaimed 1981movie

was Henry Fonda’s last for

which he won the Oscar for

Best Actor and his on-screen

wife, Katharine Hepburn,

won for Best Actress.
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My favorite fishing location in

the Bahamas is Chub Cay.

From left to right are

Georga and Bill Bull, Paula

andme, Lana and Dale Jacobs.

We caught plenty of

fish on this trip.

Carl andme in

Salzburg, Austria.

One year for Christmas we

traveled to Salzburg, Austria,

stopping over in London

to pick up Carl who was

interning at Lloyd’s of London.

We had a wonderful day

of snowwhile we were there.
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Paula standing in the rain outside

the Coliseum in Rome, Italy.

The Coliseum is considered one of

the greatest works of Roman

architecture and engineering.

The elliptical amphitheatre has

stood for nearly 2000 years

in the center of the city.

It is the largest ever built in the

Roman Empire.

Paula andme at Stonehenge,

near Salisbury in England.

It’s one of the most famous sites

in the world, a prehistoric

circular monument of standing

bluestone monoliths built way

back around 2500 BC.

Waiting for Paula to take this picture

at a restaurant in Naples, Italy,

so we can order our drinks andmeals.
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Until she married me, Paula

was a fine “city lady” from

Queens, NewYork and chic Ft.

Lauderdale. Here she is with her

gloves and bottle of Evian

learning to become a “country

girl.” She’s planting vegetables at

my farm on Pretty Lake, seven

miles south of Groveland.

In our many visits overseas

during the 1990s Paula and

I spent a week in Ireland.

I’m here in Elphin, the home

of my Irish ancestors.

Paula, Carol Barnett andme with retired Army General

Norman Schwarzkopf, nicknamed “Stormin’ Norman” and

“The Bear.”He served as Commander of U.S. Central

Command and was commander of the coalition of forces in

the Persian GulfWar of 1991. The war was started by Iraq’s

SaddamHussein whomoved troops into Kuwait and a slice

of Saudi Arabia. President George H.W. Bush ordered

Schwarzkopf to remove the Iraqi soldiers from both

countries. The war was called Operation Desert Storm. It

took Stormin’ Norman only sevenmonths to rout the Iraqis.
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Brotherly Love

God blest me with a precious Mother,

She blest me with a terrific brother,

In Childhood we were like twins,

We’re not only brothers –

We’re best friends.

In our late teens we entered the service,

Sometimes we were stationed miles apart,

But the strong bond of love between us,

Kept us close in our hearts!

When I retired in nineteen-seventy-three,

I moved to Lakeland – happy as could be;

My brother, my friend, was living here,

And I wanted to be near.

For twenty-five years

We’ve been together through thick and thin;

And he is still my very best friend.

He’s encouraged me when I felt blue,

When he hurts – I hurt too!

I thank God for a brother who is a friend,

My love for him will never end.

Wrtitten by: Grace M. Gregg

At the request of Kenneth Dockery

9-24-99

God Bless You, Brother
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Summit Consulting, Inc. – known as “The PeopleWho KnowWorker’s Comp” SM –

markets a variety of employer-targeted insurance programs and services. Headquartered in the

Central Florida city of Lakeland, Summit employs more than 400 associates in its

Lakeland office and in branch offices in Baton Rouge, Louisiana, and Lexington, Kentucky.

Summit was founded by C.C. (Doc) Dockery whose portrait is shown in themiddle circle, left,

with Tom Petcoff, Vice President of Summit and Doc’s sidekick from day one.

Their portraits hang in Summit’s conference room.
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Countries&PlacesVisited

The Americas

Argentina

Bahamas

Barbados

Bermuda

Brazil

Canada

Cayman Islands

Chile

Columbia

Costa Rica

Cuba

El Salvador

Ecuador

Grenada

Guatemala

Jamaica

Mexico

Nevis

Nicaragua

Panama

Peru

Puerto Rico

St. Kitts

St. Maarten

Venezuela

Europe

Austria

Belgium

Denmark

England

Finland

France

Germany

Greece

Iceland

Ireland

Italy

Liechtenstein

Netherlands

Norway

Portugal

Russia

Scotland

Spain

Sweden

Switzerland

Ukraine

Africa

Canary Islands

CapeVerde

Ethiopia

Kenya

Nigeria

Republic of South Africa

Tanzania

Zimbabwe

Asia/Pacific

Australia

Bora Bora

China

Guam

Japan

Moorea

New Zealand

Okinawa

Philippines

Raiatea

Singapore

Tahiti

Taiwan

Wake Island


