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    Introduction

    For much of his life, Attorney General Eric H. Holder Jr. carried around something peculiar. While most people keep cash, family photos, and credit cards in their wallets, Holder revealed to a reporter in 1996 that he keeps with him an old clipping of a quote from Harlem preacher Reverend Samuel D. Proctor. Holder put the clipping in his wallet in 1971, when he was studying history at Columbia University, and kept it in wallet after wallet over the ensuing decades.

    What were Proctor’s words that Holder found so compelling?

    Blackness is another issue entirely apart from class in America. No matter how affluent, educated and mobile [a black person] becomes, his race defines him more particularly than anything else. Black people have a common cause that requires attending to, and this cause does not allow for the rigid class separation that is the luxury of American whites. There is a sense in which every black man is as far from liberation as the weakest one if his weakness is attributable to racial injustice.1

    When asked to explain the passage, Holder replied, “It really says that . . . I am not the tall U.S. attorney, I am not the thin United States Attorney. I am the black United States attorney. And he was saying that no matter how successful you are, there’s a common cause that bonds the black United States attorney with the black criminal or the black doctor with the black homeless person.”2

    Has anyone ever asked Holder what exactly is the “common cause” that binds the black attorney general and the black criminal? More important, what should the black attorney general do about this common cause? Should the black criminal feel empathy for the black attorney general, or more likely, do the favors only flow in one direction?

    Holder’s explanation of Proctor’s quote offers some key insights into our attorney general’s worldview. First, being “more particular” than anything else, skin color limits and defines Americans—in other words, race comes first for Holder. Second, despite Americans’ widespread belief in trans-racial principles such as individual liberty and equal protection, blacks are expected to show solidarity with other blacks. And third, black law enforcement officers are expected to show this solidarity toward their racial compatriots, including black criminals.

    It may seem shocking to hear these racialist views ascribed to America’s top law enforcement officer. But to people who have worked inside the Civil Rights Division at the Department of Justice, these attitudes are perfectly familiar. In fact, Holder’s revelation is small stuff compared to the racial bias and leftwing extremism that pervade that institution.3

    The Civil Rights Division was set up in 1957 by the Eisenhower administration. Since then, as the DOJ website proudly proclaims, “The Division has grown dramatically in both size and scope,” now employing almost four hundred lawyers and, with support staff, over eight hundred employees. It is responsible for enforcing a wide swath of laws, especially civil rights laws and voting laws.

    The division provides a welcoming home for purveyors of fringe beliefs that are alien and repugnant to mainstream America—namely, that civil rights laws do not protect everyone equally, but only certain “oppressed” minorities. Not everyone who works there subscribes to these views, but nearly everyone who manages the place now does. As a result, the Civil Rights Division has squandered its moral authority. Having initially been infused with the spirit of the original civil rights movement and its emphasis on racial equality and color-blindness, the division is now home to the rotted industry of racial grievance.

    Eric Holder clearly had big plans for the Civil Rights Division from the beginning of his tenure. At his confirmation hearings in January 2009, he called the division the “crown jewel” of the Justice Department, adding that he wanted to become attorney general in part to “restore” the division’s “great traditions” that had supposedly eroded during the Bush administration.4 Yet Holder’s term has been marked by racially discriminatory law enforcement, politicized and ideological hiring, court-imposed sanctions on DOJ lawyers, and corrupt decisions to allow American voter rolls to overflow with deceased citizens and ineligible felons.

    As shown by the still-murky details of Operation Fast and Furious—a secret operation run by the DOJ’s Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms that deliberately allowed guns to flow to Mexican drug cartels—the DOJ is experiencing serious problems under Holder’s leadership. Nevertheless, other DOJ divisions by and large don’t suffer from the same toxic mix of employee malfeasance and racial bias that infects the Civil Rights Division. When I worked there, attorneys from other divisions would describe their competent, professionally run agencies and then ask me if my division was really as bad as its reputation. The answer was yes—and then some. As this book will show, the Civil Rights Division can best be described as a soap opera, within a cabal, surrounded by a racialist culture of dysfunction.

    The DOJ’s dismissal of the New Black Panther voter intimidation case—a case I brought and ultimately resigned over—gave the public a glimpse of the racially discriminatory worldview that characterizes this influential government agency. But the publicity surrounding that case was unusual. Until now, no one has fully conveyed to the American public exactly how deep the rot goes in the Civil Rights Division, and the many disgraceful scandals that have unfolded behind its closed doors.

    People from outside the DOJ typically react in stunned disbelief when I explain the sheer unprofessionalism I saw there. The Obama administration promotes government lawyers who were subject to hundreds of thousands of dollars in court sanctions? You must be kidding, they tell me. Nearly a thousand employees from the nation’s premier federal law enforcement agency get the day off for a retreat where employees perform juvenile skits? Impossible, they figure. A workplace where people openly protest arriving to work on time? Inconceivable. A government agency opposed to Christmas? No way.

    Take picnics. Most Americans probably have fond memories of picnics on sunny summer days. It is a common, wholesome tradition, as American as July 4 fireworks, Thanksgiving football, and Memorial Day parades.

    But don’t mention picnics around attorney Charla Jackson of the Civil Rights Division’s Housing and Civil Enforcement Section. She doesn’t want to hear the word, because she believes it is racist. The word picnic, you see, is derived from an event familiar to white Americans, or so Jackson believes. Around a century ago, large numbers of white folks would supposedly gather at a park, almost always in a small, southern town. They brought lemonade, tablecloths, ham sandwiches, cold chicken, potato salad—and an important item in this alternative universe—lynching rope.

    After a few servings of slaw topped off with a piece of cherry pie, the white folks with full bellies would get a hankering to go find—or in this case, “pick”—some not-so-white folks at random, presumably those within easy reach. Hence, the “pic” part of “picnic.” The “ni” gives you a good sense where the second part of the word supposedly comes from. Once a victim was selected, he would be promptly dispatched with the lynching rope as the “picnickers” feasted on watermelon and staged sack races.

    Naturally, no such event ever really happened at any picnic, much less comprised some sort of murderous American tradition. But it’s widely known in the Housing Section that employees are banned from staging picnics, or at least using the term. Meanwhile, a quick perusal of the Oxford Dictionary would reveal just how wrong Jackson is. The word “picnic” derives from the French piquenique, roughly meaning to peck at a worthless thing.

    This sort of derangement might be funny if it weren’t emanating from such a powerful government agency. The people who find a dastardly, racist subtext to an everyday picnic are the same people the DOJ empowers to sue landlords, mortgage lenders, and apartment complexes, and to decide legal matters pertaining to evidence, racial intent, and discrimination law. Indeed, it should be deeply disturbing to every American that U.S. businesses are at the mercy of racially paranoid attorneys who can bring discrimination lawsuits against them.

    This problem is far from hypothetical; as a government attorney, Charla Jackson herself has brought multiple lawsuits against businesses for alleged racial discrimination, including against Adams Mark Hotels and Nara Bank. And the Housing Section where Jackson works has filed discrimination lawsuits against numerous American business, such as Dominos Pizza, AIG, Chevy Chase Bank, Cracker Barrel, Erie Insurance, Denny’s, Nationwide Insurance, Marriott, Hard Times Café, Fleet Mortgage, Pulte Homes, and Nissan Motor Acceptance.

    Business groups have failed to comprehend the ramifications. They have some basic understanding of the jurisdiction of the Civil Rights Division, but they mostly assume it is populated by professional, law-abiding attorneys. And such attorneys can in fact be found there, especially since the Bush administration hired many lawyers with professional litigation experience, as opposed to those hired under Holder, whose main qualification, as explained in chapter three, is often their experience working with a leftwing activist group.

    But businesses and business associations that acquiesce to bullying by the Civil Rights Division are making an enormous mistake. They assume they can’t beat the DOJ in litigation and that the attorneys bringing the cases are competent legal technicians. But if they realized how often these legal actions are actually frivolous, ideologically motivated acts of political warfare carried out by racial extremists, they might be more inclined to fight back by forming mutual defense associations or creating information clearing houses about tort litigation like those established by insurance companies.

    The stakes are high, because the Civil Rights Division wields enormous jurisdiction over the American economy. The Disability Rights Section, for example, zealously enforces the Americans with Disabilities Act and has brought movie theatres like AMC and Cinemark, Norwegian Cruise Lines, the USGA, Days Inn, and the International House of Pancakes practically to their knees. It sued the Virginia Bar for the unforgiveable crime of asking attorneys if they have been treated for a mental disorder. It even brought a case on behalf of dead disabled people in United States v. Vasquez Funeral Home.5

    The division’s attorneys know that most businesses they target, fearing adverse publicity and believing in the DOJ’s legal supremacy, will buckle quickly on whatever face-saving terms they can muster, no matter how outrageous the lawsuit may be. Thus, business by business, some of America’s most radical political activists are imposing their will on the American people—almost completely under the media’s radar.
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    The assault on American business is damaging enough, but it is within the Voting Section of the Civil Rights Division that the far-left racialist mindset most afflicts American political life. I served as an attorney in the Voting Section for more than five years, litigating numerous cases to protect the rights of racial and language minorities. During that time, I saw from the inside how an agency that already employed a good number of leftist zealots quickly descended during the Obama administration into outright racial demagoguery.

    The Voting Section has enormous power over the systems of government adopted by states, counties, and cities. Furthermore, where you vote, how you vote, and for whom you vote are all impacted by Voting Section bureaucrats. Every American voter is affected by these laws in one way or another. A brief review of the Voting Section’s authority will convey how crucial the section is for upholding the integrity of our voting system, and therefore of our entire constitutional republic.

    Section 5 of the Voting Rights Act requires the federal government to approve every law affecting voting in nine states and parts of seven others. Even statewide laws that affect those other seven states are subject to approval or rejection by the federal government. The scope of Section 5 is vast. Because states are given the power to run their own elections in the Constitution, Section 5 rests at the farthest frontier of federal power.6 Even the DOJ has called it a “substantial departure . . . from ordinary concepts of our federal system,” with then-Supreme Court Justice John Paul Stevens asserting that the section’s “encroachment on state sovereignty is significant and undeniable.”7

    In jurisdictions subject to Section 5, if a county wants to move a polling place a block down the street, or change the hours of operation of a voter office, or alter the method of translating ballots into Spanish, or if a local government wants to adopt a redistricting plan, then the Voting Section must approve. If it finds that any of these changes could have even a hint of any negative effect on a racial minority, the DOJ will “object,” which effectively blocks the change. Much of the front-line work on Section 5 submissions is actually done by college students, who call citizens in affected states, review statistical data, and ultimately recommend whether the federal government should block a proposed change in state or local law.

    Another significant law enforced by the Voting Section is Section 2 of the Voting Rights Act. Under this section, the United States may sue a state, or any other sovereign body that has power over voting or elections, when a practice or device is used to discriminate.8 The DOJ typically uses this broad authority to prosecute “vote dilution” cases that seek to replace an at-large system of election with a single member district plan. But Section 2 also prohibits discrimination against a “language minority group.”9 This effectively empowers the DOJ to file lawsuits if English-language ballots and election materials cannot be understood by certain groups of people who don’t speak English.

    Similarly, Section 203 of the Voting Rights Act imposes requirements to publish ballots and election materials in a foreign language in some, but not all, parts of America. Today, the largest metropolitan areas are required to print ballots in a foreign language: New York, Los Angeles, Houston, Miami, Boston, Tampa, San Francisco, Philadelphia, and Phoenix. DOJ bureaucrats enforce this constitutionally dubious law and oversee compliance, often far outside the purview of a federal court.

    The Voting Section also is tasked with enforcing Section 11(b) of the Voting Rights Act. This is the anti-intimidation law used in the action against the New Black Panther Party in Philadelphia, as described in chapters four and five. It prohibits intimidation, threats, or coercion against voters, or attempts to do the same.

    The Voting Section is further responsible for protecting the right to vote for overseas voters and, notably, military voters, who are banned from filing lawsuits themselves to obtain their ballot.

    Additionally, the Voting Section monitors elections in many states under the Voting Rights Act. Known as “federal observer coverage,” this power allows the DOJ to place federal eyes and ears inside the polls to collect evidence on the conduct of state and local elections. Even in places where it is not empowered to conduct “observer coverage,” the DOJ routinely sends “attorney observers” who are not empowered to be inside the polling place without consent, though the states and local governments almost always agree to their presence when asked. If they understood this request is often the first indication they are going to be sued, they might not be so quick to approve it.

    Finally, the Voting Section enforces the National Voter Registration Act of 1993,10 widely known as “Motor Voter,” as well as the Help America Vote Act of 2002, or “HAVA.”11 Among other mandates, these laws require states to adopt a centralized database of eligible voters. If states do not adequately keep up the required list by purging it of dead, duplicate, and ineligible voters, then the attorney general, through the Voting Section, may sue.

    These voter lists have come under attack from leftwing extremists who denounce many voting regulations and requirements as being racist. It is no coincidence, then, that under Eric Holder’s tenure as attorney general, the DOJ has undertaken absolutely no enforcement activity to remove dead and ineligible voters, as explained in chapter six. However, Holder has shown a keen interest in Section 7 of Motor Voter, which requires states to turn welfare agencies into voter registration offices and requires state officials to urge welfare recipients to register to vote.

    In sum, the Voting Section has enormous power. Through multiple federal statutes, it can regulate or reject every aspect of elections in all or parts of sixteen states, require foreign language ballots, help (or ignore) military voters, sue to replace state election procedures including voter identification requirements or at large elections, require (or not) states to keep clean voter rolls, and send hither and thither swarms of federal officials to monitor state and local elections. When so much power is concentrated in one government office, who occupies that office is a substantial public concern.

    Because of the expansive power concentrated in the Voting Section and across the Civil Rights Division, Americans have a right to expect that its management and leadership act impartially, especially in racial matters. But soon after President Obama’s inauguration in January 2009, I discovered that would not be the case.

    Immediately after he was sworn in as president, even while the rest of the country was still celebrating post-racial hope and change, Obama tapped Deputy Assistant Attorney General Loretta King to be the acting assistant attorney general—the head of the entire Civil Rights Division—before the Senate could confirm a nominee. Former Bush political appointees who worked with King have described to me how she proudly boasted that her career advanced primarily through race-based preferences. King, whose sordid history at the division is discussed throughout this book, was a Democratic Party loyalist who spoke openly to co-workers of quitting her job and running for elective office in Maryland.12 The Bush Justice leadership knew she was a bumbling radical in their midst, but they couldn’t do much about it except relegate her to tasks that minimized her ability to do damage.

    The Bush administration’s instincts about King were proven correct when Eric Holder took the reins at Justice. King accompanied the new attorney general to meet Voting Section employees in March 2009, not long after he was confirmed by the Senate. That day I met Holder as he passed through the throngs of excited employees. He gave me a limp handshake and avoided eye contact with me, making me wonder whether he was disengaged with everyone there, or just with some of us.

    As a giddy King introduced Holder to us, she said something astonishing and unforgettable: “I can’t tell you how exciting it is to go to work every day, and look up at the photos, and see that we now have two black men running the country.” Most of the Voting Section, though not everyone, cheered her racially charged introduction. It was considered acceptable and even laudable, though if a manager at a state agency had gathered his workers to celebrate white men running the country, the very same Justice Department would probably sue him for employment discrimination.

    Of course, America’s election of its first black president was an historic event. But a racially charged address in front of the attorney general and the whole Voting Section rightfully would have been blasted on the front page of the Washington Post if it had occurred during a Republican administration. The press, however, didn’t show any interest in the story, and we can reasonably guess that Holder declined to admonish King afterward—after all, we know what’s in his wallet.
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    The end result when racial extremists dominate such a powerful division of federal law enforcement is, in a word, lawlessness.

    Impervious to sanctions and penalties handed down by federal courts, the DOJ Civil Rights Division feels unconstrained by department regulations or even by federal law. We now face the Orwellian situation where government lawyers brazenly ignore and subvert the law they have sworn to uphold, and where a leading civil rights protection agency discriminates against some racial groups while it favors others. This is not only lawlessness, it is the most dangerous kind of lawlessness—for history shows that once a nation’s laws cease to apply to the law enforcers, individual liberty does not survive for very long.

    This injustice cannot stand. The stakes are too high to allow this wanton abuse of power to continue. It’s time the American people found out exactly what is happening at the Department of Justice and who’s allowing it to happen. The situation will not improve until the true extent of the racial fanaticism and corrupt dysfunction that pervades that department is made clear—and that’s exactly what this book will do.

  


  
    
    Chapter One
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    Payback Time in Mississippi

    A Declaration of War

    Race has affected the American experience since the nation’s earliest days. From the arrival of the first African slaves in the Virginia colony in the early 1600s, to the constitutional compromises of 1787, through the unsettled decades before Lincoln’s election, through the bloody Civil War, to three constitutional amendments promoting racial equality and their dilution over the ensuing decades—race has been a central force in our history. Through much of the twentieth century, enforcement of racially discriminatory Jim Crow laws in parts of America meant race did not play an openly contentious role— the supporters of Jim Crow ruled the field. But resentment at the political and economic oppression of one group of Americans by another boiled below the surface.

    In the 1960s, the modern civil rights movement pricked the conscience of America. In the face of bitter and sometimes violent resistance, its brave adherents paved the way for Congress’s passage of the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and the Voting Rights Act of 1965, which together knocked down the walls of legal discrimination. After 189 years, Thomas Jefferson’s prose of 1776—that all men are created equal—was transformed from an aspiration to a legal truth.

    By that time the echoes of the whip and chain had grown faint, but America could not simply seal off its past and forget it. A quick return to normalcy was impossible in a nation that had never known normalcy about racial issues.

    I am reminded of my experience some years ago conducting research in Jefferson County, along the Mississippi River in the southwest corner of Mississippi, where I spent many weeks at the Jefferson County Courthouse poring over circuit court files. Lacking a single hotel, Jefferson presented a bleak economic landscape that barely resembled the rest of America. In place of the familiar national restaurant chains, a cart in the parking lot of the no-name grocer served a variety of lunchtime options, including parts of pigs I never knew people ate. Driving around the county seat of Fayette, I saw shanty-style homes that seemed to date to the turn of the last century, complete with roof holes patched with cut vegetation. It was obvious that the long history of slavery and segregation echoes across time to disadvantage present generations, whose ancestors were prevented from accumulating wealth and passing down lessons of economic success to their children.

    The civil rights movement struggled valiantly to rectify the injustices of Jim Crow that had created dire circumstances for so many black Americans. Dedicated to racial equality, race-blind justice, personal responsibility, and inter-racial goodwill, civil rights pioneers like Ida B. Wells, William Monroe Trotter, Martin Luther King, and Rosa Parks were truly giants who sacrificed to make America live up to its founding ideal that all men are created equal. The moral foundation of their cause rendered it unstoppable.

    But somewhere along the way, the civil rights movement transformed into something wholly different. It abandoned its commitment to legal equality and inter-racial harmony, adopting instead the ignoble goals of racial entitlements, race-based preferences, and unequal enforcement of federal law. The quintessential civil rights group, the NAACP, is a thoroughly different creature today than the eminent organization that led the nation in fighting lynching and supporting legal equality—it is now almost indistinguishable from the galaxy of organizations that comprise the racial grievance industry.

    The organizers of the historic Selma to Montgomery voting rights marches weren’t motivated by anger toward whites or disdain for America’s history. They had a singular, noble mission—eradicating laws that systematically denied blacks the right to vote. Equality was their aim, not vengeance. They drew upon the long American tradition of justice to strengthen their case. As those brave marchers crossed the Edmund Pettus Bridge on March 7, 1965, to start the long walk to Montgomery, Alabama, they were confronted by rows of police officers sent by Alabama’s power brokers. Meeting at the base of the bridge, the two sides represented contrasting worldviews: one was armed with clubs and tear gas, the other had nothing except its moral authority. White and black marchers were attacked together that day, and both white and black civil rights activists were killed in Selma in the weeks surrounding the marches.

    The Edmund Pettus Bridge has become a civil rights monument. Every March, activists commemorate the anniversary of the attack by recreating the march across the bridge. Notables come from all over the country to participate—Jesse Jackson, Barack Obama, Harry Reid, Al Sharpton, and Steny Hoyer have all made the pilgrimage.

    The nation’s premiere voting rights museum—the National Voting Rights Museum—now sits at the foot of the bridge. The museum is an inadvertent monument to the civil rights movement’s degeneration. Its outlook is neatly captured in ten words that begin its timeline display of the civil rights movement. There, we find a replica of John Trumball’s iconic depiction of the signing of the Declaration of Independence with the caption, “1776. The Declaration of Independence signed by wealthy white men.”

    The original civil rights giants would never have tolerated this historically false assertion. They were patriots, driven by love for their fellow countrymen and a burning desire to make America a better place for all its citizens. They repeatedly and vehemently rejected hatred. But the nasty caption captures the bitter spirit of much of the civil rights movement today and of numerous race-based activist groups around the country.

    “Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred,” pleaded Dr. King from the steps of the Lincoln Memorial in August 1963.1 This was a constant refrain in his speeches. Several years earlier, he had linked the same theme to Christian faith. Speaking of the command of Jesus to love your enemies, he preached:

    Far from being the pious injunction of a utopian dreamer, this command is an absolute necessity for the survival of our civilization. Yes, it is love that will save our world and our civilization, love even for enemies. . . . If I hit you and you hit me and I hit you back and you hit me back and go on, you see, that goes on ad infinitum. It just never ends. Somewhere somebody must have a little sense, and that’s the strong person. The strong person is the person who can cut off the chain of hate, the chain of evil.2

    That sentiment is irreconcilable with the bitter sense of racial grievance that is peddled today by the sullied descendents of the civil rights movement. Under the Obama administration, adherents of this radical movement have seized control of the Department of Justice and especially its Civil Rights Division. From that powerful position, they have enforced an explicitly race-based concept of justice, as described throughout this book.

    But before we discuss those transgressions, readers must understand that everything the DOJ is doing today is part of a larger war between two camps: those who support a racialist future for America in which the law treats people differently according to their race, and those who support a race-blind future.

    From the 1970s through the 1990s, the racialist camp met hardly any resistance as it displaced the traditional civil rights movement and spread its tentacles throughout American society. Its adherents bamboozled many Americans by appropriating Dr. King’s language of “equality,” “civil rights,” and “justice” even as they subverted the meaning of those terms, transforming them into code words for a callous system of racial spoils they are striving to impose on the entire nation. Hundreds of activist groups sprung up around the country dedicated to furthering this agenda and enshrining it in local, state, and federal law.

    During this period, there was no “war” to speak of between the racialist and race-blind camps—the racialists simply moved from one victory to another, constantly strengthening their position in government and using spurious accusations of racism to snuff out any incipient signs of pushback. But that suddenly changed in 2003, when the first shot was fired back by the other side. Having become accustomed to advancing their agenda at will through any means necessary, the racialists finally went too far, provoking the Department of Justice, for the first time, to act to protect a disenfranchised white minority.

    The entire conflict today between the Obama DOJ and proponents of race-neutral law enforcement is part of the war that began with that first act of resistance in 2003. And it all started not in the hallowed halls of Washington, but in a little-known, rural area of eastern Mississippi.
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    Named after the Choctaw for “stinking waters,” Noxubee County is located along Mississippi’s border with Alabama. Historically, the county has been sparsely populated, though its population jumped 42 percent in the 1870s thanks to an influx of black migrants attracted by the rich soil and thriving cotton industry. By 1880, the Census showed Noxubee to be 83 percent black and 17 percent white.3

    Due to its unusual racial demographics, Noxubee became a focal point of the Ku Klux Klan, whose terror tactics included whipping freedmen for attempting to rent farmland, emasculating black men, whipping black women “servants” deemed too friendly with their male employers, and patrolling black areas of the country at night.4 Meanwhile, the small white minority was terrified by the potential of organized violence similar to slave uprisings throughout history, whose details they knew intimately.

    Until the 1960s, white officials retained power by committing myriad abuses designed to prevent blacks from registering to vote. One of the more common schemes was for registration offices to change their hours of operation during black voting registration drives or even to close down completely when blacks came to register. If persistent black citizens chanced upon an open office, they would face a gauntlet of impossible requirements. Civics questionnaires would appear asking absurd questions such as, “How many bubbles are in a bar of soap?” Character references, literacy exams, and constitutional exams most law students would fail were other tools used for the same purpose.

    Today, Noxubee is about 70 percent black and 30 percent white. Corn and cattle farms dominate the pastoral landscape, punctuated by catfish ponds with huge paddlewheel aerators. Dogs sometimes trot along the road with a giant catfish in their mouths snatched from a pond, providing a welcome contrast to the multitude of dead dogs that litter the roads. Polling places are scattered in tin shacks and in old fire stations across far corners of the county, often close to rattlesnake-infested woods. Graded sandy dirt forms many, if not most, of the county’s roads, which stretch for miles in straight lines across unspoiled countryside.

    Just outside the county seat of Macon, up a winding road on a hillside, is the Oddfellows Cemetery, where almost two centuries of Noxubee history is memorialized through time-worn angel monuments, broken marble crosses, and grand statutory displays. Parts of the cemetery have fallen into disrepair, testaments to a long-vanished, wealthier time. At the top of the hill is a Civil War-era plot in which rows of unknown Union soldiers lie beside rows of their unknown Confederate counterparts. These 300 dead, all that Macon could handle, were brought from Shiloh packed in lime on a train that unloaded Macon’s unsolicited share of bodies on their journey south. There is a sense of sadness here—only in death could the blue and the grey lie together in peace.

    Noxubee has struggled economically since the mid-1900s, with its population dropping to around 12,000 today, a third of its 1900 level. Its 20 percent unemployment rate routinely leads Mississippi. A brick plant recently shut down, leaving a sawmill as one of the few industrial ventures providing well-paying jobs. Still, the county has its share of hard-working, industrious people, including a community of Mennonites who run successful farms and an even more successful restaurant called, simply, “The Bakery.”

    In 2003, this sleepy county became ground zero in a national political war thanks to the activities of one man: Ike Brown.

    Hailing from Madison County, Mississippi, Ike Brown graduated from Jackson State University in 1977. He dropped out of law school after one year and moved to Noxubee County to work in political campaigns. He was an on and off member of the statewide executive committee of the Mississippi Democratic Party, worked as a jury consultant, and eventually became chairman of the county Democratic Party. These were curious offices for someone with Brown’s history of legal problems; in 1984, he pleaded guilty to forgery charges relating to misconduct in the insurance industry, and he was convicted in federal court in 1995 of nine charges of aiding and abetting the filing of false income tax returns.

    Bill Ready, a civil rights activist from Meridian, Mississippi, knew Brown and described his background to me: “Ike learned what he did from his daddy in Canton. Ike’s daddy was a runner for the white power structure, and everything Ike did in Noxubee he learned from the whites in Madison County.” Ready was literally a foot soldier in the civil rights movement. While synagogues were being dynamited and churches burned in Meridian, Ready, an attorney, represented blacks who fought back. Meridian blacks formed an armed self defense group that guarded Ready’s home and once exchanged gunfire with attacking whites.5 “We were at war,” Ready says.

    The tall and lanky Brown is always a swirl of energy working on some project or scheme, sometimes many at once. Quick in conversation and boasting an encyclopedic knowledge of history and of the Dallas Cowboys, he has undeniable charisma, even if it is unpolished and rash at times. With his intelligence and charm, he became a singular force in Noxubee politics. Yet his story, in many ways, is an American tragedy.

    Consumed with animosity toward whites, Brown unleashed a toxic mix of raw political power and racial anger in an effort to switch the positions of historic oppressor and the historically oppressed in Noxubee. In due course, his racialist jeremiads found a receptive audience. Instead of causing revulsion, his anti-white rancor spawned a corrupt, Tammany Hall-style political machine. Throughout the county, Dr. King’s dream of Christian love, equality, and integration gave way to a malicious campaign to exert racial payback.

    One can understand the extent of Brown’s racial animus by listening to several cassette tapes stored at the library at the University of Mississippi in Oxford.6 Donated by Georgia State professor Colin Crawford, the tapes relate to Crawford’s book Uproar at Dancing Rabbit Creek, which details a racially charged debate in the 1980s involving solid waste companies in Noxubee—a mostly black group wanted a dump built, while a white-led group opposed it.7 Like most controversies in the county, Ike Brown was in the center of it, leading the largely black faction.

    Armed with a tape recorder, Crawford captured Brown’s true feelings about his white neighbors in Noxubee. Crawford’s book never related Brown’s most incendiary statements—but the United States did when it later put Brown on trial in Jackson, Mississippi, for discrimination against white voters. Brown is asked by Crawford on tape what was needed to improve race relations in the county. “Funerals,” he replies. Audibly laughing, Brown continues, “Funerals will help it out. We had one, a supervisor, [who] died that was against [the waste dump].” Crawford asks which supervisor. Brown replies, “Ken Misso, Jr., yeah he died, and it opened a chance for a black to get elected. So it’s good to have funerals sometimes.”8 Misso had passed away at the age of forty-seven, leaving behind two boys.

    On tape, Brown explains with shocking honesty some of his race-based political tactics involving absentee ballots. Describing why his operatives in this scheme only collected the ballots of black voters, Brown says, “We got a precinct that is ninety five percent black, and you know it’s pretty well gonna vote for the black candidate against the white, right, and why wouldn’t you get all the absentees out of that precinct? Cause they’re gonna be going your way anyway, right? You don’t see any of us over there getting the absentee votes of white folks. It’s cutting your own throat.”9

    Brown later observes, “When two blacks run against [each other], when black run against black, for example, there’s a perception among black people to vote for the blackest candidate.”10 Brown always let Noxubee voters know who the “blackest” candidates were and which black candidates had assembled unacceptable biracial coalitions.

    In the interviews, Brown characterizes his political operation as a racially motivated “machine” similar to other political machines across the country: “I have a history of electing blacks all over. So it’s a natural white thing to keep blacks from getting in power. And that’s what I’m doing—putting blacks in power. . . . People support the machine because they get something out of it. . . . And all of us should work together to spread power.”11

    At another point, Brown becomes angry when Crawford asks him why he holds today’s whites in Noxubee, and presumably millions of other white Americans, responsible for the sins of their ancestors. Brown’s voice rises and quickens as he answers, “But they are responsible! Well we just taking something back that we gave you. And then all hell breaks loose. That’s what they call ‘reverse discrimination.’ In other words, she wouldn’t be where she was if her folks hadn’t done what they did!”12

    Brown’s ideology was expressed most concisely by one of his allies, Noxubee County Election Commissioner Russell Smart. At a public election commission meeting, Smart refused a citizen’s request to remove a group of ineligible voters from the voter rolls. Smart later recalled that the citizen “said this is no different from the way, you know, whites used to treat blacks the way you all doing down here, you know. And I turned around and said, ‘Well, maybe it’s payback time.’”13

    Payback time—it was an agenda Ike Brown dedicated his career to advancing. The “machine” of racial grievance would use every trick in the book to take back something improperly given to whites—namely, political power and wealth.

    Although Brown’s primary aim was to concentrate all power in the county in the hands of blacks, he did not hesitate to lob incendiary racial slurs even at fellow blacks who displeased him. For example, he nearly came to blows with black county supervisor William “Boo” Oliver when the board of supervisors was considering whether to fire two black clerks who appeared to have embezzled more than $40,000 from the county. Although Oliver wanted to fire the pair, Brown emphatically supported them at one board meeting and denounced Oliver as a “white man’s nigger.” Oliver, a burly farmer, leapt out of his chair, fists clenched against Brown, before the county attorney broke up the confrontation. When Oliver won the vote and the women were fired, Brown stormed out of the room yelling that Oliver had “sold out to the white folks.”14

    Turning racial demagoguery into an art form, Brown became an influential power broker in Noxubee. When he left town in March 1995 to serve a year-and-a-half stretch in an Alabama federal prison, he was feted by prominent local politicians. Brown even retained much of his political influence behind bars, penning political messages that were hung around town and published in the local newspaper. “Keep Hope Alive, Vote Black in ’95” he exhorted. From jail, Brown also served as a political consultant to Larry Tate, a candidate for county supervisor. By prison telephone, Brown explained to Tate the importance of defeating white candidates and electing only blacks. “Since the county was predominately black, we need a black candidate,” he told Tate, urging him to run against a white incumbent.

    Brown was especially focused on the contest for Noxubee County sheriff. From prison he wrote:

    We are not free yet. As I am imprisoned, so could you, but in a different manner. They thought by getting rid of me they could fool you. Don’t let them carry you back to the old days, when blacks were found dead in the jail, you couldn’t even go in the courthouse, you weren’t even respected, I help bring change to Noxubee County, and I will be back soon. You must win this one yourself. I am asking you to remember me by supporting these candidates who have pledge [sic] to keep the dream alive.15

    After his release from prison, Brown returned to Noxubee County. Local and state politicians threw him a welcome home party with an enormous food order that citizens told me was paid for by the Noxubee County sheriff’s office, leaving county jail inmates short of food for days.
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    Back in Noxubee, Ike Brown resumed his campaign to secure black domination of the county’s power structure. In the Democratic Party primary elections of 2003, however, his zeal crossed all bounds of decency and legality. Brown resorted to such shameless corruption and coercion that he joined the likes of Bull Conner, George Wallace, and Lester Mattox on the wrong side of civil rights history. At the same time, his shocking campaign of vote fraud—the likes of which, most Americans believe, is rarely seen outside third world nations—sparked a national war over civil rights that continues to this very day.

    Noxubee County’s August 2003 Democratic primary, whose winners were sure to take office due to the reluctance of the county’s black majority to vote Republican, had all the local offices on the ballot—county supervisor, county prosecuting attorney, board of education, circuit clerk court, and the office that most concerned Brown, county sheriff. Sheriffs wield enormous power in rural Mississippi—they control the jails and the treatment of prisoners, and collect and present evidence in criminal cases. They played a starring role in civil rights history, especially during the Freedom Summer campaign of 1964, when their deputies scooped up civil rights workers crossing through their counties. The most famous such case was the murder of civil rights workers James Chaney, Michael Schwerner, and Andy Goodman in Neshoba County, just southwest of Noxubee. The gruesome killings were committed by Klansmen who were abetted by Deputy Sheriff Cecil Price and, most likely, by Sheriff Lawrence Rainey. The case was a major impetus for passage of the Voting Rights Act the following year.

    Intimately familiar with this history, Brown made the re-election of a black sheriff, Albert Walker, over a white candidate, Tiny Heard, a no-holds-barred affair. He made no secret of his mission, telling black voters at the polls, “You’ve got to put blacks in office, because we don’t want . . . white people over us anymore.”16

    One of the first things he did to game the election system was to appoint a nearly all-black force of poll workers to work on election day. Brown knew black poll workers were more likely to follow his commands than were whites, who generally opposed his racialist agenda. Although Brown had repeatedly attempted to remove whites as poll workers in the past, by 2003 he had risen to become chairman of the Noxubee Democratic Party, giving him the power to deploy an almost all-black poll worker force.

    Although courts have cited the importance of compiling a racially diverse poll worker force,17 in the 2003 primary in Noxubee, only seven whites served among 110 poll workers. The county’s largest three towns—Brooksville, Macon, and Shuqualak—did not have a single white poll worker. In a runoff election two weeks later, Brown selected seventy-six poll workers, including just two whites. None of the white candidates running in the original primary or the runoff were contacted for names of potential poll workers.

    When the Mississippi Democratic Party challenged Brown’s racially lopsided poll worker force, Brown told State Chairman Rickey Cole, “In Noxubee County, we hire who we want to.”18 Furthermore, Brown preposterously insisted he could not find healthy white volunteers to work at the polls—though the party had no problem finding white poll workers until Brown became its chairman. Brown’s excuse is particularly absurd in light of the story a black Noxubee resident named Doris Wilborn later told in court. According to Wilborn, she received a letter one day informing her she had been appointed to be a poll worker. She had never sought the job and Brown had never asked her, but she was magically appointed anyway despite suffering from diabetes and having had several heart attacks, triple bypass surgery, and a knee replacement.19

    Controlling the poll workers was crucial for Brown because Mississippi invests them with powers he needed to exploit, such as the power to check in voters on election day. Because Mississippi does not require people to show photo IDs to vote, an honest poll worker who personally knows the voters is the only safeguard against a voter falsely claiming to be someone else. In Noxubee, a witness overheard Brown instructing people outside the polls to vote under false names.20

    Poll workers were also crucial for allowing another kind of political operative to help fix the election results for Brown. When most Americans vote, they enter an orderly line that streams to well-functioning check-in tables. They vote privately, and then a cheerful octogenarian often gives them an “I Voted” sticker. But voting in Noxubee County is entirely different. The fire stations, community centers, and schools used as voting precincts are clogged with mobs of noisy loiterers, both inside and outside the polling places. Historically, among these crowds you would find crooked operatives known as “assistors.”

    Assistors were often Brown loyalists who accosted black voters either outside or inside a polling place and imposed “assistance” to ensure they voted for Brown’s preferred black candidates. Sometimes they lingered around the polling site, snagged approaching voters, and marked the ballot themselves without any input from the voter. Other times, the assistors arrived unannounced at voters’ homes to drive them to the polls, coaching the voters on the ride.

    This practice was a corrupt implementation of Section 208 of the Voting Rights Act, which gives disabled or illiterate voters the right to assistance by anyone of their choice, save for a boss or union representative. The assistors traditionally controlled hundreds of votes in Noxubee elections—this was a substantial sum, considering only around 5,000 votes were recorded in a typical election. Their activities were ignored by Brown’s poll workers, who were responsible for policing voting sites.

    One of Brown’s activists helping to pump up the election day vote was Patsy Roby, who became one of Noxubee’s key political operatives despite her lack of any defined career. An imposingly large woman, Roby is pugnacious and confident. In a deposition, she described her career as “getting a check”—in other words, collecting welfare—though two rooms of her house were occupied by enormous flat screen TVs. Further explaining her personal history, she said she “done did everything. I done stole, broke in, robbed, done did a whole lot of stuff. I just got a record. I done did a lot of things.” Asked about her participation in Noxubee elections, she testified that she could not remember what she did. One thing she could remember doing, however, was smoking crack.21 One of Roby’s criminal convictions involved burglarizing a store by sending children to crawl through a hole in a building to steal jackets.

    Roby and other assistors would lead voters to the registration table, tell them, “Give ’em your name,” and then instruct them, “Tell ’em you need assistance!” After they accompanied a voter to the booth, observers would often hear them guide the voter in selecting candidates, telling them, “This one, this one, that one” as they went down the ballot. In other instances, the assistors simply seized the pencil and assumed the role of the voter. Because assistors could only vote one person at a time, they had to implement an assembly line process during busy parts of election day, keeping their flock of voters waiting in line outside while inside they hurriedly worked through a voter’s ballot.
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    Poll workers were key to one other major part of Brown’s voter fraud operation—the manipulation of absentee ballots. Under the law, three poll workers are supposed to review the ballots for compliance with form and signature requirements. If the signatures on the envelope and absentee ballot application do not match, the poll workers are obligated to vote to reject the application. Because Brown’s agents trolled the county collecting absentee ballots—some illegally—it was critical to have poll workers who would approve dubious absentee ballots without question or hesitation.

    The treatment of absentee ballots in Noxubee’s 2003 Democratic primary was thoroughly lawless and systematically corrupt, aided by lax state laws allowing circuit court clerks to mail out absentee ballots without first receiving an application for them. Over 21 percent of all ballots cast in the primary were absentee; the normal rate in Mississippi is between 3 and 6 percent. Predictably, in precincts that had the largest numbers of absentee ballots, the black candidates did the best. In the contest between black sheriff Albert Walker and white candidate Tiny Heard, the absentee ballots ran for Walker over Heard by a count of around 1,046 to 155.

    These lopsided counts for black candidates were no accident. White citizens requesting absentee ballots from the circuit clerk were forced to send in a written form that they had to create themselves. When white voters noticed they weren’t getting their ballots after sending in their forms, the circuit court clerk informed them they could request a ballot by phone—as all the black citizens had been doing for days.22

    In his mania to engineer black electoral victories across the board, Ike Brown even disenfranchised black voters. Exploiting their access to voting lists, Brown’s operatives visited black voters who had requested absentee ballots on the day the ballot arrived in the mail. Sometimes the operatives snatched the ballot out of the mailbox before the voter knew it arrived. Other times, ballots were sent to black residents who hadn’t even requested them, and a Brown-paid notary would conveniently appear to “help” the resident fill it out. One ballot was sent to a voter who hadn’t lived in the county for years; it arrived at her abandoned house, which was covered in kudzu and had a tree growing through the roof. The resident of the abandoned house voted in multiple elections even though she had moved out of the county.23

    The swarms of notaries who scoured the county were Brown’s agents—he paid the registration and bonding fees for at least forty-three notaries leading up to the 2003 elections. He submitted the applications in bulk to the Mississippi Secretary of State, always using a check drawn on his company, RMB Enterprises, Inc. The unusual pattern set off alarms inside the Secretary of State’s office in Jackson. Normally only financial institutions sent in large bundles of notary registrations, but Brown’s company was in the scrap metal and political consulting business—a strange pairing indeed, and one in little need of dozens of notaries. Brown paid at least $1,425 to create these teams of notaries, and probably much more. Naturally, every notary Brown added to his squad was black. He sought to obtain financial help for this project from the state Democratic Party, but they refused to participate.

    One of Brown’s notaries was Gwendolyn Spann. Brown trained Spann to harvest absentee ballots, and the Noxubee circuit court clerk armed Spann with rolls of postage stamps to use to mail back completed absentee ballots, presumably paid for by the county’s taxpayers. The circuit clerk’s office also gave Spann regular, real-time lists of voters who had requested absentee ballots by phone. Violating Mississippi law, Brown promised to pay Spann according to the number of absentee ballots she harvested.24

    Carrie Kate Windham, a member of the county Democratic executive committee, was another member of Brown’s notary team. Windham called the circuit clerk and requested absentee ballots be sent to voters who had not requested them. Just as a ballot would arrive in the mailbox, Carrie Kate would knock on the front door. One of the voters for whom Windam requested an absentee ballot was Macon resident Susie Wood. “I don’t know how my name got to be where they could come to the mailbox,” Wood testified in court, unaware that Windham played the role of election day concierge. Wood said she didn’t pick any candidates herself, but instead, “I have Carrie Kate Windham to pick out the best one for me.”

    Wood testified that in every election, Windham visited her house the day the ballot arrived, and Windham voted the ballot for her, her husband, and her daughter. During her testimony, the judge asked Wood, “And every time you voted at home, would anybody bring you the ballot other than Ms. Windham?” Wood responded, “[Unless] it come through the mail, and then Carrie would come over and fill them out.” The judge, perhaps representing the perspective of most of America, asked another question of Wood: “Let me ask you, was there any reason why you couldn’t mark the person’s name if you wanted to?” Wood answered, “No, sir, it wasn’t no reason that I couldn’t.”25

    Carrie Kate Windham also went to the home of Macon residents Nikki Halbert and her mother, Pauline Grissom. When Halbert resisted Windham’s attempt to influence her vote, Windham took their ballots without even putting them in an envelope, as required by law. When later presented a copy of her purported ballot envelope containing her signature, Halbert told a federal court that the signature was not hers. More outlandish, on Halbert’s absentee ballot application, the signature line contained the signed letters “C-A,” which were then scratched out and the name “Nikki Halbert” was signed in the same handwriting.26 Apparently Windham, probably tired from falsifying so many signatures, inadvertently signed her real name.

    Immediately after providing this testimony to the federal court in Jackson, Halbert was targeted by the Brown machine. Brown and Carrie Kate Windham’s sister, co-defendant Dorothy Clanton, loudly discussed Halbert’s testimony outside the courtroom. Brown was heard on the phone saying, “Go get Carrie Kate.” When Halbert returned home the night of her testimony, she was visited by Carrie Kate Windham and Brown confederate Catherine Johnson. Confronting Halbert about her testimony, Windham warned her, “We black people need to stick together.” Windham then instructed Halbert to go back to court “and tell them that you probably didn’t understand what you was being asked.” The two women badgered Halbert for over an hour to get her to change her testimony.27 Halbert did return to federal court, but testified about Johnson and Windham’s efforts to suborn her perjury. To this day, no one has been prosecuted for either the forgeries or the suborning of perjury in federal court.

    Windham visited seventy homes to notarize ballots for the 2003 election—and she was just one member of Ike Brown’s gang of notaries that harvested hundreds of ballots. (Remember, only 5,000 total votes were cast in the election.) On election night, Windham and other notaries were posted inside the precinct polling places where they could quash any complaints about the ballots they had notarized.

    After the roaming notaries mailed back the illegally gathered absentee ballots to the circuit clerk, often with postage stamps provided by the circuit clerk court, the ballots faced one final hurdle—campaign representatives acting as poll observers, who could challenge the ballots’ validity. But the poll observers’ challenges were decided upon by Ike Brown’s trios of poll workers, who outright ignored most challenges. When white poll observers insisted that the law be followed and each challenge be voted on by the poll workers, Democratic Party official Dorothy Clanton yelled back, “Well, today we’re not going by state law. We’re going by my law.” Recognizing the fix was in, white poll observers in that precinct simply stopped making challenges.28

    At one precinct, poll workers ignored the legal requirement to read aloud the names of absentee voters before opening their ballot envelopes. When white poll watchers protested, a uniformed Deputy Sheriff John Clanton shut them down. “Don’t you listen” to them, he instructed the poll workers, exercising a power the law did not provide. “You know what you are supposed to do. You know how you’ve been told to do it. You open those ballots now.”29 As we’ve seen, the re-election of Clanton’s boss, Sheriff Walker, was one of Ike Brown’s primary election day goals.

    At another precinct, Brown himself ordered ballots that were being contested to be fed directly into the optical scanning machine without being ruled on, thus irretrievably mixing potentially illegal votes with legal ones. “Pick up those absentee ballots that are on that table and bring them over here and put them in that machine right now,” he ordered poll workers.30

    A hot argument erupted at still another precinct when Brown illegally refused to allow a white observer for a campaign to be present at every table where absentee ballots were being counted. When Libby Abrams, a poll observer for sheriff candidate Tiny Heard, complained to Brown, Brown’s response could have described what was happening all across the county that night: “This isn’t Mississippi state law you’re dealing with. This is Ike Brown’s law.”31 Eventually a circuit court found that at least thirty-three of the absentee ballot envelopes were defective under state law, including a finding that some of the signatures on the ballot envelopes failed to match the signatures on the absentee ballot applications. Because thirty-three defective absentee ballots would not be enough to reverse the outcome, however, a new election was not ordered.

    Amazingly, all this corruption was still not enough for Brown. The night before the election, he loaded the absentee ballots into the trunk of his car and took them to his house. There, he examined the absentee ballots for defects, placing yellow sticky notes on ballots explaining why poll workers should reject them. This was an act of brazen illegality, since only the poll workers, not Brown, were entitled to examine the ballots. But from inside his home, Brown ordered that certain ballots be discarded because this signature drifted a whisker below a line or that signature failed to cross the sealed flap. All the while, every ballot that Brown condemned was cast by a white voter.32

    Finally, no vote fraud operation would be complete without hundreds of unaccounted for ballots. A review after the 2003 Noxubee primary found that 367 regular paper ballots were unaccounted for at just one precinct in the town of Shuqualak. In Brooksville, 181 ballots were unaccounted for. Tiny Heard, who of course lost the sheriff race to Albert Walker, complained to the circuit court clerk about the circumstances. “This one is sure screwed up,” was the clerk’s only response.33

    Brown’s machinations in 2003 may have been unique in scope, but they were not unprecedented in Noxubee. Voter fraud was so widespread in the county that it had already been the subject of multiple court challenges. One such lawsuit, brought by Macon resident Mary Allsup, involved an election in which Allsup, who is white, faced Earnestine George, who is black, for election commissioner. A black voter named Earline Moore testified that Carrie Kate Windham came as a notary to her house when Moore voted an absentee ballot. Moore told Windham she did not want to vote for Allsup or George, and did not want to vote in that particular contest at all. Windham managed Moore’s ballot as she did Nikki Halbert’s. When the absentee ballot envelope was opened in court, it revealed that a vote had been cast for George despite Moore’s instructions not to vote for either candidate. Enough fraudulent votes were cast that a court ultimately overturned George’s election.34
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    Aside from outright fraud, Ike Brown resorted to intimidation to manufacture the 2003 election outcome. Before the primary, he published the names of 174 voters—all of them white—in the Macon Beacon, the local newspaper. Brown indicated these individuals’ votes would be subject to challenge because, allegedly, they were secret Republican sympathizers. Even if this were true, they would still be legally entitled to vote since the election was an open primary, but the crass move had the intended effect; one woman from the list, Kari Hardy, later said she was too afraid to vote, while another insisted that a male relative accompany her to the polls to guard her personal safety.35

    Brown also targeted white elected officials for smear campaigns, insinuating they were growing marijuana on their property. He took out a newspaper advertisement accusing the last remaining white county supervisor, Eddie Coleman, of perpetuating slavery by engaging in racially discriminatory road paving—even though privately, Brown admitted that Coleman did a better job paving roads than any other supervisor on the board. Eventually, in a dramatic move to get rid of Coleman, Brown engineered the revocation of the supervisors’ authority over road maintenance, so that Coleman could no longer claim credit for well-maintained roads during his re-election campaigns.

    Black residents were not immune to Brown’s thuggish tactics. When state representative Reecy Dickson heard that a black constituent was supporting Tiny Heard for sheriff, Dickson drove to the woman’s house and pounded on the door. The woman, who thought the incumbent black sheriff was weak on crime, answered her door and heard Dickson snap at her, “I just came to tell you that we don’t need a white sheriff in Noxubee County.”36

    Brown undertook a similar act of intimidation against Debra Rice, another black supporter of Heard. When Brown heard Rice was campaigning for Heard, he went to Rice’s home and upbraided her for supporting a white for sheriff. Rice chased Brown off her property, yelling that she “had the right to vote for who the fuck I want to vote for.” She called him later that day and told him, “What you just did when you came to my house, that was wrong, I have my rights to vote for who I want to vote for.”37

    Brown’s allies continued this campaign of racial intimidation during election day. When Aldine Cotton, a black voter, came to vote an absentee ballot in the circuit clerk’s office, Circuit Court Clerk Carl Mickens, a black man who was running for reelection against a white candidate, gave Cotton her ballot. After she voted and gave her ballot envelope to Mickens, he angrily growled at her, “You didn’t vote for me. You voted for the white folks.”38

    Brown, it might be argued, would later become involved in even more outrageous acts of intimidation. In 2005, in an effort to wipe out white representation on the Macon city council, Brown suggested that Kendrick Slaughter, a black police officer and former deputy for the Noxubee County sheriff, falsely claim he lived with his sister to make him eligible to run for the Macon city council. Slaughter wanted to run against a black incumbent and a white challenger in a different race, but Brown warned him he risked “[splitting] the black votes between the black and let the white one win.” Slaughter, however, refused Brown’s entreaties.
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