
Years after being shot, Ken Hogan 
still feels like cop 
He no longer wears a police badge at work, but Kenneth Hogan, a 
retired Irvington police sergeant who was shot at 19 times by a drug 
suspect in 1994, including four at point-blank range, hitting him in the 
head, spine, shoulder and hand, said he’s still a cop, 100 percent. 

Hogan said he feels a kinship to other police officers. 

“My family is each one of you right here,” Hogan said Friday to a room 
filled with police officers and firefighters being honored for their 
actions above and beyond the call of duty at the Two Hundred Club of 
Union County’s valor awards luncheon at L’Affaire on Route 22. 

Hogan, who works in the Union County Prosecutor’s Office asset and 
forfeiture unit and formerly worked with the New Jersey Attorney 
General’s Office Consumer Affairs Bureau, was the guest speaker for 
the event. He has lectured on police survival for 18 years. 

Hogan said he didn’t always see a life for himself in law enforcement. 

“Growing up as a kid, I had about 45 encounters with the police. I had 
been arrested so many times. The reason I was arrested was I grew up 
in a federal housing project in Irvington. I grew up with just a mother 
and no father. As a kid growing up, they always were kind of quiet about 
how my father died, but I learned that my father was murdered,” he 
said. 

Growing up in the projects 

Hogan said he grew up with a mother who was a drunk, consuming 
alcoholic beverages for breakfast, lunch and dinner. 

Living in the projects, Hogan said, there were mice everywhere. When 
he was about 6 or 7, his mother would always hand him a brown paper 
bag containing wooden mouse traps inside. 

“Every night she made me set those traps,” said Hogan, who 
considered the traps killing machines because whatever angle a mouse 
approached, the trap would kill it. 



Hogan said he would set the traps every night and run to his bed with 
the hope of falling asleep before he heard the first snap. 

“Sometimes I did and sometimes I didn’t,” he said, adding that his 
mother would make him empty the traps in the morning. 

Hogan said he noticed everything about the police in his neighborhood 
— how they walked and talked and how proudly they wore their 
uniforms. 

When he was about 14, a police officer told Hogan he had had enough 
with his arrests and made him volunteer with a first-aid squad. 

“I learned helping others was the coolest thing in the whole wide 
world,” Hogan said. “He taught me to be kind and thoughtful and how 
to be sincere and honest.” 

At age 17, the officer friend handed Hogan an application to become a 
police officer, and by age 19, he was wearing a badge and carrying a 
gun. 

Hogan said his mother and sister attended his police academy 
graduation and gave him a present. 

After a couple of years on the Irvington police force, his friend and 
mentor cop who had pointed Hogan in the right direction was shot and 
killed. After his friend died, Hogan realized cops can die. 

“As a young cop, you don’t think about dying. Your adrenaline takes 
over and pushes the fear aside. It makes us do what we do,” Hogan 
said, adding that he realized he didn’t want to die. 

Hogan said he became a very good street cop. 

Shot in the hand, head, spine and shoulder 

On Jan. 24, 1994, the day after the bridal shower for his future wife, 
Hogan was working in uniform when he saw a young man walking on 
the street, and as he watched him, he knew something was wrong. The 
man walked past his patrol car toward a nearby crack house. Hogan 
drove up near the young man and stuck his head out the window to talk 
to him. The young man spun around holding a 9 mm handgun and 
started shooting. 



“He didn’t stop,” said Hogan, adding that the first bullet went through 
the patrol car window right past his head, and fear set in. He dove to 
the floor of the car, but the gunshots kept getting louder, which meant 
the gunman was getting closer. The gunman came around to the 
passenger side of the vehicle as Hogan was reaching for the door 
handle. 

“He had fired over 10 rounds. I remember the particles of glass that hit 
my face. I remember the fear that overcame me,” Hogan said. 

Hogan said the gunman shot off his right index finger, then leaned into 
the car shot him again through his shoulder and bulletproof vest into 
his spine. 

“He had me,” Hogan said. “He took that last round and shot me right in 
the head. That round went through my skull into my brain.” 

A will to live 

Despite bullets in brain, shoulder and spine, Hogan said that he refused 
to let the gunman take his life. 

“I wanted to be a dad. I laid there in fear, but I knew I couldn’t die,” 
Hogan said. 

As he sat up, Hogan said he was blind and the right side of his body 
was paralyzed. He called out on his radio that he had been shot. He 
drove the car about 65 yards to get away from the gunman. 

“I had to get away from the devil,” said Hogan, who regained his sight 
and saw another police car heading toward him. Another officer 
dragged Hogan into his police car and drove him to University Hospital 
in Newark. 

“That’s where the miracles take place,” Hogan said about the doctors’ 
ability to reattach his finger and remove the bullet from his brain. “I 
walked my wife down the aisle 40 days later.” 

It took two years and three surgeries for Hogan, the father of two 
children, to recover from his injuries. After the shooting, he served 12 
more years on the Irvington force. He served a total of 27 years before 
retiring. 



Hogan said his mother was his best friend before she died. She had 
stopped drinking and smoking. 

“You know what she gave me the day I graduated from the police 
academy? She didn’t have three nickels to rub together, we were so 
poor. She managed to save up in 1977. My drunken mother handed me 
a box, and inside that box was a $400 bulletproof vest that I wore every 
day for 16 years,” Hogan said. “She saved my life.” 
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