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HARLEM, classic HARLEM that is, spans from 110th Street to 155th Street. From the Hudson River on the west side of HARLEM to the East River on the east side of HARLEM. Its residential infrastructure is mostly constructed of brown stones, apartment buildings and project buildings. This area and vicinity of planet earth was the epicenter for Black Culture in the United States of America, that echoed its vibration across the world. HARLEM is known as the trend setter, whether it be style of dress, music, hustling, sports or entertainment, HARLEM did it and the world followed in style. The HARLEM 

 

 

 

Renaissance in the 1920's and 1930's was a cultural rival of African American intellect, literature, music, sports, art, poetry, dance, and theater. Men and women would wear their Sunday best just to walk down the street on a weekday. There is a lot of rich history and tall tales one can tell about HARLEM, but with all that's good comes bad. One of the bad things was the number of drugs that were infused and distributed throughout the HARLEM community. It was the dope in the 70's that made the culture of HARLEM take a turn for the worse and the crack cocaine in the 90's nearly decimated it. There is not one family that wasn't affected by illegal drugs in some form or fashion. Many horror stories took place as a result of this. Some horror stories were untold until now, as we bring you a series of psychological horror stories.  Buckle up as we present the HARLEM HORROR STORIES: NEVER JUDGE A BOOK BY ITS COVER


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1 – MR. UNTOUCHABLE 

 

This story takes place in Washington State in the town of Wilthrop, almost 3000 miles away from New York City. The population was 1200 people in the year 1994; it is now 1998 and the population grew to just 1400. Wilthrop is located in Black Cat County, about 300 miles from Seattle, Washington. Wilthrop was also nicknamed The Black Cat City because of the incredibly bad luck people would have dealing with the police. The town is known for its extreme speed traps (especially for out-of-town motorists), pig farms and black bears. The black bears stay deep in the deserted wooded areas and never come out. Local tourists made a trail decades ago to observe the creatures. The African American population is about 70%. Wilthrop is a beautiful and quiet town, but this quiet town has a big missing persons problem. There were about 40 people who supposedly moved or just disappeared and were never heard from again. All of these people had one thing in common; they all had a problem or a disagreement with the local Sheriff or one of his officers.  

 

The Sheriff Conrad Carson runs the town with an iron fist. Sheriff Conrad was also the head county commissioner of Wilthrop. Conrad is a black man who was born and raised in Wilthrop. He replaced his father, Carlton, as Sheriff once Carlton stepped down from the stress of the FBI investigating Wilthrop’s town corruption 

 

 

 

for years. During his reign, Sheriff Carlton was a dirty Sheriff who put his son, then Sergeant Conrad, in power as the County 

Commissioner. Sheriff Carlton stole land and extorted businesses like crazy. The F.B.I had an open investigation against Sheriff Carlton, this is why he stepped down as Sheriff. Carlton took a lesser role as Chief Advisor to the Sheriff, so he didn’t have to come to work, but he kept getting paid.  

 

Now Sheriff Conrad Carson was worse than his father ever had been. He recently created an incident that brought the heat back to Wilthrop. It all started when Sheriff Conrad realized an elderly gentleman named Harry Kenbrook died suddenly at his home. Somehow Sheriff Conrad managed to inherit the house and the eighty acres of farmland Harry lived on. Everyone in town thought old Harry didn’t have any family members and the town would just take over his land, but what the Sheriff and the town didn’t realize was that Harry secretly had a nephew. Harry’s nephew never visited, and he didn’t even come to his funeral, but he was at Harry’s home today, gathering some of Harry’s belongings. The town police got word of a stranger snooping around old man Harry’s house. They approached the house and questioned the man’s actions. He said he was gathering his uncle's belongings and looking forward to selling the house. The police informed the man that the house, the belongings, and the land were all now owned by the city of Wilthrop. The man stated to the cops that he was Harry’s nephew and his last living family member. While the man was trying to explain himself, one of the officers called the Sheriff, who came right away and demanded the man show his identification and then leave the property or be arrested. The man didn't show his driver's license, he showed his 

 

work I.D., and it said Federal Bureau of Investigation (F.B.I) The next word out the man's mouth was, "I'M F.B.I AGENT 

RAMSEY AND HOW THE FUCK DID YOU GET MY UNCLE'S LAND!? I CONTROLLED ALL HIS SHIT FOR YEARS, RIGHT FROM SEATTLE! HE COULDN'T SELL ANYTHING BECAUSE I'VE BEEN HIS POWER OF ATTORNEY FOR THE LAST FEW YEARS, SO ANYTHING HE DID WOULD HAVE TO GO THROUGH ME!” screamed Agent Ramsey.  

 

Then Agent Ramsey grabbed the phone from off of the wall and began to call his office to retrieve more agents. Sheriff Conrad was always aggressive and also the king of the hill, so to speak, he wasted no time. He pulled out his gun and came up behind the agent and hit him with the back of his gun and then snatched the phone completely off of the wall. The two officers tried to stop him, but it was too late, the agent was already lying on the floor in a pool of his own blood, knocked out cold. There was no way Sheriff Conrad was going to let the agent get other agents up to Wilthrop and begin to snoop around. The Sheriff dealt with the state for funding, but he always kept everyone on the outside, especially the state police. The Sheriff thought of how the FBI stressed the shit out of his father and there was no telling what they would find out if they came and started snooping around. Both Officers (Cummings and Jessup) looked scared and confused.  Officer Cummings had gotten his hands dirty before, but this was different, this was a Federal Agent. "Sir, he's an FBI Agent! What the FUCK are we gonna do?” said Officer Cummings. "Yeah, and that phone call still went through. He was talking to his office!  We’re going to jail! What the FUCK, Conrad!” said Officer Jessup. "First of all, it’s CHIEF OR SHERIFF, MOTHERFUCKER, NOT CONRAD! Second, shut the fuck up and let me handle it!” said Sheriff Conrad. Officer 

 

Cummings was a little nervous, but he still had total faith in the Sheriff, but Officer Jessup continued to look and act nervous. "Listen, Cummings, you drive his car and Jessup you drive your cruiser behind me up to my house and I'll drive my car, Just follow me," said Sheriff Conrad. "Sir, he's starting to wake up now! What are we gonna do with him?" said Officer Jessup. Sheriff Conrad looked at both of his officers and then he looked at the agent trying to get himself together from off the floor. He pulled his gun back out and shot the agent in the head two times, killing him instantly. "HEY! WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU DO? YOU JUST KILLED AN F.B.I AGENT! WHAT THE FUCK?” said Officer Jessup. "No, WE just killed an FBI Agent. I know what the FUCK I’m doing, I just made you too coconspirators, so shut the fuck up and put what's left of him in his trunk and follow me,” said Sheriff Conrad.  

 

The two officers followed the Sheriff’s orders and packed up the dead agent and then followed him to his farm. Once at the farm, the Sheriff instructed his men to take the body over to the pig pen and leave it right next to the pen, so the hungry pigs could smell him. The agent was still bleeding like crazy, with his neck hanging half the way off of his shoulders, as the officers dropped his dead body right next to the pig pen. There were three separate pig pens with a gate that opened and closed to separate them from each other, and about 10 pigs in each pen. Sheriff Conrad told Officer Cummings to come and help him pull the gates up so all the pigs could be in one pen. He told officer Jessup to take all the agent's clothes off. Once he got Officer Cummings away out of ear and eyesight of Officer Jessup, he told Officer Cummings about his new plan. "Listen Cummings, the Feds are gonna come and when they do, you really think that scared fuck is gonna hold water? Shit, I hope you can hold water,” said Sheriff Conrad. “Come on sir, this isn’t the first time we've gotten our hands dirty. I never said anything before,” said Officer Cummings. "Fuck that, show me now. The stakes are extremely high this time, get rid of that motherfucker. There's a bunch of very hungry pigs who haven’t eaten in almost 3 or 4 days. Those two will honestly just be a snack for them,” said Sheriff Conrad.  

 

The Sheriff and Officer Cummings had definitely been down this road before, but they never killed a co-worker. Making people disappear was what Sheriff Conrad did, and he always used pigs. He would starve the pigs for up to a week and then take the dead body and pull all the teeth out and cut off all of the hair. Then he would throw the body into the pig pen. The pigs could go through the bones like they were butter. Then the Sheriff would take the hair and burn it and take the teeth and put them in a small cloth bag. Then he would crush the teeth with a hammer, then throw the dust into Black Bear Lake. Sometimes there wasn't time for all that, like right now. So he would just throw someone in the pig pen and let the pigs do the rest. Knowing what the Sheriff was capable of doing and after the pep talk, Cummings just gave into him. That was all the gas Officer Cummings needed in his tank, so when he made it back over to the pig pen, he and Officer Jessup lifted the agent up and into the pen as the pigs went crazy. Officer Jessup was in shock at what he was looking at, he had never seen such a thing. Officer Cummings looked back at the Sheriff who gave him a head nod and a wink. Officer Jessup was leaning over the pig pen watching the pigs tear the agent apart, then when he turned around
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Officer Cummings shot him right in the head. Officer Jessup’s body smashed into the pig pen from the impact of the head shot. Now in a state of shock from killing his partner, Officer Cummings dropped his gun to his side and turned towards Sheriff Carson, only to realize he was looking right down the barrel of Sheriff Conrad’s gun.  

 

Sheriff Conrad put a bullet right between Officer Cummings eyes, killing him instantly.  

 

"Yeah, I'm sorry, but I’m not sorry, I can't trust either of you motherfuckers. Plus, I told you that two people would just be a snack, you just completed the meal," said Sheriff Conrad to a now dead Officer Cummings. 
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The Sheriff took his time and lifted both bodies, one at a time, into the pen after he stripped them both. Now the pigs had 3 bodies to snack on for a while. Then the Sheriff gathered up the clothes from all three men and then went back over to Harry’s residence and set the house on fire, burning all of their clothes. At that same time, the F.B.I was headed towards Wilthrop because one of their agents had been on the phone with his office and the line strangely got cut off, Wilthrop had been on their radar before. The agent was also not answering any of his pages. By the time the Feds got up to the house they tracked from the agent's call, it was freshly burned to the ground. So, the agents went to see the local Sheriff, but the Sheriff's secretary said he was in the salvage yard. This seemed strange to the agents, so they went to investigate, they knew about the corruption from the Town of Wilthrop for years. They could never get anyone to speak up or find any concrete evidence. By the time they found the salvage yard the Sheriff was gone, but the burning pit at the salvage yard was in the process of burning something. The workers in the yard told the Feds that the Sheriff was there and brought in a car and left.   

 

The car was the dead agent's car, but there wasn’t anything left of it, plus the Feds didn’t have a clue what they were looking for, but they knew something wasn’t right. Sheriff Conrad got a heads up from his secretary Vicki and he quickly crashed and burned the car and left. Finally, the Feds caught up with Sheriff Carson in downtown Wilthrop talking with two men. They questioned him about the whereabouts of the missing agent. Everything the Sheriff said seemed to be on point, but a little too on point for the agents. Some of them went around town and interviewed some of the residents of Wilthrop.  

 

 

 

Most of the residents were too scared to speak out against the Sheriff, but one old man named Rusty told them everything he 

knew.  Rusty told about how Sheriff Carlton made his own son, Conrad, a Sergeant First Grade, and he had only been on the police force for about 6 months. And how he also turned Conrad into the head County Commissioner and how people who talk out against Carlton or Conrad would end up moving away or just go missing. After talking to more residents of Wilthrop, the agents left and went back to Seattle to get search warrants for the police station, but they were unable to obtain a warrant for Sheriff Carson's home. As the day grew old, some of the other Officers who were part of the 25-man police force started to wonder about the whereabouts of Officers Cummings and Jessup. The very next day, 10 to 15 agents came and swarmed the police headquarters in Wilthrop, Washington. The Sheriff called his father on the phone and shared a laugh with him about the agents once again running wild around the office. He knew they had nothing, and he also knew he always covered all of his tracks. Sheriff Conrad seemed very confident, smiling and making jokes about the situation, until the lead agent told him, “Hey, ahh Sheriff, while you got that stupid smile on your face, think about this. Rusty and Vicki, your secretary, are on their way to Seattle as I speak right now. Vicki has a nice deal, so all of her conspiracy charges will be dropped.” Vicki or Victoria Gaines worked for the Sheriff for years as a civilian secretary. She started with Sheriff Carlton, and she knew everything, and she heard everything, especially things she shouldn’t have heard, but she always kept her mouth shut, until now. The Feds had always questioned police officers, workers and town residents but never to the point of giving them a deal. This new pressure from the Feds came because of the missing agent. Vickie or Rusty knew nothing about the agent or the two officers missing, but they knew about a lot of other shit done by good olde Sheriff Carlton. Who was now standing outside the station 

 

house next to his son Conrad. The ex-Sheriff’s jaw dropped, and he grabbed his chest and began to panic. He knew that Vicki knew and heard a whole lot over the years. He used to feel so comfortable with her that he even told her what really happened to some of the missing people from Wilthrop. Sheriff Conrad thought killing Officer Cummings was the end of his worries, but he didn't think about the Feds pressing Vicki. The ex-Sheriff’s panic continued as he fell to the ground, clutching his chest.  

 

Sheriff Conrad and some of the other officers had to rush Carlton to the hospital. The Feds, now with smirks on their faces left with boxes of evidence against Sheriff Carlton. Incredibly, nothing was pointing towards Conrad, and he was the one who started this chaos. The Ex Sheriff had had a heart attack and was now hospitalized. The next day the F.B.I returned, but this time to the hospital with a subpoena for Carlton Carson to appear in court. Sheriff Conrad was standing right there and snatched the subpoena from the agent, and demanded the agents leave the hospital now.  After a few days in the hospital, ex-Sheriff Carlton had almost completely recovered and was now heading back home to meet with his lawyer about his possible indictment. The ex-Sheriff’s lawyer told him he didn’t know how much the Feds had on him but because they were keeping it so secret it had to be really serious. Back at the station house, a call came from Seattle, saying that the FBI was heading to the ex-Sheriff’s home to lock him up. The prosecutor, who sent the subpoena, met up with the grand jury and they had indicted him on a number of charges including murder. Sheriff Conrad answered the phone call; it was from Vicki. She overheard the plans the F.B.I had to come up and arrest the ex-Sheriff. Vicki also said she was sorry, but she couldn't do any jail time, and she had to save herself. She thought by giving everyone a heads up this would make everything right, but Sheriff Conrad was furious. "Go fuck 

 

 

yourself, you dirty bitch,” said Sheriff Conrad. He slammed the phone down and then raced up to his father's home and alerted him about the bad news. Once Ex Sheriff Carlton heard the news; his blood pressure went through the roof. “CALL AN AMBULANCE.” screamed Sheriff Conrad to his father’s lawyer. Carlton’s heart raced like crazy as everyone panicked and he had a massive heart attack and died on the spot, right in his own living room.  

 

The news about the Sheriff raced through the town. Most people began to panic because they knew that Conrad would be more difficult than ever before. The Feds had no one else to charge; all the crimes that were brought up to the grand jury had been committed by Ex Sheriff Carlton and some were even done by Officer Cummings. The ex-Sheriff was now dead, and Officer Cummings was still nowhere to be found. Sheriff covering his own tracks had several of his men out looking for the two missing officers. He also started some rumors of his own about the Officers. “Listen, before you men go out and look for Cummings and Jessup, I got word that our two comrades may be down in Seattle with the Feds making up a bunch of stories about my father and the rest of us. Now this is not concrete evidence but keep this in mind, if we can’t find them in this small town, then the Feds got them and who knows what those turncoats are saying, ok everybody dismissed.” said Sheriff Conrad. The F.B.I continued to try and locate Officer Cummings from all of the information Vicki gave them, they started to realize they were wasting time and manpower, so they started to spend less time in Wilthrop. Sheriff Conrad also began to pull back from his bullshit search. Finally the F.B.I concluded their search was getting them nowhere and all the charges were dead also, they just never thought any of the Wilthrop Sheriff’s would kill their own.  

 

 

Now with nothing lingering over his head and his father/advisor now dead, plus getting away with killing two of his officers, Sheriff Conrad felt stronger than ever. Right after his father’s funeral he put together a ceremony and changed his title from Sheriff to Chief of all police. He also went from the head county commissioner to President of all commissioners in the whole county. By this time the FBI were long gone, and for his first official order of business, Chief Carson went up to his farmhouse, he looked at the pigs in his pig pen and began to think to himself. When he was young, his father taught him all about how vicious hungry pigs can get. He remembered back then Sheriff Carlton letting him witness some of his pigs slaughter a man, whose property he wanted but the man refused to sell to the Sheriff. So Chief Carson knew exactly what would happen once the pigs began to shit or get sick from him not cutting their hair off or pulling third teeth out.  

 

While the Chief was staring at the pig pen and daydreaming, he saw blood and what he thought were small body parts in the corner right outside of the pen. Chief Carson grabbed the remains he found and threw them back into the pig pen. He went into the garage and grabbed a container of gasoline and a bunch of sheets from the house. Then he threw the gas over all the pigs and threw all the sheets inside the pen. He set the whole pen on fire and sat there and watched it all burn. The pigs went crazy burning alive, the fire got bigger and bigger, but it never left the area where the pigs were. He sat and watched as everything burned to ashes. Then he called his son Cody and told him to call up his cousin Curt who owned CARSON’S CEMENT COMPANY.  
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Once Curt arrived, he knew what type of shit the Chief was into, but he kept quiet. Curt leveled all the ground where the pig pen had been and cemented the whole area. Then right next to the newly cemented ground Curt, Cody and the Chief built a new bigger pig pen. Cody the Chief's son knew everything his father was into, because just like his grandfather showed his father. Conrad let Cody witness him feeding a man to his hungry pigs. The next day, Chief Carson went into the police station and got rid of the few officers he knew he couldn't trust and kept the ones he knew wouldn't mind getting their hands dirty. He also changed the arrangements of the county commissioner board and the whole structure of the town. Chief Carson got rid of all 4 

 

 

commissioners and appointed 2 new commissioners that he could trust and who would be as dirty as he needed them to be when he needed them. Now the town was set just the way he wanted. After about 1 month Chief Conrad turned the whole town around and he also started showing his son, Cody, just how the family is untouchable. He showed him how to steal land and forge signatures and how to charge people for permits. Then he once again showed his son how to get rid of bodies by using hungry pigs.  

 

Cody was 25 years old and lived on the 300 acres of farmland with his parents and all types of animals, from horses to goats, ducks, cows, and especially PIGS. Cody had his own house separate from his parents’ home on the land that was owned by his parents. Chief Conrad showed Cody everything from some of the violent arrests he made, to the land he had stolen from people as the county commissioner. The police station house now had a total of 15 Officers and all 15 of them were corrupt just like Conrad. These Officers put fear into the whole entire community. Rusty and Vicki, the two people who snitched on Carlton, were both relocated to another state and never heard from again. So, Conrad and his group of Thug Officers spread the rumor that they were both killed. This frightened people even more than ever before. Some people talked about leaving Wilthrop, others did, but most just dealt with the fact they were stuck in a communist town and a dictator for a leader.  

 

The F.B.I continued to try and infiltrate the small close-knit town from time to time; there was no way they were going to let a missing F.B.I case go unsolved. They even tried to get information from Ann, Chief Conrad's wife, and Cody's mother. Ann was a stay-at-home wife and never got in her husband’s or her son’s business, so she was no help for the F.B.I. 

 

 

They even badgered Cody who had once been accused of killing a missing woman by her family. The F.B.I couldn't do anything because it was a local town problem, even the state police couldn't do anything because it wasn't in their jurisdiction. There wasn't any concrete evidence that Cody had something to do with the missing woman, but her family still started spreading the rumor that the woman was last seen with Cody at his farmhouse. Chief Carson and some of his deputies continued to scare people who were spreading the rumors.  
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