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At Last, Cal Finally Leaves The Building

DANIEL RUTH


I t is customary at times such as this, when a public servant like retiring Hillsborough Sheriff Cal Henderson steps down, to mark the occasion with a glowing tribute to all the years of dedication to duty even if, as in this case, the pol's tenure in office was an embarrassment of glitches. 

Naaaaaaa. 

Instead, as the High Sheriff of Hillsboria drags his knuckles off into the sunset, what else can you say but good riddance, ta-ta, toodles, ba-bye and don't let your cronies hit you in your keister on the way out the door. 

For while on paper Cal Henderson may well have been the most powerful law enforcement officer in the county, in reality this stumblebum with a badge was to criminal justice what the Ukrainian secret police is to food catering. 

This guy wasn't really a sheriff. He was a highlight reel of Wile E. Coyote-like incompetence, myopic hubris and wink-wink/nod- nod double standards. 

No Good 

The job should have been a no-brainer for Cal Henderson, who 12 years ago assumed control of a sheriff's department that had been ably and admirably led by Walter Heinrich. 

Rather, Henderson took a law enforcement agency generally well regarded for its professionalism and turned it into the Keystone Kops meet Skull and Bones. And when you mix arrogant stupidity with redneck elitism, no good can come from it. 

And rest assured, it didn't. 

Under the watch of Cal Henderson, deputies and officers could beat their wives, wreck patrol cars while under the influence of booze, lie under oath, suppress evidence, cover up crimes, threaten co-workers and engage in other assorted and sundry sleaziness and the worst thing that would happen to them would be a wrist- slapping of Mr. Rogers-like proportions. 

But if you were a poor underling, like corrections officer Stan Rosenberg, a year away from retirement who screwed up on the paperwork to take time off to attend a family funeral, Henderson would fire you faster than Donald Trump on steroids. 

As long as you were a pal, a buddy, a political bag man for the High Sheriff of Sasquatch, you could commit virtually any indiscretion and still have better job security than a U.S. Supreme Court justice. 

First Step 

Alas, not content with merely running a sheriff's department that was about as self-disciplined as Tony Montana in ``Scarface'' and more petty than the ``American Idol'' judges, Henderson, ever the overachiever, sought new ways to take his office to the next level of disgrace. 

Cue the Sabrina Aisenberg case. And weep. 

It was the High Sheriff of Potemkin who presided over the bogus investigation into the disappearance of toddler Sabrina, which eventually led to the federal indictment of the child's parents, Steve and Marlene Aisenberg, on charges of lying to authorities. 

As it turned out, it was sheriff's detectives who were telling the whoppers, misleading judges, fabricating evidence and fibbing under oath - all aided and abetted and vouched for by none other than Cal Henderson. 

In the end, although the charges against the Aisenbergs were tossed (laughed?) out of court, the duplicitous detectives still got to keep their jobs and Cal Henderson, their enabler, gets his pension. 

And Stan Rosenberg got fired - for going to a funeral? 

The High Sheriff of Smarm will be succeeded by his longtime Renfeld, the Viceroy of Fort Lonesome David Gee, who was promoted up through the ranks faster than Uday and Qusay. 

Does Gee at least deserve a decent interval to prove he is more than merely a droplet from Cal Henderson's 12-year oil slick? 

Sure. Absolutely. Fair enough. 

Doing right by Stan Rosenberg would be a refreshing beginning. 

Well, OK, delousing Henderson's old office is probably a more practical first step. 

This story can be found at: http://www.tampatrib.com/MGB38DXRA3E.html
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