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Dedication

			For my wife Ava—my best friend of 62 years—and my family, who have both stuck by me throughout my entire life, through good times and bad.
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			Foreword

			Damn Right Sheriff Joe is an American Legend! By Ted Nugent

			Law and order. Safe streets and neighborhoods. Good over evil. Justice. Accountability. Crime and punishment. You know, radical controversial stuff like that in the embarrassing age of Antifa, MS-13, propaganda ministry fake news traitors, numbnut Democrats, Black Lives Matter crime waves, anarchy, and soulless, treasonous punkass Marxism.

			It is worth repeating, ad nauseam and ad infinitum: There will always be sheep and there will always be wolves. And, thank God Almighty, there will also always be sheep dogs ready to take on the gangbangers of society, crushing the wolves and safeguarding the sheep.

			My American dream and your American dream are only available and worth jack squat because of ass-kicking, gung-ho sheep dogs like the great Sheriff Joe Arpaio and all the warriors like him on the not-so-mean streets of America.

			I’m just a dangerous Detroit guitar player but, first and foremost, I am an American husband, father, brother, grandfather, neighbor, entrepreneur, bandmate, and somewhat of a sheep dog my bad self.

			As a sworn Michigan sheriff’s deputy since 1984, I have eagerly plunged into the belly of the toxic criminal beast staring down the wolves of engineered recidivism, and understand better than most what these heroes of law enforcement face on a daily basis.

			I’ve studied Joe Arpaio and called him a friend and LEO blood brother for many years, and wish to celebrate this great man’s words, deeds, actions, dedication, sacrifices, and commitment dead center in the We The People asset column, making and keeping America Great his entire life.

			If real, meaningful education existed in America, there would be a SHERIFF JOE curriculum in every school, teaching all our children exactly where quality of life comes from and how it gets here.

			My hero Joe Arpaio embodies the snarl-and-caress ballet of the ultimate sheep dog, proven in his lifetime of law enforcement and the often-delicate balance between diplomacy and hand-to-hand combat tactics.

			As fantasy-addled communist traitors among us clamor for reimagined justice, the rest of us simply want pragmatic, common sense law and order where good people are safeguarded and rewarded while lawbreakers are held to effective accountability and adequately punished.

			This book should be read, studied, reviewed, and shared by every American to counterpunch the flurry of toxic fake news and communist propaganda that constantly lies about and hates everything Sheriff Joe stands for.

			That such rotten people are against Joe is yet more proof as to what a great man he is.

			I wish there was already a huge, towering statue of Sheriff Joe in downtown Phoenix and in the town square of Washington, D.C. Such a monument would represent the ultimate celebration of Great America, and it would also represent the ultimate bait for the ultimate scoundrels in their feeble attempts to tear down everything good about America.

			Good Americans of every stripe would surround Joe’s statues and dare the enemies of America to mess with them, and I guarantee the Joe statues would not be tampered with and would remain standing tall in defiance of the evildoers.

			That is exactly what the legend of Sheriff Joe epitomizes—Law and order. Safe streets and neighborhoods. Good over evil. Justice. Accountability. Crime and punishment.

			Thank you, Sheriff Joe. We, the People of the United States of America, SALUTE you and thank you for your lifetime of warrior heroism. 
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			Sheriff Arpaio with Ted Nugent

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			The Pardon

			“Well, a lot of people think it was the right thing to do…. Sheriff Joe, he’s done a great job for the people of Arizona. He’s very strong on borders, very strong on illegal immigration. He is loved in Arizona. I thought he was treated unbelievably unfairly when they came down with their big decision to go get him right before the election voting started, as you know—and he lost in a fairly close election. He would have won the election but they just hammered him before the election, a very unfair thing to do…. Sheriff Joe is a great veteran of the military, great law enforcement person, someone who has won many, many elections in the state of Arizona…. Sheriff Joe is a patriot. Sheriff Joe loves our country. Sheriff Joe protected our borders. Sheriff Joe was very unfairly treated by the Obama administration, especially right before an election—an election he would have won…. I stand by my pardon of Sheriff Joe and I think the people of Arizona, the people that really know him best, would agree with me.

			President Donald J. Trump

			White House Press Conference

			August 28, 2017

			I did not attend President Trump’s scheduled rally in late August, 2017 because I didn’t want to be a distraction for him, even though I knew it was likely he might mention me. 

			I’ve always felt I had a certain connection to President Trump, who was born on the same day as me (Flag Day). We’ve always seemed to be on the same page and I’ve always believed we think alike in many ways. Each time I have introduced him at rallies in Arizona and around the country, never once did he ever tell me what to say—or what not to say—which I interpret as trust. 

			As my wife Ava and I sat at home that night and watched the rally on television, it didn’t change either of our opinions of President Trump. While we were watching, I told Ava, “Just wait; I totally understand him. You wait, he is going to say something about a pardon.” 

			I was right. 

			It took me eighty-four years to finally find my hero, and that hero is President Donald J. Trump.

			Approximately half-way through the rally, President Trump began, “By the way, I’m just curious. Do the people in this room like Sheriff Joe?” The question was immediately followed by deafening applause.

			“So, was Sheriff Joe convicted for doing his job? That’s why. He should have had a jury, but you know what? I’ll make a prediction. I think he’s going to be just fine, okay?” Trump said to more applause. “But I won’t do it tonight, because I don’t want to cause any controversy. Is that okay? All right?” the president announced to even louder applause. 

			Trump continued, “But Sheriff Joe can feel good. The people of Arizona know the deadly and heart-breaking consequences of illegal immigration, the lost lives, the drugs, the gangs, the cartels, the crisis of smuggling and trafficking. MS-13, we’re throwing them out so fast; they never got thrown out of anything like this.”

			Contrary to what many in the media reported then and even now, I never asked President Trump for a pardon. No intermediary ever reached out to me to hint at or discuss a pardon. In fact, President Trump and I have never had a conversation about the pardon, before or since. The only conversations that took place were when White House lawyers contacted me to see if I would accept the pardon. 

			Several weeks later, I was scheduled to appear before Federal Judge Susan R. Bolton, a Clinton appointee who had found me guilty of a contempt of court misdemeanor (the same charge as for a barking dog), and refused my constitutionally protected right to a trial by jury to fight the bogus charge. During the entire trial, she never looked me in the eyes. She announced her verdict without my presence in her court, and instead released it to the attorneys and media. I knew the deck was stacked. 

			I believe her intent was to sentence me on a Friday, in front of the media, just so my enemies could see me led away in handcuffs (or worse, in shackles) by a U.S. marshal to a federal prison, with little chance of getting out before the next Monday. Having me do the “perp walk” was exactly what they wanted on camera. I had joked to my attorneys that, at least in a federal prison, I’d get steaks. In my county jails, inmates weren’t coddled.

			Without a jury, the fix was in, and I knew it. 

			So did President Trump.

			On my wife’s birthday, as we were about to go out to dinner to celebrate, I received a call from my attorney stating he had some papers for me to sign and he wanted to come over immediately to get my signature. He didn’t mention to me they were the papers to accept the pardon until he arrived. After some convincing by my attorney that these were, in fact, legitimate pardon documents, I signed the papers. After all—I DO have some real-life experience with “fake” documents (Obama’s birth certificate). After we signed the papers, we left for dinner.

			As Ava and I sat down for dinner at Arrivaderci to celebrate her birthday and the forthcoming pardon at my favorite Italian restaurant in Fountain Hills, my cell phone began blowing up from media from all over the country.

			The news was out.

			President Trump had issued me an unconditional presidential pardon.

			While Ava and I celebrated over my favorite Italian dish of linguini and calamari, the White House issued the following statement:

			The White House

			Statement & Releases

			President Trump Pardons Sheriff Joe Arpaio

			August 25, 2017 

			Today, President Donald J. Trump granted a Presidential pardon to Joe Arpaio, former Sheriff of Maricopa County, Arizona. Arpaio’s life and career, which began at the age of 18 when he enlisted in the military after the outbreak of the Korean War, exemplify selfless public service. After serving in the Army, Arpaio became a police officer in Washington, D.C. and Las Vegas, NV and later served as a Special Agent for the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs (BNDD), the forerunner of the Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA). After 25 years of admirable service, Arpaio went on to lead the DEA’s branch in Arizona.

			In 1992, the problems facing his community pulled Arpaio out of retirement to return to law enforcement. He ran and won a campaign to become Sheriff of Maricopa County. Throughout his time as Sheriff, Arpaio continued his life’s work of protecting the public from the scourges of crime and illegal immigration. Sheriff Joe Arpaio is now eighty-five years old, and after more than fifty years of admirable service to our Nation, he is a worthy candidate for a Presidential pardon.

			President Trump was excoriated by the fake news media for issuing the pardon. It is my firm belief that this attack on me was orchestrated, not only to defeat me in the election, but because many on the left are more concerned about a certain birth certificate. There are major concerns about what documents, facts, and witness accounts I still have surrounding that issue than on my work in law enforcement to end illegal immigration and my successful jail systems and deterrent strategies such as the Tent City Jails.

			Unfortunately, I may own the world’s record for legal fees expended on a contempt of court misdemeanor; those fees currently total more than $2.2 million. And, despite the pardon, the legal fights continue, as the Democrats have launched an effort to overturn the pardon. A presidential pardon has never been overturned in U.S. history and is an unfettered constitutional privilege of any U.S. president. 

			Even today, Federal Judge Susan Bolton refuses to vacate the conviction and, even though it is only a misdemeanor, we continue to fight in court to have the conviction expunged. But you would never know this was a misdemeanor for violating a court order (more on that in a later chapter) as the fake news media loves to refer to me as a “convicted felon” when no felony charge exists. This has led to several defamation lawsuits that I have filed against the fake news media, which continues to refer to me as a convicted felon.

			At 85 years old, and after my 55 years in law enforcement, they should have learned. 

			Despite the credible threats, attacks, and wrongful lawsuits, I won’t give up and I never quit. 
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			Sheriff Arpaio with President Trump
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			Sheriff Joe greets President Trump from Air Force One 
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			Chapter 2

			My Italian Heritage and The Early Years

			I was born in Springfield, Massachusetts on June 14, 1932. My father came over from the old country (Lacedonia, Italy) in 1923. He was an educator and a big proponent of getting a good education. He chose Springfield because other family members had already immigrated to the area. Unlike many immigrants today, my parents worked hard to assimilate into American culture, learned English, and counted America as their home.

			Although both of my parents were from Italy originally, and although the families knew each other, my parents met in Springfield. Both of my parents came through Ellis Island. My mother, upon learning that giving birth to me might ultimately result in her death, refused to have an abortion and, unfortunately, died at the age of 23 during childbirth. 

			She gave her life for me to live. 

			Upon her death, my father and I moved in with another Italian family and lived with them for three years. Like many immigrants at the time, he became an entrepreneur, opening a grocery store. He added two more grocery locations and a car wash. 

			My father and I shared a bedroom while we lived with this family. During this time, my father became the president of the Sons of Italy in that region of Massachusetts. We went to Mt. Carmel Catholic Church every Sunday. My father was very pro-Italian and was proud of his heritage, traits he instilled in me at an early age.

			Later, we moved in with another Italian family that had three of their own children, until I was 12, when my father remarried. I had a great childhood, playing football, baseball, and basketball; I got recruited by Commerce High School for sports. That is where I learned typing, a skill I still use on an old-school typewriter today. I was a Boy Scout, but only an average “C” student. I worked every day, when I wasn’t at school or playing sports, delivering groceries for my father’s store. I even picked tobacco for extra money. 

			I grew up in Boston Red Sox country, so I naturally grew up a Red Sox fan, but we made a trip to Yankee Stadium to see my father’s Italian baseball hero, Joe DiMaggio. My father loved the United States and, even though he came here for a better life, he never forgot his heritage.

			At 18, after I graduated from high school, I decided to join the Army when the Korean War broke out. My father was somewhat disappointed that I chose to go into the Army instead of attending college and, of course, he worried for my safety if I was to be assigned to fight in Korea.

			Before I left for Fort Dix, I got engaged to my girlfriend, with plans to get married when I returned.

			The fact that the Korean War broke out did not really factor into my decision to join the Army. I went to Fort Dix in New Jersey for basic training. Once the Army figured out I had a rare skill—knowing how to type—I was held back from the front lines and was attached to medical unit that went to France. This detachment led me to my first experience in law enforcement, as I worked with local French police investigations in trying to combat the diseases associated with French prostitutes. I advanced quickly, becoming a staff sergeant within two years. After the Korean War ended, I stayed in the Army Reserves as a warrant officer in CID (Criminal Investigations Department) for ten years.

			I don’t remember as a child being attracted to police work, other than the fact that I liked Westerns. As a young boy, I liked to wear a cowboy hat, sheriff’s badge, and a belt with two holstered pistols. As I got older, I decided I wanted to become an FBI agent. 

			When I was discharged in 1953, I took advantage of the GI Bill and went to New York to attend a special Institute of Criminology in Times Square for six months. 
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EXECUTIVE GRANT OF CLEMENCY

DONALD J. TRUMP

President of the United States of America

TO ALL TO WHOM THESE PRESENTS SHALL COME, GREETING:

BE IT KNOWN, THAT THIS DAY, I, DONALD J. TRUMP, PRESIDENT OF THE
'UNITED STATES, PURSUANT TO MY POWERS UNDER ARTICLE II, SECTION 2,
(CLAUSE 1, OF THE CONSTITUTION, HAVE GRANTED UNTO

JOSEPH M. ARPAIO

A FULL AND UNCONDITIONAL PARDON

FOR HIs CONVICTION of Section 401(3), Title 18, United States Code (Docket No. 2:16-CR-
01012-SRB) in the United States District Court for the District of Arizona, of which he was
convicted on July 31, 2017, and for which sentencing is currently set for October 5, 2017; and

FOR ANY OTHER OFFENSES under Chapter 21 of Title 18, United States Code that might
arise, or be charged, in connection with Melendres v. Arpaio (Docket No. 2:07-CV-02513-GMS)
in the United States District Court for the District of Arizona.

IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, I have hereunto signed my name and caused the seal of the
Department of Justice to be affixed.

Done the Cly of Weshinglon s ey fith doy






OEBPS/image/32_Trump_w__Sheriff_copy.png





OEBPS/image/DefiancePressLogoEPS_formatBW1.png
DEFIANC@QRESS





OEBPS/font/Georgia-Italic.ttf


