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Notice from Author and Publisher 

 

The author and the publisher disclaim all liability for any damages resulting 
from the application of the information presented in this book.  This book is a 
memoir of the author’s experiences in the IRS. All names, dates, and case 
circumstances are compilations and have been and sanitized to prevent 
disclosure of confidential tax information. This book is designed to share the 
author’s findings and opinions based on life experiences, research, analysis and 
experience with the subject matter covered.   This information is not provided 
for purposes of rendering tax, legal, accounting, or other professional advice. If 
tax, legal or accounting advice is required, the services of a qualified attorney, 
CPA or Enrolled Agent should be sought. 
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Dedication    
 

This book is dedicated to all the employees of the Internal Revenue Service past and present.   

This book is dedicated to all the taxpayers who have had the Internal Revenue Service in their lives,  

like it or not. 

This book is dedicated to all people who suffer stress, worry and fear because of the actions of 
government, courts and institutions. 

These include people who suffer from lack of care from the Veterans Administration. 

For people who are the victims of neglect and abuse from the mental health care system.  See 
www.NAMI.ORG . 

For the disabled and elderly who lack resources to provide for their wellbeing or who suffer abuse from 
elder care abuse, guardianship fraud.   See www.KillingSeniors.org  
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Preface 
I’m a hero. 
IRS work suited me perfectly. It was as if I was my own boss.  I was a 
tax collector - a Revenue Officer looking for people who owed 
money or were negligent in sending tax returns to the Government. 

My job required me to be out in the field much of the time driving 
around making cold calls on delinquent taxpayers. Sometimes I 
would be looking for people who did not want to be found.  IRS 
Revenue Officers do not announce that they are coming; they simply 
knock on your door whenever they are in the neighborhood. That 
way they can observe your actual lifestyle and it is safer, since no 
harmful situations can be planned in advance. 

One freezing day right before Christmas in 1982, I was looking for a 
taxpayer and was very lost. I found myself on an isolated street with 
only six houses and surrounded by cornfields. I was lost and alone. 
There was no one around to ask where I was. But I was about to 
learn being lost was a minor problem in comparison to what was 
ahead. 

As I was staring at my map book, I looked up and saw a woman 
drive past me. She went to the house on the far side of the street 
behind me. I watched her in my rearview mirror. I saw her unload 
some groceries and then open the front door of the two-story 
house. When she opened the front door, thick black smoke came 
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pouring out. The smoke was coming from the ceiling, reaching her 
at waist level. She started screaming. 

Strangely, my first instinct when I saw what was happening was “I 
should get the hell out of there.” Before I could finish processing 
that thought, I was out of my car running to help. 

The woman was hysterical, but was able to tell me that she had 
gone out to the store and left her eight-year-old daughter Bridgett 
alone in the house asleep. Bridgett was trapped in the second floor 
bedroom. I could see the terrified little girl behind the window and 
storm window and saw smoke starting to fill her room. I yelled to 
her “close the bedroom door and stuff clothes at the bottom of the 
door.” She was afraid but did as I told her. 

Bridgett was a scared little girl in her pajamas. I could see that she 
had “bed hair” and had apparently been asleep a short time ago.  
Mucus was flowing out of her nose from the smoke inhalation, kind 
of like someone had squeezed a tube of toothpaste from both 
nostrils. She was trapped behind two windows that were locked up 
tight for winter. She could not unlock the window or push it open. I 
had no idea how to get access to her on the second floor. Running 
into the house was out of the question, so I thought of getting help. 
This was before we had cell phones. I ran to the six houses on the 
street and banged on every door screaming, "Fire!" and "Help!" No 
one was home. It was early winter and no ladders or lawn furniture 
had been left outdoors - nothing that could help me reach the little 
girl. 
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The mother was hysterical and sobbing, and of no help at all. Then 
two German shepherds came from the back yard and started 
attacking me, biting my legs, ankles and pants. I yelled at them in 
what I hoped was a scary, commanding voice that I had never heard 
myself use before or since.  "BACK OFF! I am trying to save the little 
girl." Miraculously they backed off as if they understood what I was 
there for, but they looked at me like they would attack again if I 
messed up. 

I ran into the backyard and finally found a metal garden table and 
chair. I stacked the chair on the table and climbed until only my 
fingertips could reach the bottom of the windowsill. I am six feet tall 
but the bottom of the windowsill was still about six feet higher 
above my head. I was too low to get the window open. I saw some 
landscape rocks that must have weighed about 10-15 lbs. each, 
located around the house. They were partially frozen into the 
ground. I broke some from the frost and put them on the table. I 
told the girl's mother to get more stones, and then I stood on the 
rickety chair on the rickety table throwing these heavy stones over 
my head to break the windows. 

I was amazed that I could throw these rocks. It was like I was 
throwing shot putts over my head. Of course, the first few rocks fell 
short of their mark and bounced off the screen, hit the table and 
almost knocked me down. Quickly I figured out how to throw harder 
and kept throwing the small rocks up over my head. I was able to 
break the screen and then broke the storm window next. When I 
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broke the storm window, shards of glass started to fall on me, 
cutting me. 

Now the little girl was beyond terrified and actually afraid of me. 
Finally, I broke the inside window. I could smell the smoke from the 
fire. The girl looked relieved as she gasped for the fresh, freezing 
air outside the window. I ordered her to jump into my arms. She was 
beyond processing my directions because she was scared of me and 
terrified of the fire. She was slowly dying in that room - we both 
knew that from the look in each other's eyes. 

I told her to climb up onto the windowsill so she could jump down 
into my arms. She said, "No!" wisely pointing out the large pieces of 
sharp glass sticking out. She was coughing worse now as more 
smoke was starting to come through her room seeking the outside 
air to feed the fire. I told her to use one of the rocks and start 
smashing the broken glass so there were smaller pieces of broken 
glass sticking up. She did. Then I told her to get up onto the 
windowsill and jump into my arms. 

She was coughing, bleeding, sobbing. It is surreal to even remember 
this scene now. I was standing on a lightweight chair on a rickety 
metal table and I was trying to gain her confidence so she would 
jump into my waiting arms. When she climbed onto the windowsill 
her feet and her hands were on the broken glass shards. She started 
bleeding from more cuts. The smoke inhalation had caused more 
fluid to pour from her mouth and nose and she was coughing, 
trying to gasp for more air. 
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I screamed at her, "Jump now!" I was in an unstable situation and 
was at first asking, then yelling at this girl, and finally commanding 
her to jump. She was too afraid. I told her, "You are going to die in 
that room if you don’t jump!" She and her mother were both 
hysterical and sobbing. She kept looking behind and beyond me 
thinking that surely someone would see the thick black smoke and 
come and help. I told her, "No one is coming. Jump!" She was 
determined not to jump and then in a move that surprised us both, 
she jumped safely into my arms. I believe that an angel pushed her 
out of the window. 

When she finally jumped into my arms, the table held. I carried her 
down from the table and ran with her and her mother to my car. I 
dropped her in the middle of the front seat on to my tax collector 
files. I threw a box of the tax papers into the back seat. She had 
gotten blood on many of them getting into the car. She was going 
into shock from the combination of freezing weather, the thin 
pajamas she was wearing, and the considerable bleeding. Secretions 
were still pouring out of her nose and mouth. I had picked up my 
dry cleaning that morning and ripped apart one of my dress shirts, 
and tied it on each hand and foot to stop the bleeding. I also had a 
grey suit jacket from the cleaners and I wrapped her up in it for 
warmth. I was thinking at that moment, "I hope I don’t get in trouble 
with my manager for getting the case files bloody." In fact, I 
continued to use the bloody case files and closed them over the 
next year. That is just how it is at the IRS - use it up - wear it out - 
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never waste anything. Funny what runs through your mind in a 
crisis. 

I started to drive, but the mother was so hysterical, terrified and 
sobbing, that I could not concentrate enough to be able to drive. I 
reached over and slapped her face just like in some gangster movie 
with Jimmy Cagney. She stopped crying and I was able to drive on. 
The slap brought her back to reality, but I regretted that I had to do 
that in the moment. 

Although I was lost, my sixth sense directed me to the roads I 
needed to take to get to the hospital. Bridgett told me that the 
house was her grandparents' house and they were visiting. 

At the hospital I called the Fire Department.  The emergency room 
doctor said that Bridgett had had a close call with death and that 
another 15 minutes of smoke inhalation would have caused her to 
die. He said she would be okay. Her mother said nothing the whole 
time. It was strange, to me, that her daughter was clutching me the 
whole time when she was on the examining table. I guess her 
mother was in shock. The father arrived shortly thereafter. That was 
also a strange interaction, because he addressed me as if I had 
caused the problem. 

I never heard a thank you from Bridgett, her mother or father and I 
never saw or heard from any of them again. Maybe they did not like 
the IRS, I don’t know. I later learned from the Fire Chief that she had 
fully recovered and he said that I was a "hero". The story was on the 
TV news and in the newspapers. 
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I stopped by the house on the way home and the only things left 
were smoldering timbers in the flooded basement. The cause of the 
fire had been a faulty chimney. Ashes from the fireplace fire the 
night before had smoldered in the wall and ignited the next day. 

I received a Silver Medal from the Treasury Department, an Award 
for Heroic Action and Meritorious Service from the Secretary of the 
Treasury and a letter from President Reagan. I never really felt like a 
hero. God had put me in that place at that time for a reason. My 
destiny that day was to save this eight year old girl. 

I was pretty shaken up after the rescue. Why was I at that exact 
place at that exact time when that mother and child needed help? 
Why me? Was this the Universe at work? Was there a God and a plan?  
Before that day they had all just been words in a book.  Was it 
destiny, fate, accident or coincidence that brought me there? I now 
believe that God put me in that exact place to save Bridgett’s life. 

It was humbling when it first occurred to me that God knew who I 
was and had used me to help another person. 

Little did I know how many more times God would use me to help 
other people. My life really began on that day. I felt good and happy 
that I had finally figured out what I was supposed to do in my life. 
Just show up, be available and God would use me to help people. 
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My Life in the Internal Revenue Service 

This book contains my memories of 33 years as a Senior Revenue 
Officer (Tax Collector) in the Internal Revenue Service (IRS) and 
about situations in which I was involved, heard about or witnessed.  
Some of them point out the strengths and the failings of the IRS.  
The names and case facts have been changed to protect the privacy 
of people I have worked with. 

The intent of this book is to show that the IRS is an agency broken 
by years of budget cuts, an antique computer, an aged workforce 
40% of which can retire by 2019, inexperienced employees and a 
failed approach to its Mission.  The IRS cuts and new laws from 
Congress placed more responsibilities on IRS and are quickly 
destroying the old tax administration system. IRS management is 
responsible for mismanagement, inefficiency and confusion of their 
mission and purpose. I desire to expose what is not working at IRS, 
to draw attention to limitations of the existing system, so that a new 
tax administration system can be developed for the next fifty years. 

The IRS of today is not what it was when I signed up for service in 
1981. This book is about numbers.  It has to be.  The IRS is about 
numbers and money. 

I trust in the system - the budget system, the Congress and the 
Whistleblower System. Tax assessment and collection are one of the 
fundamental jobs of the government and should not be contracted 
out to private collectors. I have faith a little information will go a 
long way to correct the wrongs that are prevalent at the IRS; the 
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wrongs that I have not only witnessed but objected to and then been 
made to suffer from. 

Having faith and trust in the system is not enough.  I also have 
hope. I believe in the Constitution of the United States that 
proclaims that we the people are all created equal and deserve equal 
protection under the law.  I believe in the right of due process.  I 
hate favoritism, inequality, and racism and discrimination against 
any person or class of people.  I want this book to expose to the 
light of day the crimes and abuses that are being committed by the 
Internal Revenue Service against the taxpaying public, but also some 
citizens who are committing crimes and abuses against the IRS. 
Most importantly, I offer solutions. 

The IRS is an amazingly efficient tax collector with many employees 
who want to help and serve the taxpayers of the United States.  But 
it can be arbitrary, capricious and mean spirited, and that is just for 
starters. When challenged, the IRS can turn into a cruel, mean, 
bitter, vindictive enemy that will do whatever it can, using whatever 
federal government resources available to it, to not only win its case 
but also to teach a lesson to those who have challenged it.  I have 
been at the end of that whip for years.   

People have asked me if writing a book about the IRS is a wise thing 
to do.  I have asked myself the same question, many times.  One 
friend said “I think your book and your tax consulting business is 
cool, it’s a great way to help people.  The IRS is this thing that 
people are afraid of and you are in the position to help them 
understand how the systems works and that they don’t need to lose 
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hope anymore.” Most people in trouble with the IRS are scared and 
paralyzed; they don’t know what to do or where to start. Some just 
play dead, hoping the issue will go away.  The IRS never goes away. 

All of my years at IRS were filled with fear and conflict and pressure 
to perform.  Doing the right thing for the taxpayers was not at the 
top of my list. During most of my tenure I have suffered in conflicts 
with IRS management. I am not complaining, but I am through living 
in fear.  I just want my story to be told and I will face the 
consequences, but I will not fear them. 

When I outlined this book I did not plan to tell this next story- 
because I do not want this to be a negative book.  But what 
happened to me after I arrived in the Tucson, Arizona IRS Post of 
Duty was so incredible and so damaging to me and thousands of 
taxpayers and dozens of employees that I felt it important to share.  

I retired from the IRS in December, 2013 and now have a private tax 
consulting practice where my colleagues, a group of retired IRS 
employees and I continue to provide service to taxpayers in need. 
Our mottos are “We know the IRS, because we were the IRS,” and 
“Helping the IRS do the right thing.” 

I remember during a congressional hearing listening to 
Congressman Douglas Barnard from Georgia, who was on a 
subcommittee investigating senior IRS management.  He claimed 
“there is persuasive fear among IRS employees that reporting the 
misconduct of their superiors will result in retaliation against them.”  
Congressman Bernard said “The IRS world …is a world where 
whistleblowers are systematically punished and where wrongdoers 

END OF BOOK PREVIEW


