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Chapter
1

Sheriff Thad Wilson sat in his den
watching television. He had just gotten home from a hectic day on
the job where his co-workers had given him encouraging words about
the upcoming election. Even some of the prisoners in the jail gave
him the thumbs up when he passed their cells. All the attention
made him feel great. On the other hand, his cerebral instincts
continued adding to his anxiety. He felt desperate --- there was no
getting around it.

Trying his best to relax, he leaned
back in his comfortable brown faux leather recliner. Nothing could
have been more relaxing to his tired 63-year old bones. The top of
his partially bald head glistened. His streaked gray hair on the
sides of his head revealed the outline of the broad-brimmed hat he
had worn most of the day. The recliner squeaked and strained at the
edges as his heavy body settled in to watch the local news
broadcast. Pictures and commendations highlighting important events
in his life, decorated the walls of the room. Prominent were those
acquired during the past sixteen years he had served as sheriff of
Warrenton County. There was even a picture of his long-time friend,
Mayor Gerald Summers, presenting him a Fifteen Year Certificate of
service. His sheriff’s badge pinned to the left side of his dark
tan shirt sparkled from the overhead light. Pleasant aromas came
from the kitchen where his wife was making dinner.

As the newscaster cut for a break, the
screen flashed a picture of Skip Hanford touting his credentials
for Wilson’s job. The sheriff’s predictable dozing halfway through
the program wouldn’t happen this evening.

The commercial was well prepared with
the considerable embellishment of the candidate’s qualifications.
Then a picture of Skip faded in. A profusion of self-edification
and patriotism were likely to appeal to the county’s audience. The
U.S. flag waved in the background. The audio started with a
marching tune fading out as he began to speak. The camera fixed on
his six-foot frame, zoomed closer as he spoke. Dressed in a dark
tan Carhartt jacket over a red plaid shirt and blue denim pants, he
had a youthful 40-something appearance. The candidate wore a
wide-brimmed hat, which he removed with his right hand as he began
to talk, and cupped it in front of himself with both hands as he
spoke. A full head of perfectly combed, jet-black hair, highlighted
his age. He delivered his performance with the diction of a lawyer.
His calm and dignified demeanor, along with his delivery would have
been the envy of any movie actor.

Hello, my name is Skip Hanford, and
I want to be your next sheriff. I was born and raised in Warrenton
County and left my beloved community to serve in the Army. I was
disappointed with the amount of crime I saw throughout our county
when I returned. The increasing problem is undermining our
religious beliefs and ethical lifestyles, to say nothing of the
cost to taxpayers. The drug trade, far above the national average,
is unacceptably high. Not a day goes by without another report of
family abuse. Theft, robbery and other crimes permeate our
community. The system in our county has failed us because of the
elected law enforcement officials who currently serve us. I am
stepping forward to help put a stop to this degradation of our
social fabric. I actually believe I can make a difference, but I
need your help. Please vote for me as your next sheriff. We can
stamp out crime caused by years of complacency and apathy. Together
we can make our community and the state a better place to live and
raise a family.

After Skip had spoken, the announcer
ended the advertisement by reminding the audience that Hanford was
a decorated veteran awarded two Bronze Stars for bravery and a
Purple Heart for wounds during combat in Iraq and Afghanistan. Then
the audio with a marching tune faded back in as the announcement
ended.

The sheriff mumbled to himself, “Jesus
the bastard looks pretty damn good.”

Then his thoughts turned to his
predicament.

Four times, I won this election.
Sixteen goddamn years, I have been working like a dog for this
county. I have put up with bullshit and suffered more in this job
than any man alive. Now some young “Jonnie Come Lately” steps in
and thinks he’s gonna take over? Ain’t gonna happen! I’ll do
whatever it takes to beat the son-of-bitch. Bastard! I have done an
outstanding job, and the people know it. After all this time, they
are not going to kick me out. I will prevail, come hell or high
water. I’ll do whatever it takes. Whatever! Leaving things to fate
just won’t work. I’ve gotta do something. It’s time for drastic
measures.


Chapter
2

Hanford’s attempt to run for sheriff
was no surprise to Wilson. Seeing him make a pitch on television
just increased his apprehension. He turned the television off and
became motionless. His thoughts turned to anger and
self-deprecation. The depression was mounting, and so was his
anger.

Wilson had been depressed off and on
since a very young age. Periodically it got worst. Forcing himself
to contrive thoughts of anger was the only way he could deal with
the situation. Sometimes his anger had manifested itself into
action. At times, he had beaten his wife. When they were younger,
he even beat his kids.

Since the competition for his job had
heated up, he had been incredibly depressed every day. His age
dominated his thoughts. At 63, he wasn’t in good health. His
physical appearance showed it. He was only five feet five inches
tall and weighed 278 pounds. He was not pleased with how he
appeared, and he knew physical appearance on television and in
other media gave Hanford a significant advantage.

Wilson played out several scenarios in
his mind for overcoming what he perceived as his disadvantage in
the race. He had heard that Hanford had over thirty thousand
dollars in campaign funds. All Wilson had was a few thousand
contributed by people who were supporting the party, not him
specifically. He could never match Hanford in campaign financing,
and there were no major enforcement activities or ongoing crimes,
which might put his name in the headlines.

He did his best to be positive, but
deep down he had grave doubts about beating Hanford. He realized
the county had a high percentage of voting people around Hanford’s
age. In this conservative community, many people had lost relatives
to the Middle East conflict. A few had served there themselves.
Wilson’s misery kept intensifying.

His mind kept revolving around
something that would get his name in front of people of the county.
Maybe, he thought, he could become more active in exposing the
moonshiners. There were plenty of them any place in the backwoods.
Mayor Summers and other county officials had often pushed him to
become more active in pursuing this lawless commerce. Many citizens
had also encouraged him to do more. Every week or so, he would get
a report of someone running a still off the beaten path. Usually,
he would just report it to the Drug Enforcement
Administration--DEA, and this would be the end of it. They were
always in hot pursuit of illegal drugs, but illegal alcohol didn’t
seem to get their attention. Therefore, few moonshiners were
pursued.

Until now, he hadn’t been anxious to
take the lead in something that was a Federal crime. Since it was
the responsibility of Federal and State officials, he preferred to
leave the issue to them. However, it was certainly an ongoing
illegal activity within his purview, if he wanted to pursue it. He
knew that any day of the week, he could find a liquor still
operation. The more he thought about it, the more he felt it might
make sense.

Low hanging fruit! Maybe it would be a
way to get some headlines.


Chapter
3

A light breeze was shuffling leaves in
the landscape of oaks near Adams Run. Fifty miles west, tourists
and citizens alike, were enjoying the cool weather as they casually
roamed the streets of historic old Charleston.

Longtime Lowcountry resident, Fish
Cleborn, wasn’t interested in the commercial bustle of the old
city. His only concern today was to collect, prepare and distribute
the cache of illegal whiskey waiting for him.

Fish maneuvered his blue 1990 Ford
pickup slowly through the winding, two-rut road so familiar he
could navigate it by night. After the recent heavy rain, there were
deep mud holes every few hundred yards. Fish slowed to a crawl
through them. He didn’t want to make the sloshy pits any deeper. He
knew he had to come back along this route shortly with his precious
cargo.

Several overhanging bushes swept the
top of the vehicle as he rounded the last turn to an open space
ahead. Now deep into the oak forest, he pulled to a stop. A copper
whiskey still sat in the foreground. It sat on a firing mechanism
with two propane bottles off to one side.

Buck and Anna were waiting. They had
been making moonshine in the thick woods for years and never been
caught. One reason was that initially they only produced a small
amount, which they sold to a few well-known customers. Both had
worked at legitimate jobs, so they had social security checks
coming in every month. They lived in a small house deep in the
woods, which Buck had inherited it from his parents. He had also
inherited the whiskey-making business his father had carried on for
years.

A while ago, Fish made them an offer to
buy all the whiskey they could produce. Thinking this would give
them another level of safety from the law, they took him up on it.
This also put them in a position where they didn’t have to bother
with the uncertainty of the market. They were happy with the
arrangement.

The only problem was that Fish was
expanding his business. They both felt increasing the amount of
booze for Fish, would bring more attention to their small
operation. Not only that, but they didn’t care for the additional
work. This put Fish in a predicament and caused him to look for
another source for his supply.

No activity was going on when he pulled
up to the still site today. To Fish, this was good news. It meant
his delivery was ready. Sure enough, six five-gallon plastic
containers filled with a pure clear liquid waited beside the still.
Barring any unforeseen problems, the 160-proof moonshine would be
in the shed near his house shortly. He expected to get it diluted
to 100-proof by mid-afternoon, yielding enough salable white
lightning to put a sizable profit in his pocket.

Buck was a small black man in his late
sixties. He wore a black crumpled felt hat, and was usually smoking
an old-fashioned straight stem pipe. Occasionally, he would pause
from work and stand up straight, with smoke curling about his head.
Then he would lift the hat while holding the pipe in the same hand,
and use two fingers to scratch his partially baldhead.

Buck was smart in the ways of making
whiskey. He had learned from his father to add a unique herb
concoction to the mash that gave it a distinctive taste. He would
also add a tablespoon of burnt sugar to each five-gallon container.
This would give it a perfectly faded brown color that made it look
like legal bourbon. The trick didn’t make it taste different, but
it did set it apart from most white lighting. Consumers often
perceived they were drinking authentic Jack Daniels.

Buck strategically placed the six jugs
between the bales of hay Fish had previously loaded into the body
of the pickup. Then he covered the back of the pickup with a green
tarp, tucking the ends down beside the hay so it wouldn’t blow
away.

Fish handed him the payment. Buck put
it in the chest pocket of his bib overalls without counting it. No
need to count the money! Fish was a reliable source and trusted
friend. As long as Buck and Anna could produce three shipments per
month, they were happy to make money relatively risk
free.

Weaving his way back through the muddy
potholes, Fish entered the small two-lane highway and within
fifteen minutes came to an intersection. He pulled to a complete
halt at the four-way stop. He carefully looked both ways. The state
police care was clearly visible sitting in an open space to his
right.

“Oh, shit!” Fish said aloud.

 



Chapter
4

Fish slowly pulled through the
intersection and glanced in his rear view mirror. The police car
was plainly visible following him. As it got closer, his heart
started beating rapidly. Then the red light on top of the car
started flashing.

Trying his best to be casual, he pulled
over to the side of the road. The police car eased up behind him.
The officer got out and left the red blinking. He was a tall man
wearing his Smokey Bear hat. The silver badge on the front of his
hat clearly signified his authority to all who traveled the
highways. He looked like a giant to Fish, who by this time, was
about to mess in his pants.

“Good morning, sir. May I see your
driver’s license and registration?”

Fish had heard the request
before.

However, the large cache of moonshine
in the back of his truck made it different this time. Fish forced
himself to remain calm and handed over his license. Then he started
to scramble in the glove compartment for his registration. The
officer’s right hand rested on his revolver at his side. He had
been trained to do this as a precautionary measure, during a
traffic stop. If both of a person’s hands were not visible,
anything could happen.

Fish finally found the crumpled card.
He handed it to the officer with his left hand.

“Wait here. I’ll be right back,” said
the patrolman walking back to his car.

By now, Fish was sweating profusely. He
knew his credentials were being checked for outstanding violations.
He felt safe on this issue since he had not had a run-in with the
law for several years, a record he felt was about to
end.

After about ten minutes, the officer
returned to the driver’s side window.

“Did you know when you stopped at that
intersection back there, your rear brake lights were not working,
Mr. Cleborn?”

“Oh no, I can’t image that. I have a
current inspection sticker. The lights were checked at that time.
That was only about a month ago.”

“Well I was going to give you a ticket,
but since I see your inspection sticker is up to date, I’ll just
give you a warning today. You need to get ‘em repaired as soon as
possible.”

“Absolutely! I sure don’t want to cause
an accident. I’ll do it right away.”

The patrolman turned around, looked at
the tarp covering the hay, and said, “What are you hauling today,
Mr. Cleborn?”

“Oh, that’s a load of hay for my cows.
I live up the road and have a couple of cows that my wife and I
milk. Gotta feed the cows if we want to get milk, you
know.”

The whole incident had taken only about
twenty minutes. Fish swore it had taken a year off his life. He had
never felt more relieved to see the officer get into his car. After
he had watched the patrol car pull onto the road and pass him, he
was so distraught, he couldn’t move. Removing his trembling hand
from the steering wheel, he just sat still for several minutes.
Finally, he regained enough composure to drive.

Before he got home, the events of the
past hour had already been replaced by his concern about his next
supply of moonshine. The problem now was that he had more orders
for the illegal whiskey than Buck and Anna could supply.

Talking to himself, his mind quickly
changed from his recent anxiety to anger. His new focus was toward
two of his other business associates.

“Them two lazy bastards, Homer Aiken
and Henry Padgett better get off their asses and start delivering,”
he shouted to himself as he banged his fist on the steering
wheel.

Then he added, “Or else, there will be
hell to pay!”

 


 



Chapter
5

Sheriff Wilson was in his office
chatting with Caley Givens, his primary (and only) investigator.
Caley was not a newcomer to the area, but being much younger than
the sheriff she was always interested in the history of the county,
which he was more than willing to talk about freely. She was
especially curious about the town of Warrenton and liked the
sheriff’s willingness and interest in discussing it.

He got a kick out of talking about the
“old times” which were not that long ago considering his age. She
knew many of the stories he told were passed down from previous
generations, and embellished by the sheriff. Still, they had a
degree of reality. When the sheriff put his spin on them, they not
only served as a historical perspective but also possessed an
element of entertainment.

As a special investigator for the
sheriff’s department, Caley never did routine patrols. This gave
her a lot of face time with the sheriff. More than the other
deputies, she knew his personality, idiosyncrasies, and quirks, of
which there were plenty.

Her job responsibilities were to
collect, catalog, and retain evidence on the main cases. When other
deputies needed assistance with robberies, fires, or cases where
litigation was expected, she led the investigation and documented
the evidence. She was also part of a 24/7 on-call emergency staff
to screen and handle 911 and other emergencies.

Caley joined the Navy shortly after
graduating from the University of South Carolina. Having earned a
four-year degree and having participated in the university ROTC
program, she was able to go into the Navy as an ensign. Her first
assignment was with the Naval Criminal Investigative Service,
generally referred to as NCIS. Caley served with the Navy for eight
years but wanted more out of life. What… she didn’t
know.

On a vacation home one time, she
happened to hear about the Warrenton County sheriff’s department
opening up a new position for an investigative specialist. She got
an interview with Sheriff Wilson who was coordinating the new hire.
He offered her the job right away. After a few months, she was
released from her Navy contract and was on her way to her new
civilian job.

Caley was in her mid-30’s and single.
She had experienced several romances but just never hit it off with
the right person for a long-term relationship. She was 5”6” tall
and had the physical features of a model. While she was proud of
her appearance, being in uniform hid her feminine features, both
while she was in the Navy and as a deputy sheriff.

She didn’t like to play up her female
strengths. On the other hand, as a criminal investigator, she did
not hesitate to utilize them to her advantage when necessary.
Another characteristic remembered from NCIS training is that you
must remain flexible to be successful as an investigator. This
included being tough when necessary, as often was the case with
people she encountered in her job.


Chapter
6

Flood’s Place was a well-known
honky-tonk about 15 miles south of Warrenton. It was located at the
intersection of two major roads and had been the center of the
small outlying population since the 1940s. First Al and Doris Flood
ran it as a wayside convenience store providing gas, staples, ice,
and other items for people who didn’t care to travel the 15 miles
to Warrenton.

In recent years, Oats Schoenfeld
acquired Flood’s Place. Right away, he turned the establishment
into a honky-tonk. The business turned from one of utility to one
of entertainment and drinking. The clientele was from a different
segment than those served by Al and Doris.

At one time, Oats was head of the local
chapter of the Ku Klux Klan. After a long and fruitless pursuit by
the FBI, they finally gave up on trying to tie him to a KKK hate
crime and murder of two black men in the late 1960s. More recently,
Oats had been mentoring a young man to help manage and run Flood’s
Place.

After hitch-hiking from Southern
California throughout Mexico and South America as far south as
Panama, Patrick Hudso wound up in the southern states. His plan was
to continue his adventure throughout the States and maybe Canada
but ran out of money in South Carolina.

When Patrick wound up in the Lowcountry
Oats ran into him. They hit it off, and Oats saw an opportunity to
get the long needed help he wanted. He hired Patrick to help him
around the place. Eventually, he made Patrick the manager with the
understanding that if Patrick could make a go of the place, he
could keep all the profits but 20% which he would put in an account
for the owner.

Oats thought the bar would be a failure
without his guiding hand. With little to lose, both men decided to
see if they could make a go of it. Initially, Patrick had no
intentions of working at Flood’s Place for more than a short
period. He took the offer of the position, such as it was, as a way
of continuing his adventures.

Patrick was a very active person who
held an undergraduate degree in business from the University of
Southern California. At first, he thought the job would be menial.
It didn’t take him long to realize he was totally in charge. He
decided to take full advantage of an opportunity to learn about job
management. His college professors had often discussed small
business models. After thinking about it, Patrick knew this was far
from any they might have recommended. Surprisingly, the place
thrived, and both owner and manager were happy.

In college, he had taken several
courses in writing and had written a portfolio of short stories,
which one day he planned to compile into a book. One of his courses
concentrated on listening to conversations and observing others,
then putting them into associated real life applications. The
students jokingly said were nothing more than fantasies, which they
termed, fantamines.

Patrick heard discussions around the
bar daily, which he thought of as fantasies; mind games to help
pass the long hours on the job… “fantamines”… material for his
book. If Flood’s place was good for nothing else, it provided
Patrick with plenty of material for his fantamines.

Weekend activities at Flood’s Place
were popular. Friday nights started with boozing and carousing. A
few hard drinkers still around from the Friday night crowd, as well
as a few newcomers, gathered by mid-morning on Saturdays. By this
time, most hangovers had worn off. Then the blowout started all
over again. Thus, the Disneyland of Lowcountry reprobates continued
week after week, as Patrick racked up the profits.

Patrick had proven to be a good manager
by giving the revelers what they wanted. He managed the place any
way he wanted since his boss let him have total control. There was
no one looking over his shoulder.

Being a successful entrepreneur had
proven simple to this smart young man. Profits from the honky-tonk
couldn’t have been better and had him thinking about setting up his
own business. He might have already have done it had he not enjoyed
all the benefits of an unsupervised employee, and none of the
disadvantages if he failed. After all, he could continue his
sojourn around the country anytime. In addition, banking money
every week was an excellent incentive for staying put.

The Saturday morning crowd at Flood’s
Place was always entertained by some kind of sports activity. Three
giant TV sets continually played the games of the season. In the
summer, it was NASCAR races and baseball. During the fall and
winter, football was king. When the day crowd thinned out, Patrick
had a string band playing from 9:00 PM until 2:00 AM Sunday. It
wasn’t unusual for many of the dyed-in-the-wool drinkers to start
up again as soon as Flood’s Place opened at 10 AM on
Sunday.

The most interesting and rancorous
groups were those who gathered late Saturday. Today like most
Saturdays, several members of the Cobb Club congregated. They were
part of the motorcycle clan and a remaining relic from Oats’ grasp
on the community when he ran the local KKK. For lack of a better
term, they were no more than a bigoted bunch of bullies who existed
to carry out any rebellious activity their evil minds could cook
up.

The Cobbs were the social and
disruptive bottom feeders of the community---they lived on the edge
of legality. Big Al Ramseth, Skeeter Crosby, and Honey Boy Gaskins
were some of the Cobbs most notorious members. Homer P. Aiken and
Henry Padgett weren’t far behind as far as evil deeds were
concerned. As of recently, Tee Becket had also become a lightning
rod of hell and destruction.

Like most of the other bikers, Tee had
an abundance of tattoos all over his body. His hairy arms and
facial features made him resemble Popeye the cartoon character. He
was not a short man, but muscular and had a mole on the side of his
nose. Tee wore an old dirty short-billed fisherman’s hat. It was
part of his persona when not riding. He always had a wad of snuff
in his mouth and around can of “Kodiak” snuff rolled up on the
sleeve of his tee shirt during the summer. His lower lip usually
bulged with a cud of tobacco. He was always spitting the juice on
the ground.

When Tee sat at the bar in Flood’s
Place, his snuff habit was more refined. He had an empty beer can
at the ready, and from time to time, would spit the tobacco juice
into the hole at the top of the can. His smoking habits were crude
at best, but no worse than those of his friends, who didn’t see
anything wrong with his style and demeanor.

Homer and Henry generally wore bib
overalls, with flannel checked shirts or just plain tee shirts in
warm weather. When the riders rode their bikes, they had the
ubiquitous biker’s helmet on their heads. Some of them simply wore
abbreviated skullcaps. The skullcaps gave the bikers a rough and
ready, safety be damned look, as well as emphasizing their
bravado.

If half the evil deeds planned at
Flood’s Place on the weekends were carried out, the entire southern
half of South Carolina would be in total anarchy. Many of the
patrons were independent revelers, but the camaraderie of the Cobbs
was tight. Big Al had his own following—worst of the worst. They
were always planning or involved in some despicable harm or
harassment to the local population.

This Sunday, a few of the patrons
sitting at a picnic table outside of Flood’s were continuing the
drinking from Saturday night. By 11:00 AM, the homegrown hell’uns,
were on their fourth six-pack of the day and ready for some
action.

One of the favorite pastimes was race
bashing, and there was no better (or worse) place than Flood’s
Place to engage in discourse on the subject. Sometimes the racial
bashing was carried out in actual harmful acts. The latest was to
be an incident by which Chester, Patrick’s dog, would attack Strep
and Topop, two local black men. From the Cobb’s point of view, it
would be just another funny episode. No more than they had done on
many other occasions. …and the malicious expectations of the bigots
were about to be rewarded.

 


 



Chapter
7

The city of Warrenton was the county
seat and center of activity for its residents. Before the 1950s
when automobile travel was not as ubiquitous, many of life’s
activities evolved around a Saturday trip to Warrenton. To most
country folks, the trip to Warrenton was part of the daily
conversation. “We’ll get it Saturday. It can wait until Saturday.
Put it on the Saturday list.” On Saturday, the town itself was
always abuzz with the presence of country folk.

One store especially, where anyone
making the journey visited at least once was the general store. The
two-story structure was the only building made totally of bricks.
Everyone referred to it simply as “The Brick Store.” It had a huge
area out back where people parked while they walked throughout the
small town center. The huge lot wasn’t paved. When it rained, it
was full of water-soaked potholes.

In a time when logging was a huge
business in the county, Charlie Roebuck operated a small business
filing and sharpening saws for the loggers in the lot behind The
Brick Store. He had an old pickup with a cover and seats in the
back. Charlie lived west of town among a cluster of families in a
place known to most as, “Scuffletown.” Every Saturday people would
pay him twenty-five cents for a ride to town to do their shopping.
At times, the back of the pickup would be packed full. You could
see him coming down the road with the overflow standing on the
running boards holding on tightly.

The Brick Store and other small places
did a thriving business on Saturdays. More than anything else, the
two story Brick Store sold hardware. Many stories can still be
heard from old-timers, who remember when earlier generations
visited the town with their horse and buggies. To them, life was
much easier and more enjoyable. One thing that stood the ravages of
time was The Brick Store, where older people shopped and reminisced
about times gone by.

In earlier times, the store carried a
good line of small farm implements such as horse-drawn plows, horse
collars, bits, bridles, nails, chains, and other assorted
equipment. For women, there were wash tubs, soaps, sewing
materials, clothe, and all sorts of household items.

When modern cars and cheap gas made it
easy for people to travel to town any day of the week, the Brick
Store was still open but was no longer as accessible for the needs
of the weekly sojourner. A few small rural businesses in the
outlying county were also valuable and convenient for country
social life. However, those in Warrenton were the mainstay for the
necessities of life.

More recently, a county complex had
been developed which had a large two-story building for various
local and Federal agencies, a small law enforcement department and
a few state government agencies. The offices of the sheriff’s
department and local jail were in a separate building on the south
side of the ten-acre plot.

The county itself was located near the
swamps close to the coast in a section of the state known as the
Lowcountry. Few people in Warrenton County were wealthy. The
culture encompassed mostly conservative political traditions passed
down from earlier generations.

Many of the people in the Lowcountry
came from descendants the Gullah and Geechee tribes of West Africa,
who were brought to American as slaves in the 17th Century. These
people made the plantation owners rich, but never shared in the
wealth. History is replete with examples of prejudices and abuses,
which were formed in this culture.

A few of the black people of the area
continued Voodoo, mystical, and occult practices inherited as part
of the psychic of their ancestors. While many of these people were
scattered throughout the county, a large group of ten or so
families who carried on the craft faithfully, lived in and around a
small village on the southeast side of the county called
Shelltown.

 



Chapter
8

The wayward group was sitting at a
picnic table in the shade of the huge live oak just outside the
Flood’s Place. Except for the laughter, hooting, and joking, the
morning was a perfect portrait of solitude. It could have been
duplicated anywhere in the south.

The sun hadn’t burned off the low fog,
which was still visible about 100 feet above the ground. There was
not a whisper of the wind...only the noise of the unruly group of
drinkers around the picnic table. The echo of their rancorous
conversations in the quiet swamp carried for a mile or more. The
road was visible stretching out about a half mile below the dense
mist. It appeared to be just the beginning of another peaceful day.
It would prove to be anything but for this sleepy Lowcountry
community.

Homer P. Aiken and Henry Padgett had
just completed a busy night at their liquor still. They had stopped
by on their motorcycles to drop off a couple of jars of moonshine.
Patrick knew they often brought by a good supply but didn’t mind as
it increased the attendance and helped business. This was
especially true on the weekends.

The conversation had turned from the
black situation in the area to football, which was the second most
popular subject around Flood’s Place. Big Al, Honey Boy Gaskins,
Homer, and Henry were having a heated discussion about the NFL
Sunday games. Each man had his favorite team, which he without a
doubt was willing to bet any amount of money would win. Finally,
bets were placed. Each participant put up five dollars on his
team…a lot of money for these poor boys.

Dressed in a flowered short sleeve
shirt and wearing a brand new pair of loose-legged blue pants,
Strep Jones, a skinny black man walked spryly along the side of the
highway on his way to New Hope Baptist Church. At his side was his
good friend Topop Jackson. Topop was dressed in a similarly
flowered shirt that hung outside the belt of his sharkskin
perfectly creased bright green trousers. Strep owned a 1984 Honda
that he usually drove to Sunday morning church services. Today it
wouldn’t start. Topop joking told Strep, he thought someone had put
a hex on it. So, with the weather being nice, the two black men
decided to walk the short three-mile distance to the church. They
both looked forward to socializing with other members of the
congregation, which served as much for their frequent attendance as
did the spiritual message delivered by the pastor. They struck an
imposing picture of two spirited young men as they approached
Flood’s Place.
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