
    Brown ribbon, its shiny surface spinning, a neon crimson bead the size of an insect eye  

blinking as the sour smell of three-day-old noodles lingers from a slimy sink, rats scuttling, 

roaches doing the 40 and hurdling motels.

     You’re crazy as hell to go into journalism. Go to a shrink. Kill yourself. Go to a pastor. 

Get help. You're going to need it in this global cage of non sequiturs.

     I'm too drunk to catch it. Swan-diving on the insect couch, I check for the spins with 

luck, so coherence keeps me conscious as the answering machine rewinds to the beginning 

of my first message. Have you ever sobered up so quickly you vomited before reaching 

the toilet? It’s a long run - longer than the walk into a baptismal pool.

     Walking in on a live message is always so embarrassing. You feel so very awkward 

for the caller; it's like walking in on someone else's conversation. I feel guilty for hearing it 

late. It's like Daddy said after 60 years without an answering machine; “If you call and I'm 

not here, call back. You'll get me sooner or later.”

     Syrupy Southern drawl. A male, maybe in his 30s. Caucasian. A visceral, instant recall 

of voices in my coral Meandrina reef. I’m starting to feel severely agitated, losing what’s 

left of hangover intoxication. It’s a dark dread, an apprehensive panic that I might 

recognize the voice. The real trepidation is when you cannot for the life of you recognize 

who it is leaving an anonymous message. Cloaked in an invisible hideout, the perp feels 

safe, knowing you don’t know, or at least hoping you won’t discover his address. “Fear is 

the parent of cruelty,” J.A. Froude said. Ever feel like killing your parents? I wasn’t 

frantic yet, but after I called all my crazy friends, I knew he would remain free from my 

alarm here in Mullins, S.C., 100 miles from Cape Fear. 

     “You're dead. You hear me? You're a dead man.”

     Sandra used to always tell me that it's the threats you never get or hear about that one 

should be frightened of. But she never was one to get threats because she never was 

threatening as editor of the Watauga Democrat in Boone, N.C. It’s why I liked her more 

than any other editor - it could be that I work better for women, or maybe it was her 

protective sense. It made sense the first day she told me that, and the second time she 

dredged it out for a rerun, so by the third utterance, the arcane logic of such an editor's 

twisted logic was revolting and totally inconsistent with known fact, the proven blips on 

the cardiac EKG of journalism. I’m 51 today, nearing my 52nd Dec. 16, 2007. I’m the oldest of 

three boys, all Eagle Scouts. I flunked out at Appalachian State after an electrifying bad acid trip. 

I am bi-polar to the 1,000th degree, 250 pounds, six feet, blue eyes, brown hair. I’m not the usual 

journalist you meet on the street, the kind that cowers to power and bosses. I am a hammer 

journalist.
     Ears buzzing, I still hear Butch's voice in my grandmother's yard, daring me.

     “Go ahead, I dare you.” 

     I love dares. Proving your insanity can be uplifting. Dares are hard to explain, 

especially the one born in my home state in 1587, the first yard ape born of English 

parents on Roanoke Island, but Virginia Dare disappeared in 1591 along with the 

members of the Lost Colony Andy Griffith used to recreate in an outdoor drama.

     Butch and I were only five years old, old enough to know how sweet Grandmamma 

Sanford’s magnolia tree's blossoms scented the East Laurinburg lawn, drowning out the 

harsh aroma of musky North Carolina tar down at the railroad track out front. I had a rock 

in my hand. It was perhaps the biggest wasp nest I'd ever see. Gulping, it was impossible 

to mask my fear as I stepped up to the plate, two yards from the humming hive. Don't ever 

dare me.

     “Here goes....nothing,” I yelled, winding back with a fast ball Willie McCovey Stratomatic-

style couldn't hit. Unfortunately, my aim was true, and the rock sank into the soft cardboard 
shell, signaling the Rapture to a few hundred imbecile soldiers who took flight like the 

monkeys from Oz, butts in the air, stingers dripping poison. My grandmother was making 

her Lipton's, heavy on the lemon juice and strong enough to pucker the cheeks, and the 

pressure cooker was whistling over the roast while the pastry, what I called chicken 'n' 

dumplings, boiled in the steam-filled kitchen. There were turnips boiling too. “Pot liquor” 

is what Uncle Norman called it.

     My shrieks quickly persuaded my relatives to run out on the porch with Quicksilver 

feet where the sight of a child's swollen face, ears and throat must have struck the 

Methodist fear of God into their hearts. Bees have always scared me since that day, and 

it's hard to forget the pain, surge of poison and delusional madness that turned me into a 

mush puppet at Grandmamma's. Humming drowned out my shrill shrieks and my family's 

screams as I ran around the yard in circles, my brain and throat swelling. The wasps are 

still buzzing in my head, and the whorehouse is still open to this day five years after that 

horrible phone call.

************

1989

     The sound of sand sifting off your plastic construction helmet in the bowels of a

small 20-foot pit is terrifying. I'm digging with a red-haired co-worker as the boss's

face and sardonic grin is shielded in darkness from the sun's halo above us.

     “It's caving in,” I said. Suddenly a huge wall of large brown dirt clods breaks loose

from the hole's wall above us, and I grab him as the heavy downfall misses us but seals

our steel-toed boots in captivity on the future site of a paper mill.

     “I'VE GOT A BOOK LEFT IN ME! IT'S NOT MY TURN YET!” We celebrated

our freedom from captivity with mega-brews a .22-shot away at the bar in a motel

lounge where there is a “certain smell mixed with bleach and pine-scented cleaner. It's

known up and down the Eastern Seaboard. Everyone's talking about Randy Travis

from Marshville, the local cattle market and a love-obsessed bulldozer operator at the

bar. We're at Trucker's Motel. It's a whorehouse, the most famous brothel on the Eastern 

Seaboard. A group of Lumbee Indians are gambling at one table as to who will collect the 

pot, a mound of cash which will pay for a blowjob.

     “You don't have anything do you?”

     “No! Never have. Those are sexy panties.”


     “You like? It'll be $50. You can have a half-and-half. You look like you had a hard 

day.”

     “It was rough on that bulldozer today. One guy got hit by lightning. We got off early.”


     “I'm going to get you off good. What's under those jeans? Looks like a big package.” 

     Strawberry papers had gone out of style years ago, but Christy was still using them.

     “This is the third time this week. You must be really horny.”

     Wildman was developing a solid crush on this prostitute. Every night at the bar he'd sit, 

Slack-jawed, chin in palm with a Miller at arm's length. All he talked about was this chick 

on breaks. It was her name he was screaming when my apartment door on Parsonage 

Street flew open, his brown hair illuminated by a strange orange backlight, his eyes wide 

and bloodshot. Wildman was a deeply religious fellow. You see, he'd always have a talk 

with the Lord every day. However, on this particular day, we had been rained out, and his 

talk with Lord Calvert had gone south while taking a breather on the sofa during a French 

fry deep oil feast. His apartment was on fire.


     “Christy! Christy!” 

     The bottle almost broke against my door as he shook me, confused and very 

intoxicated, not knowing how to prevent this wooden, two-story 1960s building from 

burning down. The stovetop's greasy blaze was about to light up the cabinets when I 

quickly grabbed his sheets, running water on them, and placing them over the roaring pot. 

Thick black smoke filled the room, as I knocked on doors, and guided him down the 

stairs. I was hocking up black oysters and blowing soot out of my nose for days.

     Wildman's fire today was below his belt, as his imaginary lover unbuckled his pants, 

mouthing her lips against his wet jeans' crotch, giving him a rise.


     “Can you use the warm water and that tin dish? It feels good.”


     “I know you're clean.”

     “It feels good. Can you get on top this time?”

     Christy started out, licking his nipples, his favorite starting point, pulling his white 

cotton jockey briefs, soiled from clay dust, down to his knees, brushing her long hair 

against him on the way down.

     “Mind if I smoke a joint? Don't tell anyone. They'd get mad.”

     “Go right ahead. I don't smoke the stuff. Can we 69?”

     “You're a brave one today. You better pace yourself before tonight with that beer.”

The mirror told the tale as her buttocks jiggled, humping him on the bed's edge as her 

fingernails, painted black with Earnhardt's number 3 emblazoned on them, dug into the 

top sheet.

     “I love you Christy.”

     “Don't say that. No kissing today. I've had a hard week.”

     Her thrusts were slow, teasing, with wiggles on the way down as he grabbed her rear, 

guiding it to his a syncopated pace. He had approximately 42 thrusts on this go round. 

There were exactly 15 left.

     “Can I get on top?”

     “Sure. Who was hit by lightning today?”

     “A supervisor. I'm going to follow him around from now on.”


     “Why?”


     “You know. It never strikes twice.”

     Christy went through the motions running her tongue over her teeth, suggestively, 

cupping her bosoms, twisting her nipples as Wildman bit his lip until it bled.

     “Can you give me a hickey?” Ten strokes left.

     “You sure you're not a cop?”

     Wildman smiled, slapping her on the butt with both hands, enough make them pink.

     “What'd you do that for?”

     “I ain't no cop. I swear! This place will never get busted. It hasn't yet, has it?” 

     “You never know.”

     Five. His pulse was 120, blood pressure steady at 140 over 90. The fluid was building 

at the base as his tensed groin milked and pumped. Grinding, she could see it in his eyes.

     Four. Glazed, his toes tickled her's. He pinched her, grunting. Her breasts were 

glistening with perspiration.

     Three. Now she let it fly, humping fast as she could, feeling him harder inside.

     “I'm not a cop! Are you going to come with me this time?”

     “You can't never be sure!” she yelled, grinning as the radio's reception faded into static. 

     Gurgling, the backed up sewer burped a bubble up into the bathroom's commode.

     Two. While most of the other customers visualized two other hookers joining them 

nude, sucking and caressing at this point, Wildman was fantasizing of wedding bells, a tux, 

his family and the surveying crew as his best men.

     “Give it to me! I want you to come! Shoot it! My pussy's hot!” 

     “Could we go out sometime?”

     “No! Absolutely not! Keep your mind on your cock!”

     His sweaty stomach was trembling, hard with tensed muscles, as he felt her teeth bite 

into his neck, her finger shoved way up into him as he stopped concentrating and went 

limp, letting his genitals go on overdrive by themselves.

     One. On the last thrust, she did what he paid her to do every time, the tip. She hopped 

up off the bed and stood there, fingering herself on his order as he ejaculated on his own, 

groaning and calling for his mother.

     As Christy used her white cotton terrycloth robe to dry him, she licked his Harley tattoo.

     “You sure ain't no cop.” Wildman was sobbing, holding his face in his hands, telling her 

to get the hell out of the room.

**************
     “Thank you suh.”

     That's what Jim Ed Williams of Laurinburg and I used to say to each other when we 

were 14 working in the hot cornfields detassling seed corn stalks. I had a Social Security 

card at 13.

     “You're fired!”

     “Thank you suh!”

     One of us would start it off with that in honor of the way I defied my football coach, 

our boss in the field, during the summers between football seasons. Once I drove a 

detassling machine in a ditch of curdling nasty standing water - on purpose - earning us a 

bonus 30-minute break in the 103-degree 1 p.m. heat.

     “Thank you suh!” we would retort after getting a fake firing order.

     Well, I just got my 112th one today on the Sabbath. Just got called into the editor's 

office and fired for telling the truth which no one owns. Everybody just shares the truth in 

a collaborative effort. Nobody has a franchise on the truth like Col. Sanders does on his 

secret recipe of herbs and spices. It was a solemn session. No histrionics. Just Frank, Bob 

and me in Frank’s office. Bathos. Panther breath on your neck. Frank was my editor at the 

Florence Morning News newspaper. I started my newspaper career at The Appalachian, the 

campus rag in Boone, N.C. at Appalachian State. Then I worked at the Hickory Daily Record for 

a year, writing under a nom de plume of Kid Charlemagne at FOCUS in Hickory. Later I moved 

to the Marion Star after living at the whorehouse for a while. When the paper wouldn’t publish 

articles I wrote about a female murderer, I took my work to the Florence rag.
     In Frank’s office I thought I'd feel noble and happy and proud, but instead I feel depressed, 
embarrassed and semi-high on a six pack. I couldn't help myself. I had to go with it. There was 
no other alternative. I respect no authority because it doesn't respect me. Nobody tells me what to 

do. I suppose I've let everybody down except myself. I'm proud of my work. It's the best 

on the planet, and no one can tell me otherwise. I feel better writing about it. I kept my 

mouth shut.

     “Do you admit that I told you to lay off this story?”

     Silence.

     “Your employment is terminated as of today. Have you got the key to the building on 

you?”

     Reaching in my pocket, I felt the sharp corners of a Bud bottle cap, a few paper 

matchsticks and my key ring. If you can measure a man’s worth by the number of keys on 

his key ring, my worth was sinking, and the key ring would be lighter once I returned 

home and bought an illegal Sunday six-pack at the local package store on my revolving 

credit account.

     I know now how far power extends in this state. It's like I told Peggy Jordan 

our backdoor childhood neighbor during a Sunday night prayer meeting on her family's 

porch. As we held hands in a prayer, we were each to say what we wanted. I said I just 

wanted to make sure that my life touched a lot of people and that I had a positive effect on 

the world.

     What am I going to tell everybody? My parents are going to be so pissed off. Mamma 

will go silent with the Amish treatment Daddy has mastered and talk to me in short 

sessions for several months until I get a job. When I lose a job, my mother usually doesn’t 

talk to me at all or call for a few months, and when we make contact, her demeanor is 

brief, curt. And my girlfriend is going to go ape  . She will become my wife a year and a 

half from this point. I suppose I need to hit the job trail at 7 a.m. tomorrow after I finish 

throwing up vomit all over the white bathroom tiles. I've got to remember to hold my head up 
high in honorable regal splendor and hide my anguished pain. It feels like I've just been naked in 
front of 10,000 laughing citizens. At least I'm not a public figure anymore. It's time to slink back 

into the wormy citizenry of meaningless, powerless orphans of political prowess. Move over 
Rover, let Timmy take over. Somewhere, somebody is on my side. 

     Something supports me in a teeny tiny corner where the cockroaches inch in through 

the sandy piles of dirt, a place where only the worthy, the wise, the brave and the tall 

cower in lonely isolation. All fall down. Every last durn one of them. The heck with every one of 

them, the sorry baby rapers. I don't give a hot crap what anybody says. Sorry 

no-good criminal mothers. I feel like I've beendrilled in the ass. Gorilla head 

monkey mothers. Hardhead, diehard blowhards. Censor me, will you? Well, the heck with 

you! Drill you in the ass, you slimy piece of feces. I don't need your sorry slipshod editing 

skills anymore to mess up my stories and butcher them beyond readability, slandering the 

poor and worshipping the rich Republican powerhogs. Take that, you sorry excuses for 

human flesh, in the balls, and don't ever censor with me again because you'll be sorry. 

Nobody messes with me. I don’t take  crap any more.

     Nobody. There goes my New Year's resolution. I told myself I wouldn't use the Lord's name 
in vain any this year, and I won't anymore, but I had to get that last one out. I won't do it 
anymore - I promise, okay? I seek forgiveness for everything bad I've ever done, and I hope you 
can find it in your big blue heart to say I was right and everybody else was wrong for once in my 
life. Maybe I can get some writing done now. A fresh outlook. No, I'm still depressed. I'll deal 
with this tomorrow. The ultimate procrastination. These humongous balls of mine need a rest and 
a rubdown.
     At first, I was extremely paranoid and lost sleep, having trouble getting to sleep and 

imagining that someone was outside my window or at the front door, or worse, the back 

door. The most frightening reoccurring nightmare I've ever have that I could recall was 

one that started when I was very young. It was when my parents and I were living at 315 

First Street in Laurinburg, a modest wood home with a front porch, back yard and garage. 

This was in 1958 or so when the milkman was still delivering those large-lipped thick 

glass bottles on the front porch full of cold cow juice. The nightmare would begin and end 

at different points as I grew older, but the effect was still chilling each time and 

wrenching.

     I'd be asleep or at home alone or the only one up when a knock would come at the 

front door, which was shielded in reality by an off-white curtain. As I approached the door 

in my pajamas, I could always make out a shadowy figure on the other side. Sometimes 

the wind would be blowing. Others rain pelted the front porch as tree-sized lightning bolts 

cracked, illuminating this mysterious figure. My tiny hand reached out to grasp the door 

knob and unlock it to see who was at the door and answer it. The person is knocking all 

the time. Continuously. It's not loud. It's audible from the living room, a rapping at the 

pane. Then I start getting scared. I'm terrified and frozen as an arresting force captivates 

my spinal cord like a bedsheet's tickling my back in a tender spot or something. I'm frozen. 

I can't move, and I'm standing there like a deer in the headlights. The visitor may be man. 

It could be an old lady, but I could never tell. It always seems inhuman with the half the 

anatomy of a beast.

     Then comes the ghoulish part.

     “Who's there?” I sound off.

     The intruder is not a force of good, but one of dark evil, a messenger of devilish 

power. I can't move as the visitor unmasks his sex by laughing this haunting laugh, a loud 

chortle that reminds me that I'm in a dream because it's not waking anybody else up, and I 

may be the only one hearing it. I awakened many times as a child, perspiring and shaking 

and crawling in bed with my parents as an earache or illness choked my psyche. The 

German measles were rough, according to my mother, and so was the appendicitis and 

earaches.

     The door begins to open very slowly and the illumination of the streetlight floods into 

the room from the front porch, and I still can't move because the figure is black and 

unreadable. The hideous laugh continues as he walks in closer to me. This is about the 

time that I've wet the bed, and I'm praying to the cub god of Celestial Seasonings’ 

Sleepytime to rescue me and save me by allowing me to seize consciousness and awaken 

by biting my lip. He always came close to me, but he never actually touched me that I can 

remember, and I'm glad about that. The dream's end usually came about the time and the 

age when I became a professional wake-up artist, pinching myself, grunting in REM. The 

Dark Avenging Demon never got me, and I stopped allowing him to interfere with my rest 

process at about age 10. But he's still there, and whenever I have a nightmare now and 

there is always a figure behind a window in another dream, I know it's him. He's waiting 

for me, and one night he'll find me like an accused murderess is probably planning to do 

while she's spending her incarceration over the stove cooking chicken bog. Let's go meet 

Miss America. Should I softball it? She's from South Carolina, Aiken, but I'm actually an 

expatriated Tar Heel living in exile here, so we're even.

                                                               *********

1994

     As reporters we're taught that (c) “Public record” includes all books, papers, maps, 

photographs,  cards, tapes, recordings or other documentary materials regardless of  

physical form or characteristics prepared, owned, used, in the possession of, or retained by 

a public body. It's public information.

     The S.C. Code of Laws puts it like this:

     SECTION 16-15-90. Prostitution; lewdness, assignation and prostitution generally. 

It shall be unlawful to: 

(1) Engage in prostitution; 

(2) Aid or abet prostitution knowingly; 

(3) Procure or solicit for the purpose of prostitution; 

(4) Expose indecently the private person for the purpose of prostitution or other indecency; 

(5) Reside in, enter or remain in any place, structure, building, vehicle, trailer or 

conveyance for the purpose of lewdness, assignation or prostitution; 

(6) Keep or set up a house of ill fame, brothel or bawdyhouse; 

(7) Receive any person for purposes of lewdness, assignation or prostitution into any 

vehicle, conveyance, trailer, place, structure or building; 

(8) Permit any person to remain for the purpose of lewdness, assignation or prostitution in 

any vehicle, conveyance, trailer, place, structure or building; 

(9) Direct, take or transport, offer or agree to take or transport or aid or assist in 

transporting any person to any vehicle, conveyance, trailer, place, structure or building or 

to any other person with knowledge or having reasonable cause to believe that the 

purpose of such directing, taking or transporting is prostitution, lewdness or assignation; 

(10) Lease or rent or contract to lease or rent any vehicle, conveyance, trailer, place, 

structure or building or part thereof believing or having reasonable cause to believe that it 

is intended to be used for any of the purposes herein prohibited; or 

(11) Aid, abet, or participate knowingly in the doing of any of the acts herein prohibited. 

     SECTION 16-15-100. Prostitution; further unlawful acts. It shall further be unlawful 

to: 

(1) Procure a female inmate for a house of prostitution; 

(2) Cause, induce, persuade or encourage by promise, threat, violence or by any scheme 

or device a female to become a prostitute or to remain an inmate of a house of 

prostitution; 

(3) Induce, persuade or encourage a female to come into or leave this State for the 

purpose of prostitution or to become an inmate in a house of prostitution; 

(4) Receive or give or agree to receive or give any money or thing of value for procuring 

or attempting to procure any female to become a prostitute or an inmate in a house of 

prostitution; 

(5) Accept or receive knowingly any money or other thing of value without consideration 

from a prostitute; or 

(6) Aid, abet or participate knowingly in the doing of any of the acts herein prohibited. 

     SECTION 16-15-110. Prostitution; violations. 

     Any person violating any provision of Sections 16-15-90 and 16-15-100 must, upon 

conviction, be punished as follows: 

(1) for the first offense, a fine not exceeding two hundred dollars or confinement in prison 

for a period of not more than thirty days; 

(2) for the second offense, a fine not exceeding one thousand dollars or imprisonment for 

not exceeding six months, or both; 

(3) for the third or any subsequent offense, a fine not exceeding three thousand dollars or

imprisonment for not less than one year, or both. Snickering should cease and desist.

     “All of us go a little mad sometimes,” Norman Bates says. POINT, was a small 

alternative rag in Columbia, S.C., and this copy had a Charleston artist's rendering of the 

governor, David Beasley, with two horns on the cover and dressed like a priest, looking 

like the Devil. At the Florence Library this publication caught my eye on the shelf between  

Newsweek and Rolling Stone, misplaced like a Confederate widow in a mosh pit. This 

was where my story would be read. There were stories about gays, politicians, articles that 

regular newspapers would never print, never in a million years. The editor was Brett 

Bursey, a radical jailed for draft evasion and bitter against the government. He got in trouble at 

the airport for protesting Bush. He once told me he was the basis for Jason Elliott in “Beach 
Music” by Conroy. Nobody likes POINT in public in Columbia, but copies go briskly in the 
legislative buildings, and some say the governor’s men snatch them up whenever they hit the 
stands. Not a bad strategy.
     After skimming the entire two years worth from the reference room, I wrote down the 

address and phone number and hit the road. The next time I visited the library I had been 

fired at the Florence Morning News, and on that day I ran into Nicole Gustin. It was very 

embarrassing for me, knowing there would be a report made immediately afterward to the 

newsroom. She was one of the reporters.
     “Oh, hi, Tim. What are you up to these days?”

     When you're out of work, people always fail to look you in the eye, but Nicole was 

after a weather report and there was no way out.

     “Fine. Fine. Sorry I didn't get to say goodbye.”

     Getting up enough nerve to write for POINT was hard, losing the newspaper style. The 

first annoyance during writing is always self-perpetuating - you gotta get up and clean up. 

Washing the dishes usually is a followup after making the bed and do-si-doeing around the 

house until you're sweating and ready to sit back down and begin writing after a buzz.

     Scrubbing the bathroom is a blessed choice in a way; you never flee “blocked” enough 

to tackle that stuff.

     Phone calls, minor disturbances. I always get more writing done when there are at least 

five Southern Bell bills in the dung hopper and silence on the other end of the receiver 

when you pick it up to make the call you can't make.

     When all else fails, go sit on the commode to escape the keyboard. The only way to 

re-group is to hit the refrigerator. Picking one's nose becomes an art form.

     The body is certain to be pimpleless by the time words return. It's the fever - 

temperature time when circuits overload from a session of crank-out writing and all of a 

sudden you're yanked away like a puppeteer with a sneeze.

     Turning on and off the faucet requires energy, BTUs flying like popcorn. Like warming 

up my Comet in Boone during -25 (-135 F wind chill).

      Plots grow like weeds in your mind, choking off active character developments. You 

find yourself sifting through a few new ideas while shutting off all senses, in a drug store, 

on the phone or while on a tangent of some kind.

     The whole process amazingly enough, fends off heightened manic depression, unless 

you imagine no audience at all. A novel is a whore. The readers are johns. Your mind is 

the pimp. The currency is paper. The market is the street.

     It's like falling asleep with contacts in or like Superman having a nightmare and 

toasting his eyelids by accidentally activating his superpower.

     It's serendipity of vitriolic, virulent cross-stitching, when your legs quiver in 

uncomfortable agony from road lag on a long trip, your scrotum performing aerobics in 

your sack. Whether or not you roll the shampoo bottle top on your wrist to open it, or 

screw it off with your teeth, there is some regularity to the doldrums of your miserably 

normal life. There were no victims at My Lai. Have you ever stayed up to watch Johnny 

Carson and felt embarrassed for the guests for whom Doc Severinson and his band had no 

signature or decent introductory music for, cleaning their spit valves and playing a 

nondescript musical that smells of Hollywood indulgence? That's the feeling I get when I 

write. It's the reoccurring nightmare of being naked in class.

     Even though the total combined audience I have ever written for may total into the 

hundreds of thousands or higher, writing for dailies, weeklies and other publications, when 

I sit down and write for myself, that is when I feel the most vulnerable and shy. I'm 

showing off when I write for a newspaper. When I write for myself, I'm more at ease, like 

standing in front of a full mirror, staring at my imperfections, the huge gut and goiter 

deposit of chinflesh.

     Writing in first gear, most of the time is a smash, just sheer consciousness and the spew 

of the self-hypnosis. The problem is remembering what you told yourself the secret 

wake-up word was going to be. Sometimes I wonder if I've ever really awakened after 

getting up from writing. It takes a while for it to wear off. It's difficult to share this type of 

confusion with someone. While the best ride of the amusement park has provoked you to 

use that sixth sense, all fantasy and left-side brain strain closes your eyes while you feel 

like they're still open. Realizing a story line, a thematic story course, as in a geographic 

map, you wake up five hours later in a sweat, red warts on your writing fingers and a 

buildup of gas.

     I like to write in the dead of night - it's sneakier, writing while everyone is out like a 

light, and I'm in complete control, wheeling sans inhibitions and the skeletons. Nobody can 

touch me. No one. Night moves, you move with it like fog off the pavement. You feel like 

you're getting away with something.

     I think of Voltaire, a N.Y. restaurant, the origin of the word “Dixie,” how the myth of 

an apocalypse is such bull crap, how Gustave Flaubert found enough time in the day to 

write, caveat emptor, bluegrass hootnannies, a homily from the 60s, a blithely inhumane 

editor and the fellow on the Gallows Pole in the Led Zeppelin song.

     The crux of the Southern mosaic rests on the forgone conclusion that wheresoever an 

offspring veers astray from the beaten path of disregarding, conservative, WASPy 

progressive high finance, the authoritarian judgment will be to walk the plank - it's always 

the same. Even though you are allergic to a formal public education and break out in hives 

at the mention of a test, especially a mathematical test, you've got to study.

     You've got to go back to school, boy, you hear? Maybe the Air Force or the service 

would straighten you out and give you some direction. Son, you're in a heap of trouble.

If pouring salt into a wound isn't you cup of ginseng, go out the patriotic way, cuz, join 

the U.S. Armed Services. But don't sign up for that there welfare, Jack, I don't care how bad off 
it gets. Too many assholes are walkin' off with Uncle Sam's money and buying Cadillacs. What 
red-blooded American boy hasn't wanted to take a peek at those unreachable, top-secret 
academic records of educational achievement and see just what they've been saying about you 
for the last 12 years? They're off-limits, Jack, at least that's what they tell us. Maybe they tell  

you after you've busted your first cherry or get wounded in military combat maybe or 

something. Southerners deserve real journalism.
***************

      My expose finally appeared in POINT. About halfway through was the cuss-out the 

day everything hit the fan. A reader wrote a letter to the editor, complaining about the 

profanity.

     “Durnit! What is this Talk Back  crap?”

     There was a lump in my throat, the one I always get when I'm on the verge of getting 

fired. I'd been here before. Deja vu. On the chopping block. Swallowing would telegraph 

my weakness.” My managing editor's face was white and pink in splotches, his jowls 

flapping like the mast of a catamaran in a raging nor'easter.  

     All I could do is hold my poker face and amazement. There's a shortness of breath, 

accompanied by constriction of facial muscles, kind of like the feeling I just got phoning in 

the school board election results here in Marion County, South Carolina on deadline to the 

news desk. You know how it feels when somebody is holding your head below water like 

a bully? I was drowning in the office of my managing editor here at the Florence Morning 

News. He had a right to swear, I suppose. You feel better when your face gets red and 

your eyes bug out like a cartoon character with steamwhistle nostrils. To diffuse his 

temporary psychosis, I quietly asked him why he was cursing at me just to assure him that 

a continuation would mean me thrashing him. Nobody cusses me.

     “Durnit, because I want to, that's why!”

     Good enough reason, Skeebo. You skank Roger Ebert lookalike.

     “Let me tell you something. (Long pause) You're off the whorehouse story. I'm 

assigning someone else to it. (He never did of course.) You'll get some credit. But from 

here on you are to make no more telephone calls and ask no more questions concerning it. 

You got it?”


     I got it all right. I wasn't getting fired after all.

     “You know, I'm on the verge of throwing you out of this building.”

     Go ahead, big guy. He was just busting my chops. It was a bluff. He had been leading 

me on the whole time. He had ceased using the Lord's name in vain, thank God. Trying to 

look confident and nonplused under these circumstances was virtually impossible. It's like 

cheating at poker with a blind man. I'd bet my Dollhouse V.I.P. card and my Playboy 

subscription I was getting the Palmetto Runaround. There was something about this story. 

Something nihilistic, dark and absolutely rotten. It was one of those stories that feels like 

you were tugging on a string coming out of a mouse hold and something - or someone - 

was tugging on the other side. I could feel it. There had been not one modicum of 

encouragement from anyone, including the company lawyer, toward my continued 

involvement in this research.

     “I'll take it to the company lawyer and see what he says,” the managing editor said. For 

three weeks he promised to let the lawyer peruse my stories and dissect them for errors or 

problems with litigation. It was crying time in the slaughterhouse.

He never did, so I took a copy down to the attorney's office and had to listen to him 

chuckle.

     “This is libelous in so many ways. I admire your zeal but....”

     “I didn't know I had zeal. Why doesn't anyone want me on this story?”


     “It's a good story, but you've got to see the court records.”

     So I rode to Columbia to the Federal Building and looked it up in the Clerk of Court 

office. My friend and I stopped at the lunch hour at “Twin Peaks, the name of a strip joint 

on Blossom Street in the heart of Gamecock country and the University of South 

Carolina.

     Upon my return and after racking up 200 miles mileage I would later charge the 

company, even though we rode in my friend's car and I was too broke to chip in for 

gasoline, the boss surprised me again.

     “Where are the court documents? Didn't you copy them?”


     He knew good and well there were several hundred pages at two bits a pop. I wasn't 

told to copy them. I wanted to protest to management about my story being killed without 

reigniting my temporarily postponed firing. Of course, they claim the story is theirs, even 

though it was never published. It was my story from Day 1. In the boss's office I stood my 

ground like Custer.

     “I resent being accused of not looking out for this newspaper's best interests,” I told 

him. My head was throbbing like a cam at the Lake View Dirt Track Speedway. 

Hungover as all get-out, I had vomited that morning for the third time in a week, and it 

wasn't even 11 o'clock yet.

     “You know, you can't force us to publish this story. Word is around town you're trying 

to force us to print this.”

     “You can't force someone to print something,” I responded. How could I force 

someone to print something which had already been promised front page coverage? All 

this grief over a small Pee Dee brothel that's already famous up and down the Eastern 

Seaboard with truckers, motorists, preachers and pilgrims alike. There were more 

important issues on the horizon here in South Carolina, I suppose - the Confederate flag 

flying over the Statehouse in Columbia, poker machine gambling, a lottery and handgun 

sales under the Brady Bill. They didn't call the village of “Society Hill” its name for 

nothing, however. It's the best little whorehouse in Marlboro County, S.C., the home of 

Blenheim Ginger Ale, the spicy up-and-coming soft drink that has recently been advertised 

in Forbes and in The New Yorker. This story wouldn't hurt business at Buddy's Truck 

Stop and Motel. It might even help business in the county which was number 10 in AIDS 

cases in 1998, according to the S.C. Department of Health and Environmental Control, up 

from 14th the year before.

     “That's a good story,” my boss would say in 1994.

     This was a 31,000-circulation rag that was about to bid farewell, a fond adieu at that, 

to an article my employer had been complimenting me on. Any 38-year-old journalist who 

gets Associated Press bylines like me knows there's something fishy when your story is 

killed, and management drags its clay feet on its gestation, finally accusing you of tipping 

off the competition on this investigative expose on the world's oldest profession. All I had 

done was to call in the WBTW Channel 13's 5 p.m. call-in line to ask these zoot-suited 

white dudes running for the Democratic gubernatorial nomination about what they think.

     “Caller, please, we haven't got much time.”

     “This is Tim Bullard with the Florence Morning News, and I'm doing an investigative 

article on prostitution in Marlboro County, and I'd like to know what you would do if 

elected to combat this crime in the state of South Carolina?”

     Good question?

     Here sat the top law enforcement officer in the state, Travis Medlock, Charleston's 

“Hugo-Buster” Mayor Dick Riley, some other guy and the suave, debonair Lt. Gov. Nick 

Theodore, the sleek Greek, a shoe-in to take the place of out-going Republican Carroll 

Campbell.

     There were two stories which I had completed, both very long for our paper in any 

shape or form since the editorial powers that be think run-overs are putrid and unnecessary 

in this season of 1994 and that the decision-making machinery behind that logic was 

strictly sacrosanct. A photographer had even been sent to take a color photograph of the 

joint.

     “Man, I saw this lady come out and point with this other guy, so I hauled buggy and 

got back in the car and hit the road,” he said. He was married and about 26, much too 

young to die on the job. His photograph had already been scanned into the computer. It 

had all begun when I began to write a confessional piece on Buddy's Truck Stop, a stucco 

1940s-50s dive between Bennettsville and Society Hill. Rummaging around the former 

metro editor's desk one day, I had stumbled upon a letter from a man. After this man 

learned that someone was doing a story or even remotely interested in the story he had to 

tell, the letters started coming. It was an avalanche of fan mail. He was my “biggest fan.” 

     Getting fan mail stamped “The S.C. Department of Corrections has neither censored 

nor inspected this item therefore the Department does not assume responsibility for its 

contents” isn't something you brag to your friends about. When an inmate in the state 

penal system is writing you more than your family, well, it's like being on the receiving 

end of a funky chain letter. The only bird that can't fly, and here he was becoming a fast 

and furious best friend.

     “Jan. 10, 1994, Ronald F. Jackson, attorney pro se, SCDC No. 173141;F1-B244, 

Route 2, Box 100, McCormick, S.C. 29899.

     “Dear Mr. Bullard, Enclosed is a copy of the state trial transcript of Nov. 15, 1990 

conducted in Marlboro County. If you can read just the first 33 pages and tell me this is 

not a prime example of a Sham Howdy Doody Trial without laughing, I will shut my 

mouth forever!”

     Somebody had tried to shut his mouth recently because after I started communicating 

with this consummate prime time jive jailhouse lawyer, they started shuffling him from 

one prison to another. They had sent him to McCormick to Bennettsville's state prison, 

Evans Correctional Institution. I nearly sent a whole cell block into a riot after visiting 

there once with the Mullins Rotary Club. “Do you provide the prisoners with rubbers?” I 

asked the assistant warden and now current warden. “No.”

     “Tim Bullard,” a local banker said to me aside. “Don't you know any other word for a 

condom like prophylactic or something?”


     From that point on the Rotarians referred to me as “The Condom Kid.” I wrote about 

the question in my article and the warden was chewed out by the prison population about 

me quoting him as saying one cell block was filled with the non-violent offenders and 

homosexuals. Apparently some of the straight inmates didn't think it was too cool for 

somebody to be calling them queer. I was proud to be from Mullins anyway in this 

facility, and when I doubted my ability, I remembered Willie Richardson's rank, smelly 

trailer and his pet Arnold, who is now at Ripley's Believe It Or Not Museum in Myrtle 

Beach. Gifted with multiple sex organs and six legs, the Lord had touched this porcine 

critter, and he was the only pig I ever met who had a lawyer. I still recall his wet, cool 

snout snorting up my trouser leg cuff. I miss him. Died of cancer. Willie's still alive. That 

durned pig could, on command by his owner, who purchased him for only about $10 from 

a farmer who was superstitious, piss in an ashtray just as pretty as one could please and 

fail to spill a drop.

     Sugar Ray Leonard's parents showed me their Faberge egg in Mullins, and his dad, 

Cicero, gave me a gigantic cucumber. There have been garden club meetings, chamber 

grand openings with the “grip-and-grin” shots, an obligatory photo of the mayor and the 

newest business which would close in six months. Cartoon eyes bugging out atop steam 

whistle nostrils, I gasped as two cars sped sideways, coming right at me at Lake View 

Speedway 14 miles away one Friday night. The drivers had fistfights in the pits. Earplugs 

cost two quarters. The parking lot vendor had been snickering before he laughed out loud. 

     “Thanks now, come again,” he said. “HA, HA, HA, HA!” He and his buddy were 

having a huge laugh at my expense. The 50-cent earplugs had telegraphed my naiveté.

     You don't need them after about 30 minutes of ear-tickling thunder. The tickets are 

cheaper than a shower at Shady Pines in Darlington County. Every Friday night 

homegrown mechanics, proletariat dreamers and a multi-millionaire driver from Sumter 

meet to lock horns on this course in spine-rattling Southern rapture.

     Whoever's going to be imbibing sits in a special grandstand section, while the family 

crowd enjoys the action without distraction. There's a temperature-controlled VIP booth 

with a couch and chairs high atop the track.

     A WVC channel rep eyed the action, contemplating sponsorship.

     Behind me sat a smiling young boy, nestled in the cool March night air, between the 

warmth of the jackets of his father and grandpappy. Couples hold hands as diehards slurp 

sodas and wolf down nachos and cheese, hot dogs and pizza. Driver tempers occasionally 

flare in the pits with knock-down, drag-out fisticuffs. There's no guard rail, so when a 

qualifying driver lost it in a curve, he plowed into the field as puffs of dirt shot up over the 

other end of the track.

     There's Bobby Harrelson from Mullins driving Bill Jordan's car. On Saturday nights 

Harrelson racing in Myrtle Beach in the Lambert car. On the back of a pickup truck in the 

infield, a red-haired young boy jumped up and down, going ballistic with electric pride as 

he and his mom hollered to cheer on Gene Horne's charging car. Painted on the car: 

“Yeller, Ain't It?”

     That made me smile the same involuntary grin I display when I get behind a car with 

one of those crown air fresheners in the window.

                                                      *************

     Pity the lost souls of barren lost innocence as they feed upon the red flesh of conquered 

psyches. Mourn them not. For they will rise again the roar over the pestilence of human 

depravity and feeble will, pity them not. They will become forgotten, and lost in the dust 

of time, but until the last gray matter of brain cells die and erase a lifetime of frailty and 

injustice, the spirit of hope will prevail in its absence. From behind the dark shield of 

night's cloak, beyond the kitchen window where a shadow merges, forget the still born 

fear. 

     Feel calm. Do not overload, for this is the ride of your life. Hold on to the panels. 

You'll need to fasten your Seattle and chatter your wisdom teeth like a skeleton in an 

earthquake. Tears fall like laughter in the halls of Bull Street in Columbia where the state 

mental facility is. Fear not the unrecognizable. 

     Trust not the forlorn, nary the seemingly straight. Use that brace of conscious which 

was set forth in your noggin, and stretch it to the rubber bands of infinity, until the rubber 

starts crackling, breaking, tearing, and finally unraveling to the point of rapture.

You're teetering. You're controlled. But the thirst for individual personification and self-

adjustment is overwhelming. 

                                                    **************
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     The paper had been sued for printing words which allegedly defamed the mother, and 

the jury gave her $500,000 in actual damaged and $1.5 million in punitive damages, and 

the trial judge remitted the punitive damage award to $500,000. Dumb ass. The paper 

appealed, and a second trial and appeal ensued.

     “I would have done the same thing,” Sayles said at a staff meeting. We were instructed 

not to discuss the case, and since it was from years back, we didn’t know much about it, 

but here was our managing editor admitting that if it had been him editing the story, he 

wouldn’t have changed anything. They would have done it again.

     Shannon was the daughter, 17, and Shannon was murdered. The day after her corpse 

was discovered, the paper published an article which quoted the young woman’s physician 

as saying this.

     “...there simply was no family support to encourage (Shannon) to continue her 

education.” The day after she was killed, she was defamed.

     The physician told the court that during the interview with the reporter that 

the victim had no financial support, not a lack of family support, to continue her 

education.

     Circumstantial evidence was that the paper didn’t use the usual procedure in the filing 

and editing of this article so the jury could have found no one other than the reporter read 

the entire story pre-publication. I can relate to that. According to the court documents, 

“there was evidence that respondent had encouraged Shannon, a high school drop-out, to 

pursue her G.E.D. in the future.

     A defamation tort lets the plaintiff recover injury to the reputation as the result of the 

defendant’s communication to others about “a false message about the plaintiff,” the court 

reported. Just who is a private citizen? Just because you have been murdered, does that 

make you a public figure since your name is in 72-point headlines on Page 1? If you are a 

reporter, does that make you a public figure, or are you subject to the caprice of a jury or 

the whim of a judge?

                                            *******************
                       One night on a U.S. highway in South Carolina, Fall 1994

     “Free Bird” is the state song in South Carolina, and the shag is the state dance. I've 

now watched four “Friday The 13th” flicks back-to-back on HBO, and now I'm

in the mood to write this. If I stop, I'll never finish it. It's the basic mom-wife-boss

conflict. Taking off the gloves now, my headphones blare Lynyrd Skynyrd “Nothin'

Fancy” and the first track, “Two bodies laying nekkid, creeper think he got nothin' to

lose.”

    Glenn Puit, now a terrific crime reporter with the Las Vegas Review-Journal, is

flooring the gas pedal on my white unpaid 1994 Ford Mercury Tracer as rocks and

asphalt dust spew from our tires in the parking lot of Trucker's Motel in Marlboro

County. Glenn would later bust open the John Doe II story at the Florence Morning

News, which American Journalism Review and “A Current Affair” covered. He could

have gotten in a lot of trouble by coming with me, but he relented after I begged him.

     “Hurry up,” he had said. “There's a guy coming out of the front door.” We grabbed

our beers as we sped away and hustled back to his flooded apartment in Evergreen.

     When FBI Agent Joe Younginer of Florence, the closest cop to James West I've

ever met, busted a Trucker's Motel hooker in Marlboro County, S.C. on July 9, 1989,

she was wanted for running a teen-age prostitution ring at a brothel where girls as

young as 14 worked. She had allegedly fled San Francisco shortly before a March

1988 police raid after a probe that began in May 1987. After “America's Most Wanted”

ran a 10-minute blip, 135 calls were received in Washington, D.C., alerting the crew

that she was at the motel.

     “We got several calls from Washington,” Younginer had told me. “I went up to

Bennettsville on a Sunday night. I didn't identify myself as an FBI agent.” His only

lead was the suspect was blonde, short and was branded with a tattoo of a teddy bear.

When he and another agent entered, he said, there was a lineup and search, but nothing

was uncovered. She was found off-work in a trailer at 2 a.m. “When we got there, she

had a housecoat on. She didn't like me,” recalled Younginer. In the manufactured

mobile home she wasn't alone - there was a shotgun - loaded. I bought my first bottle

of liquor in this county illegally when I was in high school. I called in the first report,

my first week on the job in Florence, of a body found in McColl, S.C. at Pea Bridge. It

turned out to be Michael Jordan's father.

     The editor had been dragging his feet about running the story. I was almost fired for 

mentioning it all in a column, “Reporter's Notebook,” and finally I was told not to ask any 

more questions about it. So when I got the threat, it was reported to the police, and I sent 

the state police a Freedom of Information Act request to see if they'd ever heard of the 

place.

     The fan in our breakroom was caked with brown nicotine mung, and at the table an

editor informed me that anything I wrote, they owned. Slave labor. Our paper had been

sued for $1.5 million in libel from way back, and it was in appeals.

     After the telephone threat, I mailed a story to an alternative rag, POINT, in Columbia, 

S.C. When the article “Pros & Cons” was published in February 1995, I was fired the next 

day for giving company property away. There was no pay for the story.  It was a freebie. 

My follow-up in POINT was “I got fired, and all I got was this lousy T-shirt!” I sent the 

two stories to Gov. David Beasley, a Republican and former Democrat born in Darlington 

County, and the next September the state police busted the joint, arresting four suspects at 

what Glenn wrote was “a well-known truck stop.”

     Editors will rape quotes, erasing what someone actually says and replacing

verbatim transcripts with manufactured gibberish. When the monkey asks you to

rewrite a story, you shuffle a few graphs, strike a few consonants, add a verb or two,

and stir in some rice and add sausage, and you have South Carolina's state dish,

“chicken bog.” “Your story is much better, don't you think?” the editor asks. I have

never made a good editor because I'm not a big enough asshole. Editors are lower than

math teachers on the primordial scale.

     In Dovesville, just over the county line from Marlboro County in Darlington

County, the state police busted Shady Pines on U.S. 52, barely mentioned in my

POINT story, a place the Darlington Fire Chief characterized to me as “the only truck

stop without gas pumps.” Arrested were two woman and a Florence dude. The second

bust at Trucker's Motel netted the ex-mayor of McColl and four others. I found out

when my mother called about a Charlotte Observer story and said, “Is this the story

you got fired over?” My young nephews never have been able to understand why I was

fired. They think it was a bad thing. I reckon it was. The arrest made the USAToday

briefs section. Most journalists are pussy lifers, chained to their desks and IV'd to the

Blue Cross.

     After the whorehouse busts, the voters removed the district solicitor in an election

and the Marlboro County white sheriff with its first black sheriff, a former Highway

Patrolman. Gov. Beasley last year was at a GOP event on Kings Highway in Myrtle 

Beach, where George Washington rode once to what he wrote in his journals was what he

suspected was a tavern in Little River. As two daily reporters finished double-teaming

the governor, I told him aside, “Thanks for helping me on the Trucker's Motel story. I

appreciate it a lot.”

     “I'm surprised somebody hasn't taken a shot at me yet,” Beasley replied. “I know

what you mean,” I said. Word up, Gee.

                     ***************

A barstool at Lucy’s Bar in Florence in December 1994

     “I’m going to send this story to POINT.” I had just bought Ken a drink. He bought my 

next five bourbons. I was always broke before Christmas. Two more Salem Lights left in 

my pack. Pinballs knock, electronic beeps. A drunk is asleep at the end of the bar, his hand 

still grasping a stale draft Bud in a mug. I’ve been here for three hours waiting on Ken to 

finish writing cops and meet me.

     “What’s that?”

     “It’s some rag in Columbia. An alternative. I saw it in the Florence library. It had a 

photo of Beasley dressed as a priest with horns.”

     “That’s attractive.”

     “So what do you think?”

     “I think you’re crazy. You’re gonna get fired. That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever 

heard of. Let it lie. The story’s dead. What else can you do?”

     “I can’t sit on a story. What do you think journalism is all about?”


     “I’m not saying….”

     “What are you in it for?”

     “What are you in it for?”

     “I wanna make a paycheck every week. The insurance is nice.”


     “You’re gonna lose that insurance, and how will you pay for the hospital bills from that 

diverticulitis attack? You were in the hospital, what, a week? How much did that cost?”

     “I’m still getting bills for it. It was in November, just three months ago. Seven grand. 

Cobra is expensive, isn’t it?”

     “Damned right. How are you going to pay for that? You’re not going to get 

unemployment. Unless you can prove it wasn’t your fault. And it’s going to be your fault. 

You won’t be able to blame anybody but yourself.”


     “You have to have principles. I’m not in it all for the money. The  crap pay we get? The 

Ford Credit people are going to be all over my ass. I just bought the car. Damned Ford 

Mercury Tracer, demonstration model. It’s already got 10,000 miles on it, and I’m paying 

17 percent interest.”

     “Damn! How much? What are you going to do for a job? You’re such a fool.”

     “Maybe I won’t get fired. Mike said in the breakroom that the paper owns everything I 

write. What’s the copyright law say?”

     “I don’t know. You better check. Err on the side of chicken crap.”


     “I looked it up. It may be a work-for-hire. Maybe not. I didn’t sign anything when I 

was hired, but I did sign some sheet.”

     “You better check. Read between the lines. The fine print will hang your ass. The 

Associated Press Stylebook covers this in Chapter 10 - subtitled ‘You’re Screwed - Get a 

Lawyer.”

     “Do I have an obligation to tell people the truth? Are we supposed to be a voice for 

those without one?”

     “Hell no. Lie. Cheat. Steal. But never tell the truth. Another beer? Man, this cigarette 

smoke is getting bad. Nobody likes telling the truth. Hell, I don’t think too many folks 

even expect us to relay the truth. Not even Plato’s original truth.”

     “That’s Socrates, I think. What time did you get off? Did you clock out?”

     “Six. Did you see me at that car wreck with Tonyia?”

     “Yeah. Was it a fatality?”

     “Yeah. I hope I pass that evaluation we had today. They’re gunning for me. Getting 

back to the case at hand, what obligation do you feel you have to the readers?”

     “Well, they don’t pay me, but I’m a reader too. I try not to write down to them. I don’t 

condescend, but sometimes you have to stretch to challenge them. I check facts, but I’m 

not a professional fact-checker. It’s gotta be coherent and readable. We’re watchdogs.”

     “Ruff.”

     “We’re supposed to bite people in the ass, the gotcha syndrome. You don’t have any 

credibility when you fold under pressure. Otherwise it’s all frivolous. It’s all about power. 

You have a chance to make a difference.”


     “You’re gonna make a difference all right. I wouldn’t do it. You’re gonna be in the 

unemployment line.”


     “You think so? I would think they’d want somebody who fought the system, who 

broke a story under adverse conditions. Do we have a conscience?”


     “Maybe you do. Sure. But you have to cover your ass. You know that libel suit is 

holding this back.”


     “Yeah, maybe it’s something else though. I’ll never know unless I do it. If somebody 

slipped a folder on your desk with pictures of the mayor naked with a chicken, would you 

use it?”


     “I’d put it on your desk.”

     “Be serious. What if somebody called your place and left a message that like on your 

answering machine? I’m out on a limb. And somebody’s sawing off the limb.”

     “I’d have Caller ID. It could have been somebody you know playing a trick. It wasn’t 

me.”

     “I can’t afford that. The bank’s already calling about my computer loan being late. I’m 

ducking the landlady every day to avoid paying the late rent. It’s only $180 a month, but I 

ain’t got it. Guess I need to stop spending it on this rot-gut. Got a quarter? They have 

some Guns’N’Roses on the jukebox.”

     “You better get a lawyer.”

     “That costs about $500. The company lawyer said the story is libelous. Damned 

Democrat.”

     “It is libelous.”

     “No it’s not. It’s true.”

     “What about Randy Travis?”

     “The owner said he had come in during the cattle sales at the stockyard. Well, we’re 

digging up bones now. Want another shot of Beam?”

     “Sure if you’re buying. Some day we’ll look back on this, and you’ll be laughing at it. 

You’re not happy with the job anyway.”


     “In the staff meeting the other day I asked Bob about the story, and he said nobody 

wanted to know about my personal life. What a jerk! Richard send my story back to him 

from the editorial editor queue. They said not to write about it or talk about it! What the 

heck?”

     “So don’t. Drop it. Get on with it.”

                                                  ***********
   I certainly would have thought the wind would have calmed down by now, and it's 

1:00 a.m. in February 1985.

     Perkinsville has become a breeding ground for my purpose - and that is to create, 

submarining every super-ego characteristic of my Crown-Royaled, Columbianed and 

Watauga Democrated psyche. I'm going to write it, my first novel, and my drink just 

spilled by itself, really...weirderando. Now that I've made this beautiful pre-War page 

suffer enough only three quarters of the way down.

     Watch out - because I am boiling a book-flood, oxygen and all-marvelous.

I now know more - more than when I yelled at the top of my lungs on Blowing Rock 

Road at 2 a.m. on the sidewalk, “I am a writer,” intoxicated and flipping burgers nearby, 

that somehow, what I was doing, who I was feeling and what would end up would be it.

Feeling like I've spit up a ton or so of letters, punctuation marks and words, sentences 

and paragraphs, the release of hectic, relentlessly hard-baked days, answering the 

telephone like it was an itch, has me scared, angry but creative and registering 

predominately positive preconceptions of my Wall Street value.

     Cryptic, cynical messages, rueful synapses of an accumulated encyclopedia of 

meaningful sub-dissection into the frozen frame of society's chopping block seem to 

punctuate the new-found freedom I have experienced since leaving a four-year drudgery 

and stopping or waiting point to the passage of newly “discovered” novelists. I was an alcoholic, 

untreated, raving. I would drink two six packs of Bud a day, maybe a Jim Beam chaser. I bought 

a bag of good pot every two weeks. A joint would last me a day.
     The release is sustaining. Wonderful, religious and taming in a sense.

Hot Sun. A mentor. Hey-yo. Sweet, perfection. Soon publication and ramifications.

The more and more I think about it, the less and less I really feel the need to dedicate a 

book. (The handwriting is really deteriorating now.) I mean, what is attribution? The 

innate, presumably God-given talent of writing is a talent that automatically deserves and 

enlists submission. (I'll get over the shyness.) Ghost it -  crap.

     Somebody's gonna find out.

     You've already learned the quick hard way that moo-lah doesn't, can no way matter 

and won't if everyone takes notice. Their intuitive functions of discrimination and 

imagination are the clue and key.

     I like the start of a book with the sizzling combustion on the end of a firecracker's M-

80s fuse, which, after the touch of a flaming match, burns like the raging fire of a writer's 

pen until it engages a purist blast of communication that cannot be misconceived - or 

misunderstood, however badly presented or edited with gosh-all-mighty, gosh, poor, 

pseudo-deital and reckless penmanship. This as I write during hiatus the post- crapass 

Renaissance period and pre-heartache Melinda passage Feb. 85 in Washington 

Composition Blue Book No. 543. Melinda was my first-cousin, and she died with 

leukemia. I get so sad when I think about the last time I hugged her. She’ll always be with 

me. The pastor said at the funeral that she wanted us all to always remember children like 

the leukemia patients she ministered over at Duke. She told us to remember children.
                                             *********************

1974 - November

     Sniffing the white powder on the third floor of Eggers Dormitory, I sat back in Ron's 

room, dazed and confused. I didn't know there was a lot of heroin in this stuff called “T” 

that was floating around our side of campus near the football stadium, but as sure as 

Bobby Cremins was teaching me basketball in my physical education class, I was screweded 

up at 11 a.m. bound to take my first exam during a cool autumn in English 2020 from Dr. 

Gene Miller, whose theatrical performance I was six years later to critique in the local 

newspaper.

     “Tim, I must be quite honest with you about your academic life back then when you 

were in my class,” he told me once.

     “Oh really? Shoot.”

     “I was quite disturbed with your behavior back then, and I was quite concerned about 

your mental health.”

     Well thanks, Geno. You should have given me an A when the golden, brown, orange 

and amber leaves were falling from the oaks on Grandfather Mountain in 1978, when the 

wind was tearing my cheekbones into fleshy ribbons hiking up President's Drive to your 

most interesting English classes.

     “Day after day, day after day

     We stuck, nor breath nor motion;

     As idle as a painted ship

     Upon a painted ocean.”

     Heroin kills. This T sure was good, but it was wearing off. Poem and poet, let's see... 

“The Rime of the Ancient Mariner/Coleridge. Correct! Now explain what the lines mean 

and comment specifically on the use of the word “painted.” Go to it son.

     “The word painted means the uncertainty of being lost in rescue and the despair of 

escaping the danger of the sea.” No red marks until question five.

     2. In what poem, by what author, are hemlock and wine important commodities? What 

purpose do they serve in the poem? (What purpose indeed? How the hell should I know? 

I've been up partying for four days straight because a good batch of weed and other drugs 

hit the seventh floor.) 

     I write, “In Ode to a Nightingale” by Keats we see hemlock and wine which are used 

to describe the drug-like stupor experienced by the author on the winging of the 

nightingale.” 

     Good show, old boy. Rally on, chum, as Uncle Leon used to call me.

     “The lust of the goat is the county of God.” Good Lord, what kind of questions are 

these? My Uncle Norman would have a fit over this one. Pen & Poet: “Marriage of 

Heaven & Hell”/Blake. Walk on, forsooth.

     Explain what the line means in relation to the poet's philosophy: I go, “As experience is 

the breaker of innocence, lust of the bounty of God in this proverb in which Blake satirizes 

religion and the church.” Gene, what kind of blasphemous literature are you teaching us? 

Just three years ago I was an Eagle Boy Scout doing his Eagle project, cleaning up First 

Baptist Church of Laurinburg and making my parents smile?

     You get five points for the next one. I got a minus-five. “Who is called “Destroyer and 

Preserver” and what is the significance of the two names: my bat. “These are the labels put 

on good and evil by Blake to better symbolize the fight of good and evil and innocence 

and experience.”

     “Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy,

     Even to _______'s chamber, and there hide

     Him in a closet, of such privacy

     That he might see her beauty unespied...”

     Poem and poet: “The Eve of St. Agnes/Keats.” Jolly good. Who was “he?” Porphyro, 

you snit, and here's your summary of the poem from this point forward - “He saw her 

undress. He fixed a feast on a table which was described as a “celebration of the senses.” 

Madeline awakes and realizes her beau is not what she dreamed about, but she makes love 

to him anyway.”

     Boone is full of hippies. It's the “Mile-High City”. I walk to Oak Street where a female 

friend of mine lives, and I knock on the porch door, tapping and looking at passing four-

wheel drives. Suddenly, from out of the kitchen walks one of her roommates without her 

shirt on, in a bra. I continue to knock, yet with a little less intensity. Another kitchen trip 

with a bundle of clothes in her arms, her long black hair streaming down to the small of 

her back, but this time when she returns she is topless and wearing nothing else but socks. 

My knuckles are moving crisp, winter air as my mustache freezes with condensation from 

my nose, my jaw slackened. I could knock no more. Even the sensation of knocking, 

moving my wrist, made me feel like I was at least making a sorry effort, but an effort 

nonetheless.

     If a sexual psychologist was grading my prowess back then, I may not have made a 

“52-57%” like I did on Gene English's English 2020 Exam #1, but it wouldn't have been 

much more pitiful.

     One question about “Michael” by Wordsworth asks me to comment on the meaning of 

a stanza “The length of full seven years, from time to time, He at the building of this 

Sheepfold wrought, And left the work unfinished when he died.”

     I write, “When Michael is left, he is left in despair until he dies. This stanza symbolizes 

the unfinished bond of love between the estranged son and his father.” My father and I 

weren't into telling each other we loved each other at that point, and as much as it was 

costing him to put me through my two-year party in Boone, I would have been amazed if 

there was anything close to the emotion.

     “I set her on my pacing steed

     And nothing else saw all day long,

     For sidelong would she bend and sing

     A faery's song.”

     I got “Ode to A Grecian Urn” right and Keats, but it was minus five again when I 

wrote, “I is the young man in the poem who is chasing her “she,” the young girl. The last 

line injects a mood of the supernatural magic of the girl's appearance and the perpetuality 

of the chase.”

     It reminds me of Alice of the Hermitage and her passionless grave in a small 

churchyard off the coast about 35 miles from Mullins. I walked through this graveyard 

recently and saw how a path had been worn into the ground where people had been 

walking three times around the grave because when you perform this weird task, you're 

supposed to be able to turn around and see her somewhere.

     “A damsel with a dulcimer

     In a vision once I saw:

     It was an Abyssianian maid

     And on her dulcimer she played.”

     Got the poet Blake right at least. “It shows the relationship of experience and 

innocence in a light that the reader can see the troubles of love, mortal and divine, and 

how reality and fantasy are both examples in which man works out his follies.” You can 

only spread  crap so far and so thin before there is the foul stench of bad writing and lies.

     Burns' “To A Mouse” - But Mousie, thou art no thy lane,

     In proving foresight may be vain:

     The best-laid schemes o' mice an' men

     My turn - “The similarities between men and mice go far beyond mere comparison. The 

strife, fear and hard work of the mouse invested in his “house” can be destroyed easily just 

as the schemes of men can.” Boy, you learn about this in journalism like hell.

     Snorts of heroin and several beers and joints later, I'm listening to Lew Soloff, the 

trumpet player from Blood, Sweat & Tears, down at the music building that night.

                                                             ***********

     Summer 1973: Blurred gases rise from the shiny railroad track. Water's pouring down 

my face, and it's 101. I'm halfway between Laurinburg and Wagram on a tamping machine 

with hydraulic arms, leveling the track. It's a loud machine. It was a loud machine. 

Moments before the train struck the tamper I leaped into a bank of briars in a ditch, and 

the black guys on my crew always kidded me that I grabbed my lunch pail before exiting 

the driver's seat. It was a lack of communication. A six-pack later I called my parents at 

the beach and told them. That was one of about 10 occasions when I took our station 

wagon out to Turnpike Road, which meandered into Hoke County near the Fort Bragg 

Reserve and buried the needle. Driving at 100 mph was a rush. Once after shuttling across 

the railroad track on Turnpike Road, I glanced in the rear view window of the station 

wagon and saw what seemed like a solid blur of railroad cars rushing by, and I had to pull 

off the road to catch my breath. It was the closest to death I ever came.

                                                         ***********

     “The Crapalachian” was the name of the April 1 issue of the Appalachian State 

University student newspaper every year. I started hanging out in the paper’s office 

around 1977. My first article was about two guys who cooked at a restaurant.

     The second story was “Good service would suffice: Neon-mania afflicts 321.” When I 

saw it hanging on the bulletin board of the English building’s hallway one day, I realized 

the first rush of pride in seeing your work on display, and it dawned on me what a 

tremendous responsibility it was to write for a newspaper.

     U.S. Highway 321 burrows its way through the south end of Boone and leads directly 

to ASU. Along this road are at least 200 billboards and signs set there for the purpose of 

advertisement. Some are electric, some are neon-lighted and too few are portable.

     Why are such commercial slurs along the roadside necessary? For money and 

competition, most establishments' owners say. Patronization is the number one reason that 

businesses give. Colors, strobes, images and words are supposed to catch the eyes of 

passing drivers to lure them inside. But does it work?

     Food service outlets could advertise more effectively with the compelling odor of food 

rather than a bright sign. Gas stations these days need only display an agreeable octane 

price outside instead of flashing corporate insignia.

     Residents of Boone desire only good service and reasonable prices instead of 

commercial lingo on billboards. Not many people just zip into a building to purchase only 

because the sign outside is “out-of-sight.” Word-of-mouth is the most effective 

advertisement which stems from plain good service.

     The cost of electricity and the construction of most large electric signs is enormous. 

Such signs as the Holiday Inn, Lowe's and Greene's Motel cost companies a good deal of 

money to manufacture. Lights in most electric signs stay on up to 14 hours during the 

winter months at all-night businesses.

     Non-electric signs are an alternative to the neon signs. They are not as much of a 

driving hazard and distraction at night. Also, they do not rob the pleasure of evening 

beauty from the Boone skyline, known for its “mountain moonlight,” in the twilight hours. 

Just go to the top of Howard's Knob one clear night at dusk and you can see what a 

mesmerizing mess the busy twinkling lights on 321 make.

     Alas! Another country setting in its serene mountain cove has succumbed to the 

tempting lure of those city lights. It won't be the first or last time that nature has been 

raped by the greed and relentlessness of man.

     Look around Boone today and view the green matting of trees against the blue sky. 

Look outside as the sun sets. Now look at this next word and think about your response. 

MONEY. Which is more beautiful?

     The average American citizen is in contact with at least 500 commercial 

advertisements every single day. With this amount of psychological manipulation going 

on, there is opportunity for subversion. Don't let someone else manage your mind.”

                                                         ***********

     After three beers, the pain eased somewhat, enough to allow me to sneak in a 

long-distance call to a friend in Room 305 of Eggars Dorm behind Faculty Hill. There was 

a long rope attached to a tree on a mountainside behind the dorm in the woods, and we’d 

party back there and swing like apes. I’d get lonesome at college, even though several 

high school pals had come 200 miles from Laurinburg with me to escape the Piedmont, so 

after college I’d punch up an old friend and treat them to after-midnight conferences to 

reward them for non-compliance in the friendship game. 

     We had drug dealers in our dorm, no more or no less than in the other dorms, and they 

were doing their best to keep our college’s reputation as a chemical refuge protected. One 

guy, Ron Lipe, was a big Grateful Dead fan, probably not the biggest, but in 1974 I had 

never heard much of the band, and the fact that this fellow from Lenior, N.C. 25 miles 

away had a skeleton in his room kept us aware of the band’s influence.

     “Can you feel it yet?”

     “Not yet. Oh...wait a minute....”

     The snort had erased the brown pile of powder in my hand, and a Hardee’s straw had 

never been more helpful. We called it “T,” but there must have been heroin in the chemical 

that made the rounds in the dorms. The feeling immobilized me, making me stumble into 

the hallway wall. I could see how someone would become addicted quickly. The dorm 

rooms were heated by steam, piped in from underground tunnels, and they became quite 

chilly if you kept it as cold as Ron did in his room. A pile of wadded pieces of paper filled 

the trashcan which I spat into, cursing mid-terms.

     “That’s mighty fine stuff.”

     Our rooms smelled of the stench of stiff, hard socks, week-old stained underwear and 

jasmine incense. The RA would pull his hair out when he’d knock on doors at 10, and 

under door was a wet towel. I still sit down to take a shower, and our bathroom shower 

stall would have a row of chairs, which everyone kidded me over. 

     On Thursday, Oct. 26, 1978 in The Appalachian: “Today's apathy contrasts with    

ASTC's energetic spirit of past” was the headline. I wrote about the woman who brought 

me into the world.

     “As the years rush by, change affects everyone and everything. The current changing 

times at ASU left its mark on the lives of two people. One teaches school now, and the 

other still attends classes here. Uniquely enough, they both carry the same name.

Beatrice Sanford Bullard, “Bee,” became an elementary school teacher in Laurinburg, 

N.C. She and her husband Bill reared their oldest child, Tim, and two other sons, Gray and 

Dan. Mrs. Bullard attended Appalachian State Teacher's College where she majored in 

education. She trudged through the grind of student teaching in Gastonia after which she 

returned home to Laurinburg to teach fourth and fifth grade students at Covington Street 

School.

     In the Scotland County School System, she was transferred to North Laurinburg 

School and finally to I. Ellis Johnson School. There, she presently works as an ESEA 

reading instructor.

     In 1949, Miss Sanford enrolled at ASTC at a time when many veterans returned to 

academics after the war. Lifestyles emerged then which were as outrageous as the world's 

fashions. Women wore longer skirts, men sported team sweaters and the administration 

carried a bigger stick.

     Mrs. Bullard reports, “Girls had to be in by 8 p.m. Freshmen could only go to the 

movies once a week only if they had a C average. Women and men had to get permission 

from home to even ride in an automobile. Most of us rode the bus home though.

     If a student provoked enough friction, he or she would probably receive “shipping 

papers.” One could be shipped for drinking, smoking or other serious offenses.

     Mrs. Bullard served as an officer in the Venetian Literary Society which was the only 

real sorority on campus. The Venetians tapped young Christian women for membership. 

She also joined the Future Teachers of America.

     Students received a chance to don those ragged blue jeans as Homecoming week rolled 

around. Excitement brewed all week long as Mrs. Bullard and her classmates worked on 

decorative floats for the parade. The climax of week-long activities was the Homecoming 

dance. The old gym would roar as the high-stepping of shy girls dancing with their dates 

complimented the “jitterbug” beat of the dance band.

     Homecoming festivities at ASU in 1978 seem outrageous in contrast to the fifties' 

celebrations. The generation that holds Tim Bullard in its embrace however calls for 

revelry of contrariety.

     Mrs. Bullard's son, Tim, an English major, wishes to become a journalist.

     “My freshman year probably turned out to be the most exciting and innocent,” he says. 

“America played for the concert at Homecoming and several great parties cropped up. 

(Elvin Bishop was great, plus Gregg Allman. My first concert was Elton John after “Jesus 

Christ Superstar) New friendships flourished during that first Fall spent in Boone which 

were very  memorable.”

     Tim declares, “Apathy has plagued ASU for some time now. Homecoming is not as 

vibrant. Men and women do as they please and do not seem to care as much about 

anything.” Old friends from all parts of the state will make a trek back to old ASU to try 

to rejuvenate feelings from years past.

     Fewer rules regulate moral codes, personal tastes and universal attitudes. Possibly the 

current apathy at ASU on Homecoming weekend drives the caravans of “suitcase 

students” home. “A person experiences the strong spirit of Appalachia at ASU from the 

fall weather, colored leaves and priceless friendships that can never be erased. That kind of 

spirit flows from students of any year, from any alma mater,” Tim says.

     Mrs. Bullard, along with other alumni, will recapture the past this weekend at their 

25th class reunion at ASU. Tim plans to celebrate Homecoming with his girlfriend and old 

cronies after he gets off work. The family will get together, go out and commemorate the 

time-honored reunion at Homecoming. This weekend is a special time for young and old 

to unite and say “thanks for the memories.”

     Hopefully, Homecoming will grow into a memorable season for you also.

     “Hang gliders fly in championship” - The Appalachian, Thursday, Sept. 28, 1978.

     “To fly, one of Man's highest forms of celestial fantasy, has become a reality for 27 

contestants in the 1978 Masters of Hang Gliding Championship at Grandfather Mountain. 

Never has Avery County seen so many featherless aerialists.

     “Since last Thursday, over 3,500 spectators have gathered to witness one of the most 

breathtaking hobbies ever attempted. Hang gliding is a sport marveled at. There is 

definitely something in a person that makes him jump off a cliff three miles high.

     “Hang gliding has been around for a long time. One of the most famous pioneers was a 

German named Otto Lilienthal. Back in the 1800s, he was sure that flight was feasible and 

worthy of trial. In 1896, he fell 100 feet to his death. His pre-flight last words were: 

“There must be sacrifices.”

     “The first N.C. hang gliding death occurred Tuesday on Jockey's Ridge when 33-year-

old James Richard Spencer of Durham crashed into a cliff at Manteo. He was and 

instructor and a friend of John Harriss, the Meet Director of this year's third annual 

festivities.

     “The statistics in hang gliding casualties prove that this risky sport is very dangerous. 

In 1977, over 49 people were killed in glider-related deaths.

     “No one can even go on top of Grandfather with glider equipment without being 

identified as a professional pilot.

     “Upon takeoff from a wood plank platform, the pilot drives into the vast, windy, gulf 

of air. He is, of course, secure in his harness and timed by a clock. The glider and its 

operator streak across the blue background giving the appearance of a bird soaring.

     Limited movement and mechanical devices, however, do not strip the pilot of his total 

freedom of the air. In 1948 Francis Rogallo, with NASA, designed the patented foldable 

wing flyer from which most hang gliders evolved.

     Tom Peghiny, a 22-year-old native of Newton, Mass., is the defending champion of the 

Masters. With nine years of experience, he says, “The Grandfather Mountain Masters 

offers you a great field of the skilled flyers in the world. It's a pretty professional run 

meet.”

     Peghiny and his Sports Sirocco II failed to make the finals.

     Another flyer who missed the finals was 23-year-old Rob Kells from Santa Anna, 

California. Kells said of his first flight here at the Masters, “It went O.K. It's a pretty area 

and I sure don't miss the 107-degree temperatures back home. “The pilots follow a path 

across pylon lines at Cliffside and at the lake dam. The goal is to achieve minimum flight 

time, execute a number of 360 degree turns enroute to the lake and land on an area the 

size of a Frisbee. One flyer got above 2,000 feet after takeoff Monday in a sheer line. 

Another was photographed, of course, landing in the pond. 

     Mark never would make too many changes in my copy at The Appalachian. Then there 

was the time we were in an elevator in the Communications Department building where 

WASU was located, riding with a celebrity who was here for an art department weekend 

with artist Bill Dunlap, who later went to Washington, D.C. Kentucky Gentleman bottle in 

hand, Bill Murray played softball with us the next day.

     “What’s that on your jacket?” he asked me. Mark looked at me puzzled. Murray was 

fiddling with my lapel. As his finger thumped my nose the second time, he acted 

disappointed over my stupidity. He sang a perfect version of  “Star Wars” on the air. Mark 

and I kept the photographs a girl took of us with Murray on the ASU softball field that 

day. I lost mine during my Perksinville eviction, and Mark never could find his.

                                                                  *******

1981

     The grief that you get from living in the South is enough to make you sick.

     Guilt and anger couldn't be smoothed over with as much hospitality any better than 

right down here. The best thing to do would be to move, but I imagined that moving to 

New York would be like starting to go out with a girl that you knew would smother 

you and screw your best friend at first chance.

     The suburban gang I hung out with had ushered me into the outskirts of Laurinburg, 

N.C. in style. This greeting calmed my fears of moving with my family so far away across 

town.

     Midnight prowls were awesome on those sultry summer nights in 1970 as we stalked 

the neighborhoods under the bug-filled street lights. Intelligent input and musical integrity 

were our mottos. We peeped in windows, and one night we pasted candles on a square 

piece of cardboard and attached strings to the corners, tying them to the ends of a 

cellophane bag from One Hour Martinizing. The hot air inflated the bag, and our craft rose 

hundreds of feet into that July air until an orange glow burst in the sky, sending sparkling 

fragments falling halfway to the ground. During the day, I'd spend around four hours 

bashing in my friends' heads at football practice for junior high school and practice 

trombone when I got the chance.

     About the only thing that could boost this 15-year-old's morale besides Latin and math 

homework would be to soak up the Boy Scout meetings, Baptist Church stuff and stiff 

collar functions.

     Getting mature began to suck right after I found out that 15 wasn't the worst age to 

pass through. While I was walking through the smelly junior high hall one day I passed 

Elliot. He played trombone right beside me in our glorious slide section in band.

     “If I don't see you again, Tim, God bless you,” he said as he usually did in his Red 

Skelton mimic.

     My kindergarten buddy Mac called my mamma and daddy's house one night later 

while  I was doing my homework. Mamma had finished teaching school and washing 

supper dishes, and daddy was watching the network news. Mac simply said, “Elliot's 

dead.” I had known Mac since kindergarten, and I just knew he wouldn't like about this. I 

cried for a few and decided then that I'd raise the hell that my friend wouldn't be able to.

     From then on I went through high school playing other people's petty games. I learned 

how to drink like hell and how you're supposed to fornicate.

     Well, durn I did right up until I messed myself into college too. It didn't take two years 

for Appalachian State University to bite my head off, chew it a little and spit me back in a 

whirlwind of computer reports. The only difference in 1974 was that when I went up into 

the N.C. mountains to Boone, the establishment that I hated so much had already stamped 

“FAILURE” on my ticket.

     I did learn how to ski and find out how to do quality drugs at ASU, however. My hall 

buddies and I would truck eight miles through snow and ice in the winter to hustle a beer 

and check out country-rock bands at a pub called P.B. Scott's. English was the only 

department that I could manage to make my A's in, so I stuck with the honors program 

and flunked the  crap out of everything else.

     Behind the dorm one night I camped out by myself on a wooded hill and tripped my ass 

off on a two-way hit of orange microdot. A wolf slyly sneaked up from behind and bit my 

nose as I jumped up in a cold sweat. I reached for my mustache, and my nose was the 

size of a grapefruit. For my first and only tangle with acid I found out that things were 

beginning to get just as weird in my life also.

     Four months later I got the flu, dropped out of school and ended up having to spend 

eight weeks in the Sandhills Mental Health In-Patient Unit in Pinehurst. It was the most 

frightening but entertaining experience I'd had since leaving home for camp for the first 

time.

     Seeing the nation celebrate its 200th birthday from a hospital T.V. room was 

depressing. It was a most educational bicentennial breakdown though; kind of like 

sleeping through Christmas Day. Psychiatry and journalism are two professions that seem 

to bestow a strong dose of pride and a nerve-racking deadline.

     I made some dear friends before I left that womb.

     Working in steamy textile and industrial factories booted enough courage into me to 

move out of my folks' home back to my Blue Ridge base. Wouldn't it feel so good to write 

on my own without a bloody diploma?

     Mark, my editor at the ASU newspaper, gave me enough confidence to break loose. I 

couldn't get a job hitchhiking and with a pierced ear, for sure. Sometimes I wonder what 

kind of beast I have become at 25 by becoming a news reporter at the Boone newspaper.

James Dickey said that a writer's biggest threat is drinking and suicide. I think that 

antiquity and change has threatened me and my generation the most.

     I'm using the pressurized air canister to spray a jet of cold canned air in a successful 

effort at jettisoning the ant on my scrapbook off the table.

**************

1982

     Ernie had just died. Ernie worked at the Watauga Democrat newspaper, and everyone 

would be at his funeral over the weekend - except me. Seven tiny ants crawl out of my 

terminal as I remembered Ernie's everlasting quote to me before he referred me to my 

landlord on Clint Norris Road: “Fly straight, now Tim.” I was late on the rent all the time. 

No overnight pussy.

     Crackling with inter-county and bleedover radio transmissions from beyond the Blue 

Ridge, the scanner on the file cabinet chirped, low on batteries because I had forgotten to 

recharge them the night before. Having plugged the recharging plug into the wrong hole in 

the unit, it just played without recharging and turning off without juice.

     “10-22 that ... (indistinguishable)... off U.S. 321...”

     Barney, the friendly constable, a local police beat cop, stuck his head in to say hello, 

but I ignored him as the office kidded with him.

     “Officer down...prisoners sighted off .... (crackling) meztirbat sinzkinling.... shotgun 

....”

     They had them pinned in. A few days before at the Watauga County Jail two or three 

prisoners had played a trick on a jailer who was overcome in a daring escape from the 

cellblock where they were being held. Two men and a woman had been on the run, 

breaking into mountain retreats, local residences and other lairs to hide from the law.

     “Tell Terry to meet me out there!”

     “Which way ya heading?” Tim asked.

     “I'll be going out 321 toward the Tennessee state line, but I don't know where after 

that.”

     “Remember the scanner! How are you going to cash your....”

     Gunning the Comet, it got the first legal wheel in its illustrious career as a journalism 

buggymobile. On my desk was my notebook and pen, so I turned the radio up full blast 

and rolled the window down as my incisors nibbled on the wood and chips of black chalky 

lead splintered on my tongue in the search for a point.

     Before I reached the summit of U.S. 321 Business at the city limits, the blue lights 

twinkled down the long hill John and I used to coast down on the way back from the bars 

in Blowing Rock, cutting off the motor and seeing how badly we could undercut the last 

record for longest coast toward our place in Vilas. It was the fastest my car had ever taken 

me down this road, which ices up in the winter so badly, traveling from hilltop to 

valleyfloor can sometimes take 30-45 minutes in the intestines of a snow and ice storm.

     “A deputy has been shot in the face,” the female dispatcher said.

     Faces flashed through my mind like a personnel Rolodex. Who was it? Would they 

live?

     Bottoming out was a rush as rhododendrons rushed by in a green stream. At the Vilas 

store one has to slow down to 45 to make the turn safely without jeopardy and the 

incoming N.C. 194 Valle Crucis traffic. The payday loot was about to burn a hole in my 

pocket. I finally abandoned my Comet in Hickory with no bucks to pay for a new 

transmission.

     “E---F” The needle was nudging into the empty letter's space. Sputtering, the car 

backfired, as was its tradition, but it would not sputter again for 50 more hours after it 

was to stop.

     Three miles from the mountainous border, I careened into the other lane in a tough 

turn. Directly above were the cliffs that our geology professor had described as some of 

the oldest rock face in the world.

     Last stop for gas, cigarettes and beer before the line and Mountain City, Tenn., and it 

was a small store, one that did not seem to be the check-cashing type. Gravel smoked as 

the tires locked, and the Ford's rear slid within a foot of the gas pumps.

     “What's your hurry?” the old cashier asked.

     “Manhunt! I need to fill it up, but all I have is my paycheck. Can you cash it?”

     “No way. That's too much for me to handle. We don't cash checks, payroll or personal. 

     What were all the lawmen flying through here for?”

     “It's the escapees from Boone. Say, what if I fill it up and leave my check with you 

signed? I trust you. I can pick it up on the way back.”

     “I suppose so. You work for the Democrat?”

     “Yeah. I'd appreciate it.”

     “Well, I reckon it won't matter too much no how. You want me to tack those 

cigarettes onto it too?”

     “Yeah, thanks, and a six-pack too.”

     Granite chunks tumbled like dice as I floored it back onto the highway had headed to 

the turnoff the highway patrolmen were diverting the squad cars onto.

     “What happened?” I asked the trooper.  Pulling his shades down his nose, he wouldn't 

have noticed a machinegun in the front seat because his expression was one of fear.

     “Down there, about 400 yards, they shot him. He's going to go to Watauga Memorial.”

At 50 miles an hour an EMS van made the intersection's curve without turning over.

     “Get out of here!” he shouted.

“I'm history. Who was it?”

     I slowed down before reaching the barn where dozens of cop cars were purring. The 

next two days were the most exciting days, as close to combat I would ever get.

     Snarfing free Hardee's coffee and donated doughnuts from the cops' command station 

for the next two nights was permissible, a forgivable sin. Around the fire a nearby 

station that night, orange tubes sliced the trunk of a van as flashlights illuminated a 

topographical map several law enforcement officers were studying.

     “This is where they were last seen at this house, where they took an elderly man and \

woman hostage at gunpoint. It's their description all right. They're probably run down by 

now, running on adrenaline, and that's why we need to be very cautious. Look what's 

happened.”

     Blinded for life in one eye, the deputy would survive, but a public discussion over 

deputy pay would ensue among the county employees who could not decide whether the 

wounded cop was at fault for being shot or a hero for giving them an edge in negotiating 

higher pay.

     “Are you with the press?” the state police officer asked me.

     “Oh, that's Bullard.”

     Don't repeat my nickname, not now. He didn't. Some of the local cops kidded me, 

calling me “THC” instead of my initials “TSB” because one guy swore he saw me fire up a 

joint at a traffic light one day.

     “Don't mind me. I'll stay out of your way. What kind of weapons do they have?”


     The officer took off his hat, rubbed his scalp, smearing back a bad hair day from hell. 

“A .22, and maybe a handgun, we don't know. You stay close by now. Don't stray off. 

These are dangerous people.”

     Dangerous people. I'd heard that one before. The most dangerous people are those 

people you don't see. My editor, Sandy, always told me it was preposterous to be paranoid 

over someone getting you when it was absolutely every time that you would never see 

what hit you.


     Just then, I grabbed my left pants belt loop, twisting the volume up, the squelch back 

and forth. The batteries were dying faster than a fart in a tornado. And there he was. 

Slowing pulling into the small parking lot was our excellent photographer Terry, complete 

with his extensive photography gear and Jehovah's Witness wit. It had been the most 

embarrassing moment of my life, worse than the dreams about being naked in class, when 

while in mid-interview at The Green Park Inn in Blowing Rock Terry had asked my 

musical subject a question that was as out of line as asking the Queen of England for a 

temporary loan.

     I hate anybody with electric windows. A baseball cap was the first image from behind 

his truck's door as a big smile told me he was as hot for the hunt as I was.

     “Got your new lens with you?”

     “Of course.” Terry was empirically proud. He was glad I asked.

     “Where are they now?”

     Lighting up cigarette number 21 out of 268, I stomped out the one I lighted it with.


     “Chain smoking. That's do it.”

     “Shut hell up, man. I don't need that this soon into this thing. Harold told me they fired 

near this barn over there across the road and headed up a dirt road into a field. The  field 

is surrounded by these two big hills.”

     Terry knew that when I cursed around him, it was time to get serious.

     “What time was that?”

     “About 4:45. Have you got 10:30?”

     “Ten-four.”

     Terry loved the police vernacular like we all did. The biggest way to show off as a 

reporter is to let as many citizens as possible know that you have committed to memory 

every police code known to modern Scotland Yard usage.

     “You gonna park that heap of junk?”

     “It ran hot on me coming out of Boone. I had to stop and cash my check and fill it up 

with water.”

     “You need to trade that thing or sell it like I've been telling you....”

     “Are you going to bust me all night long? I'm glad you finally showed up. How's 

everybody about Ernie and everything?”

     “Okay, I think. Everybody chipped in to buy him some flowers.”

     I was always the person asked an office to pitch in and never had the money. I was a 

comptroller's worst nightmare. Without fail the day before payday there would be a knock 

on the door, faint, like the one no one ever hears when someone is buried alive. “Can I 

borrow a few dollars from this week's check? My loan payment's coming up, and I've 

gotten a little behind.”


     “If you'd just quit buying that Perrier water, and cut back on beer and pot, you might 

have some money,” John would tell me.

     The accountants humor you, thinking they might get into heaven a little sooner and for 

a little bit longer stay, until it gets to be a weekly occurrence, more dreaded than a visit 

from a Jehovah's Witness during a Super Bowl Party.

     “How much did you pitch in?” Terry asked.

     “Well, ah, you know, I'll owe 'em some on Monday or something.”

     We drove in his vehicle up the small dirt road, weaving in and out, stopping and doing 

U-turns, until Johnny Law decided to follow up one lead around 11:30 after dozens of 

false starts.

     “Shouldn't we be wearing flak jackets, Terry?”


     “Nah, with that gut of yours, you don't have anything to worry about,” the short, blond 

shutterbug said, loading a roll of 400.

     “You got black and white? Hold on to the color. It doesn't matter if you have Tri-X or 

some cheap stuff, just as long as you're there for the final moment of glory.”

     “Really think there's going to be a moment of glory?”

     At that moment as cops returned from the woods, flashlights illuminating the trees, 

there were one, two, three, four, five, six eyeballs less than a click away, snapping 

mindshots of their own.

     [Six months later:]

     “Yeah, we were there man. We could see you the whole time.”

     Wheeler, the leader, was in a very thick cell in the new part of the courthouse behind 

the courtroom. Awaiting proceedings waged against him, including kidnapping, assault, 

jail escape, and assault with intent to kill a law enforcement officer, Wheeler's curly hair 

were lighter than his dark eyebrows and hardened, chiseled jaw. He could beat my ass. 

But, alas, I was outside the cell, and he wasn't even mad at me.

     What do you ask a guy like this?

     “What makes you mad?” I asked, as the jingling keys signaled me the jailers were 

unlocking the gray hallway door.

     His reply was the only occasion in which on the front page of the Watauga Democrat 

was a word that you never hear in Sunday School. Your aunt Floosie will never say it in 

her lifetime. It's a verb, a noun, according to how you splay it, and whoever is listening to 

you when you utilize it, is ultimately listening as closely as one can after it is unleashed.

     “You mess with me, and I'll hurt you,” Wheeler said, unflinching, ready for the next 

question which would never come. His partner had just asked me in an interview for me to 

bring him something from his sister, who would discreetly pass it to me so I could hand it 

to him in an interview, a bag of marijuana. “Yeah, sure, right! You know I can't do that. 

You're from Black Mountain, huh?” He was from the home of Sammy Stewart, 

Baltimore's pitcher. Crickets crossed legs outside, owls hooting and twigs snapping from 

critters.

     “What type of faith do you turn to when life gets hairy like this, Tim Bullard?”


     “Terry, durnit, if I've told you once, I've told you a dozen times, I don't want to 

hear this  crap.”

     “Do you believe in God?”

     “Man, if you don't can it, I'm going to shove that Nikon up your damning ass.”

     “You shouldn't cuss so much. You can't go anywhere.”

     He was correct. He had me. A captive audience. I'd feel safer with the escaped 

prisoners on the lamb. Hitler must have lived on a street with these folks.

     “Tell me Terry, just how many folks get into heaven, what did you say? About 421 or 

so?”

     “Don't make fun of my religion if you don't have one yourself. You're a Baptist, right?”


     “I was raised Southern Baptist, yeah, you know that. Turn the radio on or something.”

     “Crack that window some. If you're going to smoke, you know you need to go 

outside, don't you?”

     “I need to take a leak anyway.”

     Arlo Guthrie was still smiling at me through those long silver locks as he looked at me 

in the lobby of The Green Park Inn. Terry was taking his picture as I asked the son of the 

author of “This Land is Your Land” about the disease that threatened his life every time he 

went to the doctor and the photovoltaic cells he was using on his farm to created 

electricity.

     “Arlo,” Terry asked. “I've been a big fan of yours for years....”

     “Well, thank you.”

     “And I brought this old songbook I've been holding onto for years, and I was hoping 

you would....”

     “Sign it?”

     As I held my pen like a dagger, poking it into the same indention in the notepad paper, 

Terry pulled out what I had no idea he would pull out. I couldn't believe it. It was like the 

tidal wave seen I'd seen in “Krakatoa, East of Java” on the first driving date of my life. 

     Getting a word out of my mouth edgewise was harder than pulling a rabbit out of my 

anus. Terry, don't do it. For God's sakes, please. It was too late, much too late to stop 

him.

     “Arlo, I'd like to give you as a token of my appreciation for your music.”

     Guthrie accepted the copy of The Watchtower with as much grace, style and cool as 

I've ever seen someone accept this bizarro booklet of madness.

     “Thank you.”

     After I told the boss, Terry got an earful, and I never had to listen to him spew out his 

religious garbage again.

     “You know, their eyes are like candles out there, Terry.”

     Terry had won a lot of N.C. Press Association Awards, and his plaques were gathering 

dust just like hundreds of others across newsrooms, but he had a golden eye. Whatever 

happened between the milliseconds it took for Wheeler and his gang to make an image 

from the clusters of wildlife on that border mountainside when the fuzz flushed them out 

to the moment the connection between his mind's eye and his iris to the reflex from his 

fingerprint's depression to the splash of developer and the cleansing washwave of fixer, he 

was one of the best photographers I've ever met.

     Cracking the metal ring around a tall 16-ounce Bull, I knelt behind the tire of my car 

and guzzled the brew like it was the last one I'd ever suck. There was had been a 

commotion off U.S. 321 in that our last hour of retrieval after missing Ernie's funeral and 

contemplating death and journalistic redemption and honor. The cops were motioning. 

Crumpling up the aluminum can, I littered and ran, backup trunk notebook stuffed against 

the top of my fanny. A gathering of about 14 cops was somber with no sound effects, with 

the scanners turned off, until the rattling and metallurgic throat-clearing was intermittently 

finished. It could be a bloodbath the way they were loading ammo.

     Disarmed or unarmed, the prisoners made their way, hands behind their heads, from the 

hill, looking like Methuselah, beatniks, bleeding, black, blue, smudged, smelling of smoke, 

and wearing the looks of doomed cattle rustlers.

     “You missed it,” Terry told me.

     He had to rub it in.

     Before hitting the sack like an asteroid, I went to John's new apartment above the 

Sheriff's Department and the jail, where we used to always convene at lunch for a buzz, 

and told him the entire tale in five minutes, his attention span. Sleep was new to me. It was 

a stranger. I hugged that pillow that day at the time of the day working stiffs start 

drinking, and didn't let go for a long time, drooling like a lost, forsaken coon hunt lab.

                                                                 **********

     “I want to speaka with Teem Boolard.” The accent was foreign. I picked up the phone.

     “This is him.”

     “Wanta see all your article on Boone Mall.” He was mad about a story I did which he 

felt misrepresented the identity of a client of Charlie Whipple, who I see is still an attorney 

in Boone. He must be doing pretty well after that trial, the one that captured the attention 

of the entire state. I didn’t sleep much after that call. Don’t you abhor it when you get a 

hang-up, and it sounds like somebody’s on the line? You pull the blinds, lock the door and 

check the closets.

     A sparrow’s beak hammered at an acorn in the floodplain basin near the Holiday Inn on 

U.S. 321. As its head darted from side to side, it felt the tremor shake the twig it was 

standing on before its wings parted, grabbing desperately for enough air to warrant a 

quick climb into the morning air of July. Freedom is the best thing to happen to anyone. 

The year was 1981 - the morning, July 20th. I had drank a 12-pack and it was pitch black 

dark in my bedroom off Clint Norris Road. I had cut the scanner off, but when I got into 

work, the aftermath of the explosion gave me a destination - the brand new Boone Mall.

     At 11 a.m. Tuesday, Nov. 24, 1981, the jury finally got it chance. It took about four 

hours of jury discussion for everyone in that Watauga County Superior Court courtroom 

for a verdict. At 4:33 p.m. the verdict was announced to the court. Judge Ronald Howell 

warned everyone to be cool, but a defense witness lost his inner strength and began to 

applaud, which won him 30 days. He had told the court that Christina Altice had sent him 

letters and had said she had been promised a deal with the police.

     Chief Tester was mad as hell in his office as I interviewed him. It was a big difference 

from the first time we had met, and they ran a check on me, finding out I was one of 18 

Tim Bullards in the United States. I certainly hope I was the best looking and smartest. 

That first encounter was one of the funniest moments in my life. I just learned in a chat 

room with a Boone cop that Chief Tester passed on.

     “Who is this new reporter?” Clyde asked as other officers filed in his office. I 

volunteered to take part in a search demonstration and practice with the law where I was 

given a gun and allowed to hide out as they doused the lights. One cop grabbed me before 

I shot at him, and I’ll never forget the sharp, painful cuts of steel on my wrists.

     “He’s with the Democrat, Chief?”

     A Navy veteran, the crusty chief turned out to be a friendly fellow, a good source and a 

cigarette-smoking comedian. As he rose from his squeaky chair, and I swallowed hard, 

feeling the serious stares of the policemen, I jiggled the keys in my pockets and widened 

my stance as the Chief stopped at the first guy next to his desk, seated. At that particular 

moment, as the guys were laying out the classified section with wax two offices down, the 

Police Chief turned his back to the seated cop, stuck his ass out just a little and ripped out 

the loudest, longest treble note ever pooted on the fart scale. The entire room 

disintegrated into loud, raucous, chortling laughter as both cops waved the air. I had been 

indoctrinated. 

     I must have passed the test.

     “What do you think of the jury’s verdict, Chief?” I asked him.

     Stripping the red ribbon from the pack’s top, he tapped two cigarettes out as his lips 

snatched one for a blaze.

     “I tell you what, Tim. Give me a minute. I don’t want to say the wrong thing. I wish 

you could print what I wanted to say.” His wrinkled forehead translated his feelings for 

me.

     “We’ll have the type of crime in the city that the people will allow. We have to depend 

on the citizens to support us in court and our everyday work.” He was pissed off.

     “If the same thing occurred today, I would not do anything different. We’d do exactly 

the same thing. It’s our job to take it to court, and it is the jury’s job to find them guilty or 

not guilty. I feel like this crime was solved.”

     Long after the ground quaked, shaking windows and skipping heartbeats for blocks, 

the investigation by the U.S. Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms, the N.C. State 

Bureau of Investigation (SBI) and local law enforcement agencies had been completed.

     “We have no apology to anyone,” Assistant District Attorney Tom Rusher told me. 

“We were pleased with the presentation of the prosecution.”

     Tom’s courtroom demeanor was always somber, but tough when he wanted to be. He 

used books and papers as props like an actor. But when it came to his final summations, it 

was Katie bar the door. Tom would morph into a Bible-pounding Southern minister, 

singing the lyrical legal words, igniting something emotional within the breasts of Joe 

Juror. Some jurors are smart; some are dumb as the day is long. Tom knew how not to 

offend either side.

     “I would like to say that it occurred to me that the police department gave as good an 

investigation as I’ve ever seen,” Rusher said.

     It was seven hours after the sparrow took off for Florida that Hakaj was arrested. They 

cuffed him at his home which was not too far from the home of Doc Watson out in Deep 

Gap. The origin of the word “hillbilly” officially has its origin close to here. Hakaj had 

married an American girl from the Volunteer state. His bond was set at $100,000 by Judge 

Alexander Lyerly on July 23, and he had been released on $40,000 bond, but he was 

arrested Sept. 2 when his bond was jacked to 100 large Sept. 2.

     His lawyer, Whittle, said that the not guilty verdict was due to “the fact” that the 

testimony by Gjoni Bardh and Mrs. Altice was “totally incredible.” Bardh’s fate would 

later be as bloody corpse in a Holiday Inn room in Nyack, N.Y.

     “Look at this! Does this look like I like marijuana?” Bardh exclaimed in the courtroom, 

standing and pulling up his shirt to reveal scar tissue from the burns he sustained from a 

flash explosion ignited from what he said was a fire started accidentally from the lighter he 

used to fire up a reefer. Bardh ended up in a New York City hospital. Bob Kennedy and 

L.D. Hagaman Jr. from the Boone Police went up to New York to investigate. Bardh was 

from Yugoslavia, having come to the land of plenty of wiseguys in October 1969. He 

looked like a Russian spy with a thick handlebar mustache, kinda Gene Shalit look. They 

shipped him here from Riker’s Island where they had him on charges in New York.

     “I was to burn the place,” he testified. Federal, state and local officers were posted at 

the doors coming into and out of the Watauga County Courthouse courtroom when Bardh 

spilled the beans. Christine Louise Harrison Altice, 18, of Spring Grove, Pa., was charged 

with being an accessory with Bardh who had said under sworn testimony that he planned 

to marry her around Thanksgiving. He always referred to her as his wife in the trial.

The night of the blast: Altice takes him to Hakaj’s restaurant at 10 p.m. for business, he 

said, and that the couple had played pool for two hours and sent to a waffle house before 

the meeting.

     11 p.m.: Bardh says he entered the restaurant by himself. The back entrance had been 

open, he claimed, and he smelled gasoline near a dumpster outside. Waiting for his 

acquaintance, Hakaj, Bardh said that he discovered a red cigarette lighter in the back 

hallway which connected to the restaurant through its back door. It was the ultimate joint. 

Bardh used the lighter to try to light the joint and suddenly the hall lights went out, and 

the explosion took place. The Albanian high-tailed it, burned badly, out of the hallway and 

outside the mall, he spotted a policeman.

     Stripping off his clothes, the burned man ran to meet Altice at an eating establishment 

nearby, their meeting place. It was on to Richland, Va. for two days, according to Bardh.

     “Christine took me to New York,” Bardh told the court. It was at and Jacobi Hospital 

and Central Park Hospital in the Bronx that he received treatment. A wallet police found 

outside the mall had a $100 bill in it which Bardh said Hakaj had given to him for travel 

expenses.

     Bardh, 34, of Washington Avenue, Hanover, Pa., had also told the jury that Hakaj had 

promised him $50,000 from $225,000 in insurance funds after they blew up the mall into 

smithereens. Bardh had been a fugitive from N.Y. justice since 1978. He was also facing 

assault and attempted murder charged in the Big Apple. In 1977 two Albanian brothers 

had been wounded in the incident.

     “What’s up Barney?”

     Officer Barney of the Boone Police Department had his hands on his hips as I stepped 

over rocks, rubble and debris. Barney usually gave out parking tickets on Main Street, 

known as King Street. The drug store has mountain herbs

     “What in the hell happened?”

     The blast had severely damaged nearby stores and destroyed the Italian Village pizza 

parlor. Stores were temporarily closed for a while, including Kinney Shoes, the Chocolate 

Factory, the China Clipper, the Lettuce Leaf and Take Ten arcade.

     Cops were saying they had found an “undefinable flammable liquid.” Roma oil cans 

had traces of gasoline.

     Hakaj was 25, and he was the owner and manager of Italian Village. Charges included 

malicious damage of occupied property by use of explosive or incendiary device. The 

architect was J.T. Pegram Architects of Statesville, and I interviewed Mr. Pegram here in 

Myrtle Beach not too long ago, revisiting the scene.

     They had checked out T-beams, walls and steel work to find out if there was any 

crippling structural damage.

     But right slap dab in the middle of the mess came John Downey, a reporter for the 

Winston-Salem Journal. John wrote a blistering investigative piece, linking Bardh to the 

mob. Pennsylvania lost a lot with the restructuring which eliminated the Pennsylvania 

Crime Commission. That was John’s source for linking Bardh to the Gambino and 

Columbo crime families. It was one of the best stories I’ve ever seen written.

     There had been dough stuck to the sprinklers in the restaurant. Hakaj had reportedly 

received an eviction notice from the mall’s owner, William Barnett, owner of Boone Mall 

Ltd. through Barnett Real Properties shortly before the blast. Hakaj had skimped on the 

rent since July 21, and a supply company in Bristol, Tenn. was claiming payment for 

$15,809.04 in furnishings. Repossession was around the corner.

     A real estate agent visited Hakaj’s home Aug. 2 and discovered the front door was 

unlocked and standing open with a notice from Blue Ridge Electric Membership Corp 

noting a disconnection notice. The Realtor said he found a .38-caliber handgun inside, 

wrapped in white plastic, restaurant food cans and an exhaust hood.

     “Freedom is the best thing to happen to anyone,” Hakaj told me outside the courtroom 

with his wife, Joyce. Sure is. Federal authorities in Roanoke finally prosecuted him.

                                                      **************

     15 years later.....

      A cold shiver races from the crack of my fanny to the hair on my neck as gooseflesh 

beats the rush of adrenaline to my brain. The architect I’m interviewing at his office in 

Myrtle Beach is telling me about his past, his profession and the famous architects he 

admires. When he mentioned he designed the Boone Mall, I remembered the name, and I 

placed my pen slowly down on the table, rolling it with my index finger and stroking my 

beard.

     His favorite food was seafood now, and he was attending First Presbyterian Church, 

having traveled to Alaska, Bermuda and Savannah for fun. He was currently reading “The 

Winner” by David Baldacci and some works by John Grisham.

     With all Governor Beasley’s talk about the Mafia being involved with the video poker 

industry and the Democrats raising hell about being compared to organized crime for the 

political donations being made by the industry to the party, it was a prime opportunity to 

show Myrtle Beach how the mob can move into a tourist community almost without 

detection.

     In Boone nobody could believe it when the N.C. State Bureau of Investigation and 

ATF experts testified, hinting the Mafia was behind the bombing of the Boone Mall 

architect Tom Pegram built in the pastoral shadow of Howard's Knob in Boone, N.C. in 

1982. For God’s sake, you don’t stick pizza dough on the sprinklers of a restaurant that is 

about to blow up.

     J.T. “Tom” Pegram, president of Pegram Associates Inc. in Myrtle Beach attended the 

long trial of Albanian Mike Hakanjin (Hakaj) as Solicitor Tom Rusher took on the 

Columbo and Gambino crime families in Watauga County Superior Court. Pegram became 

interested when I told him I had covered the trial. Later I’d bring him my yellowed clips to 

show him. It was in that trial that Rusher showed off his extremely resourceful ability to 

imitate a Southern Baptist preacher, invoking fear and guilt upon a jury. Hakaj was the 

owner of Italian Village there and was charged with hiring Bardh to blow up the mall for 

insurance purposes.

     “I testified in the trial,” said Pegram in his conference room.

     Boone Police detectives and Pegram were stunned when Hakaj was acquitted at his 

first trial when an Appalachian State University professor shepherded the jury to a 

surprising acquittal after SBI agents thought they sealed the case. Police Chief Clyde 

Tester was angry at the verdict.

     “I couldn't believe it,” said Pegram. “I remember I got a call that morning from the 

owner that they had an explosion up there. I thought something had been wrong with the 

building. He said, “Oh, Lord no. Somebody set off something in there. It blew out a wall.”

Smoke was still rising from the rubble the morning after gasoline-filled Roma olive oil 

cartons exploded, creating a cavern in the mall Pegram had built near Watauga High, 

which Pegram also built in 1965. The morning air was chilly.

     Pegram was in the courtroom the day suspected arsonist-conspirator Gjoni Bardh 

dramatically stood in court, pulling up his shirt to reveal scar tissue he said he sustained 

after accidentally causing the gas fumes to ignite by lighting a marijuana cigarette.

     “The guy who owned it, who had the Mafia connection, the SBI guy said they had 

tracked his record. They had a list of things that he had been accused of. Never had a 

conviction.”

     When Pegram moved to Myrtle Beach in 1986, his firm grew annually, and it was 

highlighted Sept. 8, 1997 in “Profiles,” a bi-monthly feature of Construction Media Data 

Inc. The publication's pie charts inaccurately portray the Horry County percentage of 

Carolina hospitality construction at just five percent. That figure is very low, considering 

that many projects here are not bid out, so they are not reported.

     At 67, Pegram has had an exciting life from his days in the military to the company 

which he began in Iredell County, birthplace of the Union Grove Bluegrass Festival and a 

hot air balloon company and rally.

     “It was a real nice small town. My dad was a traveling salesman,” he said.

     In the summer of 1949 he was a lifeguard in North Myrtle Beach.

     “The room I stayed in was a little house behind The Pad. It was kind of hard to go to 

sleep at night because of all the music.” The lifeguards would swim out to sober up in the 

mornings, he said.

     A graduate of Georgia Tech, he had wanted to attend N.C. State University in Raleigh, 

but the year he graduated as a senior, NSCU architecture school seniors were quitting 

after a new dean was hired.

     When he was a senior at Georgia Tech, he was chairman of the student concert and 

lecture committee for the university and invited Frank Lloyd Wright along with Walter 

Gropius, Marcel Breuer and Richard Neutra, the top architects of the world.

    “I met my wife (Norma) on a date down there when she was working for TIME/LIFE. I 

dated her through college. I finished college and turned down a commission with the 

ROTC. The Korean War was over.”

     Pegram was drafted and served two years, living in Germany where his oldest daughter 

was born in an old Nazi officer's hospital. He was a private. “I was in counterintelligence. I 

guess everybody says that is an oxymoron. It was fun. I ran a top-secret office in 

Germany, a crypto machine. You had to wear a .45 and shoot anybody who came in the 

room who wasn't licensed for it.”

     Ask him about the story of the general and smuggling; or the refugee camp infiltration 

by plants and the fellow who fell out a second floor window. Pegram learned typing, 

knife-fighting, judo, karate and safecracking.

     The only lock-picking he ever did was after his father died. He had to move from his 

residence. “The Army had lost Norma's passport,” he recalled. “I figured if the Army lost 

it, it's payback time. I went to the office late one night. Everything there was top-secret.” 

He told the guard he had not seen him.

     “He said, yeah, you're right,” he said. “So I went down the hall to the colonel's office 

and picked the lock on his door, and we had to pick the lock on his desk.” Pegram said he 

forged the rank of lieutenant and checked in at the Army hotel for officers, overstaying the 

one week limit by two weeks.

     “We hid behind the column at dinner. The enlisted man at the desk said, 'I don't know 

what you're doing here, but you need to get out of here. It was a hoot.”

     Pegram and Jack Adams began the company in Statesville, N.C, Pegram's home. Evans 

left for Morehead City, and Pegram stayed on until 1987 when he closed his office to 

devote all his energies to the Myrtle Beach office in 1986.

     The Pegrams' four daughters live in Charlotte. One of his daughters works for the 

company that Erskine Bowles, chief of staff for President Bill Clinton, built.

     His company recently created the Hampton Inn at Broadway at the Beach, having built 

Broadway at the Beach for Burroughs & Chapin Inc.

     Dennis Springs is vice president of Pegram & Associates now, having been a draftsman 

when Pegram first designed Briarcliffe Mall. “We did Carolina Opry and Dixie Stampede 

and Alabama Theatre and a lot of school work,” he said. The company has built more than 

50 high-rises on the Grand Strand.

     When Pegram creates an idea, sometimes it is shaped in the morning. “Sometimes I can 

think about it just before I go to sleep, and I wake up the next morning, and the idea is 

there. It is already assembled. So some power in the brain has worked it out.”

Pegram was influenced by Wright's “organic architecture.”

     “In the future I would guess that you would see more things that are high-style or 

faddish,” said the architect. “It's like comparing heavy metal music to Bach.”

     Pegram bravely whipped the fire out of cancer after doctors made a diagnosis that he 

had three years left - that was 12 years ago, and his religious faith and stress reduction 

helped.

     “I used to love steak, but I developed cancer in 1986, and they told me to kind of stay 

away from red meat,” he said. “I felt like there was some reason, some power was guiding 

me. Some force was controlling my life. Whoever it was who was telling me at night, 'Be 

calm, and don't get upset. Focus on what you are doing, and don't get lost worrying about 

it and feeling sorry for yourself.'”

     His cancer doctor's last name was “Grim,” he recalled with a chuckle.

                                                         ************

     Purple grape juice. That's what the opium tasted like as the college band played in a 

cool basement. I spent a year in Blacksburg, Va. during 1986. Bauhaus blared from every 

apartment.

     Why the heck didn't Halley's Comet wait for me?

     I was one of several million inhabitants of the planet, unfortunate souls, who did not 

see the comet on its recent indecent exposure. We'll call it that without gratifying the short 

swipe by calling it a visit.

     Does it bother me I missed it? Hell, no.

     My grandchildren will care less about such intergalactic tripe. They'll want to know 

about rat tail haircuts, jams and Madonna. Determined to peep at the comet's glamorous 

tail, however, I set out for the Blacksburg Golf Course's expanse to sever myself from the 

stigma of being one of those folks who was just too plain pooped at 3 a.m. to lose any 

sleep.

     Not being out in the wee hours, one can become unaccustomed to late night 

shenanigans, even though I love David Letterman. You either don't give a damn about 

Halley's Comet or you have sexier plans, let's face it. Not all of us are astrologers, star-

gazers or pragmatists. It's 1987, for God's sake.

     Unless you're a USAF pilot circling Libya like a vulture or a scientist, the blasted 

snowball from space wouldn't have looked like anything but a celestial smudge anyway. I 

had to find out to at least circumvent the inevitable guilt.

     A cop rode by, eyeballing parked cars and probably catching a glimpse himself. The 

comet reminded me of George Jones - a “no-show” - gosh, the jughead iceball didn't even 

make an appearance because of the city floodlights preventing crime and obstructing a 

natural wonder.

     Loud stereo systems blared from passing vehicles, so I decided to listen in on my 

fellow disappointed stargazers. Radio hits included (seriously) “Satellite of Love” by Lou 

Reed, Lennon's son, Waylon Jennings, thank the Lord, and Steely Dan's “Hey Nineteen.” 

“Skate a little lower now.” Really. No Nat King Cole, unfortunately.

     Were you making love the night of the comet's alleged last flight or were you mopping 

a corporation's floor? Humiliated?

     Don't be.

     Realistically, if you were tasking at that speed, why shift gears for humanoid 

procrastinators. If I reach 70, I doubt I'll remember much more than the humanity of the 

durn thing anyhow - Mr. Halley, the poor jerk whose name is pronounced differently by 

every two sets of lips. It's (Hay'-lee) with a long A as far as I'm concerned.

     Did you sleep through the comet's final venue? Shame, shame. How could you snub 

the “asteroid that wouldn't leave,” the one that didn't even send an invitation. Gauche 

royale.

     Well, Halley, let's do lunch sometime. You're a ging-ging kind of crazy cosmic sneeze, 

divine sweat or something, but I'll pass. You busy league diva you. Diva.

     At least you brought me an hour of glorious retrospection in the dark security of the 

filaments, a peaceful, cleansing experience which one seldom takes time to experience in 

these fast times. You're a shy flasher, a fiery diamond, and I love you anyway whatever 

they say.

                                                          *********

     Turn the clock back to April 1971. The newspaper's headline read: “Thousands Visit 

North Myrtle Beach.”

     There weren't any obscene T-shirts saying, “Johnson.” In April 1972 there were 

accounts of an LSD call, six wrecks, one blackout, a heart attack, one wreck death, a 

death from possible drowning or heart attack and a back injury.

     In April 1973 a swarm filled up the motels and apartments with “No Vacancy” signs 

galore. Anyone who did not have their lodging secured by Friday was out of luck. The 

crowd was estimated at 200,000.

     A fleet of motorcycles were parked at The Barrel beside Jeff's Variety Store and a sea 

of beer cans filled the Spanish Galleon floor, knee deep. At the movies you could see Burt 

Reynolds in “Shamus” and “Sam Whiskey,” Steve McQueen in “The Getaway,” Walt 

Disney's “The World's Greatest Athlete,” “Class of '44,” “The Godfather,” “Preacherman 

Meets Widderwoman,” or Burt Lancaster in “Scorpio.”

     Turn on the radio 20 years ago this Easter Weekend 1995, and you'd hear this week's 

Top 10 recordings nationwide, according to the April 12, 1975 Billboard.

     1. Elton John's “Philadelphia Freedom,” 2. Minnie Ripperton's “Loving You,” 3. Ringo 

Starr's “The No-No Song,” 4. BT Express “The Express,” 5. Phoebe Snow's “Poetry 

Man,” 6. B.J. Thomas “Hey Won't You Play Another Somebody Done Somebody Wrong 

Song,” 7. LaBelle “Lady Marmalade,” 8. Sammy Johns' “Chevy Van,” 9. Barry White's 

“What Am I going to Do With You” and last but certainly not least, Rufus “Once You 

Get Started.”

     One realty advertisement boasted an oceanfront lot for $19,500. Take it! Sold 

American!

     Calabash incorporation was receiving a hard fight in the community housing the best 

fried shrimp in the world, Beck's near North Myrtle Beach, South Carolina.

     There were no bungee jumps, nobody bailing out of a high dive like the kids at Atlantic 

Beach who died after splatting when the Roman arch malfunctioned, sending a cage down 

to the concrete. Trampolines were the bungee jumps of the 1960s at the beach. There was 

in 1975 a skylift mishap injuring seven people at a local amusement park with one man 

suffering a brain concussion. The trampolines were disappearing, the ones that flourished 

on the corner in Crescent Beach. Pay a dollar and jump for an hour. You felt dizzy, 

nauseous and confused, when you got landlubber legs again, although the physical 

sensation of having bouncy feet was still strong, making you feel like you could bounce 

through the summer nighttime sky, but you couldn't because gravity prohibited the thrill.

Today's it's The Ramones at The Head Room. In the 1970s it was The Georgia Prophets. 

Even sacred beach music has undergone adjustment with older bands acquiring new 

members, the balding, grayheads wearing English caps, and brand new groups forming for 

New Age Shagging and line dancing. The only topless people in the bars were men, no 

masking tape battles between zoning ordinances and nipples akimbo at Thee Dollhouse. 

Young people knew nothing of a dangerous antibody which could cause a deadly virus, 

transmitted sexually, and even though there was alcohol education, overindulgence was a 

rite of passage.

     Today it’s much different. The college students quit visiting at Easter because the cops 

arrested them and clamped down. Only the shadow knows, but soon there will be two 

black silhouetted figures lurking above the city of North Myrtle Beach, and whether 

they’re dancing to The Tams or The Drifters, the North Strand economic outlook is 

looking good, according to officials.

     New construction permits skyrocketed more than $15 million from $95 million to more 

than $110 million, according to city records, in 1998.

     The good news is that the positive economic trend is likely to continue through the 

year, according to Don Ray, a building official for the City of North Myrtle Beach.

The year of 1998 was a record year for the fourth year in a row.

     “Every year we’ve passed a record or building valuation,” Ray said.

The figures tell the story.

1993-$29.7 million

1992-$17.1 million

1991-$16.4 million

1990-$30.4 million

1989-$30.2 million

1988-$20.1 million

     The total was $37.5 million in 1994, and then in 1995 it went to $47.2 million. In 1996 

the total was $87.5 million, and it increased to $95.6 million in 1997.

     To Ray, the answer is clear: “It’s busy.”

     Staff requirements have made it hard for the department to keep up with growth. For 

10 years the number of staff members remained the same.

     Figures in 1998 figures include 138 hotel and motel units, 119 three or four 

multi-family units, 463 five or more unit family dwellings, 227 single-family dwellings and 

22 units of customer service buildings and stores.

     In June the city was about 300 permits ahead of last year’s total for the same time 

period, and this year’s total in the first six months was already ahead of last year’s figures.

According to Ray new permits include a Windy Hill project of between $6 million to $7 

million. This project is Windy Hill Acres, not too far from my family’s cottage.

     The Holiday Inn South will be torn down and replaced with condominiums and a hotel, 

according to an official, but there still remains an impasse, the blockage of Ocean 

Boulevard between North Myrtle Beach and Atlantic Beach, a predominately black 

municipality.

     Downtown on Main Street revitalization continued through the winter with Georgio’s, 

a submarine restaurant, using the period to create a new exterior.

     The Downtown Organizations Interacting Together (D.O.I.T.) Executive Director 

Janet Harrold said a new project is a silhouette of two shaggers which will be painted in 

black on the city’s water tower, however it hasn’t been accomplished yet. Harrold recently 

assisted with the annual Art Renaissance in the city’s park and is a charter member of the 

Ocean Drive Shag Club. You ought to see “Fun Monday” during Spring Safari when the 

shagger descend, and men dress in hula skirts for the best legs contest.

     It’s mid-week at 11 a.m. one June morning. Customers looking through the CDs at 

Judy’s House of Oldies at 300 Main Street, and it remains evident what type of economic 

impact the shaggers have.

     “They spend a lot of money in the hotels and restaurants,” said Harrold. “They bring a 

lot of money into North Myrtle Beach.”

     The Society of Stranders (S.O.S.) Association of Carolina Shag Clubs’ will hold its 

Fall Migration after the summer tourists and visitors exit. The Mid-Winter Classic brings 

about 3,000 visitors into the area.

     Public Safety Director David King wasted no time in keeping a close working 

relationship with the shaggers.

     “We will do our best in serving you in public safety endeavors,” he wrote in Carefree 

Times, the group’s publication. “Being new to the area, I have learned about the S.O.S. 

tradition and the state’s official dance, the shag. I support the Spring Safari, the Fall 

Migration and the Mid-Winter Gathering with festivals and parades as positive events for 

our community.”

     The 11,000-member association contributed $6,000 to the North Myrtle Beach Public 

Safety Department for the community-oriented policing program. A decorative plate was 

placed on the cart to commemorate the gift. The money was for a 1999 Club Car DS golf 

cart to be used primarily for the Police Waterfront Patrol around the Horseshoe area 

where Main Street meets the Atlantic Ocean.

     Leonard Franz, 12-year owner of L&B Photo, appreciates the influx of shagger dollars.

“It’s fantastic. It’s growing continually. The Grand Strand is one of the fastest growing 

communities in the United States. That’s not me talking. That’s the U.S. government. You 

remember when there were no high-rise hotels? Now they’re 18 stories.” Franz is 

chairman of the city’s St. Patrick’s Day Parade which attracted around 25,000 people last 

year. There were 1,200 people in the parade procession itself.

     “It gets bigger every year,” he said. “It’s still one of the best towns around.”

**************

     Getting out of Central Drug store in Mullins without being noticed is harder than 

stealing a turkey from a turkey farm. The waitress sharply keeps her peepers honed in on 

the light brown,  filmy surface of the Folger's coffee in the white ceramic cup. The eggs 

are floating on peppered grease. She keeps your cup so full, that if you slurp it down 

slowly, you can make a quick escape, but if you drink it down below approximately the 

quarter-full (or quarter-empty) stage, be assured that the glass globe of mud is going to be 

clinking against that ceramic soon. It's just a matter of time. I've become a regular. I’ll 

never be a Dale Earnhardt fan, like the owner is, with posters slapped up on the walls.

     “Is it okay if I go to the house and get some change to bring back later?”

     “Yes. Of course. Anytime. You don't have to worry about that.”

     Her voice, usually low and non-threatening, is quieter and more conciliatory than usual 

which is calming for me since I am perched on the seat, wired to the gills from the five 

cups of caffeine, winding my neck like a crane to notice if anyone in the store realizes I'm 

too broke to pay for a cup of coffee. You cry a lot when you're unemployed.

     The phone is off. Maybe I should disconnect it from my computer because if a l

lightning bolt does visit, its chip will be fried like a bat. If you have never heard this 

particular phrase before, please let me explain its gothic significance.

     The other night I was gone for the weekend and returned on a Sunday night, turning 

on the computer, the lights and settling in for a nice session of writing. About that time, 

my computer hasn't even found the DOSSHELL yet, and I notice out of the corner of my 

eye something black moving. It's not one of the Olympic, gold medal winning, tropical, 

man-eating, carnivorous cockroaches or silverfish that have already invaded and seized 

territory more proudly than a Serb. It's not a figment of my imagination. A psychological 

apparition of this size would prove one irrevocably insane. Its black shadow had 

scurried, waddling behind a chair, and I shuddered like an elderly patient when the orderly 

jaunts in with a saline enema.

     “What should I do? What's the plan of action? My voice sounds like a little girl's! 

Where are you fella?”

     No noise. There he goes. It's always a he. Then as the furry, shrouded winged one 

stretches out his wings, sharing with me his identity as a sorry mammal, one who scientists 

maintain has been misrepresented beyond libel and slander. Believe, there has been no 

embellishment.

     “Billy the Bat” stays close to the wall behind the computer, dragging his sorry fanny 

across my less than spot clean kitchen linoleum and onto the old, dusty, thin carpet. First 

spiders that bit me in the night, then roaches pitching camp, now the only thing that could 

get worse is if a rattlesnake were to sneak in or if one of the wasp colonies caked inside 

the wooden window canopies were to nest inside.

     “Here Billy! Got something for you!” He’s busier than an autumn squirrel in a nuclear 

winter.

                                              **********************

Appalachian Trail....1974

     High atop Howard's Knob, the autumn wind swept through our hair as I outlined my 

future to a friend, Britt. It was our freshman year. My mother went to Appalachian, and I 

was about to break a family record of graduation by dropping out. We partied at a 

geodesic dome called P.B. Scott's Music Hall in Blowing Rock about eight miles away. 

Winters were hell.

     “You know, one of these days I'm going to interviewing Charlie Daniels.”


     “You're full of  crap. You're just a writer for a small college paper.”

     “Fire on the Mountain” is blaring from the car stereo as Britt Tulloch and I are sitting 

on Howard's Knob in Boone and the carpet of colors in the trees below us down the 

mountain are soft and wondrous, brown, orange, red and yellow and soft enough looking 

to cushion your drop if you decide to jump. The Department of Energy threw up a 

windmill up here, but later it was torn down. they were doing a study or something to see 

if they could turn all that wind into electricity.

     “They could power up Boone for a week on this wind.”

     “What do you want to be when you grow up?”

     “I don't know. I wanna make a lot of money.”

     “I don't care. Whatever I end up doing, I just want to have a good time.”

     “What's a good time? Blowjobs?”

     “Getting pussy. Naw, I'd like to travel. What's a good time? What's not? Bogart.”

Ant-like dots slowly moved an eighth of an inch across the tiny university football stadium 

from which an echo of fans yelled from across town.

     “I'm going to meet Charlie Daniels one day.”

“You're full of  crap too. Have you got any food tickets left for this week?”

     “Nah. I sold all mine for that Bad Company show in Greensboro. Didn't Joe Cocker 

heave in that big trash can on stage like a pro?”

     “He filled that thing up. Technicolor rainbow.”

                                                           **************

                                                               May 1998
     TRANSCRIPT OF CHARLIE DANIELS INTERVIEW BY TIM BULLARD

     TIM: Could you tell me about the Dew Drop Inn?

     CHARLIE DANIELS: Well, I know there are several places by the name of Dew Drop

Inn, but the one I wrote about was totally fictitious.

     Q: What's new in your career and your work right now? What's coming up?

     CD: We're still doing what we've been doing. We're cutting records and doing shows. 

We did an Australian tour back in January. We're touring extensively this year in the U.S. 

Our latest album, I've got two albums out actually, one is a family album called 'By the 

Light of the Moon,' and one is a blues album called 'Blues Hat.'

     Q: Oh, that's a good one. I've heard it.

     CD: Well, thank you. We're fixing to go in starting next week and record a lot of the 

old fiddle songs over again. You know, a lot of those were recording a lot of the old fiddle

songs again. A lot of those were recorded twenty years ago, and the techniques are better,

so we're going to go in and record some of those. Just the same-ole' same-ole, cutting

records and playing shows.

     CD: No, we won't do one this year. I don't know if we're going to do another one, 

really. We don't do one every year. We just do them when we can get a good line-up of 

talent. But what we're thinking of doing, we may take it on the road next year. We've 

never done that before, so we're thinking of doing that.

     Q: Tell me, why did you change the lyrics to 'Long-Haired Country Boy?'

     CD: Ah, at the time I wrote that it was kind of a tongue-in-cheek sort of a thing, and 

you know, it got to the point that drugs and alcohol have gotten to be such a horrendous

problem with the young folks nowadays that I don't want to do anything that would

encourage it, so I just figured I'd change the lyrics to it. I figured it was the Christian thing

to do.

     Q: How did you feel when your gospel albums did so well?

     CD: I loved it. I really put a lot into both of those gospel albums. It gratifying that 

people like it. Of course, they're special. Those albums go a lot deeper with me than just 

being successful. The music is very special to me.

     Q: Where's the Wooley Swamp at?

     CD: Wooley Swamp is down in the center of North Carolina. You know where

Elizabethtown is at, by any chance?

     Q: Yep.

     CD: It's right in that area there.

     Q: Did you ever see the Maco Light?

     (The Light at Maco Station is a ghost light near Wilmington, N.C., the birthplace of

Charlie Daniels. Allegedly, a railroad brakeman, Joe Baldwin, lost his head in a track

collision, and his head was never found. A light has been seen through the years going up

and down the track, and people say it is Joe Baldwin's phantom looking for his head with a

lantern. The Wilmington Morning Star has a morgue file on it as thick as your leg, noting

how military specialists have studied it, and there is no answer for it besides swamp gas.)

     CD: Oh yeah. I've seen the Maco Light.

     Q: What was that like when you saw it?

     CD: Well, it looked just like a lantern down a railroad track when I saw it. I think 

they've torn that track up now.

     Q: Yeah, they did.

     CD: I used to, years and years ago, I've been over there a couple of times and seen it.

     Q: What do you think of it? Is it pretty weird?

     CD: Yeah, it's weird, but I'm sure there's an explanation for it. I have no idea what it is.

But there is an explanation for everything, you know. It was not scary to me or anything.

Of course, a bunch of us went over to see it, you know, and rode up there and looked. It's

pretty wild. Have you seen it?

     Q: No, but my uncle saw it. I'm from Laurinburg.

     CD: Yeah. Uh-huh.

     Q: What was it like working with Dylan on 'Nashville Skyline.'

     CD: Oh, it was great. It was a lot of fun. We did that album in a very short while. It 

didn't take very long at all to get it done. Everybody was having so much fun on it, we just

knocked it right out.

     Q: Did you ever meet Elvis Presley?

     CD: No, I never met Elvis.

     Q: Of course, you did 'It Hurts Me' on the flip side of 'Kissin' Cousins.”

     CD: Uh-huh. Yeah.

     Q: Do you still get royalties on it?

     CD: Yeah, I think every once and a while they send me a check.

     Q: In South Carolina the Confederate flag is flying on the Statehouse, and everybody is

raising Cain about it, and it's a big issue in the Legislature. They're talking about putting it

down or bringing it down. I asked Gary Rossington when they visited House of Blues here

about the flag, and he said it was mostly an issue of pride back through the years with

them. What do you think about the Confederate flag these days?

     CD: I think it symbolizes an area of the country to me. It doesn't symbolize anything 

else. It has to do with a part of the country that I came from. This flag designates what it 

is. It doesn't have anything to do with slavery or racial prejudice or anything in my book.

Unfortunately there are some people who do have that attitude. They use that flag. There

are people that literally hate other people because of their race and will have that flag as

part of their regalia. And I think that's what gave it the bad name. But myself personally, I

think it's a beautiful flag. I take pride from being from the Southeastern part of the United

States. You know, I'm up there about 70 miles from where you are - in Wilmington.

Actually, if they take that flag down, that's not going to do away with the things people

are associating with it. That's not going to have a doggone thing to do with it. It's just

going to make it worse. You know, it doesn't seem to bother anybody else that other

people use symbols of their prejudice. There are other flags. There are other symbols of

prejudice that other people use that nobody seems to bother with but that particular one

that they're picking on really well. It's a piece of cloth that designates a part of the country

is the way I look at it. I think we ought to forget all the other stuff and just let it be that.

     Q: My wife kids me because when I bought 'Freebird: The Movie,' I started crying. 

You were at The Palace in Myrtle Beach last year when it debuted on VH-1. What did 

you think about it the first time you saw it?

     CD: The movie? I saw it at the Fox Theatre in Atlanta when they previewed it. I saw it 

in the big theater with the big speakers. It was like sitting in a concert crowd. It was pretty

doggone incredible. I don't know how to tell you. It was pretty incredible.

     Q: What did you think about Ronnie Van Zant?

     CD: I loved Ronnie. Ronnie was a good friend of mine. I was stunned. I was shell-

shocked when he was killed?

     Q: Who are some of your favorite country artists now?

     CD: Hal Ketchum. I like Hal Ketchum. I like Garth Brooks. I like Martina McBride. I 

like Travis Tritt. You know, to be honest with you, bud, I don't listen to much country 

radio. I listen to CDs when I exercise. I do exercise about an hour or an hour and a half 

every day usually several days a week, and that's when I listen to a lot of the music. Well, I 

listened to Blind Lemon Jefferson one day. I listened to Stevie Ray Vaughan one day. I l

listened to Beethoven's Ninth Symphony one day. I listened to Chamber Music and Trio 

this morning while I was exercising. I may listen to jazz. I may listen to anything. There is 

no telling.

     Q: Do you have any hobbies?

     CD: Outdoor things. Golf. Riding horses and shooting guns, that kind of stuff.

     Q: What do you think about Myrtle Beach and the golf here?

     CD: I love Myrtle Beach. I think Myrtle Beach is a great place. There are probably 

more golf courses down there than any one concentrated area that I know anything about.

     Q: Yes. We're getting the 100th one this year.

     CD: It's amazing.

     Q: Did you see the movie 'The Apostle?”

     CD: Yeah. I liked it. I was all prepared not to because being a Christian, I've seen so 

many people poke fun at evangelists and preachers and that sort of that, and that's what I

thought it was when I first saw it, the advertising. I saw him on “The 700 Club” and Pat

Robertson was really bragging on the movie, so that's basically why I went to see it. I

thought it was amazing how close he was to a lot of denominations.

     The boss wouldn't put the interview in the paper, so when a letter to the editor was 

written by some lady who bragged on our celebrity interviews and complained about the 

politico stories, it got in with abbreviated form.

     A few weeks later before the concert, backstage the “meet-and-greet” line was weird. 

Instead of treating the autograph hounds like fans, Charlie was greeting each one by name. 

He acted as if he knew all of them. He did.

“Now Charles....,” the older woman said.

     The Wilmington native attended high school at Goldston High School in North 

Carolina.

    Shelby Elkin Smith attended school with him along with Iola Gaines Phillips, Class of 

1955. “It was great,” said Phillips. “He was just a normal Charles. We call him Charles, 

not Charlie. Charles Daniels. He was just average. He loved music. He was a little bit on 

the shy side.”

     “That's when he started playing,” said Smith.

     “He played guitar. He played fiddle. He played the mandolin. He played a little bit of 

everything,” said Phillips.

     “Sabre” of White Lake, N.C. of Elizabethtown, N.C., Little Miss White Lake Water 

Festival, met Daniels. Near the young child's home is the Wooley Swamp, or the 

Bizzlewood Swamp where there is allegedly a haunted house.

     During the concert Daniels played a cut off his upcoming CD which he just recorded 

with old fiddle songs re-recorded, plus old favorites like “The Devil Went Down to 

Georgia.”

     On the day after Frank Sinatra died, Daniels said, “Oh I think it's a tremendous loss.”

     Frankie Bridges sang with Daniels in a school band. Daniels' band was Misty Mountain 

Boys. Jack Miller was in shop class one day. “He was a fun guy back then, and he loved 

his music,” said Miller, 61. “We listened to him jam a lot. I remember when he cut his little 

finger off in the shop one day. Yeah. I was in there when it happened. If you'll notice, he's 

got one little finger missing, part of it. It was going through a band saw, and it clipped it 

off.”

     Charlie held his finger up to my face after the failed photo shoot in which I ran out of 

film after his manager asked me to take another one for he road. Sure enough, he had lost 

some of it.

     Spartanburg native Doug Gray, lead singer for The Marshall Tucker Band, got his 

photo taken with Daniels too.

     “I lived in Garden City for a long time,” said Gray. “So did your boy Mellencamp. He 

and I both hooked up one time at a restaurant here one time. You know where Surfmaster 

is? I was on the only one who lived full-time in that building. Across from Marlin Quay, I 

had a place there.”

     The night on stage in Charlotte, N.C. when Marshall Tucker had to take the stage from 

Lynyrd Skynyrd, Skynyrd singer Ronnie Van Zant was too intoxicated to go on and was 

swinging a few 360s with the mike stand before letting it fly into the audience.

     “I made double the money that night,” laughed Gray. “That was a long time ago. 

Remember when we did the August Jam in Charlotte out there with The Allman Brothers 

Band?  Everybody flew in on helicopters.”

     Remember The Sparkletones of Spartanburg? Does he think Southern rock has 

changed?

     “If you go on our web site, and it looks like it's never changed, marshalltucker.com. 

We sit here, and we're all real straight. It's kind of looking at a whole class of people 

who've grown up. It's something I think will not go away. How can it go away? What 

happens is people get too old to go out. You saw the audience out there, and they had a 

good time, but they were reserved. We go out to Milwaukee, and they've been drinking all 

day, and it's different.” George McCorkle of the band lived here in Conway for a while. 

Gray stays in touch with original member Paul Riddle.

     With the controversial video poker battle going on, I figured I'd ask him about it.

     “I think we ought to have video poker and give the money like I've seen other states 

do,” said Gray. “It's up to the individual. We certainly should take care of people who 

have addictions.”

                                                     **************
1976
     After a session with the pastor, nobody could figure out why my brain was misfiring 

after leaving Appalachian. My uncle and father secured me a job making molds in 

suffocating conditions at a railroad brake shoe plant outside of Maxton where Johns-

Manville used asbestos and it got too hot to use the white cotton facemasks. I quit 

smoking for a month, and then I quit the job and lived in a trailer with Wayne while 

working at a mill in Red Springs for Deering-Milliken as a weaver. My supervisor told me 

I was the worst weaver he had ever had work for him. It was a superb compliment.

     Swish-swash. Swish-swash. Swish-swash.

     From the thrashing metal and wood, white strands of fuzz floating like snowflakes 

across my nose and ears, tickling my face. The shift bell rang, a dim ringing in my ears 

where the muffled roar of mechanical thunder was a deafening pitch to the mice who 

scurried around when you dropped cracker crumbs on the shiny brown panel floor. I 

rather liked the cacophony of machinery; it was hypnotizing like the purr of the riding 

lawn mower when my imagination had me slaying knights, winning battles in the summer 

heat. I liked the cacophony, but there were company rules. Staring at the florescent tubes 

above, it was an eyeful as I wanted for its effect for a good sneeze, spewing aqueous mists 

across the exquisite sheet of cotton fabric drawn tautly across one of my 15 looms. Most 

of my machines always had a defect in the middle or on the side of the material because       

the machines were always cutting off.

     Bam!

     A wooden shuttle flew inches from my head and bounced down the shiny brown plank

floor of the mill's spinning room. It was a job. I wouldn't always live and work here.

Minimum wage, or close to it, isn't bad. Millwork - the pits. Metal tips of the ejected

shuttles have been known to fly into your temples, a just death for an out-of-luck

college dropout. I rubbed my temples, taking a BC powder to relieve the on-coming 

headache which was churning like a train two miles down the track.

     “Where did you go to school?”

     If you didn't have a tattoo, you just didn't fit in at the breakroom table. Requirements 

were that if you fit into any conversation worth repeating, you had to chew Red Man

tobacco, have an Elvis 8-track at home and hate Richard Petty.

     “Appalachian State.”

     “Do you like Richard Petty?” Gene was a redneck. He ate Viennas at lunch.

     All eyes of the male weavers rose from their tomato sandwiches and Nance crackers, 

slowly. There was only one right answer to this one.

     “He's all right.” Collective chomp. The headache wouldn't go away, throbbing, milking 

my mind of all rational thought patterns in this 75-degree air conditioned oasis of vending 

machines.

     “They ought to put beer in those soda machines. Richard is King, college boy.”

     “I ain't no college boy, and I said he was okay, all right? Weren't you married to Hilda 

Smith one time?” I knew this would get a rise out of him.

     “Nah, ole' Harold Pinter married her and is supposed to be takin' purdy good care of 

her and the kid. Still pulls out my picture and the high school annual about twice a year 

though.”

     “You ever see any friendly fire?”

     “Not as much as you, dude. Our backup support was okay. I saw Jane Fonda one 

Tuesday afternoon, Bob Hope, that old fart. Between the patty-stomping. Fillet of ~ sole.”

     “What do you miss the most, man?”

     “I miss my little sister, Bijou horror shows, I don't know. Waking up beside that 

Vietnamese girl I met. And you? I probably still miss the LauroMax drive-in and all those 

slasher sex movies near Maxton.”

     “The high school fight song when we'd hit the field. I think they played that thing in 

Scotland when the Black Watch killed people on the battlefield. Everybody got scared.”

      “Rocket launchers and that feeling once one was shooting off your shoulder. Dry 

boots. Rolaids. Donnagel. I used to get the  craps bad. This whole time shift change has 

messed me up. What year is it? It feels like I just left here last night.”

     “I miss hot showers and going to the beach. That was always a gas. I hope my little 

brother gets to do half of what I got away with.”

     “I miss my brother's fishing pitch - he had a killer Zebco rig, hod-amighty! That kid 

could cast. He's gonna be here some day, man, right over there. I hear through the 

grapevine he might give his soul for the country down in Central America. That's just 

hear-say, though.”

     “Don't get on one of your bummer binges on me.”

     “They all gotta go sometime, don't they, and they just keep on and on and on. All I can 

remember is the explosion of mortar, a dog panting at my feet and light. Then darkness. 

And I'm beating my meat all day long in this nice, swanky velvet crate, crawling with 

worms.”

     “So that's why you limp?”

     “Why can't they have me in a float on Memorial Day in the vet parade?”

     “Maybe you didn't lose enough limbs.”

     “You pinko college student. I mean, why can't we be in a vet parade?”

      “Don't patronize me just because I was a lifer, man, you don't have to do that 

anymore. You'd be a ghastly spectacle out of uniform now, frankly speaking. I 

mean, look at your gut.”

      “I reckon so. Is there napalm still? Is there still a Dow Chemical and DuPont and all?”

     “Think so, but they're into high-tech now. Modems, disc drives, microchip bull crap. 

Willy told me the other day that they don't even spray with DDT anymore in the fields 

'round Wagram. They're using this stuff from the pot fields though.”

     “I'll bet my ass that there's some super-duper grass out there now. This stuff is 20 years 

old. Lost its kick. Nothing like Paraquat.”

     “I can't feel a thing. Put that thing up. You can't smoke inside the plant anymore. 

You're going to start a fire doing that. Those two matches look like they're....doing it. Oh, 

go baby!”

      “Who's snoring?”

      Ralph was in the corner with his head on his lunch pail, sawing logs. There was 15 

minutes left before we returned to the machines.

      “Over there. He's just a kid.”

      “Early on. I don't know, Nobody's to blame maybe, for us, now that I think about it. 

I'm not especially vindictive. I was a patriotic buck. Ready to fight. Didn't think I'd get 

snuffed. Wildman shot his foot off to miss the draft in Vietnam. Must have been a good 

cause. It always has been.”

      “Ever try to kill yourself?”

      “I guess I tried. Partying. I was kind of feelin' suicidal the day I signed up. I must have 

burned out a million brain cells using a beer bong. Hey, it looks like our young friend is 

waking up over there. We'd better sneak a snack onto the floor now.”

      The crew heard voices echoing as it awakened, everyone rubbing their eyes, realizing 

lunch was over. Five dreams shattered except for one snoozing employee who was about 

to be jolted by a loud buzzer. TVs weren't allowed in the break room. It was kind of like 

an institutionalized Soma for the masses to keep us quiet and submissive.

     Nobody remembered what they dreamed that day because 30 minutes is

much too short a time to get into R.E.M. unless you were an alcoholic like most of us. As 

long as our mothers, or somebody's mother, fed us, we were okay.

     The drab Russian-looking old hags working there were nothing for the imagination, 

except for Roberta.

     Lunch at the mill was a tantalizing concoction of preservatives and additives squished 

between two excuses for white bread in the sandwich machines. Never eat a sandwich out 

of a machine - especially the ones two weeks overdue in the freshness department. If you 

forgot your change, you're out of luck because the night shifters always drain the change 

machine. Today, Roberta had prepared her favorite - a cucumber sandwich, a pickle and 

barbecued pork rinds. All eyes were on her midriff, which always revealed a decent 

portion of her bellybutton and cleavage. The guys would spread nasty rumors about her, 

none of them true.

     “What does she wear that ring for?”

     “She used to be married,” said Ben. “Did somebody cut one?”

     “Nah, I heard she was divorced. The smeller's the feller. College boy's eating an onion 

sandwich his momma cooked for him. Raunchy. He'll be ripe by the 4 o'clock break!”

     “Separated for sure,” I chimed. Frowns around the table.

     “College boys says separated. Any odds on that?”

     “I'll lay $10 she's single,” said Ben. “I heard Cuge screwed her.”

     Aside from the annual Super Bowl betting board of lucky $10 squares, which Big E

always won, the only gambling action was whatever anyone felt like staking a wager on, 

from when somebody's grandmother would kick the bucket from lung cancer, to when the 

next Workman Compensation injury would be to mess up the “44 Days Accident-Free 

Sign” out front of the main office.

     Lunch break seconds click off the clock like weeks off these smokers' lives. I was just 

beginning to smoke cigarettes heavily back then. At 12:29 p.m., those final 15 seconds 

before the buzzer were precious ones, ones to reflect on quitting time and getting drunk.

“BBBRRRAAPPP!” Ernie had thrown his wrench at the buzzer in the break room one 

day, and it never clanged the same because the hammer was bent.

     This headache would be a Big Daddy. My scalp was throbbing as I leaned on Old #1, 

its rattling legs motionless after freezing up. You get red eyes and glassy pupils from the 

solvent fumes in this torture chamber 10 hours a day while your car's seat melts and 

coagulates back into plastic by dusk. Night shifts were rough. The zombie life isn't for me. 

You never know when night ends or day begins. And if you don't get enough sleep, you 

feel like killing someone who calls you while you're sleeping.

                                               ***********************

                                                               1995

     Hangover. Dry heaves. Bartender at Margaret’s Lounge had to cut me off until I pay 

my bill. I trudged to the gas station where I have a charge account and bought two six 

packs of tall Buds. My arms are almost frostbitten at the door where I pull out a letter 

from Mark.

     Feb. 19, Saturday, Mark’s letter

Tim,

     Please, PLEASE, the next time you write, I mean, TYPE or PRINT. You go to all that 

trouble, and I can’t read but a word or two.

     Thanks for the story. I’m still reading it. Did you conduct some “undercover” research 

for it? No pun intended. But you seem to have a lot of firsthand knowledge of the seedy 

world of prostitution. Details, details. You gotta get them some way, huh?

     No, I’m not mad at you. So let’s bury that question.

     Find enclosed a couple of copies of CONTENTS. They can be a hoot. Sometimes 

they’re a bit too serious, but usually they do have a sense of humor. I’m still trying to hop 

aboard. But of course, they have no money. The next issue goes to the printer in ten days, 

and then I will launch my full frontal attack on the editor/creative director, J. Alfieries. I 

hope to at least get on as a copy reader, typist, and maybe propose a story idea or two. 

Alfieris suggested a story worth doing as a local, one dead artist Paul Stone. He says he 

tried to get a newspaper feature writer here to do it, but he was unimpressed with her 

writing style.

     There is another small, hokey, biweekly paper here, but it is even a shoestringer 

budget. It - The Yokal - is basically a one-man show, so I doubt if there is any opportunity 

there. 

     Maybe I can hang out some article or essay for him and get a T-shirt. Whoa.

I’m still trying to get psyched back up to write again. It’s tough after not doing it for over 

a year. Ad two years before I left the newspaper, I was an - yuck - editor, so I wasn’t 

writing that much.

     “Rectum? Nearly killed him.”

     Lots of news, but I’ll go ahead and send this to you. I finally got another menial job. 

On the front desk of a small hotel - 122 rooms on Bay Street. Go back tomorrow after 

three days on. Hopefully I can still hold it on perhaps get a second job or better one all to 

pay bills until I can get one of those HIGH-paying writing jobs like the one you got.

I’m trying to quit drinking again, but with little luck so far. I definitely have quit getting 

ONLY drunk the past month, so maybe that’s a good sign. Taking all kinds of vitamins, 

minerals and eating constantly to try to keep my mind and body off alcohol. Last night, I 

got fairly drunk for the first time in about three weeks, and I felt pretty bad physically and 

guilty. Susan, my girlfriend, wants me to stop so bad, and she is so good to me. I don’t 

want to let her down. Gone to a few AA meetings and may attend one tonight.

     Will let you know how things are going. Call or write; I’ll do the same.

     Your buddy, Mark.

     He married her a few years later and kept off the sauce. I pissed on the couch where I 

passed out, and it’s wet at 8 a.m. Getting out of Central Drug store in Mullins, S.C. 

without being noticed is harder than stealing a turkey from a turkey farm. The waitress 

sharply keeps her peepers honed in on the light brown, filmy surface of the Folger's coffee 

in the white ceramic cup. She keeps your cup so full, that if you slurp it down slowly, you 

can make a quick escape, but if you drink it down below approximately the quarter-full (or 

quarter-empty) stage, be assured that the glass globe of mud is going to be clinking 

against that ceramic soon. It's just a matter of time. It opens at 6 a.m., and it's country 

cooking just two storefronts down from the Marion Star & Mullins Enterprise office 

where I have a desk and the nicest office I've ever had.

     “Is it okay if I go to the house and get some change to bring back later?”

     “Yes. Of course. Anytime. You don't have to worry about that.”

     Her voice, usually low and non-threatening, is quieter and more conciliatory than usual 

which is calming for me since I am perched on the seat, wired to the gills from the five 

cups of caffeine, winding my neck like a crane to notice if anyone in the store realizes I’m 

too broke to pay for a cup of coffee. You cry a lot when you're unemployed.

     The phone is off. Maybe I should disconnect it from my computer because if a 

lightning bolt does visit, its chip will be fried like a bat. If you have never heard this 

particular phrase before, please let me explain its gothic significance. The other night I was 

gone for the weekend and returned on a Sunday night, turning on the computer, the lights 

and settling in for a nice session of writing. About that time, my computer hasn't even 

found the DOSSHELL yet, and I notice out of the corner of my eye something black 

moving. It's not one of the Olympic, gold medal winning, tropical, man-eating, 

carnivorous cockroaches or silverfish that have already invaded and seized territory 

more proudly than a Serb. It's not a figment of my imagination. A psychological apparition 

of this size would prove one irrevocably insane. Its black shadow had scurried, waddling 

behind a chair, and I shuddered like an elderly patient when the orderly jaunts in with a 

saline enema.

     “What should I do? What's the plan of action? My voice sounds like a little girl's! 

Where are you fella?”

     No noise. There he goes. It's always a he. Then as the furry, shrouded winged one 

stretches out his wings, sharing with me his identity as a sorry mammal, one who scientists 

maintain has been misrepresented beyond libel and slander. Believe, there has been no 

embellishment.

     “Billy the Bat” stays close to the wall behind the computer, dragging his sorry fanny 

across my less than spot clean kitchen linoleum and onto the old, dusty, thin carpet. First 

spiders that bit me in the night, then roaches pitching camp, now the only thing that could 

get worse is if a rattlesnake were to sneak in or if one of the wasp colonies caked inside 

the wooden window canopies were to nest inside.

     “Here Billy! Got something for you!”

     My strategy was much like a “Stormin' Norman” approach. Flank, then attack with 

abandon. If the red stick with yellow bristles in my wringing fists had been Saddam 

Hussein's neck, it could not have been gripped tighter. Battering into oblivion was a failed 

offensive policy due to the staggeringly pitiful health ordinances I had adhered to, moldy 

dishes et al. Inside my computer as I write, tiny black eggs and dark roach turds litter the 

mainframe. If I throttled the critter, he would spew wet, nasty fluids and quite possibly 

utter some blood-curdling sounds from his vocal chords, sending gooseflesh rippling 

across my epidermis.

     It's so humid the $1.25 box of envelopes I just purchased at the cheap store has baked 

shut the moist glue of its contents.

     “Get out of here! You don't pay rent! Vamoose! Vaminos, por favor, bandito 

supremo!” “Billy the Bat” now realized his worthless life was up for grabs and had 

accelerated his movements and pace, proving he had access to speed and velocity 

formidable to attain sanctuary below the gas heater. “RAID!” The Raid!” Sprinting to the 

kitchen sink cabinet, I snatched the tall red can, erasing all kilobyte memory of anti-insect 

spray and its toxic chemical base, and returned to fight the good fight.

     In the corner, still, feigning death or impersonating a shadow, the bat must have been 

holding his breath after his sprint. Splattering against his breast, soaking his features in wet 

chemicals, the juice may have taken affect because he began his final journey across the 

carpet, headed seemingly toward the front door.

     After sweeping him out of the apartment and onto the concrete front porch, I had him 

cornered in his kingdom now. “LIGHTER FLUID!”

     In my confused, agitated state I had decided to take an alternative course of action 

which if I had not been so emotionally upset over Billy's presence, I would have vetoed.

Wet green grass served as Billy's coffin velvet as I sprayed him with charcoal fluid and 

lighted a match, which was extinguished by the damp summer grass. The second match 

did the trick, however, igniting the bat it all his glory as he must have winked at me before 

exhibiting a final scene more insulting than a hammy actor's refusal to die on stage. The 

flaming animal was crawling underneath my year-old 1995 Ford Tracer in a terrorist 

attempt at spoiling me, the repo man and Gott in Himmel of his execution. Veins 

constricted and pulsed as my escalating blood pressure and my pounding arteries set my 

brain afire. Two broom swats, dead. This morn he wears a neon green horsefly as a 

boutonniere, his skeletal remains reminding me of the poisoned mouse that is still on the 

floor behind my bed upstairs, smiling a skully smile.

     It gets so boring you'll do anything to stay occupied. I drove to Greenville from 

Mullins, about a five-hour drive, to do a story that never appeared in POINT. The editor 

got mad when he got complaints from militia folks from across the country, so he killed it. 

What a waste. Unemployment breeds insanity.

                              THE BEAST & THE S.C. CIVILIAN MILITIA

                                                      By Tim Bullard

     “Jerry” stuck out of the Denny's patronage Tuesday, May 9 like a United Daughters 

of the Confederacy member in a Slayer mosh pit.

     With tattoos webbed from one arm to the other, the skint-headed 20-something-year-

old looked at me on the waiting bench and introduced himself as having just moved from 

the state of Michigan.

     Jerry started talking about “The Beast” and the MM's 15,000-strong. We were 

waiting for the 7 p.m. redneck meeting of the S.C. Civilian Militia at the Denny's 

Restaurant on Wade Hampton Boulevard in Greenville. I was there for POINT, 

Columbia's newsmonthly.

     “It's a computer chip that they implant in a computer card,” Jerry rambled without 

blinking. “You can research this yourself.” Surgeries in Britain...the “New World Order”... 

this ain't the D.A.R., Masons, Shriners or Knights of Columbus.

     “John,” a black Denny's worker, asked Jerry what the tattoo on his arm was. “A 

gorilla,” Jerry said.

     Stocky S.C. Militia leader, a silver-tufted lightning rod, “the Rev.” Ian Roebuck of 

Taylors entered with his training officer, a jam box and boxes while others started filtering 

in.

     “Reporters, I don't care. I'm recording myself,” Roebuck said. A guy came in with a 

turquoise belt and jeans, sitting beside me.

     Roebuck passed out index cards. “Just raise your hand and he'll be glad to help you,” 

he said. “Don't feel threatened by a blank card. I'm going to give it one more minute and 

we're going to begin.”

     Later the audience was asked to fill in their names, phone numbers and addresses on 

the cards. There were about 20 present. A reporter with The Greenville News sat on the 

back row.

     “Is there any way to get the light system up or not?” Roebuck said, commenting on 

poor eyesight. A wisecracker in the back: “We don't want you as a gunman then!”

(You'll hear more from him later.)

     Roebuck distributed a color photo he described as a scene at Waco, a copy of Soldier 

of Fortune magazine, a weird Xerox of a photo of guys claimed to be at the Waco trial. 

Bizarro.

     “We don't necessarily endorse all of it,” Roebuck said.

     One article he didn't endorse was a copy of the Spartanburg Herald-Journal with Alan 

Richard's Greer Bureau Taylors' dateline “Minister Making A Call To Arms.”

     Roebuck's ill about these paragraphs:

     “Bob Scoggin, who lives in Spartanburg and says he is the Second Emperor of the 

Invisible Empire, Knights of the Ku Klux Klan Inc., says he has met with a local militia 

group, but is uncertain if it has ties to Roebuck's group.

     “Roebuck, commander of the Greenville County Brigade of the S.C. Militia, said he 

doesn't know Scoggin.”

     Roebuck scoffed at this story “especially because they couldn't get it right with guilt by 

association...That basically becomes guilt by association and please believe me, it ain't so.”

     In 1967's “KKK: The Invisible Empire,” by David Wise, a “Robert E. Scoggins” was 

listed as the Grand Dragon of the S.C. Realm of the United Klans. In 1978's “The Klan” 

by Patsy Sims she wrote that in the 60s United Klans operated Heritage Garment Works 

in Columbia and Heritage Insurance Agency in Bessemer, Ala. and that the dragon

went to prison.

     The book says the grand dragon “showed up” in a reserved seat for Barry Goldwater's 

campaign stop at Greenville-Spartanburg Airport in 1964.

     Roebuck said, “We're finding that our government is trying to bring us under a one-

world government under the U.N. and take away our rights,” it quoted of Ron Loncar, 60, 

who the article reported is a health insurance salesman and a former Church of God 

minister living in the mill town of Pelzer near the Greenville and Anderson

County lines.

     The April 25 Greenville News had a story by Dan Hoover in the Washington Bureau 

quoting Roebuck saying the Oklahoma City, Okla. bombing perps should be executed.

     Spartanburg County Sheriff Bill Coffey was quoted: “It's difficult to get information 

about these groups. We're certainly concerned if these organizations are growing and are 

more than what we've heard and seen.” The story quoted Master Deputy John Fouts as

saying Greenville County Sheriff Johnny Mack Brown is “familiar” with the S.C. Civilian 

Militia and has met with some members upon their request.

     It quotes deputy N.C. State Bureau of Investigation director saying, “They play army 

in the woods.”

     When Roebuck asked the audience members how they heard of the meeting, one guy 

said, “I saw a flyer at a barber shop.”

     The Greenville News Sunday, May 7 issue's classified section advertised the meeting in 

the “Clubs & Organizations” heading as “PATRIOT MEETING: Introduction to the S.C. 

Civilian Militia, 7 p.m., Tuesday, 9th of May, Denny's at 2521 Wade Hampton. For info, 

268-6442.” The April 11 meeting was advertised under the “Guns” heading.

One guy at the meeting asks, “Isn't this about what Clinton's doing?”

     Roebuck said, “We didn't form until December of this last year.”

     In April the group was in 10 counties with 80 members; now it has 110 members in 20 

counties, he said, adding it all began in November with three people, one a departing 

missionary, Roebuck and “one other individual.”

     Dec. 14 - Roebuck said they thought it best to go public and be “out in the open.” “We 

felt it was time to take a stand in this county and not hide in the shadows.”

     “Thousands” of “invisible militia” exist throughout the nation and state, Roebuck 

claimed, alleging estimates are underestimated. “I can tell you that it is considerably 

underestimated,” he said. He encouraged “hidden militias” to go public for “safety.”

     “It's time to stand up and be counted,” he said.

     Roebuck compared the situation to a Revolutionary War letter to the editor the 

author's wife wanted stifled.

     Small invisible militias are “afraid to come out of the dark,” he charged.

     “I might be asking some of you to leave,” he said. Roebuck asked that if any of the 

audience were members of Aryan Nations, the Ku Klux Klan or white supremacists to 

leave. “You are not wanted in the militia,” he said. “You are just not wanted. I am sorry.” 

Nobody left.

     “Lies” is what the press spreads about the militia, Roebuck said. “I don't think any of 

us here know what “The Turner Diaries” are,” said Roebuck. “We don't deal with those 

people.”

     Written in 1978 under the pseudonym “Andrew Macdonald,” former physics professor 

William Pierce, who Newsweek calls a “sometime neo-Nazi,” wrote about a bloody race 

war, the killing of prominent Jews, a U.S. nuclear strike on Israel and the bombing of

D.C.'s F.B.I. headquarters.

     Although Roebuck espoused no restrictions to race or religion, there were no black 

members of the audience. “We have Hispanic, Puerto Rican, Filipino, black, white,” he

said, noting the only race missing was “Asian.”

      Roebuck began raving about how The New York Times is being sued by a man for 

being called a racist. “He's kind of far-out at times,” Roebuck said, “Making him a racist is 

going to be difficult to do.

                                                      *********     

                             “EVERYTHING WE DO IS IN THE OPEN”

     “I invited the F.B.I here tonight. They still may be.”

     Unreserved laughter, nervous chuckles erupted. Roebuck said presence of law 

enforcement authorities was no problem. “It's okay if you are,” he said. As to the press, he 

said, “We do ask you to be fair. Everything we do is in the open.

     “We are flat out tired of being lied about,” he said. “From here on out we record. We 

do have some who have tried to be fair.” The media has been “bigoted” and “hate-

mongering” on the national level, he alleged.

     Reporters have tried to contact Roebuck by phone in vain, Greenville Brigade 

Commander Roebuck said, because he doesn't return calls. (TRUE).

     Roebuck handed out photos of what he claimed were military helicopters in the local 

area. “Those flew 50 feet above me one day,” he said. “I make no apologies for passing 

this out.” He said he didn't think the birds were looking for marijuana in the winter.

     Newsweek's reports of the Unorganized Militia of the United States, a national 

network: “It warns that helicopters under U.N. command are preparing to attack U.S. 

cities.” 

     The photo of Waco he said showed bullet holes strafing the roof. A child was shot 

through the head, he said. “Already they were shooting the children,” he explained. “I 

make no apologies for it.”

     He passed out a copy of a Federal Register executive order signed by Clinton and a 

copy of a letter allegedly from Bob Inglis of the 4th District in regard to a Roebuck 

inquiry, saying, “My door is always open, and I will continue to work hard to serve you.”

     Roebuckism #1 - “I have been labeled by the press as paranoid, and I guess I am 

paranoid. I am paranoid as all get out.”

     Roebuck announced a telephone number, 1-312-731-1100. A call unveils a recording 

Citizens Committee to Clean Up the Courts in which a speaker harangues on the “P-2,” a 

group he claims was contracted with the Japanese Mafia for the Oklahoma bombing, a

claim the Michigan Militia leader also actually made just before leaving office.

     The speaker rambles on about Mrs. Howard Hunt's plane crash being a conspiracy, the 

C.I.A. supplying explosives to terrorists for the Marine barracks explosion and other wild 

sermonizing.

     One photo Roebuck distributed was of a man on a Xerox claimed to be Robert 

Rodriquez. Roebuck claimed there was an undercover agent in the photo by a Bob Owens 

resembling McVeigh and that there was another undercover agent in the photo.

     Four days earlier Roebuck said he marched to the F.B.I. “I turned this in to the F.B.I. 

and went in to talk to them last week,” he said. “I told them to their faces that I hope

you are right.” Membership rolls will not be shared, he vowed.

     If Timothy McVeigh was a ATF agent, Roebuck said, “We just want

to know.” The F.B.I. was “very cordial,” he said, adding he was “very

impressed with their sincerity.”

     A guy in the audience asked, “How do I know you are not a cop?”

     “No sir, I am not. Absolutely not. No sir.”

     The June issue of Soldier of Fortune was passed out. Now there

were 30 present.

     “First of all you need to understand the law,” he said, mentioning The Second 

Amendment and the law allowing for a National Guard, Organized Militia (State Guard) 

and the unorganized militia. He alluded to a WRIX-Anderson tape by R.C. Davenport 

with Gov. David Beasley reportedly saying the militia looks like “law-abiding,

God-fearing individuals.”

     The Greenville News calls Davenport of Anderson a retired Michelin Tire Co. 

employee and a major and information officer for the S.C. Civilian Militia.

     “There are some lines that you have even in polite societies,” Roebuck said.

                                            ++++++++++++++++++

                                           PASS THE PLATE, ELVIS!

     There is a lack of militia funds, he said, passing around a member's cap which 

returned full of love offering cash.

     “Long distance phone calls eat us alive, especially this past month. I don't want to see 

this month's phone bill.” Boy I could relate with that.

     In a gray jacket, shirt and tie, Roebuck walked around like a preacherman, infiltrating 

the audience and pointing his fingers toward the floor in animation.

     “I am not a Supremacist,” he stressed, mentioning support for the Bill of Rights and 

opposition to a New World Order. The room now held 25 at 7:30 p.m.

     The Bible is in the bylaws, lifted from the Michigan Militia handout, but is not the last 

word. “We are not dogmatic on this,” he said. “Does that mean we are going to go out 

and blow up places? No.”

     The group even accepts atheists, Roebuck said. His group contains “liberals” and some 

who are “very liberal,” he said, adding, “We don't take certain stands.”

     “Understand we are not what they say we are. Some of you have been in the military.” 

There are military and law enforcement militia members, he claimed.

     Roebuckisms strike chords of a fascinating, yet familiar melody, a litany of fear.

     Roebuckism #2: “We are not Nazis. If you are a Nazi, you must go. We are not 

socialists. We do not want tyranny. We stand against the police state. Does that mean we 

hate the police? Not at all.”

     Roebuckism #3: “You need to form your own militias. I believe the hour is desperate 

and the time is running out. What laws have we broken? If we have broken one, then 

arrest us.”

     Roebuckism #4: “It's been miserable for me.”

     Sears & Roebuckism #5: “We are not in favor of blowing up buildings. No American 

ought to be shooting another American.”

                                                   ==================

                                                  “SIR, YOU MAY LEAVE”

     If a member starts talking “strange stuff,” members should report it to the local sheriff. 

Comforting. “We cannot tolerate that,” he said. “And we will not tolerate it.”

     Roebuckism #6: “This stuff needs to stop, and it needs to stop right now ... you cannot 

be legal without being visible.” Then the fireworks began. My hands were already sweaty, 

my heart pounding, but my cigarette hand was still steady. The wiseguy in the back had 

finally reached his Waterloo. Are these folks kooks? Wackos? Nuts?

     “To be dangerous, you have got to be invisible,” the fella said. “You sir, may leave,” 

Roebuck ordered.

     A departure from the stage could not have been upstaged, as hammy but frightening as 

Lugosi.

     “I will be glad,” said the wise guy.

     Leaving, Bubba countered, as the young boys and the room swallowed, “I believe you 

are full of (expletive deleted).”

     Walking out, the unidentified human being retorted, and the weight of his words fell 

deftly, as unsettling as a silhouette outside your bedroom window at midnight. “The 

Taylors Militia, you can count on it.” I asked the other reporter who in the wild world of 

sports the Taylors Militia was, and he hadn't a clue.

     The last time I had heard a room get that quiet was when I accidentally, balancing a 

Baptist Hymnal on the brass second floor balcony railing, tipped over the songbook which 

slapped against the sanctuary floor like a beaver tail on the Lumber River.

     Roebuck stood silently as the doors closed after Bubba's fanny and histrionics had left 

the room stage left, curtain plummeting. Hamlet had left the building uninterviewed. Then 

Roebuck became bold.

     “We will not tolerate that kind of crap,” said the “reverend.”

“We are not here to be dangerous.”

     “We are here with one purpose,” he said. “You cannot eat an elephant. But you can 

make that elephant 'bare to the bone' with piranha, he added.

     “We are going to be held politically accountable by our vote.”

     Randy Weaver was discussed then in Roebuck's loudest voice yet. “He was acquitted 

and found not guilty in a court of law.

     “Randy Weaver was labeled as a white supremacist. You can go to the records ... he 

was a Christian.” The government may have asked Weaver to become an informant, 

Roebuck claimed.

     Randall Weaver, now of Grand Junction, Iowa, TIME reports surrendered Aug. 31, 

1992 as a white separatist after a standoff in Idaho with federal agents which resulted in 

the shooting deaths of his wife, 14-year-old son and a U.S. marshal. Weaver was acquitted 

by a jury with co-defendant Kevin Harris on charges of killing the marshal, and no one has 

been indicted for his family's death, according to TIME.

     Waco: “A lot of this could have been defused. I'm tired of name-calling. Maybe the 

jackboots are coming. What do you do to un-American Americans?”

                                            ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^

                               “WOMEN DON'T LIKE TO BE MACHO”

     A guy interjects: “Lock 'em up!”  Roebuck called for a Waco investigation.

     “Gentlemen, we are not here to overthrow the government and act macho. We've got 

women here. Women don't like to be macho.” Three women were listening, plus a Denny's

waitress. One guy had a Bob Marley T-shirt on. Roebuck spoke of hanging together or 

hanging separately.

     “We haven't done anything else yet except petition the government and protest.”

     “Let never again happen what happened in Waco,” he said. If there is another Waco, he 

said, “We would be there. If that doesn't sit well with people, then there is something 

wrong with people.”

     Roebuckism #7: “You've got to die to yourself in this movement.”

                                                 _______________

                                        SWEARING IN AT DENNY'S

     As patrons clinked silverware out front, Roebuck suggested the audience order 

something off the menu. I had eaten at a grocery story, buying a bologna sandwich and a 

cheap drink.

     Roebuckism #8: “Your division staff has no authority over you.”

     The militia consists of staff officers and then the rank and file members, he said, adding 

he is division commander for the Upstate and temporary state coordinator.

     Officers can conduct “court martials” and kick members out.

     Roebuckism #9: “We'll report them period.”

     Roebuckism #10: “Our protection is visibility.”

     Roebuckism #11: “There are other reasons to be visible...we are not political. We don't 

trust any of the parties or any of the candidates. We are not racist. Everybody is welcome 

in the militias.”

     Except Bubba.

     Roebuckism #12: “We are not denominational.”

     The Spartanburg paper reported Roebuck as a pastor of “a Presbyterian church in 

Spartanburg.” His affiliation has been reported with Mount Calvary Presbyterian Church 

in Roebuck, but now he said he is jobless. He is certainly the most provocative 

Presbyterian minister I've ever met, including the one in Boone, N.C. who told me 

exorcisms were for real when I was investigating The Way International cult group in 

1983.

     Roebuck: “If we have Jewish people, we will get a rabbi.”

     On moles: “That's okay.”

     Roebuck urged members to watch out for “provocateurs” and “dissipaters.” “You need 

to watch for them and court martial them when you see it happen.”

     Four types of people will listen to members, he said, including the “rational” 

(“leaders”), the “afraid,” the “old time crowd,” and the “Roseanne Arnold crowd.”

     Roebuckism #13: “You are still sniveling in your fear.”

     In a gray jacket and tie, he tried to quote Thomas Jefferson, saying the government is 

“best kept on a short chain.”

     Roebuckism #14: “Our drills are for militia only. Is that secretive? No. We have people 

in law enforcement in the militia in this country.”

     After the sermon, there were two men who raised their hands when asked if there was 

anyone who wanted to join. They and Roebuck raised their hands as Roebuck made them 

swear they were not KKK members, affiliated with Aryan Nations, white supremacists or 

terrorists.

     As the duo, wrists clasped on buckles, arose, their new leader explained that on drills 

they might be asked to perform a duty like digging a latrine.

     Roebuckism #15: “Dig the latrine.”

     If an order is “immoral” or “illegal,” Roebuck said, “There will be a court martial.”

     Reading from the S.C. Civilian Militia's bible, a pamphlet entitled “The Michigan 

Minute Men, Northern Michigan Regional Militia Manual 1-1, Roebuck led the oath.

     “I, (both fellows say their names), do solemnly swear that I will support and defend the 

Constitution of the United States against all enemies, both foreign and domestic; that I will 

bear true faith and allegiance to the same; and that I will obey the orders of those

appointed over me, for conscience sake; So Help Me God.”

     “Welcome to the militia gentlemen.” Applause, fellowship handshakes between the few 

members and one of the two neophytes said, “I just moved here from Arizona.”

                                                   ........................
                                              TOTIN' BLUE STEEL

     Sears & Roebuckism #16: “I was raised without electricity.”

     Roebuckism #17: “Generally, there are good people in these (law enforcement) 

organizations.”

     The highest accountability the militia respects is the sheriff, according to Roebuck.

     Roebuckism #18: “We need to be prepared to help the general community too.”

     Greenville County “Training Officer” Michael Partridge spoke: “We don't do a lot of 

work with guns.” There is a person who offers gun training however, he said. Most 

training involves “search and rescue,” “emergency,” “herbalogics,” and “stretching” a 

dollar.

     “I can birth babies,” he boasted. “Some of it gets kind of intensive.” Training was 

described as “like trying to take a sip of water out of a firehose.”

     A woman from Bakersville, Calif., asked if rallying behind people and farms was okay. 

“We take it on a case-to-case basis,” Roebuck replied.

     Roebuckism #19: “There are invisible militias in all 50 states.” His estimate, 2-5 million 

members. His crew meets once a month with the next meeting set for June 13.

     Roebuckism #18: “Same time, same station.”

     The group has met at Shoney's. Roebuck requested that no photos be taken.

     “These are people afraid of losing their jobs,” he said. “We are not P.C.” The group is 

“right wing,” Roebuck said.

                                                           ////////////

                                        VILLAGE OF THE DURNED

     Roebuckism #20: “It's right of center.”

     After the meeting Roebuck sat down, distracted, giving a short interview, deflecting 

questions with rhetoric, refusing to answer some inquiries and becoming shy after a photo 

request.

     He also explained what he meant about reacting to another Waco and how cussin' 

Bubba affected him and what about the Taylors Militia.

     On Bubba: “It made me mad at the time. It makes me angry he came. He may be trying 

to say the right thing, but he's using the wrong words.” Asked about the Taylors Militia, 

he said there are thousands of invisible militias.

     Media: “The press has not really hurt us too badly.” Roebuck requested the story not 

include anything about his church or religion. “I try to keep that separate,” he said.

     A 2nd Waco militia response: “Peacefully,” “unarmed.”

     Why does he distrust the government so fiercely? “Why don't you ask the Indians at 

Wounded Knee?”

     Where did he get “the Waco photo?” - “I've got sources who are definitely afraid right 

now.”

     Leaving the restaurant and bolting straight for Mullins from Denny's, I hoped I 

wouldn't get pulled over by a cop with this Michigan Militia material as the United Artists 

marquee illuminated its bill - “Village of the Damned.” The Baptist Royal Ambassadors 

they ain't.

         xxxxxxxxxxxx

 A CODE OF HONOR

     A snarling wolverine graces the cover of The Michigan Minute Men pamphlet the Rev. 

Ian Roebuck of Taylors distributed one evening in May at a meeting of the S.C. Civilian 

Militia at - of all places - Denny's in Greenville.

     Roebuck said it was also the manual of the S.C. Civilian Militia. “Wolverines 1st 

Brigade, Northern Michigan Regional Militia,” it reads, “Manual 1-1, Background, 

Mission, Purpose and Organization.”

     The bulletin mentions Amendment 2 to the Bill of Rights, the Dick Act of 1903” and 

Michigan law allowing for a militia.

     “What force exists to prevent a state or federally orchestrated massacre like the one in 

Waco from occurring in Michigan?” The organizational structure calls for a commander, 

chaplain, intelligence, information and security, under which comes operations, transport, 

supply, “comm/elect,” training, and medical, and then “air ops,” ground ops, special ops 

and safety.

     “The primary weapon of the brigade member shall be the rifle.” A hundred rounds of 

ammo are required “at all times.”

     “Militia members are normally expected to carry military style firearms when attending 

to militia duties. On in self-defense shall a militia member discharge his rifled except when 

ordered to do so.”

     Members should expect to “deploy as the need arises.”

     The member code says, “I am an American serving with the unorganized civilian militia 

which guard my homeland, our Constitution and our way of life. I am prepared to give my 

life in their defense. I will never surrender of my own free will. If in command I will never 

surrender the members of my command while they have the means to resist. If I am 

captured I will continue to resist by all means possible. I will make every effort to escape

and aid others to escape. I will accept neither parole nor special favors from the enemy.”

     It ends with a prayer for the militia.

     Roebuck also passed out a S.C. map with black magic markered outlines of each 

county and a number, marking Division 1 with 13 brigades from McCormick County to 

Oconee, Division 2 with 11 brigades from Aiken County to Chesterfield, Division 3 with 

12 brigades from Lake Moultrie to Marlboro County and Division 4 with 10

brigades from Beaufort County to Orangeburg County.

     Also distributed was a prayer-poem from “a police officer out of Nevada” and a copy 

of a newspaper story headlined “Anti-Terrorism Bill Would Erode Constitutional Rights.”

     Another handout listed camping recipes and menus with a six-day supply for four 

people or 10 days for two person and other dietary suggestions.

     A handout from The New American was distributed, “Reclaiming States' Rights.”

     Roebuck wouldn't trust James West or Artemus “Artie” Gordon. He probably wouldn't 

even trust Loris native Bob Johstono either, who has accompanied former President 

Jimmy Carter on a hunting trip and feels strongly about the Oklahoma bombing.

     “It's just an absolute tragedy,” said the 19-year U.S. Treasury Department employee in 

Columbia. “We lost a number of employees out there. I knew five personally. The lives of 

all those children...it's just one of the most tragic things I have seen

in my lifetime or in my career.”

     FBI spokesman Mike Duke said he is familiar with the S.C. Civilian Militia and The 

10th Amendment Committee of Oconee and that there is nothing the bureau would or 

could do unless there were illegal activities.

     Roebuck rebukes comparisons to the Klan, but Klanwatch compares away.

     The Southern Poverty Law Center with its Klanwatch Project, P.O. Box 548, 

Montgomery, Ala. 36101-0548, publishes a monthly Intelligence Report, listing militias, 

Posse Comitatus, skinheads and groups with the Klan, named after the Greek word 

“kuklos” for circle. Klanwatch documents murders, assaults, arsons, threats,

cross burnings, intimidation, harassment, vandalism, legal developments, leafletting, 

marches and rallies.

     One harassment bias incident was datelined Columbia, but it happened at Darlington 

International Speedway on March 27, 1994. “A black Fort Jackson soldier allegedly was 

taunted by dozens of race fans using racial slurs during an auto race.” California had

the most incident listings.

     Active hate groups in 1994 included, Klanwatch reports, Christian Knights of the KKK 

with units in Mount Holly, N.C., Louisa, Ky., Pleasant View, Tenn. and Beaufort. 

International Knights of the KKK was pinpointed in Enoree, near

Greenville.

     In nearby Laurens County Ware Shoals was listed Disciples of the KKK. A dispatcher 

for the Laurens Sheriffs Department said deputies have been sent several times to break up 

disagreements between the group on Cemetery Road and a church which had a black

pastor.

     “We're all very aware of them,” she said. “They are right next door (to each other), and 

they feud all the time. They don't get along with the folks at Full Gospel Tabernacle. It 

was an on-going thing from last summer and this winter. We still get a few calls. It's kind 

of like a grudge against neighbors.”

     Laurens County Sheriff Jim Moore said the problem is about “folks that can't get 

along.”

     “There have been Klan rallies in the city of Laurens,” he said.

     Greenwood Index-Journal reporter Bill Bengston said the Klan splinter group was 

concerned about noise disturbances at the church.

     “It's a fairly new group. Nobody's been shot. People have been shot at. There's been 

bullets traded across the road, shouting matches. The church is bi-racial. The church said 

they are being intimidated out of racial discrimination.”

     Johnny Henderson was associate minister last year when the trouble began and said 

someone took a shot at the parsonage and that litigation is continuing.

     Church spokesman Mike Brown said, “We have lived in torment. Our house has been 

shot at.”

     Violence is not part of the Klan, according to self-professed Grand Dragon Bob 

Scoggin of Spartanburg, who has been ill lately and said he has owned the Klan copyright 

since 1986.

     “I'm 73 last week,” said Scoggin in a telephone interview May 17. “I just had a triple 

heart bypass.”

     Disciples of the KKK in Ware Shoals - “I haven't heard of that one. We've got 

members at Ware Shoals.” Scoggin confirmed there is a group in Beaufort and that there 

are members in Enoree but no club.

     When asked about Roebuck's group, he said, “They're the ones who just started out.”

     Scoggin said there is already a group like Roebuck's. “It's called the State Guard,” he 

said. “It is a state militia.” How many S.C. Klan members are there?

     “That's a top secret,” he said. “It's still going on. We're not rallying as much as we used 

to. It's gotten larger all across the state. We've got a crowd in Conway, Myrtle Beach, 

Columbia, two or three in Columbia.”

     The Klan is in England and in Australia, Scoggin said, adding he has visited the 

continent downunder.

     “We believe in constitutional government. We don't believe in integration in any way. 

We believe in the sanctity of the home. Affirmative action is on its way out.”

     Are Klan members in Roebuck's militia?

     “They don't know who's in their militia,” Scoggin said. “You may sit near a Klansman 

every day. I don't belong to his. Any good citizen can join. I know some that join.”

     “We've never had any violence since I've been in the Klan. Its purpose is the same.”

     What about its attitude against blacks?

     “They are not my kind of people. Live and let live,” he said. “These deadbeats and 

violence going on, we've already got five blacks killing blacks in this county over drugs 

and women and all that stuff.

     “No Klansman hates anybody, but we are certainly pro-white. They should be as proud 

of their race as I am of mine. We certainly don't believe in interracial marriage.”

     Undercover police have probably joined the Klan, but there are also actual law 

enforcement Klan members, including members of the S.C. Highway Patrol, according to 

Scoggin.

     “They probably infiltrated, but if they qualify, they can join,” he said. “We've helped 

them a whole lot on drugs.”

     “The Klan is not Republican or Democrat,” said Scoggin, a supporter of Darlington 

County's native son Gov. David Beasley.

     “I think he's going to bring industry to the state like Gov. Campbell did. I think he's 

going to make a dandy. Yeah, I voted for him. I voted for the lesser of two evils.”

     “Meetings are once a week,” he said, refusing to give locations. His office is in 

Spartanburg County, he said, refusing to divulge its whereabouts. Scoggin said he doubts 

there will be any rallies before the fall.

     On Oklahoma's bombing: Those responsible “ought to be hung on the public square. 

The government is just as guilty.”

     On Waco: “I think the federal government killed 80-something people.”

     The only opponents of the Klan are the left-winged press, Scoggin said. “You don't get 

any good publicity from the left-wing press,” he griped. “They believe that we go out 

burning crosses and aggravating people. We don't force people into anything.”

                                                       **************

                                                            1988

     My family helped me move to Clayton, and I didn't stay there long. They didn't like 

stories against prep football. The publisher told me not to borrow money from the cash 

drawer with IOUs for gas, and I did it one more time, and he wrote an editorial about it 

after a balloon festival. The night before my first day there was a Pink Floyd concert in 

Raleigh where I would frequent many bars.

     In February I was fortunate enough to get a call from Fincannon Associates casting 

company in Wilmington to show up on the set of “A Little Dream,” the movie's working 

title, to work as an extra. Working from 4:30 p.m. to 1:30 a.m., I couldn't sleep at all after 

work. So I showed up downtown at 7 a.m. in freezing temperatures as an extra. I got a 

chance to walk through some scenes, run down some steps in front of a “medical 

building,” created from a renovated historic downtown house and walk down the 

waterfront as Jason Robards and Piper Laurie nuzzled in a black horsedrawn carriage on a 

cobblestone street. Cold as 40 demons. Miserable, but exciting.

     They fed us a boiled shrimp corn bog for lunch, and I got $40 for freezing my fanny 

off. It was filmed by Tomorrow Productions and ought to be released after they finish 

editing it. It's supposedly about Robards who comes back from the dead to woo his wife. 

(I drove around Wilmington streets smoking a number in one scene, simulating traffic with 

other drivers. One lady almost clipped a cop.)

                                                                ***

     I'll never forget the scene - pitch black dark, and I'm on a country road in Watauga 

County after an interview, and the company van's emergency brake had locked and 

wouldn't disengage. So I was stuck. Time to call a wrecker.

     Fortunately, the guy I had interviewed in this backwoods studio had his tools in his 

truck so he crawled into the van and started tinkering. All of a sudden I heard this loud 

“Clunk!” He had snipped the cable, and I was home free without calling a wrecker.

.

                                                     **************

                                                   Hickory, N.C. 1986

     A stripper with a tattoo of a rat on her breast in the parking lot of the Sidepocket 

Lounge and the Hickory Speedway reminds me of Catawba County, North Carolina where 

my cousin Jeff lives on a sprawling farm at the foot of the Blue Ridge. I freelanced for 

FOCUS without the Hickory Daily Record knowing about it. I mean, I think they knew. 

I'd take a break and go down the street and clip out a story under a pen name. Charlie's 

pen name was Edsin Hadel. Charlie Hall was our grizzled sports editor, who lived in a 

trailer with a woman. He became my best friend, and we drank professionally for about 

two years. We drank like flounders. And then there was “Sparkles” with the rat tattoo 

around her nipple.

     “How's everything at The Cave?” he'd say.

     The cave was an apartment that the former reporter had rented, and it was cheap with 

ice cold frosty air conditioning, but you couldn't sneak in any pussy because the landlord 

lived right above.

     The rent letter.

     Have you ever gotten a letter from the landlord, letting you know that you are in 

arrears in your living accommodations setting and need to go out on the street and find 

some cash? Some landlords are high-strung about it; others are complacent and Christian. 

Others go the high-end route and go crazy.

     In Hickory I got one of several notes from my landlady, Mrs. Chamblee. I had been 

fired and worked at a pizza place for two days, the second of which an alcohol agent 

busted the joint for a young waitress serving draft beer to an underage friend.

     “Are you the supervisor here?” the agent asked me.

     “No, I just wash dishes. I never went back to the restaurant, only once to collect me 

wages.

     And then there was Mrs. Chamblee's letter.

     “Tim - the check for $310 pays your rent through this date: July 30, 1987. Your last 

payment on 6/25 paid through 6/18 (-$20). You will remember that you agreed to add $10 

a month toward Duke Power which runs $90-$100 each month. Now I have someone 

who is interested in the apartment. I will be glad for you to stay, but certain things must 

change. You must pay the rent on time and without my having to ask for it. It will be due 

on Thursday, and you may pay weekly if that will help you. You have made many 

promises in the past - then you avoid the responsibility (and me!) You must remember to 

put out all your trash and garbage - do not let it accumulate to become a fire hazard and to 

attract bugs. I have copies of all your receipts if you'd like to see them. I'm sorry you've 

been down on your luck, and I certainly hope things will look up for you. - Mrs. 

Chamblee.” My first attempt at a novel looked like a snake on the apartment floor, and the 

rent for the typewriter ended up being more than one was worth.

     If Frank Hoilman put on a tuxedo, one could easily mistake him for an intrepidly 

wealthy politician or sophisticated tobacco baron at a Hickory Country Club soiree.

In his 60s, he has a fourth-grade education and comes across as a meek, mild-mannered 

dude, a grandfather, if you will, whose fashion tastes exclude Reeboks and Paris tweeds.

Attired in a drab green uniform and shiny black boots, his small frame appears wiry, his 

blue eyes directly focused. A cute gent - not exactly the type of fellow one would expect 

to blow a woman away with a shotgun. How crass.

     Blooey!

     Frank waived executive privilege, refusing to take the Fifth Amendment, and talked 

about the murder.

     “Drunk, killed her, a woman I had been living with for about six or seven years,” said 

the Mitchell County native.

     “I grabbed a gun and shot her... I can't believe it. When I realized what had happened, I 

was in jail.”

     Frank can't remember a thing about the killing.

     “It'll never happen again,” said the Newton Prison Camp 86 inmate who serves as yard 

librarian.

     His voice's inflection was far from superfluous.

     Frank snagged the job about a year ago when he arrived, and it has helped him while 

away the hours since he was sentenced for a second-degree murder charge. From 5 a.m. 

until lock-up, Frank checks out books, cleans the library and files in-coming periodicals 

seven days a week about 15 hours a day for a paltry 70 cents each day.

     Horror tales about Central Prison in Raleigh are about as numerous as smokers with 

suicide complexes, and Frank checked in for about seven weeks. “It's the roughest place 

I've been to,” he said. “Somebody into fightin' all the time ... I seen people cut into pieces. 

There's rats down there that are large (spacing his palms about 20 inches apart.) A cat'd be 

afraid of 'em.”

     Frank's favorite reading comes from a best-seller that the library has several copies of - 

an anthology of stories penned by a tax collector, a decapitated evangelist and scores of 

ghostwriters. “A bunch of people in here read the Bible,” he said.

     There's also Montreat resident Rev. Billy Graham's “Till Armageddon.”

     Selections include a wide variety of pulp westerns, crime stories, mysteries and serious 

fiction. There's Kurt Vonnegut Jr.'s “Slapstick” and “Mother Night,” which are banned on 

some school bookshelves. There is none of that rancid porn. Life without Bob Guccionne 

wouldn't be all that bad.

     There's good fiction and awful fiction - Gay Talese's “Thy Neighbor's Wife,” Ira 

Levin's “The Boys From Brazil,” Charles Dickens' “A Christmas Carol,” Ira Levin's 

“Who's Afraid of Virginia Wolfe?,” Agatha Christie's “Out For the Kill,” Jimmy Breslin's 

“The Gang That Couldn't Shoot Straight,” and even E.B. White's “Elements of Style.”

     There's even “All the President's Men” with Richard Nixon's mug on the cover. Frank 

glanced at the picture and said that the former president might have bought a ticket to the 

slammer “if they'd have caught up with him.”

     On Reagan and Iranscam: “I believe somebody's getting framed. A lot of it don't make 

sense. In other words, it's hard to believe some of it...a lot of people out there should be in 

here if they caught up with them.”

     Prisoners aren't as dumb as many citizens might like them to be or remain.

     “Anything that comes in, they want to read it...it keeps them out of a lot of trouble. 

They enjoy coming in and getting a book or two,” Frank said. “ A lot of books are 

donated. That helps.”

     Overdue books are few and far between. Prisoners check out books on a register. The 

Catawba County Library drops by books and from canteen funds, the prisoners help fund 

subscriptions to such magazines as TIME, Family Circle, People, Sports Illustrated and 

even access to Newsweek with George Will's column.

     Oh joy.

     The prison populations should count their blessings because there was not a National 

Review in sight. No Interview magazines or Village Voices, but one can't have everything. 

There were no Samuel Beckett plays, but it isn't quite a country club, dahlings. Is it?

     Frank has words of wisdom to those who might feel like committing a crime or 

continuing to overindulge in excessive intoxicants. “I can tell somebody to leave it alone, 

right now. I tell you that. It's no good, no good.”

     When the guards and Lt. Charles Mackie left the room, Frank remained in good 

posture and answered questions with candor. There's a white sign on the wall: “Only 3 

Inmates At A Time. Only 2 Books Checked Out At A Time.”

     “I'm hoping to get out in the next couple of years,” said the librarian.

     His mother is 80, and he gets a visitor or two every once and a while. “I got a lot of 

friends. I enjoy talking with them,” said Frank.

     Confinement doesn't have to be absolute isolation because a man's mind can take him 

to the limits of the imagination. There's time. Nothing but time for human beings like 

Frank Hoilman. No Jacuzzi parties, no Twyla Tharp, no sushi, no laser tag, no trips to 

Myrtle Beach, no skiing, no shopping, no golf, no women.

     Arggh!

     No freedom. Imagine that. Now, go get a book. Open it up. And take the advice of a 

murderer - read. Now that's a coup de grace. That's freedom.

      On Oct. 2, 1987 FOCUS ran the story that would have definitely gotten me fired if the 

editors and publishers had known it was a staff writer who wrote it. My nom de plume 

was after the Steely Dan song.

     “Drug Use Leads To Jail, Illusion” - By Kid Charlemagne

     {Editor's Note: This story, written by an area freelance writer, is not intended to 

encourage or condone the use of illegal narcotics.}

     (It sure wasn't. I was trying to take the blindfold off a friend of mine who was crazy as 

hell and on his way back to his old ways.)

     Since every politician under the sun is hooked on the drug issue, let's examine the 

lowest common denominator of cocaine abuse - the mainline. Yes, people are “booting 

up” (injecting cocaine) even in the placid Mecca of Hickory. Drug abuse is one of the few 

issues besides teen suicide that fundamentalists and secular humanists can agree on.

So, meet ...”Ron,” a real life guy who tells his story, the wired saga of a dark subject.

It all started at age 13 when he first started smoking marijuana. Since then he has ingested 

PCP, LSD, Quaaludes, opium, hashish, speed, barbiturates, morphine, and, now, cocaine.

     Recently, Ron had fired up a paycheck or two worth of cocaine “just for curiosity's 

sake.” If a person, especially a man, has cocaine, the odds of a sexual conquest increase 

exponentially, according to Ron. It sure doesn't do it for me.

     But the false pleasure has drawbacks.

     “You have the feeling, but you regret it the next day. You only regret it because you 

could have spent the money on bills or something.”

     Booting cocaine is the last thing a regular abuser will mention in conversation - even to 

the closest of friends. You know the feeling when somebody orders a pizza, and 

everybody is really slow to grab a piece, but the second one goes quickly until everyone in 

the room notices that the slices are going at a supersonic rate, and the feeling of greed 

overtakes you? You want to grab as many pieces as you can, nest them and make your 

own little winter stash since you paid the most for the pie, and everybody else is 

sandbagging on the Dutch. I only did coke back then on my birthday. I figure since it's 

been more than 10 years, the chance of me dying on my birthday has been slashed to 400 

squared. Champagne, a steak and coke. Never mainlined, however. I always throw up in a 

doctor's office when the needle is unsheathed. I would have never made a good mechanic.

     Ron did it once. He has no plans to do it again.

    See Page 27. I lost the rest of this story somewhere between moves or evictions.

    The story was about an acquaintance who later became a friend and then an 

acquaintance and then a memory. The mechanic, he was, not in the strictest sense of the 

word, but as a pharmaceutical engineer of sorts. He was in his early 20s and lived in the 

apartment complex I always visited to get a dip in the pool.

     We smoked together, and drank together, and later I learned that he had a favorite 

leaning toward shooting up something or another. So I asked him once if he'd let me 

interview him as a story for FOCUS without using his name. Oh my god, it may have been 

a mistake. He said he had been to prison or to reform school or something or another. 

Describing the experience of mainlining, he told me how to do it, a medicinal feat, and as I 

type, smoking a big one, I wonder if I should have used or exploited, in modern terms, his 

addiction to the community in such graphic terms. It was graphic. Giving people the recipe 

without supplying the culinary delights is considered a sin of omission. But if you leave 

out a few important parts, it could be considered copacetic. Throwing caution to the wind, 

I decided to expose this whole insidious endeavor as was and try to educate myself as well 

as alert the local public that this type of behavior was going on. He was finally assaulted 

by the Hickory Police Department after they responded to a report at his complex, it 

wasn't that complex, just an apartment grouping, and shot the heck out of him. He used to 

mess around with his firearms, and one day he kind of lost control with a gun.

     The weird part was after I left Hickory and had returned to learn Ron had been in a 

shootout at his apartment with the Hickory Police Department and was in the hospital 

after the cops shot him.

     I'll never forget the crazed, glazed look in his spaced-out eyes the day he ran me out of 

his apartment with a loaded .22 rifle in his hand. There's a 22-caliber bullet in his body to 

prove that there was one day that proved to be too much of a day for him.

     “All I remember is everything went from light to dim to dark,” Ronnie said. “I smelled 

gunpowder, and both of my hands felt like they went to sleep. Paramedics came.”

     The wound was self-inflicted. He had been only 18 and gulped almost as many 

Quaaludes on top of a bunch of liquor.

     “Next thing I remember is waking up in intensive care the next day. I was ...wild.”

     Once, doing a handful of Valium, 10 hits of purple microdot acid and mucho reefer, 

“My best friend and my girlfriend were there, and I beat the hell out of him.”

     Enter the counselors.

     “They said, “We don't know what you're going to do next.”

     So it was into the psychiatric ward where he encountered fellatio from a disturbed 

woman. Later he was serving three two-year sentences for possession of LSD with intent 

to sell, a probation violation, driving while intoxicated and assault. Then, there was only 

time under the hoosegow.

     “It sucked. Time went by slowly.”

     Mean spirits. Guards were selling dope. And crime. “I did it for the single reason I 

liked to pass the time,” he said of his art. “A write-up'll cost you 30 extra days. People 

steal you blind.”  He drew pictures to whittle away the time and avoid “write-ups,” 

bad marks on his prison record. Guards only turned their heads. And his art was good, 

kind of between Ralph Steadman and Dali.

     “I don't think prison changes anybody, but it makes you think about something before 

you do it again.”

     Soon he booted some cocaine. The first transgression in abuse of the ever-so popular 

alkaloid. All this madness over C17H2NO4, the intrepid alkaloid that coerces rational 

behavior into irrational chemical romance. Then came what Lynryd Skynyrd called “The 

Needle And The Spoon.” Yes, there are mechanics in Catawba County.

     “Just get a gram of cocaine, all right? And get a coffee cup and lukewarm water to 

match your body temperature. They were fresh needles. We bought them from the store. 

Disposables. No problem to get 'em. They're for insulin. Take a syringe and sort of ...get a 

little bit of coke, dilute it in a spoon. Just a little bit of water, enough to make it mellow. 

Take a filter off the end of a fresh cigarette - this is make-do running up - stick it in the 

diluted coke and water, stick the needle in the filter and draw it up. Bring out the air in it; 

tighten your arm up and put it to your vein and sock it in there.” Ronnie said he did it one 

night and never plans to do it again. It had been the first time in his life.

     Three-two-one. That's all it takes. Second before the tsunami.

“You feel a head rush. It's like snorting a lot. And it's instantaneous. It feels good. I like 

to snort it. I don't think I'll ever use a needle again. There's too much bad going around.”

     Recent busts, publicity and public interest in the cocaine problem has cokeheads diving 

for cover, according to Ronnie, but it also has regular users, who normally would never 

dream of selling, starting to deal.

     Being a mechanic is a tough job for those unaccustomed to medical procedures - 

especially when the abuser is three sheets to the wind. “I wouldn't recommend it,” Ronnie 

said. “If you want o get hooked on it, your mind is baked, and you'll get nowhere in life. It 

ain't like I've done it for a long time. I ain't no damned junkie. I just like to sit down and 

drink beer or liquor and smoke pot.”

     This was all from a guy in good shape, with good looks and who make money to 

support himself by shooting staples into the bottoms of furniture pieces with a gun.

If a man has cocaine, the chances of his having sexual intercourse are not diminished if he 

plies prospective conquests of the 80s with the alkaloid at a local bar, according to 

Ronnie, who claims there is a certain genre of humanoid - the coke whore. They are one 

sub-species not talked about much in the national media.

     “They always want more,” he said. “If you get around a woman who does it a lot and 

enjoys it, has that high, they'll always want more. Give me a line, and I'll give you some. 

It's a different type of person. They want to get that pleasure, man. You have the feeling, 

but you regret it the next day. You only regret it because you could have spent the money 

on bills or something.” Last time I saw him was the day I ran out of his apartment as he 

brandished a .30-.30, loaded, running around drunk on payday liquor. The cops shot him 

one day.

     I knew where he was coming from, partially. I never spent much cash on cocaine. 

When I did do it in the 1980s, I'd spend $100 or $90 for a gram around my birthday, 

buying a bottle of champagne and a ribeye steak to chargrill. Cocaine never did much for 

me. I never enjoyed it at all. It did nothing but strip me of sexual progress. The last time I 

did cocaine was in the parking lot of a Blowing Rock restaurant after walking outside with 

Merle Watson to his Blazer. It had just started to snow outside.

     “Cold out there tonight,” he said.

     “Cold enough. I appreciate the buzz.”

     “You still working at the newspaper?”


     “Nah, I got fired.”

     “It's probably the best thing to ever happen to you.”

     Later on they found Merle with the plowing blade of his tractor in his back after it 

apparently flipped over on his. His neighbor told me Merle had been drinking wine. I'll 

never forget what he told me, that it was probably the best thing that ever happened to me. 

It wasn't, although it could have been, but I felt better knowing that it could have been the 

best thing.

     The day I got fired at the Watauga Democrat in Boone in 1985 it was a February day 

135 degrees below on Grandfather Mountain with the windchill factor. They would say 

that it would get so cold in Boone that a calf froze once before hitting the ground after 

birth. I hadn't been in at work for a day, and when they called Dottie's house in Chapel 

Hills, it was Mike Legette on the telephone. Mike was a sports geek, very professional, 

taking the business so seriously and often too seriously. The power had been out for two 

days.

     “So Tim, where ya been?”


     “I've been snowed in out here, Mike. Where do you think I've been? It's 40 degrees 

below zero, for God's sake!”

     “Sandy told me to give you a call and see if you'd let me come out in my car and give 

you a lift.”

     “Listen, Mike. The phone's been out. It's so cold somebody said a calf froze out in 

Sugar Grove while it was being born and was hard before it hit the ground. I don't think 

it's safe to be out in this weather. It's not safe for you. It's not safe for me. If you were to 

break down out there, you'd freeze to death.”

     “All righty. Stay warm. You got two girls out there?”


     “Count 'em. Two. Two mints in one. Take it easy, Mike. This ain't a Mets game. Come 

to. Am I going to have to wave some bills over your nose like Mr. Drysdale? You worry 

about the high school box scores. Loose a few nights sleep over a Watauga High game.”

     Another snort of cocaine and I wasn't thinking about how the heat wasn't doing much 

good near the windowpanes. I wasn't thinking about the evaluation sheets they had 

distributed at work a few months before. I didn't realize I was about to be weeded like a 

clover under a Lawn Boy.

     When Dottie and Dee drove me into town the next morning, the sun was out when I 

opened the glass door of the Watauga Democrat for the last time. I had my suitcase with 

me. Main Street was covered with dirty mounds of caked snowdrifts, embedded with 

cigarette butts and soda pop tops. Sandra was shaking when she told me I was fired. I 

don't know what was going on in her head, but I know I was about to cry.

     “Gyah, lea.”

     Is this Armfield talking? Who's firing me? Mr. Coffey was the managing editor, and his 

wife, good bless her heart, was Rachel Rivers-Coffey. I'll never forget the day the big boss 

walked in and called me a “communist.” He would head up the N.C. Press Association 

later one day, and he called me a “communist.” There was the day “Bill,” an old codger 

who showed up every day, but I never knew exactly what it was that he did besides stack 

papers and tie up bundles with the electric string bundler downstairs on the dock while on 

Monday mornings everyone would meet and roll four-foot 900-pound Bowater newspaper 

spindles out of freightliners. Bill always saw bats in his coffee. “Whatcha waving at, Bill?” 

I was hungover. Frost spotted the breakroom window. “Damned bats!”

     Sandra was mad. I miss her. Female editors are great to work with. The guys are 

bastards, especially if you lack tits and a slit. The editor of the Chapel Hill newspaper once 

told me in mid-interview that if I was black and female I would have the job. Straight up.

    “That's all you ever say is “gyah, lea.” Is that all you can say?” That's all I can get to 

tumble out of my mouth, yes. Me, the loudmouth, the smart-assed, censored, rebel writer 

with a ax to grind with anyone with a good reputation and nowhere to hide.

     After several moments of painful silence, I stood up and said, “I appreciate it.” Then I 

gave her a kiss on the cheek that I never was sure if it made its mark actually or not, but it 

was the thought that mattered. It wasn't a kiss of Judas, but the kiss of a mixed up 

journalist about to smooch goodbye the source of income that was financing his apartment 

on Clint Norris Road and his screwed lifestyle of chasing ambulances down mountain roads 

in the middle of the night.

     I feel very embarrassed when I sit down to write. Especially about others. It's so very 

personal that I always hope and wish and pray that no one will ever read it. But 

always it seems that the next day one of so-many-thousand people pick my utterances up 

and read them and languish then and talk about them at work and pass along the thought 

for the rest of the day until the sun goes down and beyond. You have to readily be careful 

what you say. Having an audience like that, it's not really a following, is like having a 

Sunday School class or a nature study class with which you feel very close to. Maybe it's 

more like a New Age masturbation session. I hope nobody takes me that seriously ever, 

but I am inclined to think that they do. It's the ultimate power. Mind control.

     What a terrifying responsibility. I always have to think about the youthful child, the one 

I used to be, and think what I would have thought about someone trying to push this type 

of garbage down my throat. When I think my nephews and my niece would be reading 

whatever I write when they get old enough the comprehend what it is I'm uttering, I look 

at the tidal wave of blood and duck, diving for the bottom of the frothy sanguine foam, 

teething the tiny miniature crabs and biting heir pinchers off. It's the big boys that I am 

after. I know they are listening to me. I feel their presence. Their collective breath warms 

my neck hairs and curls my toes, enticing gooseflesh. There is a file somewhere. There's a 

little bit of the paranoid in all of us.

                                                     **************

     All hail the Serotonin C 10H 12N 2O sending high-pitched electrical impulses and 

transmissions from my jangled nerve cells' network to another. A panic attack has 

returned. You know how just after your lids begin to droop in mid-sermon, and 

unfortunately for you the preacherman has decided to focus in on you - like he's making 

eye contact with you, totally ignoring everyone else in the sanctuary? My throat constricts 

like it’s full of fresh pine sawdust.

     The reason I suggested an autopsy as a possible story idea was probably a selfishly 

arranged treat for myself. I had always wanted to see what it was like. Something 

voyeuristic and prurient had been tempting me to set up such an article. I was covering the 

Caton Memorial Hospital Board of Trustees.

     Sometimes hospital boards like this one have big fancy meals before a meeting to 

butter you up. It didn't matter that there had been asbestos in their baby wing to me. When 

I was without wheels one winter night, I had to walk and hitchhike from my apartment to 

a meeting about seven miles away in the freezing rain. Once I picked up a hitchhiker after 

one of those hospital board meetings. She was a stripper. Hospital board meetings were 

always boring - executive sessions, long reports, cigarette breaks. On the way to the 

hospital the autopsy I partook of an anti-nausea medicine to attack the anticipated nausea 

involved when viewing such a macabre scene.

     When I arrived at noon the smarmy hospital representative to whom I had suggested 

the idea met me and accompanied me to the Pathology Department which was on the 

bottom floor. 

     Why are pathology departments usually in the basement? Why not put them on the top 

floor? You're closer to heaven. Maybe it wouldn't take you as long to ascend. If you're 

really proud of a department and its work, why not promote it to a top floor office? If 

you're not particularly proud of the department and want to shield the public from it, then 

the bowel of a building is the perfect place to situate it. Maybe a board would not want to

locate the morgue on the same floor as the baby wing. Hospitals refrain from publicizing 

the fact that there's a chance you'll go out like Andy Warhol.

     “Pathology is kind of a trap door for mistakes, botched operations and the medical 

field's worst nightmare and controlled sample group, the will of God,” I told Charlie, over 

a Milwaukee's Best the night before. Our cigarette smoke fogged his manufactured home 

like pesticide on summer North Carolina rural roads in the 60s. He loved cheap beer, and 

I’d be broke as hell, splurging on Heineken, running out quicker. I borrowed a lot of 

money from Charlie to drink, and I promise to pay it back. I owe a lot of people a lot of 

money.

     “There's something remotely ironic about placing such an entrance department to such 

an exit lab, and that is unsettling with the public,” he said. “Oh yeah, Cosell was drinking a 

screwdriver at the booster club thing today. You should have heard what he called Ali.”

      “People don't want to be reminded that they are going to expire at a certain point in 

their lives. They want to go through life without worrying about death. Certainly when 

patients enter the hospital they don't want to see 'Pathology' pasted on any signs in the 

hallways. 

     The hallways of medicine are filled with signs leading to restrooms, the cafeteria, X-ray 

and the information desk, but you never see a sign for 'Pathology.' They don't want you to 

know it's there. It's poor luck, bad ju-ju to look at such a sign when you are being 

admitted.”

     Also physicians themselves are a little nervous about that department also because it's 

kind of a scrap trash can where legal culpability can transform the most successful doctor 

into a lupine beast. Even the doctors stay out of the pathologist's way. When I called the 

snake doctor from Roto-Rootman the other day, he told some zany tales about the 

weirdest call he's made, but none struck me as bizarre as the calls he got from a funeral

home which had a clogged sewage pipe from body parts which had been too

large after having been chewed by a grinder.

     What lurks in such a hospital department to make administrations so shy about 

admitting its existence?

     When I pulled into the parking lot of the hospital, I ran down the window to let some 

of the sweet blue smoke out. The security guard was taking notice. Grabbing my 

notebook, I made my daily scramble for a pen, looking under old Village Voices, rusty 

beer cans and documents scrammed in the glove compartment of my Comet. When I 

entered the hospital, I looked for a pathology department sign, and when I gave up on that 

plan, I decided to ask someone where it was. Downstairs the department had more 

employees than I had expected. Trying to defuse my anxiety about the autopsy, I winked 

at the nurse's and made sexual comments.

     “Are you married?”

     “No, but I have a boyfriend. Are you looking for someone in particular?” Snide. 

Flipping chart pages with a pencil in her mouth.

     “Ah, yeah. I'm early. I'm with the Record. Looking for....”

     The door to the office opened, and there was a man in a white lab coat, opening his 

mouth to take a wide chomp on the source of the only smell to penetrate the clinical 

hospital smell in the hall. The pathologist was eating a cheeseburger. His manicured 

fingers clutched the beef sandwich, its mustard dripped on his worn loafers. It was 12:10 

p.m., and I suppose he had a right to sneak in lunch. You have to eat when the bodies are 

stacked up like jets at O'Hare Airport. Maybe he was attempting to make an impression on 

me, a Dirty Harry type of psychological ploy to try and assure me that his job didn't get to 

him.

     “How do you do? Sorry, but I haven't got one for you.”

     “That's okay, man. Go right ahead. Don't let me slow you down any. I'm going to eat 

later. Afterward.”  

     “I understand. Are you ready? This won't be bad. Are you squeamish?”

     “If you're waiting on me, you're backing up.”

     I followed this mad scientist guy into the lab where a nurse was slipping a slide under 

the microscope.

     “This is where we examine samples, blood samples, cell samples, samples of the brain 

and other things to determine the cause of death. It's a little like being a detective, which 

you'll see in a minute. Cheryl here is preparing a slide to examine skin retrieved from the 

fingernails of a murder suspect who is accused of strangling his best friend to death.”

     “Oh really? I have to admit, I've been kind of apprehensive about this interview all 

week. This must be the one from yesterday.”

     “I know. Relax. I think you'll find this tour quite interesting. It's going to make a 

fabulous article.”

     “I'm glad you think so. I've set up a photograph, so the photographer will be contacting 

you soon to set it up. Something less dramatic. My deadline is Friday. It will probably run 

Sunday.”

     “Splendid.”

     “I didn't want him here today getting a shot of me passing out all over the floor.”

     The pathologist smiled at me, his long, thin face bearing a whisker shadow before 

becoming cloaked underneath a cotton mask.

     “You'll be fine.”

     All I could think about was Boris Karloff and Fangora magazine, but this guy was in h

his late 30s. Crumpling the wax paper, saturated with fatty cattle oil, the pathologist 

tossed it in a trash can and said, “Come with me,” wiping his rubber gloves on his apron.

     We went into the room of horrors.

     “You'll have to put one of these on.”

     Wrapping the white mouth patch over my face, I looked at the hospital administration 

representative as he waltzed in. He looked uneasy. From his disconcerting stare, I 

could tell he didn't want me doing the story, no matter how patronizing he seemed. 

Newspapers never allow a reporter to show anyone a story before it comes out.

     He said, “Oh, I've seen a dozen autopsies. Is this your first one? Don't look so frail, 

Tim! You'll be fine, old boy. You'll only have to leave the room once. You'll see.”

     It was the most immaculately clean room I had ever seen, totally white with shiny 

stainless steel examination tables built with chrome indented pools to catch the liquids and 

fluids.

     The pathologist said, “Our man is on the way. He just left the funeral home. He's a 

driver for the home and drops them off. This particular subject we are working on today is 

a 42-year-old man who died over in Zion yesterday, and they don't know how he passed 

away.”

     “I hope so.”

     “Well, it may be harder to determine than that. If he had a bullet hole, it'd make it a lot 

easier, huh?” he said, chuckling. “We don't listen to police reports or the news. We make 

the news. He didn't have a heart attack!”

     I supposed that he needed to laugh as much as possible. It was like laughing along with 

a mental patient. You smirk and chuckle, but you keep a trained eye on his every 

movement. What was it like to work around stiffs all day long, all week long from January 

to December unzipping black plastic body bags with the scattered remains of strangers, 

vagrants and criminals? Some were dismembered. Some were burned to a crisp. Others 

were mangled, and many could not be recognized from bullet wounds to the face. He 

didn't look crazy. But then again, neither did I. I’ve seen lots of bodies on the job, but this 

one wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon. He was lodging there, paying no BCBS fee. I’d 

hate to spend the night in that room.

     The hospital rep had to get a word in edgewise. “Now Tim, if you feel queasy at any 

point, just say the word. We'll have this chair for you.”

     “I think I'll be okay,” I said nervously. My palms were dripping and I kept swallowing. 

     I always start swallowing the morning after a drunk with a hangover that signals a 

message that I am about to throw up, and that it's just a matter of time. My mouth waters 

more than usual; then there is the hot stinging tightness in the throat. The knock at the 

door startled me, and I dropped my pen. I shouldn't have stayed out until 4 a.m. at The 

Side Pocket Lounge.

     “Have you washed up yet? Don't contaminate anything. I wouldn't touch the floor.”   

     Now you tell me, doc.

     Scrubbing up, I used the brush to sandblast my fingernails as the hearse driver rolled in 

this gurney with my new friend aboard.

     “Where you want this?”

     The driver was chewing tobacco and grabbing at his pen just to make sure it was there 

in his shirt pocket as the bag moved a little as the gurney halted.

     “That's Jimmy, Tim. Say hi.”

     “Hey, man. Whatcha got there, dude?”

     “You a reporter? You look like one.”

     “Sure am. I used to wear a scanner all the time, but that sucks.”

     “I ain't got nothing to say. Just kidding. I'll bet they all say that. Don't quote me! It's 

payday. You'll have to pardon my sunny attitude, but nothing can go wrong on payday. 

It's the happiest day of the week.”

     The pathologist rubbed his stomach and said, “Don't spend it all in one place, Jimmy.”

     “That's right Doc, or I might end up like this guy? You want to write this down? He d

died at a party last night. Been dead, I don't know, about 12 hours. You ever been to an 

autopsy?” Whenever somebody asks me to write something down and it’s not important, 

I’ll scribble incessantly, writing gibberish and act interested.

     “No. Is that Red Man?”

     “Yeah. A virgin! You guys get a load of that! You'd better bring out the net.”

     “Damn, man, give me a break. Don't worry, I've taken precautions.”

     “And what precautions are they?” the hospital dweeb said.

     “Thanks a lot, Jimmy. You can wait outside, and Tim can interview you after we finish 

up. Thanks a lot. Cheryl's needs your John Hancock at the desk. Is there anything else?”

     “Nah, Doc. See you.”

     The sound of a zipper - under the happiest circumstances it might be the slow, popping 

sound of your date's jeans as you pull down the metal teeth to expose a belly button, then 

tanned flesh, then untanned flesh, then hair, then the real thing. You might recall the sound 

of a zipper on your traveling coat bag or the inviting sound of a zipper as your hand 

guides her dress zipper down her back to the bottom of her spine.

     But this particular zipper gave me a chill up around the top of my neck as gooseflesh 

erupted up and down my arms. I closed my peepers, and when I opened them, I saw our 

man Flint. Here was a zipperhead, dead to the world, laid out in unearthly splendor. He 

looked dead. Dirt nap city. His skin looked different. It was gross as hell.

     “It can be much worse than this. Sometimes they come in all burned up or with rotten 

10-day-old skin and limbs falling off. This is a good one. He's a perfect subject. Now, let's 

see what did him in.”

     The pathologist looked over the body for marks or distinguishing factors which might 

lead him to the conclusion that the man had died of foul play. Then he calmly opened up a 

drawer and pulled out a saw and a big knife.

     “Let's get started, shall we?”

     All of a sudden I get this feeling somewhere between my thighs and my knees. It felt 

like everything was numb. I couldn't feel it, therefore I could transmit no cerebral 

messages to strengthen them and prevent them from shaking and giving way. The saw 

buzzed and screeched, splitting the guy's chestplate open like a durned canoe. From the 

neck to groin, he looked like a canoe. Reaching into the squishy wet tissues and organs, 

the pathologist felt around like he was trying to snag a fish in a fishbowl and

transfer it to another bowl.

     “This is the liver.”

     “Oh, yes. It sure is. Oh, my God.” I thought of Dr. Paul Bearer from the High Point 

TV station when I was young, the horror shows they'd broadcast on Saturday nights with 

“Shock Theatre.” 

     “We're going to take a close look at all of these on the microscope later. Now here is 

his heart.”

     With the scalpel, the pathologist sliced the stomach as a smell filled the room. It 

smelled like apples.

     “You smell that, Tim? This guy drinks. Looks like he was drinking apple wine last 

night at the party.” My stomach's acid levels were rising. Its PH level was fluctuating.

     The hospital rep looked at he pathologist, who looked at him, nodding with no 

expression. “Tim, this is the part that you have to leave the room.”

     The pathologist, sweating, said, “Don't smoke a cigarette out there now. You can get 

germs on you and pass them to your mouth by smoking a cigarette. Just stand out there 

with Jimmy for a few minutes, and I'll be  through shortly. I've got to open the brain to get 

the most important piece of evidence that we can discover?”

     “The brain?”

     “Yes. The saw can spray contaminated blood into the air which isn't healthy, and the 

hospital's insurance won't....” This was 1986, and AIDS was fresh out of Pandora's Box.

     “That'll be enough,” the rep said. “Outside now.”

     I felt like I was involuntarily having to admit that I had to leave the examining room. It 

wasn't like I couldn't handle it anymore and ran. It was only a temporary penalty. In the 

hall I stood across the hall from Jimmy, who was spitting thick brown juice into a 

Styrofoam coffee cup about half full or half empty, however one puts it in a pathology 

department. We stared each other down and the clock as the interns shuffled by. I tried 

not to blink, but as the high lonesome whine of that saw permeates the walls, I looked at 

the lab door and grimaced.

     “You like Vincent Price movies?”

     “Naw. I just drive the meat wagon. I saw 'Billy Jack' five times.”

     “You can come back in now. How is he, Jimmy?”

     Jimmy spat in the cup and grunted with a smile.

     When I went back in, Flint's head looked like someone had taken a sword and chopped 

off the top of his head down to about halfway down the forehead, a kind of half cap that 

opened.

     “And this is his brain.”

     And this is my brain on drugs. It was horrible.

     “Is graveyard humor allowed?” I asked as my legs started giving out again. Here comes the 
big swoon. Oh Lordy, take me! If this was going to get back to the newsroom, I was going to go 
in style and days off.

     “Absolutely. I wouldn't leave home without it.”

     “The one thing that gets to me is where is this guy's soul?” I asked. “We know where 

his body is. It sits right there in front of us. We know where his mind is. It's right there in 

the palm of your hand.”

     “And so it is.”

     “But where is his soul? That's the question of life I wish I knew. Has it left his body? Is 

it still in this room? Did it disappear? Did he have a soul in the first place?”

     “He had a soul. He may still have it. For a while. Death is a funny thing. You can't 

schedule it or forecast it. You think that you can take your own life and outline it, but 

that's a whole other story. Death is your father. He created you. Your mother is life. You 

can't have one without the other. Now his cadaver is a shell, but last night it was at the

party and full of life. His soul was last seen at the party. I hate to wax esoteric, but there 

nothing much else to do down here when it gets boring. I'm just an examiner. I had 

nothing to do with his life or his death. But I can help determine how he died and help 

family members to be able to put together the pieces of their shattered lives and rest easy 

at night because they'll know he died of a blunt trauma to the head.”

     “Really?”

     “He wasn't strangled, but I have to check that possibility because of those striations. 

You see, this liver here is very enlarged which leads me to believe that the apple wine, 

whether it was cheap or Chateaux Blanche 1947, may have been self-administered in large 

portions through his years. The brain will tell us that.”

     “What was that noise?”

     “Just gases. He's not getting up. Believe me. Don't get morose on me. Pink your 

cheeks. You look a little queasy. Are you all right? Do they give your insurance at The 

Record?” 

     He took a sample of the brain and put it on a slide like he was wiping excess butter off 

a butterknife. “Now we can determine when he died. You see that?”

    “Yes. What is it?”

    “He died about 10 p.m. He also had a bad ticker. His heart would have given out on 

him in a year or two.”

     Then the piece of brain on the table began to change shape, moving by itself it began to 

slowly blur in and out of focus and my brain felt light like there was not enough blood 

getting to it. Then the numbness in my legs spread instantaneously to every other part of 

my body and my eyesight turned light, then pitch black. I was out like a light and hit the 

floor like a ton of bricks.

     Charlie and I had a load of laughs over that later in the evening, and he spewed beer on 

me passing out. Sick days get harder and harder to earn.

     “Very good, old boy. Chop-chop. Encore,” Charlie said as I told him the

story. “Bravo, skeevo. Cheerio! Did you really pass out?”

     “No. Almost though.”

 **************

     Driving into the Laurinburg cemetery Sunday with my nephews and niece, they wanted 

to hear another one of my ghost stories. Usually, an extemporaneous phantom tale spun 

from my cerebellum’s left-brain region, I ask them if they want the “not-so-scary” version 

or the “scary” one. “We want the scary one!” they always chime. “You’ve told us that 

one!” I hate funerals.

     “Well, this is a real ghost story. It really happened.”

     Saturday night I greeted visitors at McDougald Funeral Home on East Church Street 

across the street from First Baptist Church where I worshipped as a child and would spent 

the night during sleepover “lock-ins.” A vacant, dark church is the scariest place in the 

world to spend the night, more so than a graveyard to me, because when you close your 

eyes there’s nothing but you, Southern guilt, creaks, shadows and ghoulish thoughts of an 

organ that plays by itself.

     It was time to retreat and regroup from tears at the visitation for my uncle Norman 

Sanford, mainly because I called “Mr. Patton” “Mr. Lytch” and got embarrassed. Into the 

office of Beacham McDougald I hid, an office which used to be occupied by his dad, the 

late Hewitt McDougald, who had a wooden leg from polio and a shiny, mischievous glint 

in his eyes.

     Beacham agreed to fax me a copy of the legend, a version written by William C. 

“Sandy” Barrett III, son of former mayor Charles Barrett.

     “Okay, here’s the scary version. When I was little, your age, we’d walk to the Center 

or Gibson Theatre on Main Street with a Sundrop bottle that got us in free for the triple 

feature horror movie on Halloween. We’d always stop by the funeral home to see 

Spaghetti.”

     Just outside of McColl, South Carolina on April 29, 1911, near the current Rockola 

redneck jukejoint where fights break out every 15 minutes and I’ve never seen closing 

time, Spaghetti met his maker.

     “Spaghetti worked in a circus, and he was an Italian fellow,” I said. The kids were 

silent as we pulled into the graveyard.

     Cancetto Farmica was born in Italy around 1887, according to Barrett, having come to 

America around the century’s turn when he joined an itinerant carnival which traveled 

from small town to borough across the South.

     In Marlboro County the troupe set up tent, and sometime that evening a fight broke 

out, and Spaghetti was killed with a blow to the head from a heavy tent stake.

     “History does not record the events of the fight, or if anyone was ever charged,” 

Barrett wrote. “What we do know, the next day a man appeared with the body in 

Laurinburg, seven miles to the north at McDougald Funeral Home.”

     “Was he dead?” my nephew asked, engrossed.

     “Yeah. We could see him in this wooden box that had a glass case. You could see 

where somebody had hit him in the head. All we ever heard when I was your age was that 

Spaghetti was a real meek guy, and there was a bad guy in the circus who killed him over 

a girl.”

     The funeral home owners had been in the mortuary business since 1881 “of the sturdy 

Scotch stock that settled in the region in the 1750s,” Barrett wrote.

     John McDougald, the founder’s son, was on duty when the man brought the body, 

reportedly identifying himself as Spaghetti’s father.

     “The father left the body, the stake that was the murder weapon and a $10 deposit with 

instructions to prepare but not to bury the body, and he would return in a few days to 

make the final arrangements. Mr. John embalmed the body and awaited Cancetto 

Farmica’s father to return.”

     He never returned.

     The mummy stayed at the funeral home where the McDougalds kept it on display with 

a “perpetual grin,” sunken eyes, stitches and crossed arms. The cadaver was first kept in a 

coffin in the attic of the when the establishment was on Main Street, but when it moved to 

Biggs Street it was placed in a box.

     Hewitt McDougald was told by his father to adhere to the agreement to keep the 

corpse.

     “If a member of the man’s family would show up with proof, or if anybody would pay 

for storage and funeral costs, I will bury the body,” Hewitt McDougald would say, Barrett 

wrote.

     In the early 1970s a New York politician and media coverage over Spaghetti resulted 

in a final resting place for the remains. The cost of the burial was $25,000, and Mr. 

McDougald didn’t say who where the donation originated from. Finally, on Sept. 30, 

1972, 61 years after his murder, burial was completed with a service by a Catholic priest. 

     “Hewitt provided the finest casket and vault that money could buy and had concrete 

poured over the vault to ensure that no one would ever dig him up,” Barrett wrote.

     When I was about eight or so the thing to do would be to walk to the Center Theatre 

or the Gibson Theatre on a Saturday afternoon. There would be a Jerry Lewis movie 

playing or the horror features which you could gain admission to by bringing with you a 

Sundrop bottle which could be recycled at the bottling company near my father’s furniture 

store. Collecting bottles was my major source of income. I’d collect cases upon cases and 

turn them in for cold hard cash at a store.

     On the way to the theater, we’d always stop at McDougald Funeral Home. At this 

mortuary we would stop and gaze at one of the most blackest, most macabre sights in the 

world without adult supervision. Sometimes you’d have to stand in line. But you’d wait 

your turn to enjoy a gaze at what was Laurinburg’s claim to fame, a wrinkled charcoal-

looking corpse.

     Well, when we’d visit the funeral home on the way to the Hammer Films horror classic, 

which might be accompanied by a vaudeville type of stage extravaganza, we’d walk into 

the garage of the funeral home where the big bad black Cadillacs would be parked, ready 

for the next burial. The light brown wooden cabinet, about the size of a small coffin, was 

displayed upright against the wall near the steps inside the building.

     If you were the brave one, you’d reach for the hook handle and open the plywood 

door, holding your thumb, index finger and middle finger against your nose, and fling it 

open with the verve of Aladdin. As the door swung open, there was an unutterable gasp as 

the glass pane became visible and you came face-to-face with Spaghetti in all his charm 

and vigor, hanging there like a piece of meat on a hook. There were two infant corpses at 

his feet, and nobody ever knew where in the hell they came from and what their story was.

     “Ooh! Look at how skinny he is!”

     “What is that hole in his head?”


     “That’s where the guy beat him in the head and killed him!”

     “Was it murder?”


     “Yeah, Spaghetti moved in on his girlfriend and the man got mad and hit him in the h

head with that club in there.”

     Shrunken and brown-skinned, the cadaver hung with a spooky looking fiendish grin on 

his face that looked like it was the one he was born with. You had to touch the glass, the 

case, and tap on it just to see if you could awaken this murder victim. Looking at him, 

staring, might allow you a glimpse at a silent movement. In the summer humidity a few 

gulps of this stinky air would bother your stomach enough to make you want to march on 

for the two more blocks to make it to the Vincent Price show of an Edgar A. Poe piece. 

     My brother always remembered when I pulled him down to the Center Theatre to 

watch “Two on a Guillotine” with Caesar Romero where this head tumbled down the 

staircase and my brother ran outside and threw up. He always mentions it in mixed 

company. I think it’s to blame me for everything that has gone rotten in his life, or to 

remind me that he was a victim of sibling torture. I think it pushed him into medicine.

     Two Halloweens ago I did a story and column on “The Bingham Light” in Dillon 

County, a tale much like “The Light At Maco Station” near Wilmington, which the 

Wilmington Star had a thick morgue file on with articles and photos when I was a copy 

editor there. Joe Baldwin, the brakeman, lost his head in a train wreck and supposedly 

caused a light which people saw on the track where he looked for his decapitated noggin.

     “Yeah I saw it,” said Uncle Tom Sanford of Wilmington in the funeral parlor. “We saw 

something.”

     Trickling, neon red, blue and white lights atop Brown Mountain in North Carolina 

gave me chillbumps when I’d drive over from Boone to see the alleged lanterns of the 

spirits of Indian maidens, awaiting warrior-hunter husbands to return from a sojourn.

My JV football buds skipped practice one Halloween to drive up to Siler City to check out 

“The Devil’s Tramping Ground,” a circle in the woods where nothing grows.

     What has always scared me the most is when a fleeting silhouette passes or seems to 

appear outside a window’s curtain, like in “Hush, Hush Sweet Charlotte.” Rent out Don 

Knotts in “The Ghost and Mr. Chicken.” When our security light activates and the 

neighborhood cat is not outside in the darkness, that bothers me. Besides the trucker 

suicide in Boone, a triple crack murder in Mullins, and wrecks, the story that frightened 

me the most was the autopsy I witnessed at Catawba Memorial in Hickory, N.C.

     A search on my computer for the word “ghosts” turned up several bloodcurdling 

Worldwide Web sites, including Shadowland, which offers sounds of apparitions, photos 

and stories from across the world. I found a Columbia ghost horseman’s tale.

What’s really scary is how a circle is still trampled down around the grave of Alice in 

Georgetown County from folks who think they’ll see her ghost if they walk around the 

tombstone.

     And what’s creepier than that is to close your eyes and think of the day, moment and 

second you will die and what will happen after that. It’s not as scary if you have faith in 

God. That’s the scariest thing in this life, no faith in a higher Supreme Being. Ghastly. 

Like white on rice.

                                                           **************

                                                                     1994

     Mac won’t quit calling.

     He never calls me any other time. Yes, he does. Let me amend that. He’s Spock. He 

knows what I’m doing all the time, because he’s omnipresent. He’s akin to the Supreme 

She-Being. If doesn’t matter what I’m into, he knows, somehow, mysteriously, what I’m 

doing and where I am and what I’ve been doing and also what ahead in the road. You’d 

want someone like this to be your master roadkeeper in life, at the end of the road, you 

know what I mean? Ever since kindergarten....

     “You haven’t sent in your $25 yet.”

     I know I haven’t, Christ. I am broke, you dumb motherraper.

     “I suppose you have forgotten or you’ve misplaced your checkbook or something. 

     Jamie still hasn’t gotten your money, Bullard.”

     When he used my last name, he was always getting excruciatingly serious. I’ve got a 

few days to come up with a quarter hundred, what do they call it nowadays? A quarter? 

Whatever, I’ve got to steal, cheat, lie or wait until Friday the day before the event. Well 

here is it is. It’s 20 years since I graduated from high school, and one of my kindergarten 

buddies has been calling, leaving these absurd messages about my attendance. In 

kindergarten he ruled the playground by being “the king” in a bunch of bushes where we 

would hold informal meetings with the leader sitting on a throne of branches. Now he’s 

doing the same thing, but the Onslow County Recreation Department is paying him a 

healthy salary to be recreation director.

      “Bullard, you haven’t sent your $25 check in yet. I suppose you’re still planning on 

attending.”

     Durnit, first of all, I haven’t got that much money to invest in an event that I’ve 

been avoiding thinking about for 19 years. I don’t want to go. It’s like a ride I am afraid of 

at the park. Why do they want me there? I don’t want to be shown up. Everybody else in 

my class has a nicer car, they have a home. they have a mortgage. They are working on 

grooming junior for the gifted and talented program, while I work on trying not to look up 

women’s dresses, try to stay out of jail and try to keep a subnormal job that doesn’t pay 

the same as their bracket. I don’t drive a BMW. Most of them don’t either. Everybody’s 

married except me. I will feel so embarrassed. Little do they know that I may be tempted 

to write a column about it in the newspaper, The Marion Star & Mullins Enterprise.

     One of the most important things about attending your 20th high school reunion is this, 

partner: do not, I repeat, do not put up with that “You’re still single,”  crap, and the “You 

must be a faggot” routine. I intend to reprogram my memory to remember how to 

calculate everything on the amount of envy I recognize and target in my estimation of how 

much they are going to be wishing and hoping and praying that they were in my shoes. 

Single and free. Good-looking and innocent-looking. As the yard apes howl in the jungle 

of saccharine marital bliss, I’ll be laughing like a hyena, loving every minute of it. Maybe I 

should rent a model for the evening and tell everybody that she’s my love slave with an 

I.Q. of 150 million or just date a skank whore and promise her a six-pack of Bud and a 

wound-lashing at the conclusion of the evening. I’m proud I’m single. I wish I were 

something other than what I am, maybe married, maybe with children, maybe in shackles, 

bolted to the concrete walls of a prison cell in Mongolia as the North Koreans and South 

Koreans have at it now in nuclear chess. I won’t be ashamed I don’t have a significant 

other in tow, but I won’t be bowing to class aloofness, the bourgeoisie prima donna crap 

they have toward me now. I don’t have a house. No, and I live in an apartment. I don’t 

owe the world a million dollars, in fact, I don’t owe much of anything to anybody except 

the Divine Miss Being who broke the mold on me.

     I’ll be bellicose, loud, obnoxious maybe. Plan A. Get drunk. Make passes at 

everybody’s wife. Make everybody eject you simultaneously to stymie the pain. Be a real 

boor. And puke on the 18th green of this skank, working man’s golf course, grinding 

doughnuts into the green with the old tires before hitting the U.S. 74 Bypass bridge to 

take me home to the bed I’ll hit after working 12 hours.

     A nice scenario. I’m sure they’re all having these same thoughts. Maybe everything will 

be copacetic. There will probably be beach music. There’s always that possibility where 

you get laid by somebody, and everybody, including your gray matter, is bragging about 

how suave the object of desire was. Maybe I’ll talk with old friends, and reminisce and 

start feeling depressed and wind up driving into a frigging wall or something. Everybody’s 

going to look so durned old. I got ‘em beat there. I wonder if anybody’s going to feel 

like talking about the latest Village Voice, or death, or AIDS, or how our football coach 

was the most insane person put on God’s green earth besides me.

     Maybe I’ll come out of this mess looking and smelling like a rose. Can I be erudite. 

Will I be able to be urbane? Can I regress to my redneck roots? Will it get racist? Our last 

reunion was attended by about half white, half black, and I think the original graduating 

class was about 416 or so. Will I look broke? I never will forget how swollen my fingers 

were and how bruised I was, black and blue all over, when I was in the cafeteria taking the 

Scholastic Aptitude Test. School was not in session officially now. I guess it wasn’t too 

official. It was 8:30 a.m. on a Saturday, and I was still bleary from a minuscule amount of 

sleep and my cologne this weekend was the tantalizing smell of that mentho-whupass 

Ben-Gay that my mother used to rub on me after a grueling, Romanesque battle of the 

football squads the night before. Scholastic Aptitude Tests are tough, but taking one while 

you’re convalescing from mortal wounds and bone fractures is unbelievable. My head was 

aching. My muscles were burning with fatigue. And here I was about to take a frigging test 

that was going to determine the outcome of my collegiate career and probably the rest of 

my sorry life. The Chablis is kicking in. I was so dejected after the test, I think we lost the 

game the night before, that I left my little hometown and headed for the beach in my 

daddy’s truck with the express oral consent that I was to check the heat to see that it 

hadn’t been left on. It was a long trip to the beach. I used to always hook up the auto 

eight-track player to the truck’s electrical system and put these giant-sized speakers in 

there, and I’d hit the road like an audio-maniac. On this particular trip it was overcast, 

raining intermittently. I sang a lot, banging the dash. I knew I had done the best I could 

possibly do. I think I did something like 750 or something on one and maybe better on the 

other one with an IQ of, I think it’s 132 or 134 or something.

     So these same criminals I’m going to see this weekend, the same cowards I was 

competing with back then, I’m still competing with in 1994, 20 years after 1974 when I 

was a ripped-torn senior at Scotland High School. I’d wear nothing under my kilts, these 

$450 outfits with authentic Scottish ware, and I played trombone in the symphonic concert 

band. Maybe I’ll stand everybody up. I’ll only be standing my own damned self up. I want 

to go. I went the last time. My 10-year high school reunion was held at the same place, did 

I tell you?

     “Tim Bullard, I can say one thing, you haven’t changed a bit.” My principal was 

addressing me at the reunion, and he was still a smart ass. While instructing us on 

graduation schedule plans in the gym in 1974, he warned all of us against any pranks, 

pointing at us jocks on the front row, adding, “And I think you all know who I’m talking 

about.”

     A Red Cross lifesaving once passed the whole class at St. Andrews Presbyterian 

Church but denied me certification, saying I didn’t have the right attitude. He was 

absolutely crass for saying it and correct as well.

     This was my high school principal talking to me. He was the first symbol of authority 

that I was able to first lock into and rebel against. I still felt like striking him with a clean 

left hook to the jaw. Some of us were still doing cocaine back then. Not many are now. 

There was beach music. We’re all 10 years older now. And where am I? And where are 

they? And who’s to blame for not staying in contact over these long, demanding years of 

separation?

     Has there been any misconduct? I wonder how many of these motherrapeers have been 

cheating on their spouses? I wish you could put on goggles and see a thermometer that 

gauges infidelity. That’s one of the reasons I haven’t gotten married yet, by the way. I 

haven’t found anybody worth staying faithful to. To me, you have to want to stay faithful 

and do so. I’m not aware of any 12-step program folks in my class. I may be a prime 

candidate when everybody gets to the dark corner of the room and talks amongst 

themselves in abject clandestine gossip.

     “He’ll never settle down.”

     “He’s still sewing his wild oats.”

      “What woman would ever have him?”


      These are the questions that I figure all the couples will be asking each other as the l

liquor starts taking effect, and everybody starts coming out of their shells a little bit and 

acting fool and saying things that embarrass themselves and other friends. 

     Maybe we can all share the dismal failure to life together or talk about despair and 

wind up rising like a phoenix from the ashes of reunionitis and dance away like 

40-year-old fools! It would be a blast. Everybody dancing with each other. It would be 

just a measurement of memory like when my brother Gray got married in Ashland, Va., 

and we assaulted a frat house at the college there and commandeered the new Police 

album after I quickly learned how to work the sound system and everybody in the wedding 

party got out on the dance floor and started dancing on this marvelously varnished 

wooden floor. 

     “I’ll Be Watching You” was playing while we made a Kodak moment as the train 

shuttled through the front yard of the old building. Barefoot. Hot. Optimistic. I’m not 

going to have a chance to get all bleary-eyed and sentimental, morose and nostalgic. No 

sad Eddies here. I can’t succumb to the magnetic attraction of sadness. How we used to 

be, what we stood for.

                                                      **************

                                 Florence, South Carolina/Crack City USA - 1994

     I’m supposed to go interview the governor of the state tomorrow in a place called 

Hartsville, but I think I’ll call my car in sick. At Hardee’s in Darlington tonight there was 

no reaction whatsoever when I turned the ignition key in the parking lot. Cursing, I 

waited, and it finally turned over and started. I don’t know how many starts it has left in it, 

so I’ll stand Gov. Carroll Campbell up tomorrow. Who cares why he is going back into 

the private section? It’s the money. After making a bold political insight that he was going 

to win the presidency, I feel pretty dense now. I can’t get mad at my car. It’s not its fault. 

After all it has 120,000-plus miles on it, and it’s gotten me where I’m going for almost 

three years. I’ve got to turn the air conditioner on. This June heat is getting rough. Back 

to the old Flintstonemobile. It’s like a longtime companion. You can’t put it down. It’s 

your right hand babe. When you’re stranded somewhere in this swampy badlands though, 

you get the feeling you want that peppered mace in the palm of your hand ready for swift 

action. So I sped back to my abode tonight to modem in a story on Mayo High School’s 

graduation on the day the judge decided to consolidate a bunch of schools, leaving the 

principal at Mayo without a clue where he’s going to end up. This black dude tells me he’s 

a professional and he’ll handle it whatever happens. That’s optimistic. When the whole 

Pee Dee is besieged by NAACP vigilantes fighting for every black leadership post 

possible, here goes, probably a good one, a black educator into the lurch. Any way you 

look at it this story was going to end up being a race-baiting piece of junk.

     I’ve become very depressed today, ending up stuck on and blowing out of proportion 

the fact that I’m 38 and stuck in an entry level position for a 21-year-old college student 

or anybody above 16 with experience. With a brother who is a physician and one who is 

an attorney now, I feel pretty low on the totem pole. My self-esteem comes and goes. 

When I bust a big story, it never is altogether enough to make it all worthwhile, but it can 

come close to lifting my spirits up enough to know that I’m staying busy and making a 

low-level income. How in the heck anyone can support a family on this income, I’ll never 

know. It all hits home when you’re stranded on the road with no one to call and no where 

to go.

     At least I’m still good-looking. Like I used to tell Willie at the old paper, “Willie, I’ve 

still got that terrible problem, man.”

     “Oh yeah? What problem is that?” he’d say.

     “I just seem to keep getting better looking every day!”

     “Oh man, get out of here!”

     It was one of the only things that would pull me up by my bootstraps and out of 

depression. Self-absorption is my only way out. I feel so much better writing now. There 

is something to look forward to at the end of the day when people prove to be most 

impossible to handle and the world becomes a comet of confusion. When I’m intoxicated, 

I usually can’t remember what I wrote the evening before, and when I look at it’s strange.

     “Have you got that contraption running yet?”

     My landlady has been gone for a week and has just returned with her daughter and son-

in-law.

     “Yes ma’am.”

     I’ve got it running, but I don’t know how to make backup copies yet, but I’m going to 

pay a guy to come over and pistolwhip me into submission on this thing.

     I started crying on the highway coming back home tonight. It’s a combination of 

things. There’s still a lot more down in there. It’s like priming a pump. I’m really 

depressed. I think this weekend, after I get off tomorrow after five days in a row, I’ll snap 

out of it. I’ve been feeling all right. Something just backtracks on me today. I’ll get over 

it. You kind of shield your face when you’re a guy and you start boohooing all over the 

place in public. It’s very perplexing. Women and girls can get away with it, but when 

guy is caught crying, it’s curtains. Something’s really wrong with you. You’re less than a 

human being. You’re also weak and vulnerable, subject to disgrace. The only remorse I 

feel when I cry is that I don’t have any shoulder to put my head on when the universe 

starts caving in like a black hole vacuum. This weekend I should get a lot of writing done. 

I’m excited about that. Will anybody want to read it though? I feel positive someone will.

     There’s no newspaper editor to stifle me. There’s no hack imprint holding my reins 

back into my teeth. It’s unbridled creativity without butchery, criticism and parameters. 

Time flies when you’re having fun.

     My landlady in Mullins just called to offer her Cadillac for me to use tomorrow. I’d 

rather stand up Guv baby and sit at home and drink and write. It was a nice gesture 

however. She’s 85 or so or older and allows no overnight female guests for a rent of about 

$185, plus I get a washer and dryer and trash pickup weekly.

     A nervous jittery woman came in with a wild story about how a 10-year-old boy helped 

her find her missing Bassett hound yesterday after a 15-day absence. The boy told her his 

mom would help him help her find the animal. Sure enough, the boy left his fishing pole 

and helped the lady, and they ended up in a graveyard where the gravedigger found her 

dog later in the day.

     “I knew my mom would help you find Molly,” the boy supposedly told her. His mom 

died a while back. The crazy lady told me that the boy’s mother was my age and died of 

lung cancer and that she smoked. Maybe that’s where my day started spiraling down like a 

dud torpedo or maybe it was the Life editor’s comment about how he had never 

commuted to a job more than 15 miles away.

     A roach the size of Mount Everest just scrambled across this round kitchen table I’m 

writing on.

     “Get away! Scram, you oversized warrior, you!”

     The apartment’s a mess. There’s stuff all over the floor, clothes scattered everywhere. I 

got so drunk one night that when I awakened, I felt cool, damp. Nightmare urination. 

There’s a first time for everything. I’ve got to clean up. I fired my wife this week, and I’m 

taking applications, but until I fill the position, this place will remain a wreck. If you know 

anyone, give her my number. As I stomp cigarette ashes from my butt into the green 

carpet, I hear a rustler, a rat doing the 40.

     WANTED: Back scratcher, massage expert with an appetite for Picasso, Spaulding 

Gray and sexual paranoia. I never keep a sharp knife or a weapon of destruction in my 

domicile. I’m the only redneck in Mullins without a handgun, shotgun or trusty rusty rifle. 

The fear of suicide dictates that I remain weaponless. But the mace I bought for $12 is 

different.

     “You know what’s going to happen when you mace somebody, Tim?” my buddy asks 

me.

     “No, what? They’re going to fall down and start choking and swallow their tongue and 

die, and their family or families will sue me when the spouse finds out, and I’ll owe 

somebody’s attorney millions and millions of dollars in cash.”

     “No, not that simple, cuz.”

     “It’s not? Tell me why, amigo.”

     “That guy’s going to pull out a .45 a pop a cap in your ass.”

     “Oh really, thanks a lot. I really needed to hear that, man.”

     This way, if I ever get in the mood to kill myself, I can pull out this canister of whup-

butt and mace myself as a method of self-inflicted pain. You see chicks hauling around this 

stuff at work and all over in suave leather pouches which would probably take an hour to 

unsheath and looking so calm and cool and protected with it dangling from a keychain. 

When somebody attacks you there’s not enough time to wield the durned thing. Carrying 

around a tube and being a guy, it kind of makes you stick out in a crowd because usually a 

man looks awfully nutty with a weapon of destruction so handy.

     Maybe I’m totally in left field.

     I’m ready to mace the next person I see. God, this sunburn is itching. It feels like bugs 

biting me all over. Maybe it it’s mites or something. Well, durnit, I did not stand up 

the governor. I met him face to face yesterday after waiting for him to stand down about 

five hundred mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers and buddies of the Governor’s School 

graduation. He’s a short fella, in real good shape. He could probably beat my ass. His 

SLED agent partner sure could have. He was a look-alike.

     Wonder why the pick folks who look like who they’re supposed to be protecting to 

protect them. Are they runaway targets? Are they just ornamental target sheets? The 

biggest pain in the ass about covering a governor is absorbing the paranoia-seeking eyes of 

a SLED agent and Highway Patrolman, both assigned to the head state executive officer, 

and rebounding without permanent physical damage. They look at you like you were a 

criminal, or sure had by God enough features to put you in the realm of the selection of 

serial killers. And every time you make a return appearance, like after returning from 

smoking a cigarette or getting some sun outside or readjusting your shorts or something, 

they look at you as if they had never seen your sorry tail before. You’re fresh meat. A new 

parcel. They devour your impersonal demeanor and replace it with brow-beating fear and 

loathing. And if they recognize you’re a reporter, that’s much worse.

     A day beside the pool successfully erased all memory of a dreadfully horrible week of 

work and a delightfully youthful week of writing at night. At Mayo High School it was a 

trip. The principal and his trip. Today with my day-off experience out-of-mind, out-of-

body float device sunbathing projections and assertions. Building a decadent tan is the 

goal of every red-plasmaed Americano individual. If you skin doesn’t feel effectively 

burned, they roast a while longer and put some baby on it, darling. I’m in my bathrobe 

contemplating my next move. 

     A copy desk editor position just came open all of a sudden at work, and of course I 

was the last person to hear about it, and the guy is interviewing this broad, and she looks 

vastly less qualified than myself, and I start feeling like I need a raise. When you even ask 

about a promotion possibility, everyone above you frowns and holds it against you. 

You’re supposed to move laterally or be demoted, get fired or move on. I ask around and 

get the protocol routine, and I end up writing a dastardly memo to my boss, outlining why 

I left the last paper, the only one I have ever left without being fired. I quit. I left to go to 

the paper I’m at now. They hired a less qualified black female in my stead without 

officially including me in the selection process. I’m a rebel, I admit. I hate authority. 

Authority gives me a headache, and I don’t have enough time to deal with all the chaos 

associated with its deeds. I talked in the memo about having filing a complaint with the 

EEOC about employment opportunities. I said I wanted an interview and a chance at the 

job to broaden my prospects and to feed six hungry mouths. All I wanted was to make a 

little more money. If I’m good enough and willing and able and available, which I am, why 

not hire me? Eric Clapton, yo. Turn it up. I’m in my bathroom coat, my powder blue 

bedroom jacket, the cotton, full-flushed aristocratic model, assessing the moment.

     Drinking by the pool I was sucking down Lemon Drops, a preliminary bite of lemon, 

peppered with sugar quadrants, and followed by a stiff shot of this Absolut vodka chilled 

to about minus zero. It’s summertime, ya’ll. Last night I dreamed about screwing driving 

into Dallas and I go, “They shot my president!” and then I woke up crying. My dreams are 

getting weirder and weirder. Another cinnamon Schnapps.

     “Would the Republicans win the presidential election today if it was held against Bill 

Clinton?”

     The governor didn’t blink


     “Yes.”

     How about you and me get some fix-up rubber patching fluid and mend the hearts of 

millions of Republicans in South Carolina and rebound them from their bitter distrust of 

your power, monsieur?

     I’m a durned Democrat, and I can’t believe you’d hoodwink the folks like that. Maybe 

it’s the cannabis talking to me. Or the brewkowskis.”

     Hurricanes, I remember one. I was in the top floor room of a skank motel room in 

Southern Pines, N.C., on my first day of work at the newspaper there. Hairy night. Hugo 

was a  bitch. Bad wind. Wicked rain. I worked there maybe all of four months. I entered 

journalism to fulfill a dream of mine, to write a book, to be considered successful by my 

peers, and to be accepted as one of the premiere journalists ever spawned by the South.


     “If you want to stay here, or if you want to make it, and you want to be published and 

all, just do the best job you can do here and make it count. And don’t write about what 

goes on here.”

     That’s what editor Tim Smith used to tell me at the Watauga Democrat. He’s a Tar 

Heel grad. He and Sandy Shook, the editor, always used to tell me that anything that was 

said in those quarters was not to be recurring in any text, shape or form. So, tough stuff, 

ya’ll.

     I’ll try not to be too bad.

    You were my mentors, besides Mark K. I remember my interview with Armfield 

Coffey, editor. I dressed up, and I didn’t have a prospect of another job closer to a 

Hardee’s crew chief or a hamburger flipper which I did at one point. Joining the Watauga 

Democrat may have been one of the wisest decisions I ever did make, but leaving certainly 

was, in the words of Merle Watson, one of the shrewdest decisions I could have ever 

made in a lifetime. I enjoyed it there more than any other place, through good times and 

bad. I always miss Boone, every day. 

     Great God, if I had done a journal like this before, it would have been killer. Where is 

Rene Bohn, the waitress from Sollicito’s, the Italian pizza place where everyone worked. 

Every night the owner, a silvery haired older fellow, would put a quarter in the juke box 

and come out with a mike in hand and sing Dean Martin’s “That’s Amore” to lovebirds 

sitting around the restaurants while the hippies flipped pies in the back and sneaked beers 

outside. It was there I met John Todd, my best buddy in Boone. I loved Boone. Don’t get 

me wrong. Avalon has its weak points. It is like Nirvana. It’s the fork at the end of the 

road. I wanna be buried there. I miss it so bad that when I visualize its vistas and 

mountain peaks and memory-laden hills, I tear up and start crying like a baby. Why ain’t I 

there? Why can’t I be there? Why don’t I want to be there again? Why are my dreams 

keeping up with me? Vilas and its rolling green mountainous meadows down the winding 

road to Valle Crucis and the historic Mast Store. Cold as a welldigger’s fanny. I heard a 

calf was born in one section of the county, and it froze before it hit the ground. No  crap.

     Can you keep up with me? Why can’t you keep up with me? Are you losing interest? 

     Are you tired of the same old rotten, flesh-ridden  crapfest of human spirit and decrepit 

behavior?

     Play that funky music white boy.

     Oh yes.

     It will be mine.

     Oh yes. She will be mine. Yes, I feel frisky today, young man. I believe I’ll buy it 

today. 

     Do you take our Journalistic Card? The Florence Morning News gave us a stupid card 

that gave us a dollar discount on a meal somewhere.

     Of course not, of course, no card here. I’m sorry sir, please accept my expression of 

apology. Dickhead motherrapeer, I haven’t written much profanity yet, and I am 

getting sick and frigging tired of this  crap, not being able to express myself like in the 

newspaper. Nobody tells me what I can and can’t write. I don’t care if it’s the 

government, or your mother, or my father, or his preacher, or her devil trying to tell me 

that I have to answer questions about my personal thoughts. You have no right to ask 

such questions, and I hold no privilege to unveil them to you at this point, you foul, 

ragamuffin creature you.

     Never ask, and you’ll never be so circumcised, huh? Stay in the crib, Jake.

     It’s only 9 o’clock p.m., huh. I’ve got plenty of time to raise hell on a Sunday night. 

Just watch. Exit here, old friend. I never knew I had diverticulitis.

                                                     **************

                                                        A letter 1995 

Dear Friends:

     How are you all doing? Marvelous, I trust. I am sick as a dog, fellows. I got an 

infection in my guts or something, so the doctor has me taking this sorry medicine and I 

have a crumby temperature. It’s like if you felt too bad to watch cartoons or eat your 

favorite ice cream or too bad to go to the store and buy whatever toy you wanted to. It’s 

like riding the school bus all day long.

     It was great to see you in Newton the other week. I really am enjoying my computer 

now that I have a computer. I understand it is similar to yours. Mine is a Canon BJ-200. I 

just learned that I have 2 video games in my computer too, which is great! It’s fun. One is 

called “GORILLA,” where these two large monkeys stand on top of skyscraper buildings 

high up, tossing exploding bananas across the skyline at each other. The other one is 

“NIBBLES” where this dot that is you chases a number, gobbling it up and turning longer 

and longer into a snake. It’s fun. I’m getting better at it.

     Since I am inside and it’s raining out and dreary, I thought it might be a great 

opportunity to share with you a new ghost story. I like making them up, and since 

Halloween is coming up, ‘tis the season to tell scary stories. Here’s one maybe they can 

read to you one night before you go to bed or something. Ready or not, here goes 

nothing.

   “THE GHOST IN THE TV”
   “THE HAUNTED TELEVISION SET”

     Once upon a time there were two boys. One was in the second grade, and the other 

one was in kindergarten. These two fellows loved to watch television, but their parents did 

not want them to watch too much of it.

     “Mamma, if I save up my money can I buy my own TV?” one boy asked. “Yes, son,” 

said Mom. “Under one condition.”

    “What’s that?” the boy asked.

     “That you save up your money and that you don’t watch it past 8 o’clock each night. 

You have to have your homework done.”

     “Okay! All right,” the boy exclaimed. “That sounds good to me.”

     So the boy and his brother went to town one day and went into an old shop. The 

storefront’s sign said: “Mystic TV Repair.” Its old rusty hinges on the wood-framed glass 

door revealed the age of this old shop. Fog wet the glass as the boy pressed his nose 

against the cold windowpane and tried to get a glimpse of what was inside. In the back of 

the dark store he could make out a shadow, the dark silhouette of an old man who was 

tinkering with a broken TV set with a screwdriver.

    “Tingle-tingle!” rang the tiny bell at the top of the door as the two boys entered the 

damp-smelling shop.

     “Who goes there?” asked the old man as he adjusted the glasses on his nose.

     “It’s just us,” said the boy. “I want to buy a TV.”

     The old man put down his screwdriver and polished his dirty glasses with a rag. “Well 

now, sonny. You’re pretty young to be purchasing a TV set, now aren’t you?”

     “I am not. I’ve saved $50, and I want to buy the best TV you can give me.”

     The boys got a chill up their spine as a cat jumped over the counter, arching its black 

fur and whipping its tail.

     “I’ve got just the TV set for you. But I must warn you about something, young sirs. 

This is no ordinary TV set. No sirree, sonny. This is a haunted TV set.”

     The boys looked at each other and back at the small TV set the old man pulled from 

underneath the counter. Dust covered the old TV, and the man plugged it up.

     “I love you, you love me, we’re a happy family.....” Barney was on TV.

     The boy said, “I’ll take it,” as he plunked down $50 on the countertop. “There are no 

such things as ghosts anyway.”

     Smiling and rubbing his mustache, the old man smiled as he cut off the pricetag and 

handed the set to the boy. “Just don’t say I didn’t tell you so,” the old codger said. 

“Tingle-tingle!” The boys were on their way home for what would become the worst 

nightmare of their lives.

     (DO YOU WANT IT SCARY OR NOT SO SCARY? SCARY, HUH. OKAY.)

     The boy got down on his hands and knees in his room and reached for the electrical 

outlet and plugged in the TV. “ZAP!” the outlet sparked, giving him a small shock.

     It was now 10 o’clock, and after the boys had finished watching cartoons on The 

Cartoon Network, it was bedtime.

     “Time to go to bed, fellas,” Dad said from downstairs. “Okay!” they replied.

     As the lights went out and the bedroom became dark, rain began to pelt the roof and 

lightning zapped as a huge storm began. Thunder shook the beds. They had unplugged the 

TV so lightning would not destroy it. They went to sleep, but then at midnight something 

very strange happened. From the corner of the room on the table a tiny flickering light 

began to squiggle on the TV screen and suddenly the TV turned itself on even though it 

was unplugged!

    The boys awakened, rubbing their eyes in amazement as they looked at the screen and 

saw a faint figure, a white sheet which danced around. Then there was a voice.

     “I AM THE GHOST OF THE TV! And you cannot shut me off!”

     The boys jumped up and ran to the TV and tried to shut it off, but as much as they 

switched the off switch, the ghost got louder and louder. “WHOOOoooooooo....! Who 

are youooooooo?”

     Then, all of a sudden, do you know what happened?

     PAUSE a few seconds.

     “BOOOOO!!!” Scary, huh?

     I hope you all enjoyed this one, and until next time, sleep with you eyes closed and 

watch out for the little green man man with rotten teeth and claws, you know, the one 

who hides out under your bed at night! Just kidding! Take it easy. I’ve got stinky feet!

                                   Love, your pal,                            

                                         Tim Bullard

                                         221 East Wine St.

                                         Mullins, S.C. 29574

Dear Friends,

     Well, I’m back home from the hospital now, and it’s Sunday. Diane and I have just 

driven to the beach and went to the movies, “Pulp Fiction.” So we went to the cottage to 

meet mamma and daddy and we went to Beck’s in Calabash. Mmm, mmm, good!!! I had 

the senior citizen plate shrimp for $6.95, and it filled me up. It was great to get out of the 

hospital Friday morning. I was headed to Sanford and went to Laurinburg first to see 

mamma and daddy and make a public appearance to my friends to prove to them I’m 

okay. 

     Such a trip was extremely tiring, so I had to hobleg home and tuck myself in.

     Each day means I am stronger, and I feel the energy by each meal. I went straight to 

the grocery store and bought all these weird kinds of foods, things I have not filled my 

shopping cart with in a long, long time. These types of foods are called fresh fruits and 

vegetables. I got All-Bran (high fiber), apple juice, apples, oranges, bananas and other 

stuff. Fecal production is better than ever and premium over pre-hospital scatological 

exercises. I haven’t eaten meat yet. I’m going to try those patch things or nicoret stuff and 

totally quit you-know-what too. I’ve got to go to the surgeon’s office Friday for a two-

hour visit, so I suppose they’re going to do that colonostomy thing or whatever. I’m 

worried about that, but I suppose I need to do it. When the hospital lady handed me my 

bill and asked if I’d like to pay it all, I nearly bit my tongue off and told her something that 

made her threaten to call my doctor up. I feel much better now, and all the prayers people 

were offering up really helped. I could feel it. It’s nice to be home, and it’ll be even nicer 

to get back to work on Tuesday. Why do people watch soap operas and all the junk talk 

shows all day long?

     Somebody told me there was an editorial in the Dillon Herald the other week about the 

editor writing about me and that I was a “comer,” meaning I write well. I’m going to look 

it up tomorrow. I washed my car today and Diane’s. Seems her nephews, these two guys 

about your ages, have been kidding her about “Tim” just like I’ve been getting 

kidded. She really was nice to come by every day at the hospital and really kept my spirits 

up in the big house.

     Well, the big thing I had to say to you was that I heard a great ghost story in the 

hospital and saw something you would not believe. Here it is.

THE HOSPITAL GHOST NURSE

or

 THE HAUNTED HOSPITAL

     Once upon a time at The Mullins Hospital there was a rumor about a ghost on the third 

floor. One night, late after midnight when the moon was full and the bats flew from the 

church belfry, covering the city in a black-winged darkness, a patient talked to a nurse. He 

could not get to sleep, even though he was so tired and sleepy from not getting enough 

sleep. It seemed as though every time he felt tired enough to sleep and close his eyes, the 

telephone would ring, or the orderly or nurse would enter his room and stick another 

sharp needle in his arm.

     So in the hallway he shuffled to the waiting area couch and flopped down, bleary-eyed 

and beat.

     “What’s the matter with you, fella? Can’t sleep?”

     “No. I can’t. I keep on watching TV. Is everybody else sleeping?”


     “Yes. I know what would help you. How about a little ghost story?”


     “Yeah. That would be okay. I tell my nephews ghost stories all the time. They would 

love to hear another one. I could tell you some too. Which one do you know?”


     “This one is real,” said the black nurse, yawning after a long 12-hour shift.

     “Come on, now. You know, and I know, we both know, there are no such things as 

ghosts.”

     “This one is real. It’s on the third floor.”

     The patient got a chill that swept over him like a heat wave, raising gooseflesh on his 

arm and shoulders. She must be crazy or telling a fib.

     “On the third floor? Tell me about it.”


     “Okay. But you might not be able to go back to sleep. Well, all the nurses say that 

there is a ghost nurse up there.”


     “What about her? Is she ugly?”

     “No, pretty.”

     “Has anybody died on this floor since I’ve been here on the second floor?”


     “Yes, come to think of it someone passed away the other day. Up on the third floor, all 

the nurses say that when somebody kicks the bucket that this phantom nurse is seen on the 

floor.”


     “You’ve got to be kidding.”

     “No I’m not. When somebody is about to die, they say you can see this nurse out of 

the corner of your eye at the end of the hallway. She walks up to the room, knocks twice, 

and reaches for the doorknob. Then she opens the door and walks inside.”


     “A dead nurse walking around and coming in your room?” the patient said with a funny 

look on his face.

     “Yeah. Durned right. She supposedly sits in the chair and awaits death with the patient, 

and when death comes, she gets up and walks out of the room just like nothing happened 

and disappears down the hallway.”

     “Get the heck out of here! I heard it was the ghost of a patient.”

     “Believe it or not. If you think I’m lying, just ask some of the other nurses.”

     So the patient finally felt his eyes shutting like heavy weights were pulling them down. 

It was finally time for the Sandman to come and sprinkle magic dust and put him to sleep, 

so he got up and ambled down the hall to his room and went straight to sleep.

     The next morning he awakened and it was a pretty day. The sun was shining, and all 

scary things seemed a long, long way away. When the breakfast tray was brought in by an 

orderly, he stretched and yawned.

     “Have a good night’s sleep?”

     “Sure. It was the best night of sleep I’ve had yet. What really helped was about 4 a.m. 

That nurse came and hummed a song to me, and I dozed back off with no problemo.”

     “What nurse?”

     “Oh, that older lady with the gray hair and pale face, the one with that old uniform and 

hairnet. You know the one.”

     “Who are you talking about, man?” asked the orderly. “The only nurses on last night 

were Janet, Ola, Fred and Candy. None of them fits that description.”


     The patient scratched his head and wondered. The orderly asked him how old the nurse 

had been, and he replied that she must have been about 55 years old.

     “What?! You must have been dreaming, fella. There’s no nurse around here that fits 

that description. You must have had a session with the ghost nurse.”

     “The WHAT?!” the patient exclaimed.

     “That is the same nurse that everybody else has reported going in somebody’s room 

just before they die. We call her Miss Prissy. They say she died while on the job 50 years 

ago. Had a heart attack or something. She had accidentally given a patient a fatal overdose 

of medicine which killed him. The guilt overcame her, and she was never the same again. 

So a couple of years later, she’d appear up on the third floor and scare the everlivin’ 

daylights out of everyone who worked up there. You were lucky, man. Usually, when she 

shows up, there is a death.”

     The patient felt funny and lay back onto the bed and closed his eyes. When he sat up, 

he stared at the floor and looked at the table where there was a stethoscope and an old 

pair of glasses with wisps of white hair stuck in the metal frames.

     “Looks like Miss Prissy has definitely been to see you, pardner.”

     I hope you enjoyed that little ditty. The story is pretty much the way she told it with a 

little embellishment and liberty. Until the next ghost story, stay tuned and sleep with your 

eyes closed.

     Looks like I’ve got a little bit of room left on this page, so let me just say this one last 

thing. I’ve got stinky feet!

                                 Sincerely,

                                 Tim Bullard

                                 221 East Wine Street

                                 Mullins, S.C. 29574

Dear Friends,

     A man installed a new program on my computer called Automap, so I thought I would 

send you a copy of the correct route in which you can travel from your village to my town 

(IN CASE YOU HAVE FORGOTTEN). I realize that between your hectic schedules of 

soccer games, birthday parties and pizza suppers, there is hardly any time left in your busy 

day to make any other commitments.

     So just in case you have some spare time, these maps will show you the best way to 

come to Mullins (THAT’S IN SOUTH CAROLINA, USA). It even tells you how much 

money it will take in gas, so you can start saving your pennies now to help offset any 

expenses Gray and Kirby have. It’s Saturday, and the sun is shining here. I will be 39 years 

old two weeks from yesterday on Friday, Dec. 16, 1994. That’s old!!

     I have been fiddling with my computer since this guy put a WordPerfect program on it, 

but the printer won’t take what I send it, so I had to go back to my old Microsoft Works 

word processor. It’s getting cold. That means frost on the pumpkin and on the windshield 

in the morning. I reckon Santa Claus will be coming soon. Time flies when you’re having 

fun! I’ve got to go visit the hospital Monday again for a barium enema. (That’s where they 

stick something up your rear end or something. I’m not looking forward to that test.) I 

hope you are all well. You’ll be getting out for a long time at Christmas. I’ll bet Kirby will 

be happy to have you home for a while.

     I did a story on an old fire engine pumper, horse-drawn, in Darlington this week. It ran 

on steam with whistles and a clanging fire bell. The firemen in 1880 would soak the wood 

logs in kerosene to “cheat,” the Darlington fire chief said, and load up the pumper’s fire 

belly to get the pressure up so it would suck the water from a reservoir and into the 

firehoses. It was neat. Big wheels. Heavy. I did a story on hot tubs too, and one day this 

week I was sitting in a Jacuzzi, a hot tub, bubbling water shooting all over me, and I was 

boiling like a shrimp. So relaxing, ahhh! I did a story on a sausage plant where they were 

making barbecue, steaks, and sausage from hog meat. They took me to the back where the 

pigs were. It was gross. They’d stick an electric prod to the hog’s head and zap them. 

“POWW!” They’d cry and kick and it was so sad that my legs just about gave out beneath 

me. I had to go to a pig-picking that night, so I didn’t eat all day so I was hungry by the 

time to eat some of these poor boys. MMMmmm good!

     I had a good Thanksgiving and a lot to eat at Diane’s house where her family was. I 

washed my car. I’m off today, and I’m going to wash it again. I guess you’d maybe like to 

hear another ghost story, huh? Well, I guess it wouldn’t be right not to tell one. Use that 

map, okay?

THE GHOST OF THE HOG FARM

     Once upon a time there was a little piggie. He liked to take a bath in the mud. He was a 

dirty little pig, but a happy one. He had lots of cousins and brothers and sisters who would 

root in the hog farm’s dirt with him as the farmers would drive truckloads of corn to their 

pens and dump the cobs into a pit for them to eat.

     Well, this little pig, “Porky,” he had no earthly idea of what was awaiting him by the 

time he got older and fatter. He figured it was okay to eat and eat and eat until his belly 

couldn’t hold anymore. There was a rumor amongst the porcine critters on this farm that 

there was a conspiracy going on amongst their camp leaders, the farmers.

     “Where is Piggly Wiggly?” Porky’s sister asked him. They had not seen P.W. in five 

days now. The last time they had seen their cousin was when he was being loaded onto a 

truck and hauled away one night in the dark. The scary headlights of the tractor had 

awakened the pig family as squealing and a huge commotion had stirred even the hens in 

the henhouse sitting on their eggs.

    “I don’t know where Piggly is,” Porky said. “But I saw him last night on the other side 

of the fence. He looked funny. He was very white and pale and he had a sad look on his 

face. I talked to him, but he wouldn’t answer.”

     “That’s sounds weird,” said Hot Dog, the head pig. “I hope he’s okay.”

     That night when the sun went down and everyone had stopped chomping on the 

corncobs, everyone found a nice warm mud puddle to squat in for bedtime. As the round 

bright moon lighted up the barnyard sky, there was a noise in the distance that gave 

everyone the willies. It was the sound of a pig in distress. That sound that only a pig 

knows. It was the call of the wild.

    “WEE-weeeee, Weeeee!” the sound went.

     Well, (do you want it scary or not too scary?) Okay, scary it is.

     At midnight when the roosters rested their voices in slumber for the 5 a.m. wakeup 

call, far down the dirt road leading up to the county blacktop road, two faint headlights 

could be seen in the distance, bouncing up and down from the potholes in the road. It was 

the slaughterhouse truck. It took the pigs to the market where they were shot, sliced up 

and prepared for the meats you find at the grocery store. It was the “TRUCK OF 

DEATH.”

     Before the truck came close to the farm’s gate, Porky heard a noise at the fence. He 

stood up in his mud puddle and blinked his eyes. He could make out the figure of an 

animal, and it was digging at the fence.

     “Who goes there?” Porky asked in a whisper. Others woke up.

     Suddenly, he recognized the phantom. It was a ghost. It was a white ghost, the 

apparition of a close friend who was dead and had come back from the dead. This ghost’s 

name was Piggly Wiggly.

     “Piggly! My good friend! Where have you been? Why won’t you speak? What’s 

wrong? What are you doing?”

     Piggly grunted, and huffed and puffed until he dug a hole big enough even for Gertrude 

the Sow, the fattest pig in the barnyard, to crawl through.

     “Come,” pleaded Piggly. “You’ve got to hurry. You are in danger. They have come to 

kill you like they killed me.”

     “You’re dead?” asked Porky. “You are a ghost?”

     “Hurry. There’s no time to lose,” his pale friend exclaimed.

    Porky went to every pig and piglet on the farm, nudging them with his cool wet nose 

and alerting them to the danger.

     “Wake up! You must leave. We must escape. It’s a jailbreak!”

     So one by one, from the fattest pig to the last little baby pig, the swine wiggled and 

squirmed under the fence and bolted to the woods, fanning out into the dark forest as the 

truck pulled up to the gate and a man got out. He had a rifle in his hand.

     “Where’s Porky?” said Farmer Brown. They were looking for Porky. He was next. At 

328 pounds, Porky had reached the proper market weight, and his goose was cooked.

    Porky was the last one to leave the barnyard, but his hoof became stuck in the fence. 

Farmer Brown noticed that all the pigs were escaping, so he cried out, “Stop them! Shoot 

them!”

    All of a sudden bullets began to ricochet off the fence near Porky’s ear, making sparks 

and whistling between the curl in his tail. “Here, take my hoof!” said a voice. It was the 

ghost of the pig. Piggly had come to save the day. A bullet hit Piggly, but amazingly 

enough, Porky looked and the bullet went right through the pig without hurting him.

     “Run! Run for your life!” Piggly shouted.

     And into the darkness waddled this frightened fat pig, Porky, and as he turned to look 

at the flashing fire coming from the farmer’s rifle, he looked at where Piggly had been 

standing and he had vanished into thin air. His friend had disappeared.

     (THE MORALE TO THIS STORY IS: TO MAKE BACON, YOU’VE GOT TO 

FRY A LITTLE GREASE!)

    HARDEE, HAR-HAR! I hope you liked that one. It’s been a pleasure doing business 

with you. Uncle Tim is going to the store to get some hot dogs and barbecue at the Piggly 

Wiggly. I love you, and I hope you send me a Christmas card and pray for me like I do for 

all of you every night now.

     I’VE GOT STINKY FEET!!!!

                   TIM               

                                                    ************

     Back to work after a long dry spell. Leading a donkey into a burning building. Being 

unemployed has been ragged on the verge of wicked. I almost, and have previously 

admitted to being, am sorry I wrote the whorehouse story. There is a catharsis going on, a 

rumbling aftershock, a foreboding of good things to come, change. As the June sunshine 

makes the pecan tree leaves seem neon, I feel the unseasonably cool air floating through 

this two-story 1940s apartment. It’s a good thing it’s cool because two summers ago the 

large window unit failed, regurgitating, sweating beads of metallic perspiration, and ceased 

to function except during twilight twists of the on-off button which sometimes worked, 

more times hesitated and stalled, locking up and heating the thick electrical cord to a 

temperature too hot to clutch. Leaving without turning it off was unwise. This summer, 

after a long summer of gas heat, the smaller window unit revolted in a revolution of 

muggy redemption. The nuclear reactors are having to work less, and I’ve brought out the 

trusty fans.

     Mesmerizing hours upon hypnotizing stretches I’ve remained glued to my new 

computer which satisfies my in my time of boredom and despair. Hooked into bulletin 

boards, I’ve been downloading very helpful fonts and accessories you have to buy in the 

store. I rationalize that I have been doing some work, even though some gifs I’ve 

downloaded include nude photos of Linda Blair, Bo Derek and Linda Carter.

     My friend Glenn has just busted open a big story at the Florence Morning News. It’s 

been covered by major media across the story, and they let Current Affair come in the 

newsroom for a segment. It’s the John Doe II story coming out of Timmonsville, and 

American Journalism Review will interview Glenn. I would have been scared they’d bring 

up an accidental adolescent defecation. Through Glenn I’ve felt like I’ve had an extension, 

a connection to journalism even though I’m banished, forsaken, expelled from the 

kingdom for high crimes of treason and mockery. Pee Dee Magazine, a regional glossy 

color reproduction coffeetable publication, respectable and readable on the toilet too, has 

agreed to publish a story of mine on a hot air balloonist from Florence, and this prospect 

has me aloft again, suspended above my feelings of unworthiness, self-pity and mute 

imprisonment. It really awakened me when Glenn said if the Federal Bureau of 

Investigation drops by this week that I should answer no questions which brings to 

memory the musty jails I’d visit and see the prisoners whose logbooks noted they were 

“on loan for a federal agency,” “held.” The balloonist story was my first freelance 

magazine story at $100. It’s like your first kiss, your first magazine article.

     Nobody would know you were there, especially if your only telephone call was to a 1-

900 number, Dial-A-Prayer or your editor. It’s better than phone sex.

     Crumpled cigarettes packs litter the area around my computer on the floor, amongst 

pens, phonebooks, clipboards, 25% cotton fiber waterproofed resume paper (stone gray) 

and $5.75 for 80 sheets, a Bible-looking big DOS manual, cheap envelopes, a returned 

resume and cover letter marked “undeliverable as addressed, no forwarding order on file,” 

computer dust covers, ashes, pennies, notebooks, an Editor & Publisher 1983 yearbook 

from the Wilmington newspaper and dead roaches, legs sticking up in the air like silky 

corn tassles.

     My immaculate bowels have been moving steadily, trooping along since my 

hospitalization for diverticulitis in early winter 1994. Some of my efforts could receive 

blue ribbons at county agricultural fairs for their texture. It’s hard to stomach the 

vegetable laxative every day, and I fail to administer this concoction to my intestines more 

than I follow the physicians orders. Medical bills arrive and are stored in safekeeping away 

from eyesight. Refusing corn on a buffet line is harder than resisting the urge to look at the 

sun to solicit a sneeze from your involuntary reflex system. I could eat corn all day long, 

from cornflakes to corn on the cob to corn soup to cornbread at supper. Wafting through 

the lobby, the mouth-watering smell of popcorn lingers in movie theatres, reminding me of 

one source of fiber I can never enjoy again. Discovering a remedy by free association 

conditioning has been difficult for popcorn, although I can relate its digestion to the 

painful prick of the 5 a.m. bloodfest the good-looking hospital nurses performed and my 

weeping one morning when it got to be too much. A psychological trick I have played 

successfully on myself to repel my taste buds from peanuts has been to visualize in my 

mind’s eye that the scrumptious buds are in fact made of stone, small rock pebbles with 

absolutely no taste, smell or satisfaction. It has worked. If I can only look at popcorn as 

being cotton, a tasteless, demure seed which contains much unsaturated and saturated fats 

which can clog my veins like a sewage pipe, then I will have defeated our foe.No more 

strawberry drinks. Just say no. Bran has become my friend. I am made of bran. I smell like 

antibiotics.

     The three cups of noon coffee from Central Drug Store on Main Street here in 

Mullinsville are now officially kicking in. Many mornings I have visited this apothecary to 

the choruses of yahoos from the a.m. breakfast coffee club which convenes every dawn. 

The local infinitadi shows up, hogging all the tables, talking louder, embarrassing whoever 

walks in and playing a little game of chance in which the loser pays for everybody’s java. 

Everybody from the county sheriff, local bankers, insurance agents, a furniture store 

owner with a bevy of dirty jokes and scalawags like me who can barely afford the 35-cent 

coffee. My coffee is sometimes free, an extended privilege which has outlasted my 

unemployment since the friendly older waitress likes me and lets me read all the area daily 

newspapers and bum cigarettes. “Here comes Clark Kent!” somebody chimes. “It’s 

Columbo!” rings another. “Look at what he’s wearing!” My short pants and Hawaiian 

shirt always give them a hoot, and when you dress in a tie and look respectable, it’s “You 

look like you’re going to church!”

     The Bone Man in Nichols. The old man who collected junk and claimed to work spells 

on people. A lady drove up while I was interviewing him once, and there was a retarded 

looking boy in the back, mumbling and drooling. That was the most surreal, disturbing 

thing I’ve ever seen in my life. I had chillbumps for an hour.

     Millionaire murder. A midnight rural fire’s blaze warms my face in the December chill.

     School board meeting. Teacher suing school district. They pulled out a retarded kid 

into a public meeting for that one, and the name of the kid was used since the teacher had 

called him a “pack rat.” In executive session his name would have been secret. The 

superintendent took out a newspaper ad with a cryptic message aimed at the fired teacher.

     Britt and I are eternally on Howard’s Knob overlooking Boone. “What are you going 

to do when you finish college?”

     “I don’t know man, put some fire to that thing.”

     Across the hills you could barely glimpse Grandfather Mountain and beyond towards 

the pre-Sugartop condo magic kingdom and it devilish development where nothing but 

unblemished nature prevailed. I felt guilty for missing an add-on of several stories to the 

Sugartop condo. There was one wild night in a Jacuzzi there with an assistant D.A. from 

New York.

     “It’s kind of funny, thinking where will I be in 20 years,” Britt said. “We’ll look back 

and remember doing this,” I said.

     “And we’ll remember you selling food books for cash to blow.”

     “And the Led Zeppelin concert you saw and I missed in Greensboro because I was 

tapped out.”

     “And the Boston concert in Greensboro and Lynyrd Skynyrd.”

     Our perch was nothing but surreal deja vu every visit as Appalachia called, summoning 

us to an elevation higher than Howard’s Knob and its meadows halfway down where cows 

chewed grass and the escaped prisoners I was to cover later hid out during nightfall. A 

rainstorm threatened the mountains on the horizon, and clouds began to mask our tanning 

index.

     “Will you forget this?”

     “Nah. Pretty outstanding.”

     A few years later a crew of mine drove three vehicles to this same spot where we 

witnessed an eclipse which a feeling weirder than a tornado or sleeping on a tombstone in 

a cemetery.

     Mark was my first editor. He was the first editor to fire me. The day he visited 

Bavarian Village to knock on the door and inform me I was no longer going to be getting 

the $10 and $5 checks for my stories, I was ashamed to see him because I just hadn’t 

showed up at the office, even though deadlines were stretched tauter than a Sunday 

morning newspaper rubber band.

     “Haven’t seen you at the office lately?”

     “Yeah, I’ve been busy. How’s it going?”

     “Uh, ah, you’re fired, man.”

     “I kinda sorta figured that. How are your stories coming along.”

     “I haven’t been writing many, just editing stuff.”

     “You ever find that picture of us and Bill Murray?”

     “No. Where is Bill Dunlap at now anyhow?”

     “I heard he was doing art in New York with stuff in D.C.”

     “Remember when Murray had that bottle of Kentucky Gentleman? That took a lot of 

nerve to carry it all around campus that weekend.”

     “Homecoming, yeah. He was in centerfield, and I was in right field. I asked him who 

was going to win the pennant, and he said the Cubs. They weren’t even in it.”

     “That was funny at  the WASU radio studios around 5:30 p.m. when he that live, 

rendition of  Star Wars! Nothing but Star Wars!”

     I miss Boone and my memories there quite a lot. My heart still lies somewhere 

between Foscoe and Deep Gap, although my favorite domicile was in Vilas, the prettiest 

part of  Watauga County. Down the twisting blacktop behind my house was Valle Crucis 

(translated “Vale of the Cross”) where in the soft green meadows was Mast General 

Store. In the winter’s hell you could warm yourself in front of the sizzling wood stove and 

look at the store’s old post office, general store goodies and talk to whoever you ran into, 

who was probably doing to be a member of the Mast family. In this Valhalla retreat Valle 

Crucis every summer met a group of the wildest softball players known to man. A 

transmigration of Laurinburg hippies and Watauga County hippies formed a softball 

tournament which began atop one of the hills of Valle Crucis. Here the ghosts of Babe 

Ruth, Ty Cobb and the N.Y. Yankees lingered after dusk on a hill which ball players 

marked off and affectionately called “Yankee Stadium.” I’d walk to the tournament 

sometimes where everybody camped out on the Masts’ land with tents pitched, fires 

ablazing and parties unbashed. Guitars picking into the moonlight on a cool summer night 

as the bottle went round and everybody bragged about the play-of-the-game. Children 

played in the campground, bathing in the creek as parents and singles made love silently in 

the tents.

     Across the county is the sleepy borough of Blowing Rock, in the shadow of 

Grandfather Mountain and “Mildred the Bear,” an enormous overweight critter, 

gluttonous from the truckloads of marshmallows tossed in its den by tourists with 

sunglasses. Off U.S. 321 a geodesic dome housed what was one of the greatest bars of all 

time, “P.B. Scotts’s Music Hall.” R.E.M. used to play here when they were on the circuit 

and everybody from Hank Williams Jr. to B.B. King to Nantucket to Leon Russell. The 

guy in the white hair is Bobby Cremins taking a break with some of the basketball coaches 

at Appalachian State. Wood rafter supported the second and third floors of this round, 

upside-down cup-shaped barn with its sky windows, tall ceiling and excellent sound 

system. One night John, my next door neighbor in Vilas, and I stumbled into the club, and 

my assignment was to try to interview Gregg Allman. John was getting tanked on liquor 

that night, and we switched to beer as the doors opened and the crowd started 

filing in.

     “How are you going to interview him? Let me hold your camera for you. They’ll think 

I’m going to take some pictures.”

     “You getting pretty messed up, man. You can hold it for a little while.”

     “You’re going to let me go in and interview him with you aren’t you?”

     Having already made up my mind John was going to sit out the fourth quarter 

courtside, I grinned, rubbing my beard and taking a gulp of beer. “You’re in like Flint. Just 

lay low now. Don’t raise too much Cain. Look there’s Rene.”

     “How many women have we both had?” he asked.

     “I dunno. Well, there’s, let’s see, one, two, three-four...should we count, yeah, five.”

     “Come on let me go in with you just for a little while.”

     “SK! SK-K-K-K!”

     “SKANK!”

     John and I had a communicative system down in which if there was something, 

someone or a situation that we did not like, we would each or both say the word “skank,” 

enunciating it differently with staccato customization. If we liked something, we would 

inversely utter “Sweet!” followed by “Sweetly petite,” after Lurch’s phrase on “The 

Addams Family” TV show during the opening credits when he would say, “Sweet, petite.” 

Usually our secret clandestine references of “Sweet!” were when both accessing the 

beauty of a female.

     After the great show, the second time I had seen Gregg Allman, I blew John off, 

exiting to the tour bus outside and stood in the chill, asking a roadie or a manager for an 

interview, and before you could say “Southbound,” I was on the bus interviewing one of 

the few musicians I like more than Tommy Faile.

     “Just say that he was the greatest slide guitar player that ever lived,” he said. And 

that’s what I said. I couldn’t write about the cocaine he pulled out and we did with a 

female journalist from Tennessee or about Allman asking me if there were any Quaaludes 

around.

     “They quit making those about five years ago, man,” I thought. I was so starstruck and 

messed up that I left the company camera onboard the bus, and had to drive like a maniac 

on slick icy roads to the Ramada Inn in Boone 13 miles away and retrieve the 35-mm.

     1995: The other morning I awakened to discover that some culprit had vomited in the 

can. Who was it? Could I pin it on them? Why did they do it?

     I’ve been drinking too much. A friend of mine is a journalist, and he’s an alcoholic, 

going to AA meetings, and he gives me teetotal hell. Shots of Absolut in lemon drops. The 

favorite liquid of choice is Budweiser. I like it in the can now. I used to love the bottles 

though. In high school the quart bottle was the host. The first time I ever got really drunk 

was when I drove down to the liquor store across the state line in McColl where this old 

guy, a big dude, sold liquor to anyone who looked old enough and many who did not. The 

smell of this store I can still smell today. There’s a merchandising cardboard odor plus a 

sweet smell of liquor. It smelled like a drug store. There were displays. Chiming your 

existence, the brass bell alerted the store to your presence. Feeling young, it was best to 

put on this older, much more mature body language to try and fool what doubting 

Thomases were still balking.

     “You got an I.D.?”
  

     “Sure, my good man.”


     He would never smile. He would just squint into the fake I.D. and turn around, 

grasping the correct bottle of Canadian blend into a brown paper sack, making this 

wrinkling paper sound and twisting its top like it was the neck of a chicken. My buddy and 

I took our booty down the beach cottage and drank it after consuming mass quantities of 

shrimp at Calabash. All I can remember is filling up the tub with a bunch of funky looking 

material with these shrimp swimming around. It was one of the worst hangovers of my 

life. Your first hangover is the worst. It’s the one you judge all others on. If I had said, 

“I’ll never do this again,” then, well, I might have a clearer head than I do today. I can’t 

remember the second time I ever got drunk. I remember the last time I got drunk. There 

have been several thousand occasions since then. When was the last time? It was 

today. Sizzling on the gas grill was a cut chicken I had used a knife and hammer to 

dislocate from its original form. Cooked slowly, as if in a professional kitchen, it simmered 

on low as supple amounts of barbecue sauce were applied with a brush and puffs of savory 

smoke billowed from the flames.

     It was $100 well-spent before it was well-earned. A small magazine designed by a Civil 

War enthusiast had been my next target, Pee Dee Magazine, after getting fired in Florence, 

and I had successfully conned the editor into thinking a story on my hot air balloonist 

would be an interesting story. The editors scammed a free trip aboard the vessel. I had 

stopped doing too many suicidal things many years earlier. The flier was from Florence, 

and would buy me beers in a bar over there when I was at the paper. The day he ascended 

for me was a cold December day, the day of my first and last Christmas dinner from work. 

I had to beg administration to fork over prize money we won for covering a tornado that 

struck Lake City, a tobacco warehouse haven. As law enforcement authorities tried to 

keep TV reporters away from the scene, blue strobing lights blinded you as twirling smoky 

gray clouds fingered at the treetops while victims tried to reconcile the loss of trailers, 

property and front yards. The paper had won some money, but it wasn’t reaching us. First 

a memo went out saying it would be split; then there was a memo on how it would be 

split, requesting ideas. The original idea, and mine, was for it to be distributed among the 

reporters and editors on the job that day, but that suggestion morphed into the final edict 

that would invite the entire newsroom staff to Ryan’s Steakhouse where egos clashed like 

fiery asteroids into ice lakes. I was playing Pink Floyd as I wheeled my smoking Pontiac 

into the parking lot and everybody stared. Before I was supposed to fly, my stomach had 

been churning like our family’s old hand-cranked homemade ice cream cedar barrel. Our 

staff at the Florence Morning News finally got our reward. It took a lot of bitching and 

complaining and getting the other staff members talking about it, but it had been almost a 

year since the Thomson company award for our tornado coverage, and the monetary 

award was going to be split among the folks working that day. Then it dwindled down to 

everybody. Then the idea just vanished. Nobody ever mentioned it. It was like bringing up 

about Cousin Harold who had caught AIDS. Ever wonder what to do on a crowded 

elevator when somebody just cut a raunchy, rotten, five-day-old corndog fart?

     “I think we ought to get the money,” I’d say.

     Then the managing editor decided. Or someone did. It was set in stone. All right. No 

questions this time. We were all going to get in our cars, drop what we were doing and 

have a nice Christmas time feeling at the frigging Quincy’s for the lunch special. That was 

the way to spread that tornado money out. Conversation was choppy, disconcerting and 

awkward as a Marilyn Manson appearance at a DAR meeting. I turned up the music real 

loud before I wheeled into the parking lot. What a miserable lunch! It almost reminded me 

of the black clouds which were reassembling above us outside of Lake City the day roofs 

were torn up and trees were dislodged from the sod.

     “How about moving that TV cord!” a cop yelled.

     The tornado had been through, and our ears were popping as the weird, fast-moving 

dark wisps of cloud whizzed by.

     “Were you the first one here?”

     Every reporter always wants to know who got to the scene first and who was late. 

There is a chromosome tendency to break the law and speed to the scene when you’re 

working first, second or third shift, but the trick is to slow down before you get a ticket. 

     Getting a newspaper to pay for a speeding ticket or the cost of towing or even the 

costs of court in case of incarceration due to stepping on a source. The only reason 

journalists refuse to name sources to brain-damaged circuit court judges is because their 

greedy bosses don’t have enough courage or human integrity to tell the truth and be 

honest, admitting that their only source of enjoyment is making toothless judges look bad 

from a distance. Ever thrown a rock at a caged animal? You’ve tapped at the fish bowl a 

time or two. You have that look in your eye.

     That was the most uncomfortable lunch I ever had, sitting too close to people with 

whom you could not work, especially the chief photographer. I hate taking pictures. 

Photographers are definitely, save sports folks, the weirdest clientele of dysfunctional 

brainiacs I’ve ever had the misfortune of falling into. There are super egos, and there are 

super-duper super-egos, and our photographer treated us like children, much like his own 

which wandered recklessly without supervision through the newsroom when there weren’t 

wheels on duty.

     “Leave that camera the way you found it,” he’d say. “Hold the strap, that’s right. 

That’s what it’s there for. Use all the film. Check that camera in. Tim, did you date the 

sign-in sheet when you brought it back from the Darlington Racetrack?” I wanted so badly 

to take one of those cameras and shove it far up his ass, so far that the durned thing 

started clicking away at shots of the abyss where flesh meets intellect not far up the road.

     It was this special day, the day we all prayed together as somebody spewed air from 

the ice cream machine, that I was to go aloft in a hot air balloon and set sail over 

Darlington County way above the December chill and into the stratosphere where it was 

really cold. I got in the basket for a minute while the balloon inflated and rose about six 

feet. That’s enough for me.

     “You’re not really going up in that thing are you, Kris?” Our photographer was excited 

about the trip, but I had long since sworn off dangerous activities, especially the kind 

which could take place before you had enough money for life insurance.

     “The only hard part is coming down.”

     Balloons have been designed in the form of tennis shoes, Korbel champagne bottles, a 

Pepsi can, Kodak film, a Burger King hamburger, Planter’s Mr. Peanut, vodka bottles and 

almost any advertising hook under the sun. There would be only two more months I had 

on the job at the Florence Morning News when I first interviewed and published the first 

newspaper story on him.

     My stomach was churning. I hate to fly.

     “Man wasn’t made to fly,” I tell my nephews.

     “Why, Uncle Tim?”

     “Because you don’t see any wings on my shoulders, now do you?”

     “No. You don’t have wings.”

     “So man was not made to fly. There’s no way I’m going to get on one of those things. 

They weigh tons. How does something like that fly? I’m not going down like that. You 

can’t even wear a parachute. My old editor would probably pack mine, no problem. You 

trust planes?”

     Before I was supposed to fly, my stomach had been churning like our old hand-cranked 

homemade ice cream cedar barrel. Our staff at the Florence Morning News finally got our 

reward. It took a lot of bitching and complaining and getting the other staff members 

talking about it, but it had been almost a year since the Thomson company award for our 

tornado coverage, and the monetary award was going to be split among the folks working 

that day. Then it dwindled down to everybody. Then the idea just vanished. Nobody ever 

mentioned it. It was like bringing up about Cousin Harold who had caught AIDS. Ever 

wonder what to do on a crowded elevator when somebody just cut a raunchy, rotten, five-

day-old corndog fart?

     “I think we ought to get the money,” I’d say.

     Then the managing editor decided. Or someone did. It was set in stone. All right. No 

questions this time. We were all going to get in our cars, drop what we were doing and 

have a nice Christmas time feeling at the frigging Quincy’s for the lunch special. That was 

the way to spread that tornado money out. Conversation was choppy, disconcerting and 

awkward as a Marilyn Manson appearance at a DAR meeting. I turned up the music real 

loud before I wheeled into the parking lot. What a miserable lunch! It almost reminded me 

of the black clouds which were reassembling above us outside of Lake City the day roofs 

were torn up and trees were dislodged from the sod.

     “How about moving that TV cord!” a cop yelled.

     The tornado had been through, and our ears were popping as the weird, fast-moving 

dark wisps of cloud whizzed by.

     “Were you the first one here?”

     Every reporter always wants to know who got to the scene first and who was late. 

There is a chromosome tendency to break the law and speed to the scene when you’re 

working first, second or third shift, but the trick is to slow down before you get a ticket. 

Getting a newspaper to pay for a speeding ticket or the cost of towing or even the costs of 

court in case of incarceration due to stepping on a source. The only reason journalists 

refuse to name sources to brain-damaged circuit court judges is because their greedy 

bosses don’t have enough courage or human integrity to tell the truth and be honest, 

admitting that their only source of enjoyment is making toothless judges look bad from a 

distance. Ever thrown a rock at a caged animal? You’ve tapped at the fish bowl a time or 

two. You have that look in your eye.

                                                       *****************

                                                          Off work/The Way

     Somebody stole the Sunday paper. I’m still getting The Florence Morning News, and 

since February when I got fired, it still finds its way to the driveway every morning around 

4 a.m. I should call them and tell them to quit sending the free employee copy, but then, 

when I get to the TV section, sports and classified for job opportunities, I change my mind 

abruptly. This process takes place daily. Today I become paranoid and believe they have 

found me out and plan to bill me for six months of papers or maybe they’ve finally cut me 

off, the final incision.

     I must not have put the trash out early enough Sunday for the large blue Mafia garbage 

system receptacle still has my beer cans and refuse from last week. It was a good week, all 

in all, except for its trash.

     Maybe they did not pick up my trash because of all the recyclable metal, the aluminum 

cans which held so many suds. My landlady is against drinking, either social or excessive, 

and I have to hide my cans in the trash, underneath the gooey maggoty foodstuffs, 

covering the cans with trash if they are visible after the lid is raised. I can’t put them in the 

recyclable bin or she’ll have an educated, informed database in which to deduct that there 

is an award-winning amount of imbibing being accomplished on her property. If you 

stacked all the beer cans I’ve crunched since I moved into this apartment four Augusts 

ago, well you’d have enough money to buy enough shares of blue chips to ensure a very 

comfortable retirement. It got so hot one night, I broke into the garage and put the 

window air conditioning unit gathering mothballs in there in the apartment where the unit 

had passed on to the AC junkyard in the sky.

     Golf soothes the mind. As my new air conditioning hums like a carriage of angels, The 

British Open ends with Palmer’s last walk to 18. I always know it’s the Sabbath when golf 

is on television. Why do I want to rehash the paranoia, naked, blind obsession and sadness 

of The Way International and what happened when a few of its members first showed up 

in Boone, N.C. on the campus of Appalachian State University in a female dorm TV room 

scouting for neophytes?

     Should I go get cigarettes now or wait till I finish this pack? Pulling up the box of Way 

materials, the roaches vamoose from their paper domicile.

     The first paper on top of the stack is an employee performance evaluation done on me 

Jan. 17, 1985 at the Watauga Democrat where I covered The Way. “Date of Last Review: 

May 84.”

     Job understanding (gotta an “S” which must mean satisfactory, job performance got an 

F, which must mean fault, funky or failed. Dependability got an F as did job productivity 

with a G for cooperation, and an overall rating of S. Nothing has changed. I’m still the 

same.

     In the general comments category it read, “Mr. Bullard is sloppy in both work and 

appearance. He needs to take more pride in work produced and in his personal appearance 

at work and in public. He is not as unbiased as he should be in certain story areas. Mr. 

Bullard does work in cooperation with others. He is willing to work hard at times and go 

the extra mile on some stories.” Thanks to “reviewing officer” Tim Smith and “reviewing 

officer” Sandra Shook.

     Let’s turn the clock back to notes down in the stack of the box. This time machine 

thrusts you into the fall of 1982 with the recruitment of an 18-year-old student and the 

reason I ended up in the offices of Rolling Stone magazine with vertigo.

     Can I get a witness?

     Religion is the opiate of the masses, according to a communist - it’s just like falling in 

love or booting heroin. A little taste sparks an itch that has to be scratched until blood 

appears, and the shock scares the daylights out of you. Then it’s too late, unless you’re 

one of the few who can dabble in moderation. The uncontrollable lust triumphs over better 

judgment, propriety and limitations.

     “Since August there has been an ecclesiastical battle of hunger surfacing in the scenic 

mountain town of Boone, North Carolina involving members of The Way International,” I 

typed.

     “Let’s go to the Rock!” John yelled. “Why don’t you take a break from that 

typewriter.”

     “You know I have to finish this. Got any weed?”

     “I scraped out the bowl. Oughta be pretty good? How’s it coming along? It’s hot as 

hell in here.”

     Hissing and emitting a gaseous smell of kerosene, the oil heater in my Vilas apartment 

was burning on “HIGH.”

     “I’m just getting started. Working on a lead. I hope they don’t care at the paper what 

I’m doing.”

     “You’ll be all right. Got the rent in yet?”

     We had the same landlord, and the first of the month had come and passed. He was a 

kind landlord, very understanding. In the winter John and I would sneak down to the store 

in 50-below temps to nab the weekend’s goodies. He and Brian McGee, a pizza tosser 

who lived with me for a while, tried to kill my chicken once, chasing it around the yard for 

the kill, but they never caught it. It was a fun Thanksgiving nonetheless.

     “Listen, John. I’ve been meaning to ask you....”

     “Are you fixing to try to borrow some more money from me? How much is it up to 

now? How much you need?”

     “Ah, $25. I’ll let you read the first little bit here. Are Jeff’s socks still smelling up your 

apartment?” I would make the $150 rent after all.

     “That looks good, ecclesiastical?”

     “Like that?” John’s father was an Episcopal minister.

     After torching his bong, John continued reading.

     “Deprogramming, brainwashing and freedom of religion are among the quarrels in this 

clash of holymen. Watauga County contains over 31,000 northwestern North Carolina 

residents, 10,000 of whom live in Boone, the county seat which has eight elementary 

schools and a high school. Appalachian State University, a four-year, state-operated 

college attended by over 10,000 students, employs more than 1,400 citizens who help 

produce a yearly payroll of about $22 million - the largest since income provider in the 

county at 3,333 feet above sea level.” (“All factual, but very sloppy, needs smoothing and 

unity. Transition will reveal your “style.”)

     “Is that what the Rolling Stone editor wrote in the margin? Are we that high, 3,333 

feet?”

     “Not yet. Crack me a coolie. Those on the porch are probably frozen by now. Want to 

go to the Rhododendron Tournament with me this weekend? All the hippies from 

Scotland County and Laurinburg are coming up.”

     “That’s that annual thing out in Valle Crucis, isn’t it? The Blowing Rock Waterdogs 

won last year. What’s that team from where you’re from? Sandhills Gold?”

     Today I smoke Sandhills Gold as I sift through an old box of clippings and Way junk.

In the March-April 1981 issue of The Way Magazine there is a photograph of Dr. Victor 

Paul Wierwille at Washington National Airport. He has a tall, chimneysweep, stovepipe 

hat and a striped ascot. He and his wife are in Washington, D.C. to attend the inauguration 

of President Ronald Reagan, the magazine reports.

     His address starts out with, “This is a momentous day in the history of our lives....As I 

see it, this could be the time when we with the greatness of God’s Word could move out 

greatly across our country and world because I think we’ve been in enslavement long 

enough. We could get out of the wilderness where we’ve been long enough and get into 

the Promised Land. And outside of this ministry there is no way it could be done, because 

the organized systems have had their 150-200 years and instead of gaining for us more 

liberty, more freedom, more greatness of the power of God, it seems like we’ve been 

ending up with less and less.

     So I believe that it could be possible at this particular time by Do’s mercy and grace 

that this fortieth (presidency) can be like the beginning of the time when they (Israel) 

moved out from the wilderness and took the Promised Land and lived with the greatness 

of God’s Word.”

     It was right about this time in history that the Rev. Jim Bakker was doing the dirty 

deed with a future Playmate.

     “We are the Israel of God...”

     The President’s Newsletter goes on to announce the newest addition to the Outreach 

Services Center at International Headquarters, the Research Library. Designs began in 

January 1980, he says, with physical work starting in October 1980, completed in January 

1981. The 600-square-foot rare books room (primarily Dr. Wierwille’s collection), the 

2,125-square-foot main section and eight offices (1,250 square feet) for Research and 

Translations and the three lighting systems are chronicled. “A birch accordion door 

separates the main area from the conference room.” Wierwille says all the design and 

construction was done by his own Way Builders, including “custom” carpeting and 

painting.

     Monty Hobbs, Way Builders coordinator, says, “The whole aim of Way Builders is to 

build facilities out of love so people can better move the Word of God day by day.”

     One of those days I sat in the home of Detective Bob Kennedy outside Boone on a 

hilly section on the northeast portion of Watauga County. Bob kept a lot of firearms in his 

trunk. Last I heard, after having bumped into him at a narc convention in Wilmington, 

N.C., he was busting people in Boone, wearing very long hair, which I would like to see.  

The farmer was an older gentleman, dressed casually, held his face in his hands, tears 

streaming down his cheeks as he choked back sobs. Bob and I exchanged glances, and I 

tried to get my mind off this unsettling scene by remembering the time Bob opened up his 

trunk to show off some new guns to me.

     “Take it easy,” I told the farmer. “I know it’s rough. I’m sorry about what has 

happened to you.”

     Under normal circumstances, a farmer from Castalia, N.C. would not cry in front of 

another man. He probably wouldn’t weep in front of a woman, even his wife. But this 

man’s mind was on his daughter, who had been a freshman at Appalachian State 

University until she met a member of The Way International while watching TV. “We 

have a solicitation policy on campus,” responded a spokesman for the ASU Residence Life 

Department. “We treat everybody the same, whether they are a religious group or a 

political group or whatever. The problem that many times the staff is the last person told 

that they’re there.” Complaints were made by students over The Way members in the 

dorms, he added.

     At Gaston Lake in the Piedmont area of North Carolina deprogrammers counseled 

Nelms’ daughter for a week, the farmer told us, as Bob served us soda and pretzels.

This disturbing experience was a bit distant from the halcyon days his daughter had spent 

in childhood at the Red Bud Baptist Church in Castalia.

     Nelms took a long drag off his cigarette and smeared its sparkling tip into the ashtray 

after the long day of court and told his side of the story.

     “She told a different story up here today,” said Nelms, then 45. I had been in court 

when Nelms sat among the curiosity seekers in the gallery.

     Nelms plowed many rows of tobacco in the humid fields of his farm in Franklin County 

to send one of his two daughters to college. One was Karen Rene Nelms.

     “She had never given us any problems at all, always at church, dependable, good 

worker,” he recalled, blowing smoke out his nose and mouth. “We were sending her 

money the whole time. I just feel like everybody needs a college education now.”

     Four weeks after Ms. Nelms enrolled at ASU, her father said he learned of her 

involvement with The Way.

     “She was a little homesick, a little lonesome,” he said. “I was stupid on it. 

Thanksgiving is when I found out that it was serious. I asked her not to go back with that 

group, and she told me she wouldn’t....”

     At Christmas he purchased the young woman a brand new $9,800 car, registering it in 

his name and telling her she could have it on the condition that she steer clear of the 

group.

     My parents were smart enough not to send me to ASU in 1974 with an automobile two 

years after I got my license. I depended on Terry Benton, a high school football teammate, 

who was my roommate my freshman year in Eggers Dorm where a guy on our hall was 

such a Dead fan he had a skeleton in his room, a plastic one. After practice one day at 

school I was sitting on the trunk of Terry’s Pontiac as he floored it getting up to about 60 

before letting off as my fingers dug their prints into the black window tar, a shaky grip 

disintegrating. I thumbed home from ASU a lot. What was going on in this farmer’s mind, 

I could relate to from that death-defying experience.

     Nelms finished his third cigarette. His expensive gift to his little girl had not changed a 

thing.

     “The group was using the car - she was walking where she needed to go. It was what 

she felt she was supposed to do. She pawned her class ring; I went and got that back.”

A Boone Baptist Student Union representative called Nelms after spring semester had 

begin, informing him that his daughter had not attended classes in three weeks. It was 

ultimately the denomination of Nelms’ faith that saved his daughter from the jaws of The 

Way International.

     Finally, it became distinctly apparent that she would not be continuing her education, 

so when Nelms came up to help her pack her clothes in her dorm room he said there was 

company - Way members.

     Nelms said, “They were standing there, looking at me, calling me “kidnapper.” I won’t 

afraid, a little ill...I really wasn’t ill. I’m going to put it like this - I didn’t listen to them. 

We talked to a lady (in Castalia) as far as counseling, talked to a minister, and long that 

night, sometime around one or two o’clock, that’s when she took the car an came back up 

here. I told her, “Don’t take the car.”

     She should have taken his advice, or maybe it was a good thing that she broke the law.

Upon Nelms’ request Franklin County Sheriff’s Department authorities drew up warrants 

for a Ms. Karen Nelms and her arrest on the charge of felonious automobile larceny, and a 

Boone detective served them on her outside the Way apartment in Boone. The detective 

had been Bob Kennedy, who later grew his hair down to his ass and looked somewhat like 

a bona fide hippie to lure drug suspects into cocaine and marijuana buys for a department 

which employed a female officer who was very nice smoked pot to fight cancer.

     All this time Nelms had hired a private detective to trail his daughter. One of the 

hardest things a parent might have to do with a child is to sick the law on your seed. It’s 

the ultimate parental right of custody and persuasion.

     “They released her to my custody, and she refused to go with me, of course, after 

talking with me, I did get her to go with me,” Nelms said. “She told me that she was afraid 

to go.” She was about to visit Iowa for the first time in her life.

     Two of the deprogrammers were women, one of whom was a psychiatrist, he said, and 

another counselor was a former Way member himself.

     Nelms said he was present 95 percent of the week, which he said was punctuated by 

late-night sessions and proper meals, but not contact with the outside world.

     On that Friday Nelms sent her to a deprogramming center in Iowa City, Iowa - a spot 

he felt was “safe” from the Boone group. “She stayed five days, made four phone calls 

while she was there,” he said. Two calls were made to the Pizza Hut in Boone, where she 

had worked, and two were made to her home in Castalia, he said.

     Ms. Nelms admitted that someone gave her assistance so she could travel back to 

Boone.

     For six days Nelms said he didn’t know where she was until she called him. “She told 

me how much she loved me,” said Nelms. I asked the guy if he loved his daughter.

     “Would you spend $20,000, and that’s how much I spent, would that mean I loved her 

or not? I didn’t have it. My friends have taken care of all my farming, my chickenhouses. 

Anyway, they could help me, they have helped me, and they have helped me financially.”

Cross examination of Karen Nelms by the prosecutor:

Q. “Now, you say you were a student at one time?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. “When did you leave school?”

A. “Last semester, well, I finished one semester.”

Q. “Why did you leave, ma’am?”

A. “I didn’t like it. School wasn’t for me.”

     (I could relate to that.) I’ll never forget the old lady I interviewed at the base of 

Howard’s Knob in Boone and her yelling at me for traipsing wet slushed snow in her clean 

home. 

     “What are your credentials? You don’t even have a college degree!” she yelled. I was 

close to choking her, but I excused myself immediately before doing anything rash. I hated 

myself for never graduating from college, and no one ever brought it up in my face, so I 

was about to lose it on this elderly woman who could hardly stand.

Q. “Why didn’t you like it?”

A. “I just don’t like to study.” (I could definitely relate to that.) We sell food tickets at 

ASU for pot and N.Y. submarines with a Coke from Yogi’s on Main Street in Boone.

Q. “Why?”


A. “Because of my parents.” (My parents had nothing to do with my hatred of studying. I 

was merely lazy.)

Q. “Because of your parents?”

A. “Yes, they wanted me to go.”

     Our garage, late summer, 1974, garage lights and outside floodlights burning, 6 a.m., 

my parents were helping me get my bags packed so I could ride with my buddies to ASU. 

Daddy was suggesting that I become a business major. It would have been an excellent 

idea. Maybe I’d have become an accountant or an entrepreneur, peddler or millionaire. I 

should have listened to him. “Here’s some spending money,” Mamma said, stuffing a wad 

in my pocket. Daddy said, “Don’t forget to write, now.” Whether Mamma cried when her 

first son was shipping off to her alma mater that morning, I’ll never know, but I do know 

we smoked a lot of pot and drank an ass of beer on that four-hour drive, and Terry 

wouldn’t even stop for me to take a leak.

Q. “How far had you gone in school?”

A. “One semester.”

Q. “One semester.”

A. “Uh huh.”

Q. “How did you get involved in The Way?”

A. “I met them watching TV, and they asked me if I wanted to come to a fellowship, and I 

agreed.” (My memories are shaped by my early years of watching television, “Felix the 

Cat,” “The Wild, West West,”  “The Alfred Hitchcock Hour” episode about “The Jar” and 

the reoccurring nightmare I have about having a scary show on, and I jerk the plug from 

the wall, and the Devil keeps broadcasting over the TV set even though there is a lack of 

electrical power.

Q. “And you work at the Pizza Hut now?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. “Do you contribute your wages to The Way?”

A. “Yes, sir. Not my wages, a percent.”

Q. “What percent?”


A. “Ten percent or what I have. What I can give of that.”

     Mine, a pitiful tithe, was never the 10-percenter, only coinage. My Novocain fanny was 

usually numb in the court seat. In high school I’d sit in the balcony behind a girl, using my 

toe to slip between the wooden seat and the back of the chair in front of me as to touch 

her butt with my toe. The worst thing I ever did was masturbate in the church bathroom.

Q. “Ten percent?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. “And you have been a member of The Way for how long?”

A. “Since August, about eight months.”

Q. Where were you on the 16th of March ‘83?”

A. “16th of March, I had just got back here to Boone.”

Q. “From where?”

A. “From Iowa City.”

     (Lord knows what those deprogrammers did to that poor chick, and her emotionless 

face reflected a sense of loss, the same numbness my fanny was feeling.) I have since 

stopped saying, “chick,” after the elderly copy editor at the Wilmington newspaper 

reported me for using a derogatory term against females even though the bandleader of 

the Letterman show did it regularly.

Q. “What were you doing in Iowa City?” (Shucking corn, you stupid son-of-a-bitch! What 

the hell do you think was going on? You know.)

A. “Visiting.”

Visiting. Tourism beats all, doesn’t it?

Q. “Did you arrive back on that day?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. Where were you on the 2nd of March?”

A. “2nd of March, I don’t rightly know.”

     (I tell you where I was, I was down and dirty at my apartment with a bottle of Jack 

Daniels.)

Q. “Where were you on the 24th of February?” (I had been throwing up into a campfire 

at a party in Foscoe beside a creek.)

A. “I don’t know.”

Q. “But yet you remember exactly what happened on the 20th of November?” (That was 

the night John rode with me back from Blowing Rock, the long way around Boone, and it 

was sleeting and snowing, and I had no brakes, using the emergency brake to slow us 

down the long straightaway blacktop out of Boone to Vilas as one tire gripped the gravel 

off the road, and I shoved the Maverick’s transmission into “1” while John passed me a 

joint.

A. “After I sat down and thought about it.”

Q. “After you sat down and thought about it?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Another Way member sat in the witness stand.

Q. “Pat Yacongis. Now where does Mr. Yacongis live?”

A. “725 East Howard Street.”

Q. All right. And is that headquarters here of The Way?”

A. “You could say that for Boone.”

Q. “All right. Is there anyone else who lives there in that same building?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. “Who lives there?”


A. “Mark Edwards, David Reilly and Lee Metzger.

Q. “And they are all members of this organization The Way?”

A. “Yes, sir.”

Q. “How did you come to be a member of The Way, ma’am?”

A. “I met Pat Yacongis and Mark Edwards at the very first of the year in August, and I 

became friends with them, and became interested in what they were doing, and so I stared 

going to their fellowships.”

Q. “Well, what was it that they were doing that you were interested in?”


A. “They were really excited about being alive, and I wanted to know how to be that 

way.” (She sounded like an Amway salesman.)

Q. “What do you mean, they were really excited about being alive?”

A. “They were always happy, and had something really special....”

     “The Way International, New Knoxville, OH 45871.” The newsletter in my dusty old 

box announces that the LEAD Outdoor Academy International in Tinnie, New Mexico is 

“upward and onward.” I pull the second six-pack out of the freezer since it’s cold now, 

and sift through the box as I hear the mailbox’s lid close shut and the shadow at the door 

fade into the sunlight.

     In the “Military Household News,” a theme of military saints as “Athletes of the 

Spirit,” is forged for a weekend program at the Holiday Inn by the Ocean in Virginia 

Beach with speakers Walter J. Cummins, Research Development Chairman, Randy 

Anderson, Mid-Atlantic Region coordinator, and limb coordinator of Virginia, Britt Lynn, 

limb coordinator of West Virginia, and Michael Rood, limb coordinator of D.C.

     There is a photograph of Wierwille signing “Jesus Christ, Our Passover,” one of 5,000 

first-edition copies he personally autographed. He signed copies for his sisters, Mrs. 

Martin Kuck and Mrs. Walter Henkener, and for his brother, Reuben Wierwille. The book 

is dedicated to Reuben.

     A story on Broadway lists female Power for Abundant Living graduates as being in 

shows like “Forty-Second Street,” “Sugar Babies,” and “Evita.” On Sunday, Jan. 25, 1981 

The President’s Newsletter outlines Wierwille’s planned retirement for Oct. 3, 1982 with 

the Rev. L. Craig Martindale as president-elect.

     In his acceptance address, Martindale said, “I was Associate Pastor and Youth Minister 

at one of the great Southern Baptist churches in the Southwest and was definitely one of 

the bright and rising stars of the denomination ... yet deep in my heart, it wasn’t just being 

someone with a position and prestige that motivated me. I wanted to do something for 

God.”

     “Was Michelangelo replaced? da Vinci? Charlemagne? Thomas Edison? Babe Ruth? 

Vince Lombardi? Jeremiah? Paul? No...others came along to keep things rolling (which in 

some cases was successful and some not), but not to actually replace.”The new leader said 

he entered the Second Way Corps in 1971, becoming the second International WOW 

coordinator in his first year and later becoming second state coordinator of Oklahoma in 

1973-74. WOW ambassadors preached “Word Over the World). The crux of The Way 

was Wierwille’s Power for Abundant Living course.

     In the fall of 1975 the new leader said he entered The Way College of Emporia to start 

the second Way Corps training locale. At the end of his address there are display 

advertisements for “The Hope of Glory” by David Charles Craley, editor of The Way 

Magazine and coordinator of Way Publications. It’s 352 pp., $4.95 with Ohio residents 

adding 5.5% tax.

     The only kudo is by Wierwille, “Changed by the great power of God. A great book! 

Every questing person should read it, and you should give a copy to a friend.” “A Novel 

of Deliverance” is the headline for the other book, “The Rescue,” by Dennis McGee, a 

graduate of The Way Corps, a WOW vet and a member of the Way Builders. It’s 198 pp., 

$8.95 plus $1.50 shipping with a tax for Ohioans and another critique by the leader. 

“...one of the most exciting books I have read. The accuracy of the Word, the heart, the 

location, the buildup, all pleased and blessed me much.”

     The Way also claimed the Fine Arts and Historical Center in Sidney, Ohio, a 14-room 

mansion listed in the National Register of Historic Places by the U.S. Department of 

Interior. In New Knoxville The Way’s American Christian Press printed The Way 

Magazine, Way propaganda and the bimonthly Heart newsletter, with the April-May issue 

looking like a National Lampoon spoof with a shaded silhouette of Christ, headlined, “The 

Attempted Deprogramming of Jesus Christ.”

     The Way claims the outdoor center in New Mexico and a 100-acre Camp Gunnison 

Way Family Ranch in Colorado.

     “I really feel it’s a totalistic group,” Priscilla Coates, director of the Citizens Freedom 

Foundation in Hannacroix, N.Y. told me. The anti-cult agency had 55 affiliates in 31 

states, including North Carolina, with offices in Greensboro and Raliehg. It was running 

up the newspaper’s telephone at this point, but I didn’t care, even though I was told from 

time to time to watch it on long distance charges.

     “Whoever leads The Way, leads it with total control,” she said. “It’s his way - or no 

way.”

     The most chilling aspect of Way activities is its paramilitary weapons training, she 

said, which was publicized after people heard of a national Guard weapons course being 

taken by Way College students in New Knoxville.

     “We don’t have it anymore,” said a Way spokesperson.

     Is there mind control and brainwashing in the way?

     “My answer to that would simply be come for yourself and make your own judgment,” 

said one spokesman.

     As The Way’s official public relations officer, a woman addressed the accusation of 

brainwashing. “The charge of brainwashing is basically introduced to cause confusion and 

suspicion,” she said. “Nobody can pin down what it is that they think we are doing 

because it doesn’t exist. Unfortunately, we have a number of these kinds of complaints 

Sometimes parents are victims of a fast-talking deprogrammer who is trying to make his 

commission like a salesman does. It is kidnapping and therefore illegal.” I recalled the “No 

Soliciting” sign on our door and the unrelenting line of salesmen, church doughnut pitch-

children and other hawkers who broke the city’s peddler law daily and forced me to do a 

story on the law.

     Concerning the Reilly case, she said, “My major concern is what he did is not a 

reflection of what our organization teaches.” Reilly, a member of the local group, was 

charged with breaking into a Japanese steakhouse he worked at and stealing money out of 

a vandalized cigarette machine and other junk.

     Two years ago the Citizens Freedom Foundation “bit the bullet” on its policy toward 

deprogramming, declaring it was an acceptable method of behavior modification, Ms. 

Coates said. I wondered if such modification would work on my pot-smoking and intake 

of moonshine from Wilkesboro.

     “We do not support kidnapping or holding a person against their will,” she explained. 

Since community members were gossiping about the group with firsthand information, she 

urged me to ask citizens to attend a fellowship session to witness that no brainwashing, 

low-protein diets or other odd things were going on.

     “I ain’t going to no meeting like that!”

     Seated two feet from the reception window at the Boone Police Department two 

storefronts down from the newspaper, the dispatcher laughed, her face turning red. Every 

morning I’d traipse down and take the local pulse and see what was happening.

     “Tim Bullard, you’d better watch out if you go up there on that street and mess with 

those people. You need to go to church with me!”

     Ms. Coates said that the thing that has upset her the most about The Way hit her as she 

was reading one day. A writer wrote that Wierwille’s hometown is only 47 miles from 

Lynn, Ind. - the birthplace of the Rev. Jim Jones who led more than 900 cankered souls to 

suicide in Jonestown.

     “That’s always given me cold chills,” she said.

     I’ve never been that interested in cult groups, except the Baptist State Convention, as I 

was growing up Baptist in a Baptist world in Scotland County, N.C. Now I know the only 

cult is the religions to which you cling. Researching The Way International, I learned 

about the modus operandi of cults and the brainwashing that is just as strong, seductive 

and alluring as that of a political party.

     In the April 4, 1977 issue of TIME, a N.Y. judge excoriated deprogramming as a 

violation of the First Amendment. The deprogrammers had just won a test involving 

legalization.

     Success is what a former county prosecutor in Arizona called what happened to 88 or 

90 disciples of a Booneville, Calif. camp of Sun Myung Moon. The Moonies’ attorney 

compared the conversions to the ones you see the Rev. Billy Graham of Montreat, N.C. 

doing. There were stories of “browbeating.”

     God knows what went on in Iowa City, Iowa where our crying N.C. farmer sent 

$20,000 of plow money to get his daughter deprogrammed, but what happened afterward 

was a tragedy.

     “Heaven is under our feet as well as over our heads” - Henry David Thoreau.

     I was beginning to disinfect this blemish of humanity through journalism, the same way 

I clean the brown mung caked around the white, ceramic drain of my shower bathtub. 

Spray a little unwatered-down bleach on it and it will clean itself. Sunlight is supposed to 

be the best disinfectant.

     Freedom of religion is a constitutional right respected by the Rev. David Long of First 

Presbyterian Church in Boone. To find a clear, level-headed response and explanation of 

cult groups, I figured the reasonable place to start was with a Protestant officiant.

     “We have to allow and protect, under the law, a group like The Way,” Long said. “I’d 

describe it as a very dangerous cult by what I know and what I’ve read - it’s very 

dangerous. They accept the scriptures, but they variate from them. Pretty soon, they have 

you off out here. The church doesn’t have all the truth about the scriptures.”

     Long described the personal susceptible to a cult: “the person who has biblical or 

religious or Christian training, the person who has a church background, the person who is 

not the most popular person, but who needs approval of friends...a rather strict 

upbringing, a so-called sheltered life, a person who is lonely, lonely from family, lonely 

from friends, and they really lack a personal relationship with God.”

     Later when I asked Long about speaking in tongues and exorcism, he said he saw an 

exorcism in Africa and believed one could speak in tongues. Durn. I never realized 

that Presbyterians believed in exorcism and towers of psychobabble.

     Long described brainwashing. I knew what it was. For several months I was on an in-

patient unit in Pinehurst, N.C. after flunking out at ASU and becoming extremely 

depressed.

     “Hit the wall! Put all your anger into your fists and strike the wall!” The old lady 

counselor should have had better sense than to allow me to go into the padded room on 

our hall. Over and over I’d turn my neck and tell one counselor that I couldn’t stop doing 

it. Finally, my parents and shrink told me I’d better snap out of it or I’d go to Dix 

Hospital, “Dix Hill,” as the rednecks called it, in Raleigh. After a counselor screweded me late 

one night in my room after closing hours, I showed a remarkable, timely recovery, and I 

think the medication should receive no credit. It was strong stuff. New on the market. I 

forget what it was.

     I knew what deprogramming was like. “It would be cleansing the mind of all previous 

conceptions and placing in their place those conceptions that are desired by the one who 

brainwashes or by the one who  modifies behavior. You don’t wash the brain. You don’t 

have a mental breakdown. You don’t just pull a brain out and scrub it and put it back in.”

     That’s probably what had happened to me the night before, or maybe it was the 10th 

Miller at Clyde’s in Blowing Rock and the first lobster I’d ever eaten in my life, 

microwaved. I faintly remember a female who, on a dare, lifted up her skirt to her chest, 

revealing to all bar patrons that she was wearing no panties while music of The Dillards 

blasted over the Bose speakers.

     Presbyterian Long concluded, “We have to allow and protect, under the law, a group 

like The Way.” 

     Michael Van Dyke, N.C. Way Director in Greenville, N.C., told me, “One man’s cult is 

another man’s religion, and one man’s religion is another man’s cult.

     Ms. Nelms asked me to print that she loves her parents and has not tried to do anything 

to hurt them. The next time I saw her was with Edwards in our front office buying a 

classified ad for the sale of a $175 flute.

     The Nelms experience is not new in North Carolina. “No, it’s not the first case I know 

of,” said an anti-cult spokesman. “They are in every state.”

     Colonization of Way groups had evolved into a network encompassing all 50 states 

and 50 foreign countries since Wierwille, born in 1917, quit his ministry at United Church 

of Christ in Van Wert, Ohio to inoculate his own herd. He studied at Mission House 

College, Moody Bible Institute, the University of Chicago Divinity School, getting his 

masters of theology from Princeton Theological Seminary and his doctorate from Pike’s 

Peak Seminary, an alleged “degree mill.”

     During the flower child movement of the 1960s Wierwille had mustered up a flock in 

the Haight-Ashbury district of San Francisco, later moving to his family’s homeplace, a 

147-acre farm in New Knoxville.

     The 197-acre Way College of Biblical Research was in Rome City, Ind. My notes and 

manuscripts from covering The Way are brown, yellowed, torn and out of order. Some of 

the original pages were thrown in the trash that day in Perkinsville, a small borough on the 

east side of Boone, when my landlord instructed employees to throw all my personal 

belongings out of the apartment in which I was residing. Once when “Big E” and Rusty 

visited me from Laurinburg, it was about 15 degrees in my apartment even with the 

electric heat turned full blast. Electrified by the Crown Royal and other chemical additives, 

I jumped up from my seat, kicked open the flimsy wooden door as cold air rushed in.

     “Close that damned pneumonia hole!”

     “What’s got into you?”


     Hoisting the 20-inch black-and-white Zenith television set to my knee, I pressed it to 

my chest and then over my head as my friends stopped drinking after our conversation 

about the next day’s skiing at Beech Mountain and were transfixed upon my steps to the 

second floor balcony.

     “I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time,” I said as traffic lights streamed by the 

green stoplight on U.S. 321.

     “What’s he going to do?”

     The set had been on the fritz for several months, and I kept it because it spruced up the 

place along with the painting reproduction my artist friend Chris Rust had done of the first 

Dire Straits album cover of the out-of-focus woman on a parking deck.

     We will always remember to our dying day the tiny spark that clicked on somewhere in 

the 3-D inner dimensions of that zenith as it made like a wounded phoenix and mustering 

all its remaining static and hidden electricity currents in its white shell.

     “I HATE TVS!” I said, hurling the television set off the deck as it twisted and turned 

slowly in transition before gravity pulled it from its lofty position and its tube and cathodes 

jolted from impact, plastic flying and making the most unforgettable noise an electronic 

appliance can produce.

     “I can’t believe you just did that!”

     “I got it! I got it on film!”

     Turning to close the door and reenter the room in an anti-climactic 180, I grabbed the 

decanter and sucked its amber innards like it was a teat and I was a starving refugee.

There was a weird, drunken student that I knew through a friend. This guy would come 

up to smoke a joint every once and a while, and after a dozen such episodes he asked me 

about the story I had queried with Rolling Stone about on The Way. “John’s” father 

was a judge from Morganton. The judge told me he’d rather not discuss The Way.

     His son later decided to ask me not to use any of his quotes, but changed his mind so 

many times I wasn’t quite sure what he wanted. He told me of when he was 22 six years 

ago and traveled to the Rock of Ages Festival The Way sponsored every year.

     “I had just graduated from college,” he said. “I went with two girls and another guy, 

Nancy, Lisa and Steve. We went in a VW bug. It was fun. I had a good time. A lot of 

pussy. Itis. We all camped out up there. Everybody walking and saying, “Jesus loves!” All 

these Jesus freaks. It was wild as hell. It took us, I believe, 16 or 18 hours. We just 

partied, you know, drove on down the road, drank beer, smoked pot.”

     This guy was funny to John and I because he was a friendly fellow who would 

sometimes lapse into a state of quiet oblivion, but the thing that tickled us about him was 

the fact that most of the time he would not be looking at you when he talked.

     “I wanted to see what it was like and what they did. She said that I’d like it. I went, I 

guess, because of her. We all just slept in one big tent. It was a big old fairground deal, a 

bunch of parking spaces. They had tents all around, mobile homes, trailers and all. There 

was about 100,000 people there.” He said there was a band and stage and people singing 

“Jesus Loves You This I Know.”

     Music could feature groups like The Joyful Noise or The Good Seed.

     “They’d say, “Yeah, you want to be with The Way,” you know. Most of them were 

real straight, real flower children. There were a lot of hippies and  crap. A lot of people 

walked around with cups with beer and liquor. A lot of them were smoking. You could 

walk around and smell it everywhere.”

     The reason he didn’t want me to include his comments was that his sister had been in 

the group, and his father, the judge, wanted her out.

     One of the photocopied documents I got from the Citizens Freedom Foundation 

involved a 25-year-old guy rescued from The Way in Norfolk after he was approached by 

a couple in the local shopping mall. He was later deprogrammed

     “When I first became a member I didn’t think it was a cult. But it is a cult that uses 

mind control techniques and the issue is not doctrine but mind control,” he said Dec. 3, 

1980. His father exploded and his mom “just sat there and wanted to listen to what I had 

to say.”

     Melloril, that was the  crap I was on...strong stuff, Daddy. I could relate to how deeply 

the farmer had been hurt. I’ll never forget the day I ran away from home as a teen for a 

brief day or so, and my father came to where I was at, a home, with tears in his eyes, 

pleading with me to come home because my mother was crying. I’ll go to hell for that. 

Satan’s crimson, satin fork is in a corner for me to stoke the coals in the “Run Away From 

Home” room of Hades.

     “I read that deprogramming was holding you against your will, for a long period of 

time, trying to convert you to believe a different belief system and that is not true. What is 

true is that a deprogramming shows you in a very defined way how hypnosis, self-hypnosis 

and brainwashing techniques operate.”

     “A lot of the teachings are what I would consider very good teachings. But even still, 

though Dr. Wierwille has changed a few basic doctrines around and he knows he has to. 

because he will not defend his position. He will either become very angry with you and 

not defend himself or he will remain calm and quiet and act real peaceful.”

     “While you were in The Way did you know about the anti-Semitism of The Way 

International?”

     “No, I hadn’t been aware of that until my deprogramming where it was made known to 

me that a book that they have on the shelf of the library at the international headquarters 

teaches that the six million Jews were not killed by the Germans.”

     “Did you know that when a person makes a contribution to the Nazi Party that they are 

sent a pamphlet written by Dr. Wierwille?”

     “No I did not know that until right now Where did you find out your information from 

Sue?”

     Sue Martin at Keuka College is described as a student intern at the NEC center. “From 

an Ex-Way member.” “The Myth of the Six Million” was the publication in question, a 

document abhorred by the Anti-Defamation League of B’nai B’rith along with “The Hoax 

of the 20th Century.” “How do you feel about the people in The Way now that you’re 

out?”

     “Oh, I have nothing against them at all. I think that the time we spent together was 

pretty good. They’re still my friends, but we have one less thing in common. May be more 

than one thing, but I’m no longer a member and they are.”

     “Have any of The Way members tried to harass you?”

     “Well, I know they don’t call it harassment, but I know that when you are invaded, 

your own privacy, that it’s not right, I believe that they are doing what is called “God’s 

will” all the time and even if it means they will break man’s laws, to do God’s will.”

     “And what God’s will is, is Dr. Wierwille’s will?”

     “You bet.”

     In “Cults, World Religions and You” there is a chapter on The Way International, 

stating its college in Emporia, Kan. was established in 1975, and that before the senior 

year, students had to spend a year as missionaries. There are retreats and “advances” and 

prison outreaches. The Minuteman Program dispatches PFAL grads to cities for the 

summer to create twig groups and enroll new students in the PFAL course. I used to go to 

the Boone Police Department and talk with Phyllis, the secretary, for hours about The 

Way and what people thought of it, and when we weren’t talking about The Way, we’d 

talk about the existentialism of Jason in the “Halloween” series. Most of the small 

mountain churches were scared  crapless of a cult group in town, and any such talk was d

deemed as a social threat against the crux and cornerstone of “Our Town.”

     The publication accuses The Way of coordinating and developing businesses owned by 

members and providing work for members and a larger financial base. There is a 10 

percent tithe. The tapes students listen to are described as involving singing, praying and 

speaking in tongues. Female ministers are ordained along with males. Christmas or Easter 

are not the most important day for The Way which the publication says Pentecost tops the 

holidays.

     Zealous enthusiasm is highlighted, and drugs, alcohol, premarital sex and slothfulness 

are discouraged.

     Wierwille wrote a book called “Jesus Christ Is Not God,” “The Bible Tells Me So, 

“The Word’s Way,” and “Receiving the Holy Spirit Today.”

     In July 1979 when Wierwille was 62 Ohio Magazine published a story by Michael 

Harden that begins, “From a farm in Western Ohio, an international multimillion dollar 

religious cult pulls the strings for its army of tens of thousands of disciples. Many have 

gone through a religious boot camp, many have received small arms training, all are 

fiercely loyal to one man.”

     Wierwille grew up on a Shelby County farm, the article reports, where the international 

headquarters were built. He was called to be a minister of the Evangelical and Reformed 

Church in Van Wert and Payne, Ohio. The PFAL course began in 1953. He resigned in 

Van Wert in 1957 at the United Church of Christ. Wierwille reportedly began with the 

help of a disc jockey named Steve Heefner who assisted in The Way’s canonization in a 

seven-page LIFE magazine featured entitled “The Groovy Christians of Rye, N.Y,” a story 

written by Jane Howard in May 1971. LIFE said Wierwille called Rye a “very dark town 

in a very dark county.”

     Ohio Magazine claimed The Way’s East group in New York raised $100,000 in 18 

months, and the group was growing.

     The price of the Power For Abundant Living Course had been free, increasing to $15 

and then to $100. There were even groups in Little Rock, Ark. “Blind allegiance,” Ohio 

Magazine called it. Training for The Way Corps training required one to keep one’s 

marital status, incorporate a low-protein diet and get to bed around 12:30 a.m, awaking by 

5:30 a.m.

     It was supposedly “okay to sleep with somebody else (other than your spouse) as long 

as it honors God or builds the ministry or some kind of clowny stuff like that,” a guy is 

quoted.

     One publication reported The Way denied the Trinity and Christ’s divinity and 

incarnation, adding that Jesus was resurrected on Saturday and that four people instead of 

two were crucified next to the Lord. The Way believed only believers after Pentecost 

would be saved, and they must remain dead until the final resurrection. Water baptism was 

discouraged, and speaking in tongues was taught with members practicing 30 minutes 

each morning.

     Way Corps trainees supposedly were punished for being five minutes late for dinner or 

forgetting a name tag by missing a meal. Fasts included only vitamins, water and Colo 

Cleanse, a “volcanic ash product.”

     In the Fort Wayne Journal-Gazette Tom Jenkinson, director of The Way College of 

Biblical Research in Rome City, said trainees are free “within the restrictions of the 

program and within the restrictions I think you would experience, I assume, in most any 

other training program, be it your first year of college or the Marine Corps.”

     Bubbling underwater, I emerged from the baptismal pool of First Baptist Church of 

Laurinburg a saved individual, experiencing the same stifling sensation of drowning the 

church pest behind me was about to get. It was the scariest moment of my life. There was 

a painting on the wall behind the pool with the scene of a mountainside that you could slip 

into during a boring sermon. If you sat close to the front row, you could glimpse a girl’s 

breast and nipple through the wet white choir robes as they emerged from the pool as 

Christians. Breathtaking. I wore underwear on my submerging trip underwater. I felt like 

Lloyd Bridge on “Sea Hunt.” Got water in my ears. It felt good dribbling out that night.

     Marksmanship and weapons handling and safety courses were offered at the National 

guard Armory of Emporia over two years, Ohio Magazine reported.

     The article said The Way had a police force of three people at its headquarters under a 

105-year-old Ohio law which first permitted Chautaugua gatherings to have event 

security.

     “The Bless Patrol” was the squad’s name Shelby County Sheriff John Lenhart had to 

worry about.

     “It is hard to guess what legislators were thinking in 1874,” the sheriff told the

magazine, “but this law has the potential of being really abused. They would have police 

powers to conduct investigations, as I understand it, any place in the state of Ohio. 

Anybody you can think of could start their own police agency, carry firearms, conduct 

investigations, and I don’t think that’s healthy. There’s no checks and balances. There’s no 

mayor they answer to, no town council that hey answer to. It’s the type of thing where 

they could have five officers today and 500 tomorrow.”

     Shelby County Prosecutor Scott Jarvis was listed as a Way member and The Way’s 

legal counsel, and as saying they should refrain from making vehicle stops near Wierwille 

Road. A “Mrs. Moore” with First Baptist Church in Raleigh, N.C. told me, “It’s just an 

evil group. I’ll tell you that. It’s a sad situation.”

     Boone Way fellowship meetings were held at 8 p.m. every Tuesday and Friday night, 

so on April 29 before a spokesman had invited me to attend, I went with my cousin, Jeff, 

who lives 45 miles away in Newton. He’s husky like me, and we look and feel like 

brothers. I asked him to go, and he was hesitant, but agreed when it looked like we would 

go chasing women in Blowing Rock at the bars afterward. He still wanted to just hit the 

bars, but sheepishly accompanied me. 

     Twig leader Pat Yaconis was preaching out of the book of Acts and Ephesians, talking 

about change and how those who persecute might be converted. No way, Jose. It was a 

nice house on a respectable street above The Flick theatre. Prayers were uttered, and a 

reed horn of plenty was passed around, so I gave Wierwille a buck. Didn’t even ask for 

compensation at work. There are a lot of invisible costs for journalists. Karen Nelms had 

been contributing 10 percent of her waitress money to the group. I’m just not a 10-

percenter at heart. One of my stories quoted estimated Way assets at $10 million or near 

that amount.

     I thought I’d melt from embarrassment when we started singing some corny oldie-but-

goldies from the Sing Along The Way songbook, but everyone else chimed in with laughs 

and cheer.

     “Again, what you saw is not different from anything else we do,” The Way spokesman 

reminded me later.

     The merriment subsided into a serious conversation when I told them I was a news 

reporter. Somber indeed.

     Yaconis said he’d have to refer questions to New Knoxville, but he did say, “David is 

not guilty.”

“THOU SHALT NOT STEAL.” - God

     Mark Edwards, sitting next to Way member Karen Nelms, said that the group had 

contacted the FBI in Hickory to report that the group was being railroaded, but no 

assistance was given. The life of Reilly was in jeopardy. Reilly was a Boone twig member 

who was in trouble in the court system.

     On New Year’s Eve David Michael Reilly, 23, of Methuen, Mass., found himself facing 

charges of felonious breaking and entering and larceny because of an incident in 

November 1982 at a Japanese steakhouse restaurant where he worked. A vandalized 

cigarette machine was smashed, and money was stolen. Boone Police Department officers 

had arrested him at the twig’s $450 a month home, charging that he stole $6,767.77 from 

the restaurant on Saturday, Nov. 21. Over $5,000 damage was sustained at the location of 

our newspaper’s company Christmas party, where the showboat chefs feigned translation 

difficulties until they had captured a fair maiden customer following the flaming shrimp 

ritual and the miracle of catching a yellow rind of lemon behind the back on the second or 

third try. Sometimes they did it the first time. Our parties were fun. My last Christmas 

bonus was great, about $400. The Coffeys were generous. The Jehovah’s Witness 

photographer flatly refused a Christmas bonus, but he would accept it only as an incentive 

bonus. Praise the Lord.

     The company safe was found opened on the lobby floor.

     After David Michael Reilly, was by the Boone Police Department and went to court, 

Henry Upchurch of Sugar Grove, eight miles from Boone near Vilas, made his $10,000 

bond. Reilly received a three-year sentence. After a Watauga County jury deliberated 

about four hours April 15 before convicting Reilly, he got a three year active sentence.

     During his trial, Reilly’s attorney argued fiercely when the judge allowed the 

prosecutor’s questioning to ramble way out of bounds into The Way’s financial 

transactions and to a crazy little thing called deprogramming. A Boone detective testified 

that Reilly protested when he was arrested, and that during questioning the suspect stated 

that “he had no damned business around that cigarette machine.”

     Prints found on the cigarette machine were “fresh,” the officer testified, having been 

applied within 48 hours of the break-in. The prints were identified as Reilly’s.

     “He has no prior record, to my knowledge,” he said.

     During the trial I had a rather strong attack of gas and tried to squeak out a silent 

emission, but all was for naught. The triple treblo horn sounded, and thankfully no one 

sitting near me in the press box, including the cops, issued any signal that my transgression 

was picked up by radar.

     “He has no prior record, to my knowledge,” the officer said.

     A vendor said that when he checked his machine after the crime, cigarettes were 

missing, but no money had been swiped. A Makoto’s assistant manager testified that the 

defendant, a former morning janitor, had been relieved of his duties over a week before the 

theft because he had missed a day of work.

     “I thought it was my day off,” Reilly testified later.

     He and other Way members were sworn in together with their hands placed squarely 

on bibles. Reilly said he had been bowling and watching/ Dr. Joe Glass, Lenoir-Rhyne 

professor of religion, said member of The Way once approached student in Hickory at the 

Lutheran college. He opposed their outreach program.

     “A few years ago they came through here. I didn’t encourage it.”

     Federal Bureau of Investigation special agent Johnny Turner told me that his 

department had assisted former Boone Police Chief Clyde Tester and his staff in the Reilly 

investigation.

     Nelms lighted Cigarette Number 5.

     He said that when he would drive to Boone to see his daughter, Way members were 

always with her and would watch them until the end of the visits.

     I did a story for the Hickory Daily Record on Feb. 9, 1987 that reported the son of a 

Valdese couple, who are themselves members of Waldensian Presbyterian Church in 

Valdese, now lived in New Knoxville, living with Wierwille’s daughter and their twin 

sons. The story reported that Kevin Guigou, 29, graduated in 1981 from the University of 

North Carolina at Charlotte with degrees in architecture, and he then worked for The Way 

architectural and engineering office. He also was project coordinator for The Family 

Commons Building at The Way’s camp in Gunnison, Col.

     “He got started in Valdese,” his father told me over the telephone, adding that The 

Way was a good organization. “It’s real influential. It’s the kind of thing you can belong to 

and leave. “It’s because they don’t know much about it,” his dad told me of the critics. It’s 

just lack of proper knowledge. We’re not involved. We’re sticking with our church here.”

     A N.C. State Bureau of Investigation agent told me that there was no on-going 

investigation of The Way, but he referred to information in an article in The Raleigh News 

& Observer published April 6, 1981. The story told about an ex-Way member and N.C. 

State University Wolfpack student David Richard’s disillusionment with one of the 10 

fellowships in the Raleigh area in the fall of 1973 and his charges of mind control, 

fraternity-joke hazing, sleep deprivation and malnourishment.

     A map of the root family compound illustrates the “Jordan River” creek, basketball 

courts, the Wierwille family barn circa 1891, Reuben Avenue, Sevilla Avenue, Allen 

Circle, Lydia Avenue, Randall Drive, Owens Drive, and a tertiary pond. Camp Gunnison is 

advertised as having hunting, fishing, horseback riding, jeep trips, snowmobiling, 

backpacking, downhill and cross-country skiing, tobogganing and ice skating with 

chuckwagon cookouts, campfire sing-alongs and twig fellowships. In Sidney, Ohio there 

was The Fine Arts and Historical Center built in the 1890s as a 14-room mansion in 18-

inch Indiana limestone on a bluff and “dramatized by a variety of hardwoods used 

throughout, including heavily carved bird’s eye maple, red mahogany, cherry, golden oak 

and curly birch. It’s listed in the National Register of Historic Places, housing Wierwille’s 

research works and “historical” Way documents.

     The group even had a recording studio in New Bremen, Ohio with Way Productions 

and Take A Stand Caravan, a group of singers and musicians. There were festivals in 

Europe and South America.

     Another Way member in Boone testified in the Reilly trial. “Jesus Christ is the Son of 

God,” she said under oath, adding that she stays in the group of her own free will. Her 

mother, Mary Reece, told me later that after reading some Way documents her daughter 

brought home one weekend, she doesn’t believe Way doctrines are too kosher and 

definitely unlike the preachings of the family’s worship at Pine Log Baptist Church. “Great 

name,” Susannah had written in the margin.

     She and her husband, Max, would like their daughter out of The Way too, she said. 

“Nice double entendre,” Susannah wrote.

     Her daughter testified that she met Way member Mark Edward in August, and she 

went to a meeting because she was interested in what the group had to say.

     “They were really excited about being alive, and I wanted to be the same way,” she 

said. “They smile a lot....” 

     Reilly explained how he met other Way members. “We went to this thing called The 

Rock of Ages; it’s this thing like a Christian gathering,” he said.

     He and his new friends then moved to Hickory and on to Boone 45 clicks away. He 

said he signed an application to become a Word Over the World (WOW) ambassador. All 

local twig money now goes to Way Treasurer Howard Allen, according to Reilly.

     The last page of my Rolling Stone manuscript may not be the final one, since I left it at 

a reporter’s apartment in Gastonia as he packed for Florida.

     “Nightmares of nuclear war, dreams about my old girlfriend and anxiety attacks have 

lightened up some since I’ve come to the end of this research. Well, Ms. Nelms has just 

recently spent a weekend at home with her family. Her father drove her back to Boone as 

he promised he would.

     “She is still with The Way. Reilly’s case is pending, and because of that, Boone Police 

Chief Clyde Tester said he couldn’t comment on the case since it might jeopardize his 

department’s case.

     “It was a thorough investigation. A lot of time was spent on it,” he said.

     The money was never returned or recovered. I’ve recovered from my zany beach trips, 

my bicentennial insanity July 4, 1976, watching the fireworks explode from the television 

room of the inpatient ward at Pinehurst Hospital, but I can’t help feeling that I am a victim 

- the victim of a naive passion of love that claims no expectations of reciprocation.

     I love my family. I love my friends. I love members of The Way International.

And I love you too.

     New River Light & Power Company, Winkler’s Creek Road, P.O. Box 1130, Boone,  

North Carolina 28607. Date: 2-4-85. Ten years ago, minus four months and 15 days.

Customer Name: Tim Bullard

Customer Account: 50257137-01

     Dear Customer: Our attempts to contact you by phone and this visit have not been 

successful.

     (There is little wonder, lamebrain numbskull. I haven’t paid my telephone company bill 

either, so they were indiscreet enough to actually turn around and shut my durned service 

off until I pay them.)

     We realize that sometimes your schedule does not coincide with our office hours.

     (Straight. I’m out all night drinking, snorting cocaine and using other people’s 

telephone while this early March wind is freezing the whiskers off my beard. During the 

day I’m looking for a job, asshole! I just got fired.)

     This is the reason for this notification.

     (I didn’t think it was a late birthday card.)

     Your electrical service is due to be terminated on 3-6-85.

     (Got the bill today, let’s see, that gives me all of 24 hours to come up with the 

amount.)

     Due to nonpayment of your account, your current outstanding balance is $178.17.

     (I’ve got the seventeen cents. It was so cold one day I heard a calf froze before it hit 

the ground after birth.)

     There was an additional $7.50 reconnect fee, but I was late paying it too. It wouldn’t 

be long before the landlord would sick the moving hounds on me. A deputy I talked to 

later laughed when I told them all my possessions were out on the street.

     “That’s against the law.”

    ******************** 

The Hon. Gov. David Beasley

Governor’s Office

Columbia, S.C.

Dear Gov. Beasley:

     Trucker’s Motel continues to operate as a bordello in Marlboro County despite the 

busts by the S.C. Law Enforcement Division. The same people are running this operation, 

and it is my understanding that the Marlboro County Sheriff’s Department did not 

cooperate with SLED in the last bust which netted the arrest of the ex-mayor of McColl.

     I would like to request that SLED bust this place again. The people who operate this 

place have no respect for the laws of South Carolina, and they were open the day after 

SLED busted them. I sincerely appreciate your concern the last time I wrote to you 

regarding this matter.

     Please request that SLED do something about Trucker’s Motel, a.k.a. “Buddy’s Truck 

Stop.” With AIDS showing no signs of retreating in Marlboro County, this operation is 

spreading HIV across the countryside.

     Thank you for what you are doing as governor in attracting business to the state and 

for being an advocate of strong law enforcement.

                                                                      Sincerely,

                                                                      Tim Bullard

     It was an unforgettable appearance. Participants were still buzzing that Saturday about 

the controversial stance Friday night by Gov. David Beasley who told black leaders that 

the Confederate flag should continue to wave above the Statehouse in Columbia if the 

populus wants it.

     Startling angst and an overwhelming sense of amazement rippled across the room 

during “A Dialogue With Governor David Beasley,” as the audience, a mixture of black 

and white, gasped audibly, murmuring as Beasley reaffirmed his support for the flag. In 

the audience Sister Agnes Assisi Shipley OSF of St. Mary Church in Greenville, formerly 

of Myrtle Beach and in her 80s, waited for the governor, remembering how race relations 

were when she was growing up.

     “I think it’s the first good move to at least get us talking,” she said of the conference. 

Education in the classroom is where it should all start, according to Shipley.

     “Even then, it’s a hard job later on,” she said. “People have ingrained attitudes.”

     Recent results of a Palmetto Project race survey, financed through a grant of the 

Pilgrim Fund of the Community Foundation Serving Coastal South Carolina, went out the 

window as black citizens attacked a coatless Beasley who stuttered, occasionally 

stumbling with his answers. The dialogue got off to a positive start at first.

     “It’s a great pleasure to be here,” said Beasley. He was accompanied by three special 

agents of the S.C State Law Enforcement Division. “I don’t know any greater people on 

the face of the earth as right here. It’s a state of diversification, different races and 

different cultures. I think that’s where we’re going to start first, it’s in our hearts.

     “I think race relations in South Carolina have deteriorated in the last 20 or 30 years. 

Race relations in America have had weak moments and strong moments. I do think that 

tensions are rising, which is a concern. I think the average person in South Carolina 

desires racial harmony. I think that today people get along well, black or white. Let’s not 

play the race card.

     “We all may have different political perspectives. We may have different views about 

different issues. This year we sought changes in the tax structure. Three or four hundred 

dollars a year sometimes if the difference as to whether some people will make it or not.

     “This year we have seen in South Carolina our AFDC (Aid to Families With 

Dependent Children) load drop drastically. We want economic development to be 

available for all South Carolinians. We have seen this year a substantial increase in capital 

investment. The quality of life is a critical issue. What we are doing is bring in jobs to all of 

South Carolina.”

     The S.C. Department of Commerce also created a department especially for 

community development, he said.

     “It should be an open forum,” said Beasley. “We should be open in our dialogue. A 

race relations committee is timely. I feel confident in the appointees that we have made. 

We have diverse backgrounds.”

     One black audience member, a man, asked the governor, “How many black men 

mentally ill will be executed, and you’re going to sit there and do nothing about it?”

     “We will support the law and juries of this state,” Beasley said. “I will, as governor, 

carry out the law as mandated by the people of this state.”

     “I personally feel that if you take it for granted, that you are sitting on a time bomb,” 

the questioner said. “We don’t have a serious dialogue.”

     The temperature in the room was rising. The tension was palpable. It was humid. Faces 

were sweating.

     When asked about the number of blacks appointed to his staff and state positions, 

Beasley cited Flora Boyd, director of the S.C. Department of Juvenile Justice, and Jeanine 

Greene, who recently replaced his only black cabinet member, Wilma Neal, the new 

legislative liaison.

     “Don’t you think that this should start in your office and put a little blackness into it,” 

one black audience member from Orangeburg asked.

     Beasley said he is looking for qualified job candidates, adding, “Please get those names 

to me.”

     When a Spartanburg questioner asked Beasley about the Confederate flag, Beasley 

reaffirmed his support for leaving the flag flying above the Statehouse.

     “I think everybody knows my position on this issue. I support leaving the flag up. I 

can’t tell you I know the answer to that problem.”

     Beasley said that if there was a vote, the flag would remain.

     “There are people who feel just as strong about leaving that flag up as keeping it down. 

I feel we need to be very honest about this issue. This issue has been debated for year after 

year after year after year.”

     “This is serious business,” commented one disturbed black questioner. “That flag came 

into existence for a particular reason - to keep people of color in bondage.”

     Luther Seabrook, his voice trembling, said, “Sir, you are my governor, and this is my 

state. I would think of yourself as a black South Carolinian. I want you to think about the 

lynchings, the murders and the rapes.”

     The hot, spotlighted room was so quiet, the only noise was from whirring cameras.

Former Solicitor Dick Harpootlian of Columbia, who ran unsuccessfully for Attorney 

General, said, “I think it’s a great effort. I don’t think the governor got it off to a good 

start. What I hope is that we put away the political garbage. What does he believe about 

the flag? Leadership is about doing what is right. ‘Whatever the mob wants, I’m for.’

     “He came here because he had to be here. He probably wishes he was in Iowa with 

Sen. Dole. The flag is such a silly issue, but it’s so sensitive to Afro-Americans.”

The first man Beasley shook hands with upon entering the room commented on the 

responsibility of making decisions in such matters.

     Bishop Thompson of the Catholic Diocese of Charleston talked about the decisions 

later.

     “He’s the man who has been elected to make them. You can’t have it both ways. I 

have been disappointed in the governor’s position about the flag and capital punishment.”

The execution of a mentally impaired black inmate sparked controversy after Beasley 

refused to stay the execution.

     “He had ample reason there not to exercise it,” said Thompson. “He is the law there. 

He can stay the execution day.”

     One of the next death row inmates scheduled to be executed is a Catholic, James 

Whipple of Horry County, who is awaiting the death penalty for murder. I’ve applied to be 

a media witness and to watch him die. It will be like the best horror movie I’ve ever seen. 

Maybe I’ll slip in a camera or a recording device. The selection of a media witness is 

political, but it’s supposed to be a blind draw.

     “From the womb to the tomb,” Bishop Thompson said. “If I’m going to fight against 

abortion, I’m going to fight against capital punishment. I’m trying to contribute to it.”

                                                   *****************

     To the defense of editor-reporter Andy Owens at the Marion Star & Mullins Enterprise 

in Marion County! He had been working at the Florence library when I was at the 

Florence newspaper.

     “Charles Julian Snipes, missing, 49, white male, 5’9”, 185 lbs., brown/gray hair 

straight, hazel eyes, light complexion, normal teeth, freckles, missing since 10-30-96 from 

Mullins, last seen wearing pullover knit shirt with stripes, khaki pants, brown casual shoes, 

silver watch, gold wedding band, last seen at Thomas Supply in Marion in 1991 Ford 

Ranger, white with red pin stripes, S.C. tag TFE277.”

     Thus reported a SLED Missing Persons Bulletin posted at the Horry County 

Courthouse. Andy bleeds effusively, eviscerated by his own newspaper’s editorial page 

letters for a story on Snipes, whose wife is an innocent guidance counselor stung by 

undeserved public exposure. Andy wrote that some might have heard from Snipes since 

his disappearance, which may be related to gambling. Catawba consultant Bobby Price 

said the word “casino” is a “bad word” to them. Webster’s: “casino: a public room or 

house for gambling.”

     Hang in there Andy! Company newspapers eat their own.

     “How many Sun News reporters does it take to cover a news conference?”

     “Three. One to ask the questions; one to click a camera; and one to look stupid.” It’s 

rude to hog press conference interviews. All hail TV crews and their tardy arrivals to press 

conferences!

     When the two Sun News reporters exited the County Delegation’s meeting Thursday, 

politicians proceeded to trash the publication and Jerry Ausband’s request to meet with 

the editorial board after Sen. Dick Elliott fueled objections. People bash the Sun News 

everywhere, kissing its derriere privately and in public. What does the “X” stand for in the 

managing editor’s middle name anyhow? If you saw the hazardous chemicals list the fire 

department has on materials at the Sun News, you’d never go barefoot on the oceanfront 

again.

     The Grand Strand journalist with the most manners in town, however, is the handsome 

Richard Green (a TV broadcaster/anchor), never intrusive and intolerably polite. The 

things adult females say about his good looks would make Larry Flynt blush. What a guy!

     Rule #1 in journalism: Never turn your back on readers. They’ll never let you down. 

Lie low. Don’t talk down to them. A writer is unimportant in the long run. Swallow 

complaints like candy razors and improve.

     Try hard not to become part of a story. As Peter Horry’s cadaver rested in the 

graveyard outside, “Night Rider” Lee Bandy of Knight-Ridder’s The State asked 

preachers at Columbia’s Trinity Episcopal Church about their decision to support Beasley 

on the flag, prefacing a question by stating that there “must be” dissent in congregations.

     Sacred: Quotes in journalism. Colloquial editing to dress up ruralspeak is a no-no. If 

you ask a woman her age, duck! Never beg like a mongrel for press credentials if asking 

doesn’t work. A “perk” in Mullins was free chicken bog at the Rotary Club where former 

Mullins Hospital Administrator Margie Webster always let loose with a congenital “damn” 

or “hell” for visiting speakers. I saw some bumper stickers at The Columns reenactment, 

“I am the CSA, and I vote,” “Secession-The Right Thing to Do,” “Don’t Blame Me - We 

Voted For Jeff Davis,” “Unreconstructed” and others that were pretty durned bad. 

“Semper Tyrannis” was the line under a caricature of Abe with a disturbed expression on 

his face. 

     “If At First You Don’t Secede....” They ought to give traffic tickets for these instead of 

the decals of the little boy urinating. Mullins is a trip. On the bulletin board of Richard’s 

Restaurant next door in Marion is a piece of paper tacked on the bulletin board, “Clinton’s 

Cabinet.” “Transportation, Ted Kennedy. Housing, Leona Helmsley. Labor, Anita Hill. 

Defense, Rodney King. Health, Magic Johnson. I was developing film in the dark when I 

heard about Magic on the radio. That was weird. CIA, Ross Perot. FBI, Hilary Clinton. 

NASA, Jerry Brown. Veteran’s Administration, Jane Fonda. Surgeon General, Dr. Jack 

Kevorkian. Drug czar, Marion Barry. Family Advisor, Woody Allen, Press Secretary, 

Admiral Stockdale, Treasurer, Charles Keating.

     Using unidentified sources is like cussing - there’s always a more dignified way of 

mastery. Off-the-record means you’re circumventing the public’s right to know. You have 

carte blanche to welch on a verbal confidentiality contract if somebody’s threatened to kill 

you. The “-30-” at the end of copy means the age you should have gotten out of the 

profession.

     Read it and weep. “WE WERE WRONG”- a front page headline at the Florence 

Morning News when the managing editor sent me to get a copy editor out of bed after a 

malpractice suit’s outcome was misreported in a headline. Reporter Molly McDonough, 

now at the Spartanburg N.Y. Times Regional Newspaper Group rag, was sobbing in the 

newsroom at her story’s butchering. Happens everywhere, folks. It was the end-of-the-

world font size, 72 points.

     Former Superintendent Lester Propst of the Watauga County (N.C.) Board of 

Education looked me in the eye once and told me a bald-faced lie. I shrug and laugh when 

this happens.

                                                               *****

     “A small town is a place where there’s no place to go where you shouldn’t.”-Burt 

Bacharach.

     Why can strippers disrobe at adult entertainment complexes, and patrons can’t? Where 

does the fine line of indecent exposure and public Epicurean dancing evaporate?

     Glenn Puit, my bud now at the Las Vegas paper, said the latest rumor about Tupac’s 

murder is that it was faked. The coroner told him Tupac had been sighted with Elvis at 

K-Mart.

     The Boss sandwich at Hardee’s tastes just like a Huskee Jr. used to taste.

     There’s a Faberge egg in the home of Sugar Ray Leonard’s parents home in Mullins 

where Mr. and Mrs. Cicero Leonard grow giant veggies.

     Charleston Mayor Joe Riley on his last visit here denied knowing about this dirty 

campaign trick - at a Florence Nick Theodore rally, I followed an unidentified chicken to 

the Riley headquarters.

     In 1982 Jesse Helms ambled from the Boone (N.C.) Holiday Inn after an interview 

about right wing death squad leader Roberto Dubisson, and as he shuffled into the vehicle, 

driving off, a long-haired hippie, the son of an Appalachian State art professor, yelled out, 

     “Wise up to Dubisson! Wise up to Dubisson!”

     As a rear car window rolled down, from the darkness came that familiar cornpone 

drawl DJs love to lampoon: “GIT UH JAWB!”

     Like white on rice.

     The Sun News just printed an AP story that came from Charleston, linking organized 

crime to video poker. On Sunday a bunch of proponents gathered in Surfside Beach, 

waving flags like good patriots, claiming their right to rob the poor to feed their greedy 

bank accounts and line their pockets with the intestines of infants. There was a story about 

a parent who left an infant in a hot car to die while the gambling game continued inside a 

video poker joint.

     This morning I was calling a police department in New Kensington, Pa. to try to talk 

to the police chief about a chap who is a suspect in the murder here of a woman who was 

stabbed to death and left with a plastic bag over her head. She had served as a bookkeeper 

for a video poker company. I’ll call the chief back in the morning.

     Rule 87: “Whenever you call a police chief, whether you know him or not, call him or 

her, ‘Chief.’ It makes you sound more official. Cops love it when you refer to them as 

their title, except patrolmen. They get annoyed because they are underlings. But when I 

call the chief in the morning, he’ll probably be cooperative. It’s a small town up there. 

Saying “Chief” is a little like the familiarity you give a coach from the huddle. Our coach 

in high school, however, I would call “Freak” or “freakazoid” or “psycho.” Whoever 

stabbed Grace Swinson was a combination of these three nouns. Anyone who places a 

plastic bag over a victim’s head is trying to send a message. The psychological clue is 

unavoidably succinct. It’s like a “Welcome” mat.

     Today, Feb. 16, 1998: my front page weekly feature, “Friends In Focus,” which I 

usually introduce to the victim as something on the front page with a picture, included a 

word which was not in my original story. The word was “reminisced.” It was spelled 

wrong. Editors are like fallen angels. There were a lot of other grammatical errors which 

had been spliced in for good measure, but that’s okay. I’m sleeping better now. I’ve been 

working too hard at night, writing. Freelancing.

     Unsuspecting victims of the Friends in Focus usually don’t like the picture part. It’s 

vanity gone awry. Fake vanity clouds the most empty of minds. Primping a victim is 

mandatory treatment.

     “It’s a light-hearted feature about home-town folks. It has a picture.” Women usually 

groan and decline at this point. Guys smile, lean back in their chairs and say, “Well,” with 

fingers locked behind their skulls. My head is in a plastic bag at this point.

     “You’ll be the best Friend in Focus I’ll ever be able to come close to getting.”

     This line is a last resort.

     I got in trouble the day my wife went in the hospital for the miscarriage that 

Halloween. My wife on the hospital bed, I had left work early on layout day after being 

summoned. My beeper and a callback informed me that my last “On Your Mind,” a 

weekly man- and woman-on-the-street interview, which I usually introduce as “The 

Question of the Week,” because people simply don’t know who we are or what the 

purpose is, has gone south, and a woman is DEMANDING that she be given a check or 

cash or money order for $300. It had happened at the schoolhouse. A thousand times this 

come-on had been my successful hook for reeling in an unrelentingly stubborn victim.

     “Come on. I’ll give you $50.”

     I had been having a bad day that day. About 11 people had turned me down. 

Sometimes at the post office I have a good day if there is a good question, something the 

populus knows plenty about, but on a bad day you’ll go for three hours without having to 

turn the flash on.

     “Please ma’am,” I had pleaded. “I’ll give you....$300.”

     “Sure,” she said. Now she was on the telephone with my boss, demanding that she be 

paid dinero, and here I was, battling in the most serious moment of my life.

Today...today it was the aftermath of layout deadline and printing day.

     “Don’t tell me you deliver the paper too?” asked the daily’s reporter in front of a slew 

of allegedly important public figures. Replying to such as asinine, inherently stupid 

question is beyond my comprehension. It was so embarrassing. Some day. Some day.

Today, I was in the middle of delivering the papers, and I ran into a man smoking a butt. 

Puffing away. It was Lynwood Womack, the chief of the fire department. I was depressed 

about ending his glorious smoke break. But in five minutes, my new tape recorder had 

culled a great blip on a high-tech camera which they want for $25,000 to x-ray a building 

to find bodies and fire origins.

     From convenience stores, to hotels, to anyplace I pulled into, I’d stop the car. Turn off 

the engine. Walk to the trunk. Pull out of a stack, bundled by a Carolina blue plastic band, 

and pull the overlapped plastic band to unleash the involuntary explosion of the bundle. I 

leave the bundles in churches, graveyards and wherever humans occupy space. At closing 

time I went by The Palace to see if I could scarf an interview with Chicago. Jim Pankow. 

Boy would I like to meet him. I’d call my high school and Boy Scout pal Bill Fulton on my 

new cell phone and put him on with him, and he’d freak out. Our Troop’s number was 

420.

     Today my cousin was in ICU in Newton, N.C. and I couldn’t make it. Only a phone 

call. His diabetes was acting up. I felt like I was trapped. I want to be with him. Oh well, 

maybe I’ll get some typing done tonight.

     But there’s a phone call.

     “Where’s Trigg now?”

     “I think he’s still in Florida. Millie’s married now and working at the Greensboro paper 

still. Paul got married.”

     “I never thought he’d get married.”

     “And Morrison’s still at the Asheville paper. What’s your paper like?”

     “You know, I applied at the Chapel Hill paper, and I never thought it would get this 

bad, but the guy, the managing editor no, he had the nerve to tell this to me to my face. He 

said if you’re black and female, you’ve got a job. This was all off the record. He said he’d 

deny it if he had to. But he had had a rough day, and I think he had burned his green 

plastic bookkeeper visor that day. Some kind of diversity, huh? He looked like he had 

withered on the vine like a grape in the July humidity. I probably wouldn’t get a 

promotion anyway there.”

     “I’d give you a promotion if you’d give me a blowjob....”

     “Very funny. Hardee-har-har. How many good stories did you butcher this week?”

     “Man, our editorial content sucks. The editorial board sits around in these four-hour 

meetings, smoking cigarettes like there’s no tomorrow. The secretary throws a fit because 

she thinks she’s going to get cancer.”

     “I’m lighting one up now.”

     “I’m going to call out Larry Hagman on your ass. This is a boy’s club around here. The 

women don’t count, and when their opinion is considered, it’s weight is something less 

heavy than a feather. They have the mercury blues here. What are you making, $20,000 a 

year?”

     “Hell no, man. Try about $17,000.”

     “Do you get mileage?”

     “What? The hell you say. We get two cents a mile. Have you ever tried to charge an oil 

change on your mileage? That piece of paper gets as far as a peter up Billy Graham’s 

asshole.”

     “You rock the boat too much. Stay calm, cool. Don’t raise so much hell. Just do what 

they say to do. Maybe they’ll lay you off, and you can collect unemployment.”

     “My father would kill me if he knew I was on welfare.”

     “That’s not frigging welfare, dumb ass. It’s there for the taking. They pay for it.”

     “I’m a troublemaker by nature. I hate authority. It hates me. I can’t put up with 

somebody telling me what to do, when I can  crap, when not to do this and that and how 

many frigging words a story should have, what size a photo should be, how I should hold 

the camera without damaging it, frigging with my quotes.....”

     “Quotes are sacred man, they’re not frigging with your quotes are they?”

     “They change them just to make a redneck hillbilly sound smart. The mayor. The fire 

chief. Anybody. Just turn it around, and it will make sense.”

     “Is Jennifer still at the Newton paper?”

     “I think so. Do you remember Helen? Those guys at the apartments claimed they were 

in the apartment above her and saw her that day.”

     “Oh yeah. That blew my mind. She was naked as a jaybird, right?”

     “Sure enough. Laid out on the carpet in the sunlight.”

     “The shades weren’t even drawn.”

     “No, I think she wanted them to see it. Damn!”

     “What a sight for sore eyes! They were partying that day. I think they turned the music 

down real low. They were playing Van Halen. The song where David Lee Roth is talking 

about pulling that chick’s pantyhose down.”

     “Well, she was masturbating right there on the floor, and they were hooting it up as she 

was moving around like a crab, giving them a show. I don’t think it was on purpose. First 

she was wearing her bra and panties. Then, after strutting around a while in the sunlight 

near the cement porch, she drew the shades a little and turned around, pulling her panties 

down some and then on down to her ankles, kicking them off with her big toe.”

     “That was wild.”

     “Then she unsnapped her bra, with her back to the window, looking back as if to check 

to see anyone was looking, pushing her hair over her shoulders, and then she turned 

around and rubbed some baby oil on her chest and titties. Those guys couldn’t believe it 

when she started rubbing herself standing up there, facing the window. Her knees were 

buckling as she hunkered down standing there, pumping her hips into the air and her 

finger.”

     “Damn. She was rubbing her titties too, huh?”

     “That’s what they said. No holding back. She was brazen. Then she got a blanket out 

and a pillow, and proceeded to get her rocks off laying on her back, legs spread wide open 

and using a stick.”


     “A vibrator?”

     “Yeah. When she started shrieking, that’s when the boys started losing it. That half-

gallon of Jim Beam got gone real fast. They had pulled the blinds, you see, and she 

couldn’t see up at them. And when she came, you heard about that didn’t you?”

“No. Hold on. I’ve got a call...I’m back. I’ve got Call Waiting.”

     “I can’t afford that  crap. I’ve never been fired, but I know it would bother me a lot. 

Especially if I knew I did the right thing, which you did. I had an editor in Texas want to 

change my story because he was big buddies with the chancellor of this small college I 

was writing about. The chancellor made more money than the chancellor of the University 

of  ‘You-Know-Who’ and more bucks than the governor or even president of the U.S. 

And he lived in a big-ass house built by the college. Big time slush funds, kick backs and 

other Texas dirt going on there. I told my boss if he changed the story, he could just take 

my name off of it. So he didn’t change it, technically. He just cut a paragraph or two out. I 

was livid. Got another job shortly thereafter. It sucked. Although I wasn’t sorry to leave 

that newspaper.”

     “Do you always have to call at midnight? That sucks.”

     “If you’re Caucasian with talent, and you know how to eat orders like a bulimic, 

you’re just right for this job. You can’t rock the boat, and you’ve got to be looking for a 

chance to sell out. This is the ultimate journalism job, Bullard. They fire people here just 

to cut costs, and the new people are replacements for any troublemakers. You wouldn’t 

last two minutes here.”

     “Why’s that?”

     “It’s the politics in the office. It’s a joke. People are out for numero-uno, and no one 

else. Trite comments get you probation. We work in a cramped cubicle. They made me 

take down my Mike Tyson poster. You wouldn’t believe it.”

     “Was he showing cleavage or something?”

     “Naw. I want to move to Alaska where the wine and the women are free. Good pay. 

The pay here sucks. It’s my fault for coming 400 miles for an interview.”

     “You’re lucky - the sucker who hired me opened his desk drawer while he was 

interviewed me, and I saw a bottle of liquor.”

     “That ain’t nothing. They massacred a story of mine just because I mentioned a school 

board member’s son. He’s on the football team, for Christ’s sake.”

     “It’s not your fault for applying.”

     “I’m just not accustomed to being questioned on every little detail of a story. They 

messing with my quotes.”

     “Those are sacred. You let them?”

     “I’m almost  40 years old. I’m used to it. Our morale here is like that of the last 

regiment coming out of Nam. It’s cynical as  crap. People read my stories. I go into a file, 

and you can’t see who’s read it, but you can see the time and date it was read.”

     “You’re not in trouble until they start messinging with the story, man.”

     “They do! One time there was a fake quote inserted.”

     “I’d bust somebody’s ass over that.”

     “Everybody in the office is okay to your face, good-natured, relaxed, but in the 

break room all decorum breaks down. Everyone mostly harbors resentment and keeps it to 

themselves. I don’t.”

     “What do you do?”

     “I drink. I smoke pot. I go out and get a piece of strange pussy.”


     “You wear a rubber don’t you?”

     “Hell no. And when I do, I bite a hole in it so it will open up.”

     “EWWWWW!”

     “I’m gonna....”

     “...die of AIDS! You got the AIDS!”

     “No, I’m not. They look okay. Clean.”

     “Look WHAT? You know about that  crap. It can hit anybody. I had a friend.....”

     “Was he your boyfriend?”

     “No, he helped counsel me in 1976. Wait until somebody dies you know.”

      “This newspaper is conservative. We haven’t had an editorial on AIDS yet.”

     “How long have you been there?”

     “Three years. Gestation period.”


     “That’s a record, man. Congratulations. You’re going to be in Editor & Publisher.”

     “Did you see my ad? ‘Alcoholic sports and news writer, can drink a case in a day, 

smoke three packs a day, never puke in the office. No libel suits. Pretty boy.”

     “Weren’t you just downsized?”

     “Yeah. Tensions are running high. I’m checking the classifieds.”

     “Look right after receptionist in the general employment column. They don’t put 

reporter jobs in professional listings here. Where’s David Harrison now?”

     “No idea. You’re asking the wrong person.”

     “They don’t even run corrections here. I messed up in a story and begged the editor to 

put in a correction. No way. I was just puffing a stogie.”

     “But you don’t have any competition. We’ve got the daily here.”

     “Tough  crap. Why don’t you put paper clips in the coin holes? That’s what I did. It 

works.”

     “That’s juvenile. Besides, you can get locked up. It’s not that bad.”

     “It is here. They say my stories are too long. Too many words. Not enough words the 

next day. Quote the locals. Make them sound good.”

     “It’s a sweatshop here. You have to punch a frigging clock. Breaks too. Sucks. I go to 

the movies sometimes in the afternoons. Saw ‘Forrest Gump’ last Friday.”

     “Don’t they suspect anything?”

     “Naw. They don’t give a  crap. My mileage last month was 2,000 miles.”

     “Durn. Do they pay for oil changes? Nobody does. My transmission is shot. The 

durned engine runs hot when it gets above 105. My A.C. is out. I pour water over me to 

stay cool. It’s too hot to drink.”

     “It’s never too hot to drink. You need to see a shrink again.”

     “How many stories do you do a day?”

     “Seven.”

     “What?  crap. That’s a world’s record. You remember the day I shot out 13. And they

were still pushing me. I’m going to mess up bad, make a mistake that will  reshape libel 

laws for the next millennium. We had a copy editor who loved his Nazi uniform.”

     “At the school board meeting the other night I cut one. Stinky. The assistant 

superintendent starting sniffing and looking around. I acted like I was writing notes in the 

old Steno.”


     “Was it an SBD?”

     “Hell no! By the time the meeting was over, everyone was talking amongst themselves. 

It just about rotted me out.”

     “They encourage hatred here. Competitiveness is just a bylaw. One guy here got fired 

just because nobody was friendly to him. It’s a terrible place to work.”


     “You still know how to flip burgers?”

     “Our publisher has a high school education.”

     “Well, so do you. So do I.”

     “Well, the reporters are told to lay off the sacred cows, you know, the banks. We’ve 

got one old hack who writes about social events and the history of the county. What a 

stupid idiot.”

     “But people eat that  crap up.”

     “What you need is a major shakedown. Firings en masse. Ask for a raise;  that will start 

the domino effect. The money here stays at the top.”

     “What’s your circulation?”

     “Oh, hell! The publisher tells us to say 22,000, but it’s really 15,000. I hate to lie to 

people.”

     “Thou shalt not....”

     “That’s right. Affirmative my dear Spock. It’s easy to live around here. There’s 

nothing but cotton mills and laid-off losers dangling from the ABC store with a pack of 

Marlboro in one pocket and a pocketknife with crusty mayo in the other. We might get a 

401-K program soon. I’m going to quit before that.”

     “God, if I had been saving since I started, I’d be a J. Paul Getty by now.”

     “I wish I had all the clips I had sent. Sometimes I send my last Xerox, if I’m broke.”


     “Do you still have that story on the drug addict?”

     “That was a good one.”

     “I have a lot of crime to cover. There was a gross decapitation the other day. The 

sheriff called. A man on crack had gone loony and had lured these two brothers and a 

woman to a shack. They were found buried under the building. It was near a field.”

     “What?”


     “Ham hocks rotting, lying around the durned thing. It was awful. The worst smelling 

thing you’ve ever seen. The coroner told me to burn my shoes.”

     “Burn your shoes? I thought you just bought some Rockports?”


     “Christmas present. Seventy frigging dollars. I went home and burned them. The sheriff 

had called me on my day off about the murders. I was drunk when I got there. It was 

raining. The cops were warming themselves by a fire near the shack.”

     “Did they smell you?”


     “Naw. I was smoking pot too. Real messed up. I didn’t give a durn. I called it in. They 

sent a reporter over.”

     “Big paper, small town. Nobody ever calls me back. I play phone tag all day long.”

     “That’s it, bro.”

     “The unemployment rate is 10 percent. Crack is eating up the black people here. You 

can go down one street and buy it from your car, I hear. I’ve never done crack. It came 

along way after....”

     “I saw some once. It was yellow. Looked like a snotcake. Rough. Why do people buy 

that  crap?”


     “Want me to call you back?”


     “You can.”


     Click-up. Ring. Ten rings.

     “That was quick. You whacking off?”

     “I gotta piss. Hold on....”

     “What? Wait!” Two minutes pass. A flush. Footsteps. A cat screams. Cursing. A door 

slams. Footsteps on a wooden floor. More cussing. Impatience rules. Refrigerator door 

opens. Beer fart. Belch.

     “What in the hell took you so long? Did you masturbate or something?”


     “Naw. My roommate left a mess.”

     “At least you haven’t work for a Freedom paper or Thomson.”

     “Have you ever heard of the Wall of Shame in Gastonia?”

     “They just fired our business writer.”

     “What for?”

     “Work performance. Our evaluations are a joke. If they want you out, they just write 

you up.”

     “Why did he really get fired?”


     “He wrote a story on how  crapty the economy is. He spoke his mind too. He had 

backbone. I’ll miss him. I think he was a homosexual.”


     “How come?”

     “I don’t know. That’s what everyone said. He didn’t date anyone.”


     “That doesn’t mean anything. You don’t either!”

     “I get more pussy that you’ll ever walk over.”

     “What an idealist you are!”

     “You aren’t the only person working in a hellhole. We have liars, perverts, bullies, 

thugs, you name it!”

     “Sluts!”


     “Yeah! Plenty mucho, dude. They got for the management and upper editorial 

managers. They hired embryonic nuances who lack a shred of any life experience and 

mentor them, playing them like violins into shallow journalism.”

     “Manipulation?”

     “Heavy-duty. I could keep going on until I’m blue in the face. Are you drinking?”


     “Of course.”

     “My boss is vindictive as hell. He sent one of our reporters 45 miles down the 

interstate the other day just to fetch a paper from the competition. I would have told him 

to go get it himself. I kid the guy now about, ‘Hey, how about going to Bloomerville to 

get me a Coke and a pack of Nabs?’ He gets mad as a hornet.”

     “I would too. Our photo editor has an attitude. He brings his kids in the office, and 

they plunder into everything, and he lets them go hog-wild. When you check out a camera, 

he makes you sign out the time, and he jumps on you in front of others when you mess up. 

He even criticized the way I hold a camera once.”

     “Our turnover is bad. Incredibly high.”


     “Our’s too. Autocratic, dumb-ass editor. They’re vindictive. If you complain about 

something in front of a superior, they’ll hold it against you until you’re history.”

     “Heard that pard.”

     “I wish we had a union.”

     “Those are fightin’ words.”

     “We just lost a copy editor to the Asheville Citizen.”

     “That’s a good paper.” Burp.

     “Better than some. Our editors squash the big stories and sit on them. One of them, I 

can’t even tell you about. I’d get in trouble.”

     “Sober up. I watched ‘Psycho’ the other night for the 300th time.”

     “One girl got fired for no reason. It can happen at any moment with no notice. They 

reward the plebes here for their incompetent ramblings in a little column they give us. The 

managing editor bites his nails. He’s overweight. One city editor got fired for making a 

pass at a chick he was interviewing.”


     “Interviewing? Damn! That’s bold as hell. What did she do?”

     “She reported him. They let his ass go quicker than a skeeter  craps.”

     “Ever ask for an advance?”

      “Hell yes.”


      “Get it?”

       “Hell no. I’ve tried it several times. Used every excuse. Electricity bill. Debts. 

Wagers. I’m a professional at it. Used every excuse in the book.”

     “Our city editor is a real boob. He has chased off a lot of the best reporters in 

journalism, and he landed a job last week. They cut our metro bureau because some 

accountants have concubines. I’m not just complaining. Don’t listen to me.”

     “Come on.” Sounds of sucking smoke. Coughing.

     “Anybody ever get a send-off party there?”

     “ crap no. One guy did. He went to the Chamber of Commerce.”

     “Cocksucker. I’ll bet he was an asshole.”

     “Naw. Everybody liked him. The management hated it when he got a party. They tried 

like hell to stop it, but it was harder than stopping an avalanche. He had been nice to 

everyone in the newsroom. I think they had a party hoping I’d quit. My bull crap meter is 

stuck on high.”

     “I’ve never gotten a going-away party. They’re always dreadfully pitiful. Scourge.” Big 

sip of bourbon.

     “It’s not weird for a story to go through two edits here before getting published.”

     “That many?”

     “We have more here if there’s somebody here. Sometimes nobody reads my stuff.”

     “That’s dangerous as hell.”

     “Our reporters have no grammar skills. We get letters to the editor out the ying-of-the-

yang.”

     “Have you got a vacation coming up? Maybe you could visit?”

     “Hell no. They say you get them here. You don’t. They make you split them up into 

half-weekend trips home. One guy started crying in the newsroom one day because he 

couldn’t go to his father’s funeral.”

     “What a loser! Did he commit suicide? Now THAT would be a story!”

     “No, but he beat his girlfriend up a lot. She was a photographer.”

     “Our paper put an ad in Editor & Publisher last year looking for a journalist who 

‘makes readers let their morning coffee go cold.’ Can you believe that? We don’t even get 

overtime. I worked 65 hours last month one week.”

     “You gotta be willing to pour your soul into it here. There’s no comp time. Our editor 

has the ego of Gatsby character. Smug sucker. He sleeps at his desk. Every once and a 

while somebody will slam a door, just to have a laugh and wake him up from sleepytime.”

     “I heard about a publisher this one paper hired, a yachtsman who commutes 300 miles, 

and during the week he lives in the old janitor’s quarters above the paper. This pretty 

much sums up his commitment tot he community. He cut the staff in the newsroom from 

20 to 12.”

     “I can’t beat that.”

      “Our newsroom is run much like an elementary school or primary school classroom is 

run by the teacher. There are a lot of ‘don’ts.’ Keep those desks clean and neat. Write on 

both sides of the notebook pad paper. Quit using so many pens. Don’t ever break stride 

and run across the newsroom. The publisher caught me playing air-guitar once in the 

newsroom to a Dwight Yoakam Country Music Television video. I didn’t give a  crap. 

They quit letting us use the TV anymore.”

     “We can’t eat or drink at the desk. They monitor our Internet use. The editor is a 

control freak. The city editor will smile while he sticks a knife in your back, badmouthing 

you to the staff in meetings you miss.”

     “If you don’t win a press award here, you’re history quick. There will be a mass 

exodus soon. For peanuts.”

     “Our head senior reporter had leads like ‘Rumors abound.’ ‘Sources say.’”

     “Remember The Wolf?”

     “Of course. The day he got fired? Slamming the phone down all he time, biting his lip 

all the time? Howling at deadline? Sure. He’s known in five states.”

     “Our photographer got drunk one Saturday and mixed the wrong chemicals and 

screwed up a batch of film with a live tornado shot. AP material! It had all our candidate 

shots on that roll. Raw soup. He’s twisting in the wind now.”

     “The cat looks at this rag, sniff its fanny, coughs up hairballs and moments later is 

scratching the masthead. Scrimp city.”

     “Our editor is a prima donna. I’m a grunt. I hope somebody buys us soon.”

     “It’s great here, if you’re 22 years old with an IQ of three and don’t mind being bossed 

around by a 23-year-old city editor with one year’s experience. One of our copy editors 

wears a bulletproof vest, believe it or not. I heard about tha guy, they said, walks around 

at night in a Nazi uniform, goosestepping. He got fired last month. He spends his 

afternoons at a local bar. One reporter’s got VD.”

     “One publisher I heard of ran in a primary once for a state legislative seat, which 

tells you something about his objectivity.”

     “My eyes hurt. I get headaches from the computer I’ve got, an old Compugraphic. Our 

chairs are broke. The budget is always amended twice before deadline. Our editor’s best 

idea last year was to break up the newsroom into sections, sending reporters to 12 

counties, making them drive inordinate amounts of time even though there was a reporter 

there to cover something anyway. Our editorial policy is like between Grit and National 

Enquirer.”

                                                            **********

    1997

     Horry County, “When you cross the river, you’d better bring a lawyer with you.”

The head of the Myrtle Beach Chamber of Commerce, the chairman, was right.

Primordial luck was in my favor at the video store. Ferrying my wife to the airport this 

morning at 7 a.m., I wondered about the chances of me getting “Ghosts of Mississippi,” 

and lo and behold when I went to turn in “The Relic” early, there it sat on the shelf, the 

only copy in. As I approached the check-out counter with it tucked under my shoulder, 

while I was digging for change and cash, the clerk informed me that my 6:55 p.m. visit 

would engage the $1 back policy of early returns. This one guy in the store asked me 

about my POINT T-shirt with the whorehouse story on the front.

     “How did you get that?”

     Peeling off three dollar bills, I squinted into the July sun, and said, “I wrote it and got 

fired.”

     The female clerk looked puzzled, clearly interrupted in her change-counting mode and 

she placed her hand on the receipt as it exited the dot-matrix printer, rubbing it with two 

fingers and it moved through her palm.

     “You’re kidding? How much did it cost?”

     “It cost me my job,” I said. It only cost $15 at Kinko’s, and anybody can do it. By this 

time a small crowd had wandered up, staring at my white T-shirt which had the POINT 

story embossed on it.

     There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think about the stories. I lose sleep, tossing 

and turning, reviewing the circumstances of my firing in my head, and then when sleep 

drops it black cloak over my consciousness, bringing stealth to my disconcerting thoughts, 

nightmares form like tornado clouds, the same one about me being back at the paper 

getting fired all over again.

     Just a few months ago I strained, lifting three stacks of our newspapers from the van, 

and as I looked up, the red “Morning News” sign glared in irises. Our paper was being 

printed in Florence now, and it was like I was working for the Florence Morning News 

again. My ex-boss has just been transferred to Dalton, Ga. so there is a void in my anger, 

no contiguous target of my emotion, no release. 

     Andrews Meadows, a business reporter at The State in Columbia, later moved to the 

Atlanta paper, but before his departure, he emailed me on Tuesday, Aug. 31 at 6:34 a.m. 

“Subject: Your hero.”

     “Sing to the tune of the Jeffersons,” Andrew wrote. “Well we movin’ on up, movin’ on 

up to a deluxe apartment in ...Beckley, W. Va.? I wonder if B-O-B will be working in 

Beckley soon. Bet.”

     The rest was an AP story out of Beckley, saying Frank Sayles Jr., “a former South 

Carolina journalist,” had been named editor of The Register-Herald. I showered their staff 

with my www.deadmule.com story on my firing until one staffer finally mustered enough 

courage to reply “no mas.”

     “We are fortunate to have a journalist if Frank’s stature join our organization,” 

publisher Steve Smith was quoted. What luck.

     “Sayles has also served as editor of the Valdosta (Ga.) Daily Times, managing editor of 

the Bluefield (W. Va.) Daily Telegraph, city editor of The Post & Courier in Charleston, 

S.C. and editor and advertising director of the Tazewell County (Va.) Free Press.

     “This is a kind of homecoming for me. It’s the third time I’ve lived in this region,” 

Sayles was quoted. 

**********

     I wake up in the middle of the night, twitching, then shaking in convulsions, cursing in 

gibberish and swinging at the wall. My chilling reoccurring nightmare has been that I’m 

working again as a general assignment reporter with a column at the Florence Morning 

News, and I get fired again - over, and over, and over. So the other day, my irises are 

open, focusing as I lift a stack of newspapers up from a van and a blurred logo comes into 

focus, “Morning News.” In actuality, they’ve really changed their name, and the 

newspaper I work at now gets our paper printed at the former Florence Morning News. I 

sometimes agree to drive the paper to Florence, and it is a nightmare which has indeed 

become horrific reality.

     There isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t think about the stories. I lose sleep, tossing 

and turning, reviewing the circumstances of my firing in my head, and then when sleep 

drops its dark cloak over my consciousness, bringing stealth to my disconcerting thoughts, 

nightmares form like coal-black summer tornado clouds, the same one about me being 

back at the paper getting fired all over again. Sometimes I end the dream with me still 

employed. In some versions I pick a fight with everyone. I never blow up and shoot 

everyone in the newsroom or anything. The worst version is when I’m still working there 

when I wake up. Or that I’m still living in the cankered motel bungalow behind Buddy’s 

Truck Stop where a hooker is pissed at me, the only bar patron during a tornado storm, 

for taunting her about what twisters can do as the clouds turn black outside and our ears 

pop. There’s that funny atmospheric surge in the air, popping my ear’s with pressure, as 

hair stands up on my arm. She walks outside. I roll the empty sixth Bud on its gooseneck 

base, smashing a Salem Ultra Light into the red ashtray in the empty bar.

                                                          *******

POINT February 1995/unedited

     Rotting ham hocks mask the putrid smell of two brothers’ corpses, buried beneath the 

shack, and the secret of a crack addict as beer cradles my id. The murderer had nearly cut 

off a woman’s head after she grabbed at a bag of crack last January. The sheriff called me 

to the scene on my day off - the suspect had confessed. As I sit in the unemployment line, 

I recall the warmth of my crackling black Rockports the coroner said to burn since a 

corpse there had AIDS.

     I’m here because of “Pros & Cons,” a story published in the February POINT.

     Primordial tension, shame cloaked in ersatz confidence; a black guy behind me breaks 

in line ahead of me like there’s no tomorrow.

     {“Does your conscious ever bother you, when somebody calls my name? Try to think 

of all that I’ve gone through, and hang your head in shame ... you should go somewhere 

and hide your face, and hang your head in shame ... when you said I was the only one, was 

it just your little game? Now look back at all the harm you’ve done, and hang your head in 

shame.” - Doc Watson’s “Hang Your Head in Shame” on “Memories”

     [FEB. 1994]: “Durnit! What is this Talk Back  crap?!”

     There was a big lump in my throat, the one I always get when I’m on the verge of 

being fired. Swallowing would telegraph weakness. There’s a shortness of breath, a 

constriction of facial muscles and the sphincter. Somebody’s holding your head below. 

Drowning in the Irby Street office of Florence Morning News managing editor Frank 

Sayles. I asked why he was cursing me to hint that continuation would mean trouble. 

Nobody cusses me.

     “Durnit, because I want to, that’s why!”

     (Good enough reason, Skeebo, you crimson-cheeked Jabba the Hut Roger Ebert-

look-alike.)

     “Let me tell you something. You are this close to me kicking you out of the building. I 

thought you were a team player. (Long pause.) You’re off the whorehouse story. I’m 

assigning it to someone else. (He never did.) You’ll get some credit. But from here on you 

are to make no more telephone calls and ask no more questions about the Trucker’s 

Motel. You got it?!”

     I wasn’t getting fired after all. He was just busting my chops and had ceased using the 

Lord’s name in vain. Trying to look confident and nonplused under nihilistic circumstances 

is virtually impossible, like a blind man trying to cheat at poker. You see, a $1.5 million 

libel suit against our paper was in appeals. My head was throbbing like a cam at the Lake 

View Dirt Track Speedway after a night of drinking and vomiting.

     I had called the WBTW TV-13 call-in show Talk Back to ask Democratic 

gubernatorial candidates what they think about prostitution and that I was doing an 

investigative story on Marlboro County. This was not Georgetown’s Sunset Lodge. I had 

first seen a letter from a state prisoner on assistant editor Tonyia McGirt’s desk. Sayles 

worked with me for several weeks but began to drag his feet when it came to trotting my 

two stories to the company lawyer for review. Having called the bordello owner, and now 

I was out on a snapping limb my boss was sawing off at the trunk. A photographer had 

taken a color photo. Story tagline: “MAIN STORY.SUNDAY.DNE1$.”

     Reprimand: I wrote a Reporter’s Notebook editorial column on the killed bordello 

story. Metro Editor Bob Pepalis said no more questions or “out the door.”

     It’s New Year’s Eve 1999, and I just found a Reporter’s Notebook that the Florence 

Morning News editors killed. “12-16-94.18:28:42.REPORT-NOTE” - and what am I 

doing reading a file I’m not supposed to read? They stole one of my killed stories once 

and jammed it in another reporter’s story, so I was wondering about the status of this 

column, which never ran. At the top of the file, editorial page editor Richard Whiting had 

typed in a little note.

     “BOB: KNOW YOU DID NOT SEE THIS YET, SO I KICKED IT BACK TO YOU. 

HE WROTE IT EARLY (NOT DUE TO RUN UNTIL NOV. 13)” - Oh yeah, “he” is me, 

the enemy. “Kicking” is like killing a story - you don’t do it, but you suggest another 

editor do it. It’s like what you do to a ball, but it sails a longer way down the highway. 

While I was in the hospital, I picked up the paper and found a medical feature about the 

Florence hospital’s outstanding MRI program. The article surfaced after a hospital doctor 

bitched in the editor’s office about an article I had done about a private MRI operation. 

The editor’s wife worked for the hospital and later for the chamber of commerce.

“Reporter’s Notebook for Tim Bullard”

     It felt like a pulled gut muscle at first. Then the stomach feels like it’s full of gnashing 

razors or swallowed concertina wire. If you’ve never been in a hospital, for God’s sake, 

don’t get diverticulitis.

     “We’ve got to make a decision,” the Mullins physician said. Oh no, they’re going to 

put me in the hospital. First of all, the Mullins Hospital is the best hospital in the world 

because any medical facility that can keep you from the netherworld makes life here seem 

like heaven on earth.

     First they slap you in a wheelchair, then a needle is jabbed into your vein for a war 

zone blood count. Sky-high and feeding on 500 mg. of antibiotics like a starving child on 

an ant teat, the infection earned a 3-gram IV dose of super-unleaded since the oral $70 

medicine wasn’t doing the trick. The first order of business was an IV of delicious wet 

saline and dextrose, “liquid steak in a bag.” Try 102-temp and six days without food on 

the Gandhi bag diet.

     “Like most reporters, you’re full of it,” Dr. Garner told me. Rupture would mean a 

farm purchase. I was scared as a polecat in a pit bull cage.

     When the nurse asked me about stool aroma, I said, “Well honey, you won’t believe it, 

but it’s a little like Giorgio cologne.”

     It was nice eating peanuts at Margaret’s Lounge in Mullins while it lasted. Life was 

good when I could eat popcorn, but it’s history too. I loved maize like a hog loves corn. 

No berries, strawberries, seeds, sesame seeds in my Chinese or anything that can get 

between those ruptured bicycle tire bubbles in my colon and infect. You have to start 

buying a lot of fiber for regularity, vegetable laxative and these things called “fresh fruits 

and vegetables.”

     I learned health care professionals have long hours, get puked on and get ordered 

around by irritable patients. I heard fake stories about a ghost nurse who enters a dying 

patient’s room, a bed than remains warm long after someone succumbs and a haunted 

third floor room.

     In bed you recall dreams of socialized medicine, the Demerol needle my tensed butt 

bent, the lady with cancer grabbing for the balloon I gave her, the person who died, the 

soft hand of the beautiful nurse who held my hand as the needle punctured my sensitive 

skin, the harrowing pin cushion IV search from needlefest hell, drenching fever sweat, 

grabbing at spent food on returning dirty trays, TV’s zipperhead Geraldo vs. ultra-cool 

Paul Drake, licking bouillon bowls clean, Aetna insurance and the heart-stopping bill. Paid 

sick days pay the bills.

     Sleep is as hard to come by in a hospital as liquor at a prayer meeting. Everyone calls; 

you talk, but you’re worn out from staying up all night awaiting a 5 a.m. blood stick-up. 

You pray like a fiend, but when they wheel you out, it’s joyous freedom to stick with the 

new diet and brag about future weight loss.

     Footnote: They put me on a high-fiber diet, so you can become a bran man. Eating an 

apple a day and vitamins really does keep “you-know-who” away and keeps you from the 

gallows pole.

     According to the National Digestive Diseases Information Clearing House, 

diverticulosis is a condition in which these outpouchings form in the intestines, and the 

pouches, called diverticula, are the size of peas, appearing in the weaker areas of the 

bowels, often in the lower colon or large bowel. Most folks with it do not have any 

symptoms. They many never know they have it. Some might feel a tenderness or muscles 

spasms. Pain may occur in the lower left side of the abdomen.

     Three days after the free POINT story ran, I was fired Sunday, Feb. 12. “Information 

on a news story which Mr. Bullard gathered while on FMN time and while acting as a 

representative for the FMN was given without authorization to another publication,” 

Sayles wrote the ESC. I was a bad man after Reprimand #1 and six more warnings. We 

were told we could freelance for money.

     “I don’t want to see any of this on your expense sheet,” FMN publisher John Miller 

had told me. “The unemployment line is full of comedians.”

     A blue cap on his head, Horace Page, 61, of Dillon County, tried to smile as I repeated 

that last sentence, but his mind at 9:15 a.m. was on his former job at Dixiana Inc. in 

Dillon.

     “I’d rather be working. I miss the crowd too. When you get used to a job, you meet a 

lot of friends. It was a temporary layoff. I never had lost a job.”

     With 34 years at Dixiana, Page admits to no fancy education. Now he fishes. “My 

nephew always goes with me,” he bragged.

     A three-year-old’s blond hair softly falls as her white mother combs it and dad’s chin is 

in his hand, leaning over the ESC counter with a Cowboys T-shirt. A black dude in shades 

has a Fighting Irish sweatshirt on. Groans, 12 deep in line. Ten-minute courtships, fake 

pine panel decor, long faces, blurping phones, a pregnant woman, a short-staffed elderly 

clerk vs. acid-tongued jobless. It’s like a doctor’s office. Most souls appear calm and 

quiet smiles absent, raging brains popping with pathos, angst and pitiful, webbed dignity, 

proletariat stench, the weary aura of desperate despair and the abbreviated eye contact of 

caged deer. Eager to hock my Eagle Scout medal, a Ford Repo Man hovers. A mental 

health visit; the first $174 ESC check arrives - I pay my landlady - “Got a job yet?” at the 

bar; ESC sign “Disturbing behavior will not be tolerated in this office, violators 

prosecuted, enforced by the sheriff.”

     Duty, honor, nobility.

     My career strobes ... Gregory Allman’s mid-interview powderbreak; Merle Watson 

squeezing a cutter, slicing the Watauga Democrat van’s stuck foot brake cable outside a 

mountain studio so I can get the unchecked-out van back; a Jesse Helms interview about a 

death squad leader; helping EMS on a Boone trucker suicide story; Tiny Tim singing 

“Tiptoe” over the phone; blowing drunken smoke over Sam Donaldson’s on-camera 

shoulder at Wake Forest’s Bush-Dukakis debate; Patient Zero; David Beasley’s off-the-

record answer about the bordello; the cathouse’s owner telling me once Randy Travis had 

visited. False advertising is better than none at all as business booms.    

     No one has a franchise on the truth, except a liar.

                                                 *******************

     When Bruce Willis comes to Myrtle Beach, he sure knows how to throw a party. I 

wish I had missed this party.

     When Planet Hollywood and the Official All-Star Cafe, located next door off U.S. 17 

Bypass at 29th Ave. South, teamed up for a grand opening Sunday, April 14, 1997, the 

stars fell out of the sky on the Grand Strand. Women swooned over Patrick Swayze, who 

attributed his success and longevity to his wife, Lisa. Monica Seles was followed by a 

covey of musclebound lifeguards, her rear covered with no breach in security. Will Smith 

did the shag with Dan Cortese, former UNC football star, on stage. Jennifer Love Hewitt 

(“Party of Five”) tossed caps into the crowd.

     Andre Agassi, sans Brooke Shields, married his flame a few weeks after the opening. 

Joe Montana faked the crowd out, aiming a pigskin toss toward one side of the throng, 

but rifling it to the opposite side.

     There was Luke Perry, who attended a ribbon-cutting with Tiger Woods at the Cafe 

the next day, and other Cafe supporters Ken Griffey Jr., Emerson Fittipaldi,

Seles and Agassi. Woods cut the ribbon with Myrtle Beach Mayor Bob Grissom the day 

after the young pro golfer captured the Masters in record-setting fashion.

     “It’s kind of a trip right now,” Woods told a crowd of fans. “I’m still on Cloud Nine 

from yesterday. I tell you one thing though, I don’t know how many of you are golfers out 

there, to be honest with you guys, yesterday was a great moment for myself, but when I 

knew that I had won the tournament is when I hugged my mom and pop. As you probably 

saw on TV, I just lost it and started crying big-time. It was an amazing day. My jacket? 

Oh, I slept with it last night. It never left me. It’s kind of interesting because when I was 

walking up 18, I had a whirl of emotions going through me that I have won.”

     The Cafe features Arnold Palmer’s autographed golf club, Babe Ruth’s Yankees “Old 

Timers” silver pitcher, Billie Jean King’s tennis racquet, Bing Crosby’s autographed jacket 

from the Pebble Beach Golf Pro-Am, Joe Frazier’s boxing trunks and robe, Richard 

Petty’s autographed helmet, a Tiger Woods section, Troy Aikman’s autographed helmet, 

Seles’ autographed racquet from the 1996 Australian Open, Terry Labonte’s apparel, 

Shaquille O’Neal’s L.A. Lakers jersey, Griffey’s equipment, Wayne Gretzky’s hockey 

stick and game ticket from the game in which he tied Gordie Howe’s NHL record of 801 

career goals and other memorabilia.

     Restaurateur Robert Earl of Orlando, Fla. began the chain, having taken over the Hard 

Rock Cafe, Dec. 14, 1995 in Times Square. On Dec. 14, 1996 the Las Vegas location 

opened. Earl is the son of British singer Robert Earl Senior. Other locations include 

Atlantic City, Melbourne, Orlando, Chicago, Southfield, Mich., Atlanta and 

Miami.

     Planet Hollywood Myrtle Beach had opened in Horry County Friday, Nov. 22, 1996. 

Principal shareholders include Willis, Arnold Schwarzenegger (“Batman”), Whoopi 

Goldberg, Sylvester Stallone, Demi Moore, film producer Keith Barish (“The Fugitive”) 

and restaurateur Robert Earl.

     This 43rd venue of the chain came in the year of the fifth anniversary of the first Planet 

Hollywood (New York). Hours are 11 a.m. to 2 a.m. seven days a week. Seating 360, the 

16,020 square feet restaurant features three themed dining rooms and a mezzanine bar 

area with a rippling wall of bubbling blue water. There’s the Sci-Fi Room and the 

Adventure Room.

     Look for the Munsters’ costumes, Audrey Hepburn’s black kid leather boots from “My 

Fair Lady,” the antique Porsche driven by Perry in “Beverly Hills 90210,” Ginger’s beaded 

dress from “Gilligan’s Island” and an aerial mobile featuring craft from “Independence 

Day.”

     Love Hewitt returned in May to donate a large fish hook from a horror film she just 

filmed in Wilmington, and Billy Baldwin donated an starcraft model from his sci-fi thriller 

“Virus,” which began filming Jan. 30 by Universal Pictures with producer Gale

Anne Hurd (“Aliens”).

     “An alien life form lives in the engine of this droid,” Baldwin said. The crew of a 

tugboat finds refuge on board a Soviet research vessel, the crew of which has been 

annihilated by an alien life form. The droid has about 60 moving parts and was created by 

Steve Johnson’s XFX Team. I sold a story on the press conference Baldwin attended to 

the Spartanburg Herald-Journal and had to cajole the editor into send me a $30 check.

     Even before it opened, Planet Hollywood allowed its wait personnel to practice during 

a charity event which helped raise more than $10,000 for the United Way of Horry 

County. The staff dressed up in 60s garb the opening weekend of “Austin Powers.”

     The restaurant boom continued in Myrtle Beach Sunday, May 4 as The Blues Brothers 

(Dan Aykroyd, James Belushi and John Goodman) and James Brown kicked off the grand 

opening of House of Blues at Barefoot Landing.

     Gov. David Beasley attended the Jan. 24 sneak preview of NASCAR Cafe, which 

attracted Cale Yarborough, David Pearson and others to the venue off U.S. 17 Bypass

across from Broadway At The Beach, which already has a Hard Rock Cafe and an IMAX 

Theatre.

     In June 1997 Ripley’s Sea Aquarium at Broadway At The Beach was scheduled to 

open its $36 million attraction with sharks, moray eels, piranhas and exotic tropical 

animals with 74,000 square feet, a $1.5 million research facility for acclimation and 

600,000 gallons of water.

     Why wouldn’t someone want to attend a Planet Hollywood party though?

     I rented a $90 tux for that fete. What a durned waste. It was hot as hell. People 

with the press were packed like sardines inside a fence, and there was no water, no sodas 

and no reprieve from this barnyard cattle drive. There was no water, no bathroom breaks 

and hot as hell. As it seemed the heat would make me succumb, through the barrier I 

caught a glimpse of a set of white tennis shoes treading on the crimson V.I.P. carpet as I 

snapped photos on my new job from a crowded fenced-in press pen and Bruce Willis sang 

onstage. I focused. Occupying the shoes was the Florence Morning News managing editor 

who had fired me. I have forgiven him, and I pray for him out of Southern Baptist guilt, 

even though I considered selling my Eagle Scout badge while unemployed. He did the 

right thing.

                                                *******************

     Two mysterious helicopters dopplered over the horizon, circling the House of Blues 

North Myrtle Beach at Barefoot Landing May 4, 1997 with blue floodlights and a bullhorn 

crackling “ARMED AND DANGEROUS!” The newest and largest (57,000 square feet) 

House of Blues had a grand opening May 3 with Buddy Guy performing and a special 

premiere concert May 4 with The Blues Brothers, James Brown and special guests.

Since then, the movie stars and bands have been drawing big crowds.

     Chuttering, backfiring choppers roared through blue smoke to the front gate and inside 

as James Belushi, on a BMW Beamer, Dan Aykroyd, John Goodman and HOB founder 

Isaac Tigrett thundered in with GOP Gov. David Beasley who wore leather garb, tanning 

bed sunglasses and a cigar, having scored a Harley recently from his wife

as a present. Six-year-old Lucas Pisano of Martha’s Vineyard, dressed in sunshades and a 

black suit, played a harmonica Saturday night as people pitched bills into his hat. “His 

mother is Judy Belushi-Pisano,” said his nanny Kerri Quigley. “He’s the greatest. He’s 

Judy’s second husband’s son.”

     I wrote that Aykroyd told me that the fellow who chugged in on a three-wheeler with 

James Brown was a bad dude.
     Blues guitarist Koko Robetcho of New Orleans swigged at a Tabasco bottle between 

numbers in the 300-seat restaurant.

     “Yeah, I like that man,” Robetcho said in a Cajun twang. “It’s nice. This is our first 

time here. It’s a beautiful place. This is bigger than the one in Los Angeles.”

     Inside the 2,000-seat venue Buddy Guy’s guitarist almost upstaged his boss as Guy 

ripped through Jimi Hendrix’s “Strange Brew,” the Allmans’ “Southbound” and “Fever.”

Goodman, Belushi and Aykroyd performed an abbreviated show out-of-costume as The 

Blues Brothers Saturday, singing “Sweet Home Chicago.”

     A cab driver said Goodman tipped him $10 for a $3 ride from Windy Hill to HOB.

“He didn’t have nobody with him. He said he liked taking cabs because he doesn’t like 

drawing attention,” the cabby said. “He’s a nice guy. He’s down-to-earth.”

The Blues Brothers Show Sunday featured several songs off the movie soundtrack with 

Steve Cropper, Matt “Guitar” Murphy, Jeff “Skunk” Baxter, Donald “Duck”

Dunn, “Blue” Lou Marini and others. Eddie Floyd emerged from backstage to rouse with 

“Knock On Wood” and Cropper’s “6-3-4-5-7-8-9.” The crowd went berserk when 

actor/singer Travis Tritt joined the band on guitar. Impatient fans booed waiting on 

Brown, tugging at the quilt curtain and peeking up its skirt from 12:30 a.m. to 1 a.m. 

when the Godfather of Soul finally emerged, performing until about 2:30 a.m.

     “THE SOUUUULLL GENERAL!” crooned Brown’s announcer who later draped a s

sparkling cape over Brown for the ersatz ending. Aykroyd was dancing on the bar upstairs 

with his wife, actress Donna Dixon.

     Brown’s soulful “It’s A Man’s World” was captivating; “Living In America” featured 

go-go girls wrapped in red, white and blue. Brown was presented a large, glowing 

birthday cake by Belushi, Goodman and Aykroyd in mid-show.

     With little sleep The Blues Brothers met celebrity golfers Monday morning at Glen 

Dornoch Golf Links near Calabash for The Blues Brothers Smokin’ Tees Celebrity

Golf Classic in association with The International House of Blues Foundation, Sun 

Microsystems Inc. and Callaway Golf Inc.

     Pony-tailed Alice Cooper (6 handicap) was wearing leather - on his hands, nailing a 

sailing drive in the longest drive contest, won by Rudy Gatlin of The Gatlin Brothers

Theatre in Myrtle Beach. “I’ve got a live album coming out next month,” said Cooper. 

“And a European tour and an Australian tour, so I’m still working.”

     There was a chunky Gil Gerard (“Buck Rogers”), a trim, svelte Peter Weller 

(“Robocop”), sexy Elke Sommer swinging and looking marvelous in yellow, Edwin 

Moses drilling his ball, Alan Thicke, Joey Pantoliano “Bound,” John Michael 

Montgomery,  former Charlotte mayoral candidate and WAYS DJ Jay Thomas (“Ink”), 

Fred “The Hammer” Williamson yelling “HAMMERTIME!” before slicing; and Jim 

Colbert, the Senior PGA tour’s top money winner giving a one-hour clinic. Colbert 

bitched at me once at the Senior Tour at The Dunes for interrupting his practice session.

     The night before opening night I approached Robocop in the courtyard of House of 

Blues and asked for a photograph. A woman took my camera and began to shoot. I 

produced my handy trusty microcassette tape recorder and asked, “What is your next 

movie about?”

     Weller put his drink down at his hips, and his eyes got really squinty, like he was out of 

his Robocop outfit. “Don’t do that,” he said gruffly. I holstered the recorder.

     The charity event benefits the John Belushi Scholarship Fund, the T.J. Martell 

Foundation, the Tiger Woods Foundation and the International House of Blues

Foundation.

     I had interviewed Tommy Chong at radio station WKZQ a few weeks before, and I 

asked him what he thought about Cheech and golf. At the House of Blues Smokin’ Tees 

tournament I told Richard “Cheech” Marin (“Nash Bridges”) about Tommy’s recent 

comment about his hobby being a “sissy sport,” Marin responded, “What would he 

know?” The story I wrote on Chong had a sidebar. I called some cops and asked them 

what they thought about Chong’s upcoming club appearance, and it was a perfect balance.

Chong just laughed the next week when he heard the tale. Father Guido Sarducci 

performed a “blessing of the balls” before the longest drive contest, saying he had

called the Vatican.

     “Things kind of got screwed up. The Pope answered the phone, and he’s kind of hard 

of hearing. He said, ‘G,’ you’ve got to go to the Blue House and bless some balls. I found 

out it was the House of Blues and felt a whole lot better. Make sure and keep the correct 

score. Every time you lie, that’s about two cents, and believe it or not, that adds up after a 

while.”

     Some stars skulled balls; others connected, like Robert Loggia (“Independence Day”) 

and Edwin Moses. Aykroyd said he doesn’t play golf but was an excellent cart mechanic 

and “shaft advisor.” He talked about the Blues Brothers movie was to begin shooting in 

June but will not star Belushi because of a scheduling conflict.

     “Well, Elwood gets out of jail 18 years later,” said Aykroyd. “Then he’s on a quest to 

find his family and in the process gets the band back together and plays a battle of the 

bands down in New Orleans, a witch queen’s battle of the bands contest. We’re shooting 

it all in Canada, and we’re shooting Canada for Chicago, Kentucky, Mississippi and 

Louisiana, so we’re not worried about that. You know, ‘The Wizard of Oz’ was not shot 

in Oz, but shot on the sound stages of MGM, and “Casablanca’ was shot in Hollywood, so 

we feel we can pull it off up there. We have excellent location managers.” Belushi, having 

smoked more cigars than you’ve got fingers, had logged no shuteye by Monday morning 

(“a couple of hours.”)

     It took a while to interview him. “Do you mind? We’re having a conversation here,” he 

scolded me. “I’ll talk to you after we finish.” Okay man. Fifteen minutes later, he did a 180 

and said, “Okay. Thanks for waiting.”

     “It was wild. Last night was wild,” Belushi said. “It was one of the most exciting 

openings we’ve had because it’s the largest house, and the audience was so responsive.”

     Belushi had several films in the works including one release coming in September.

“It’s called ‘Criminal Intent,’ said Belushi. “It’s myself, Tupac Shakur, Dennis Quaid, 

James Earl Jones and Gary Cole. There’s a lot of people in this movie. I’ve got one on 

HBO coming out called ‘Retroactive’ in June. And I’ve got this ABC TV series called 

‘Total Security.’”

     Belushi was proud of the John Belushi Scholarship Fund. “It’s been going on for about 

10 years,” he said. “What we do is put some kids through school, the High School of 

Performing Arts in Chicago and a college in our hometown. The scholarship goes to kids 

who are not necessarily the brightest, but aren’t necessarily the poorest, the guys and the 

girls that the scholarship can give them some confidence and turn them around a little bit.”

     Goodman talked about the end of “Roseanne.” He was smoking a butt and in tennis 

shoes sans the socks. “I hated to see it go, but I guess it was about time,” Goodman said. 

“She accomplished a lot in nine years. I mean, it’s amazing it stayed on that long.” 

Goodman working with David Byrne on “True Stories” was fun. “It was great. David’s a 

very creative person,” he said. “He’s out there.”

     House of Blues founder and chief executive officer Isaac Burton Tigrett II, 48, was 

proud before the opening.

     The outsider art of S.C. artists, Howard Finster, Prophet Blackmon, Herbert Singleton, 

Jimmie Lee Sudduth, W.C. Rice, Missionary Mary Proctor, Ed Mumma, Sybil Gibson, 

Purvis Young, Archie Bryon, Sam McMillan, Willie White, Prophet Royal Robertson and 

others are featured at the venue. You couldn’t find any black employees at the venue.

     “It’s extraordinary,” Tigrett said of the art form. “I grew up in an African-American 

community, and this art is what I’ve been around my whole life. It’s fantastic. These are 

untrained artists, rural folks. They don’t have agents. They don’t have galleries. They

just pick up whatever they can find and create.”

     Tigrett said he was living in England when he met Aykroyd through some friends. “We 

had a couple of conversations on the phone together, and then Belushi died. Dan asked if 

he could come over and hang. So he flew over to England the day after the funeral, and 

we stayed together for three or four months.” At 22 he started the first Hard Rock Cafe in 

London on Hyde Park Corner.

     Tigrett still owns a 1928 train carriage, Car 50, a family legacy which features carved 

teak panels from a Bangalore, India maharaja’s 400-year-old palace. It once belonged to 

Louisiana Gov. Huey “Kingfish” Long.

     “This is a bizarre phenomenon,” Tigrett said of Myrtle Beach. “I think the most unique 

statistic is that they say 90 percent of the people drive here, which is

fantastic.”

     House of Blues locations included Cambridge, New Orleans, Los Angeles, Chicago 

and North Myrtle Beach with one which was set for Orlando that fall 1997. The House of 

Blues is the most recent of a slew of theme restaurants to open on the Grand Strand, 

which the Myrtle Beach Area Chamber of Commerce says is the second most popular 

tourist destination, second only to Orlando. In only the last six months Myrtle Beach had 

grand openings of NASCAR Cafe, Official All-Star Cafe with Tiger Woods and Planet

Hollywood’s grand opening plus the $35 million Ripley’s Sea Aquarium opening behind 

the Hard Rock Cafe at Broadway At The Beach, which features an IMAX Theatre and 

The Palace. On May 7 ZZ Top (“From Dusk Till Dawn” soundtrack) rocked from 

“Rhythmeen,” and I was on the front row taking shots at House of Blues; Keanu Reaves 

and Dogstar, who opened the Hard Rock, have performed here.

     On one Saturday night at House of Blues Bo Diddley strutted and even played drums. 

“Dum-ta-dumdum-dum-dum” - his classic guitar riff with “the Bo Diddley beat” has 

influenced American music. Sitting in a chair with a bad back, the bluesman played “Bo 

Diddley Is Crazy” and a string of his hits. Born Elias Bates Dec. 30, 1928 in McComb, 

Miss., the former boxer was raised by his mother Ethel’s first cousin Gussie McDaniel 

who took him to Chicago. He performed for JFK in 1962 at the White House.

     Harry Wayne Casey (K.C.) shook his bootie recently, talking about his estate in Chapel 

Hill and his appearance on “Oprah.”

     “It was pretty cool. I’ve been on so many television shows,” he said as a WBTW-TV 

13 crew lost its live 6 p.m. feed and I snapped his photo. “We’re working on a new album. 

Hopefully it will be finished this year.”

     Whenever you do a story, always say in there that the Myrtle Beach Grand Strand area 

is second in the country in tourism, second only to Orlando, Fla. That’s the way to stay in 

cahoots with the Myrtle Beach Area Chamber of Commerce. Boy, there’s the infinitadi. 

     The hospitality association, ugh. Don’t piss them off. I did a piece on how packed and 

crowded the House of Blues was on opening night, the same day the fire permit was 

approved.

                                                      *******************     

     As the S.C. Press Association let us break for lunch in Columbia during a legislative 

workshop, I scooted with Peter from the Florence paper to a gathering at the Episcopal 

Church downtown where Peter Horry, the dude this county was named after, is buried. All 

these preachers got together for a photo op supporting the governor for coming out 

against the Confederate flag flying above the statehouse across the street. Everybody I’d 

meet I’d ask about the flag. I ask everybody about the flag. Before his trip to House of 

Blues June 17, 1997, I asked Lynyrd Skynyrd guitarist Gary Rossington about the flag and 

what it’s like playing the Southern national anthem and the unofficial state song.

     When Rossington plays “Freebird,” it’s still a good feeling. When I met him onstage at 

the sound check, he had beer on his breath at 4 p.m. The show was great.

     “Oh man, it’s great. We wrote that a long time ago, and we’ve been playing it for 25 or 

30 years, I guess. It’s still thrilling and great. Everybody loves it. It was a song we put out 

at the right time. It hit so good. It’s really just a love song with a lot of guitars in it.”

     Rossington was pleased with “Freebird-The Movie,” which debuted on VH-1 the night 

Charlie Daniels was playing last year at The Palace. “It’s real sentimental to us,” said 

Rossington. Curtis Lowe from “The Ballad of Curtis Lowe,” was actually Shorty 

Medlocke, Rickey’s dad, he noted. “We used to go and watch him play his guitar. We’d 

get Coke bottles to collect them to get gas to drive over there. We’d eat dinner 

sometimes, and he’d play on the porch all night long for us. There’s a lot of Curtis Lowes 

in the world.”

     “Gimme Three Steps” was written about a night at W West Tavern in West 

Jacksonville, Fla. where Van Zant asked a girl to dance.

     “Me and Allen were still only 16,” said Gary. “We couldn’t get in or nothing. Some 

guy came up to him and said he’d give him a couple of second to leave. So he took it as 

three steps and took off. It was a true story really. It was funny.”

     The band hits bass ponds near gigs these days, he said, to relax, and others play golf. 

Manager Paul Abraham gets into NASCAR racing, he said. Rossington still listens to the 

Beatles and The Rolling Stones. At Jacksonville, Florida’s Robert E. Lee High School - “I 

didn’t go too long till Leonard Skinner got ahold of me.”

     The band was first “My Backyard.” Van Zant and Rossington attended Robert E. Lee 

High, immortalizing Leonard Skinner, a gym teacher who hated long hair. “It was fun. I 

kind of miss going to the reunions,” he said.

     With the Confederate flag issue in South Carolina, Rossington explained the band and 

its relationship to the flag.

     “That’s just a sign we used back when we were labeled Southern rock’n’roll, you 

know. We started that with the Rebel flag because we were from the South. We didn’t 

mean nothing racial or no disrespect to anybody. I still look at it, as not a racial thing. It’s 

not for black people or nothing, it’s just that we’re from the South. We were a Southern 

band, and we were proud of it. It was just Southern pride, really. We just thought, let’s 

put up the Rebel flag and show ‘em we’re from the South.”

     October 20, 1977 - sputtering, a private plane engine freezes over a swamp near 

Gillsburg, Miss. en route to a Louisiana University gig as the last drops of fuel burn, and 

singer Ronnie Van Zant, Steve Gaines and Gaines’ sister Cassie Gaines were killed with 

several crew members. I had seen them in Charlotte and Greensboro shortly before the 

crash.

     Freebird Foundation Inc. was founded in 1990 to honor the late Ronnie Van Zant, the 

foundation raised money to build the Ronnie Van Zant Memorial Park near Lake Asbury, 

Fla., the Ronnie Van Zant Teen Center and for scholarships, I found out.

     Lynyrd Skynyrd now included Leon Wilkeson, Billy Powell, Johnny Van Zant, Owen 

Hale, Hughie Thomasson, Rickey Medlocke, Carol Chase, Dale Krantz-Rossington and 

Gary Rossington. The band’s new album “Twenty” featured a duet between the Van Zant 

brothers on “Travelin’ Man,” and when Ronnie’s voice came from the speakers at the 

sound check, it gave me goose pimples. Also performing with Lynyrd Skynyrd was Paul 

Rodgers, formerly of Free and Bad Company, and I hated to split, but my friends from 

Laurinburg were excited about going backstage to meet Skynyrd, and I couldn’t let them 

down.

     During the interview with Gary Rossington, I taped it, and immediately afterward I 

called my friend at Rockwell in Maxton, N.C. to play the message. “Hey man, David. It’s 

nice to talk to you. This is Gary.” Imagine working in a factory and a phone call comes in, 

and it’s the lead guitar player from the greatest band the South has ever produced. My 

camping buddy was working first shift at Rockwell where they make truck transmission 

parts or something. The campfire’s crackling embers fade now; everyone’s passed out in 

their tents, and he gives me some good advice: “Bullard,  you better leave that frigging 

whorehouse alone or somebody’s going to kill you.”

*********************

     TO: MARK@fellowjournalist

     sounds like you like having your cat back...big time.....nice company....you need to 

think about what you’re going to do when you have to put your cat to sleep, and i suggest 

you get another one, immediately afterward.....i’d like to have a cat.... diane’s cousin had a 

black one that was 18 that had to be put to sleep this week and it cost me 2 bucks for 

diane to buy a card to send to that blooming cat which used to pee and  crap all over the old 

landlord’s house, causing me inexplicable desperation in wondering if we would be 

charged when moving out....

To:
Bulltim@aol.com

oh, they didn’t! they dropped her like Khomeni? we were joking about that in the 

newsroom yesterday! they literally dropped her? no. say, no. my joke for the day: woke up 

at 4 a.m. by the cat drinking from my BIG cup of a.m. bed stand water. told her to stop 

and rolled over. she knocked it over into the bed. had to sleep on 4 inches of bed width.

laundry day. it’s a wonderful life. m-

     To Alex: (now running Free Times, an alternative in Columbia. He did a bust-ass piece beside my whorehouse story in POINT on a Spartanburg prostitution ring and about the cops there.)

     From: Tim, myrtle beach herald, have a web page, nothing but links. been there 2 

years, got married 2 years ago. not a narc. unreformed unemployed hack, fixing to finish a 

book on that story, however, in hopes that it will 1. bring me satisfaction that my work has 

been recognized and 2$. it was rough being unemployed. my jaw hit the floor when i 

heard it had been busted though...last time i saw you was at palmetto project fiasco 

when you were with becci. she needs a hamburger. i suppose you are correct in calling me 

a narc. brett said, “raise hell.” i most certainly did. they shipped my old boss to ga., dalton 

paper...i am still very mad. getting it out of my system by writing however. i will narc to 

my heart’s delight when somebody calls my answering machine and says with  a slow, 

southern drawl, a male voice, “you’re dead. you hear me? you’re a dead man.” forgetting 

to leave you name on a message like this is a cursory mistake in p.c. social manners, 

according to leticia baldridge. the web page of the new paper looked great. hope it’s going 

good. we have a transvestite running for city council in myrtle. isn’t that lovely? as a 

democrat, of course. horry county politics is horrendously vicious. DUCK! roads issue is 

turning humans into sycophants. asphalt cowboys are shooting the cattle. gamecocks just 

lost. oh my, to ga. will send you stuff. later. tim

*************

     Checking the cop reports at the Myrtle Beach Police Department was painful because 

the police know how to discourage reporters or at least make it hard to dig. You have to 

sit on these hard steel chairs, round shiny silver discs on sticks, and after about two 

minutes, you can’t stand it because your fanny is so sore.

To: Mark

From: Tim

teresa remained calm during the funeral. no tipping. she was still. hot day here, covered 

lassie at outlet mall in garden city at 10, bitch was 30 minute late, causing me to be 30 

minutes late to leukemia patients’ march in surfside, causing me to be late to garage sale at 

parking deck of pavilion, causing me to be 30 minutes late for sons of italy festival at 

which asshole hibernian head, his father was in the ira, to assail me, criticizing me for not 

“taking a picture.” diane had to volunteer for booth there....got assed at at lassie function 

also....cable tv cameraman said something snide, almost cutting and assaultive in calling 

me “paparazzi” and him non-mainstream media. almost left. got a chip.

                                             ************************

     “Where’s the bathroom?” It’s summer 1996, and Mr. Finster had to either take a leak 

or pinch a loaf. He had eaten at Howard’s Steakhouse, a local restaurant in Myrtle Beach.

     The Rev. Howard Finster, born in 1916, claims that in 1976 he was visited by an angel 

who instructed him to make sacred art. His work, which has graced the album covers for 

the Talking Heads and R.E.M., hangs this month at the Peter Nein Gallery in Myrtle 

Beach. Once in a blue moon the Lord shines Her creative light through artists, and on June 

30, during the second full moon of the month, Howard Finster’s aura brightened the neon 

skyline of Myrtle Beach. 

     “The Second Noah: A Man Of Vision” is the name of the art exhibition for the man 

who has had more visions than Tim Leary, a show which is running this month at the new 

Peter Nein Gallery in Myrtle Beach. One piece is $8,000. There’s a painted paint can, a 

painted soda can and a few dozen other examples of American folk art. This is Andy 

Warhol in overalls. Elmer Gantry as Mr. Bainter the Painter. 

     Nein, 31, has pulled off a miracle, and he credits God. He’s got long hair and looks like 

Jesus, hugging everybody and telling you all about the Lord.

     “We’ve been working around the clock,” the gallery owner said. “I’ve been doing art 

work here now for 12 years. My work I feel like is 100 percent to the glory of God.” 

     Peter always hugs me when he greets me. Always talking about the Lord. He’s one of 

the few people that never gets on my nerves when they say stuff like that.

     Finster: “I never seen a person I didn’t love.” 

     “I have visions about very sophisticated things,” says the artist, his thick barbershop 

accent spewing an apocalyptic philosophy. He’s holding court in the gallery, and I’m 

videotaping it.

     At the opening on June 29, he is sitting in a wooden chair, wearing gold-rimmed 

glasses, a striped dark blue jacket, khakis that are stained with white paint on the left pants 

leg, white athletic socks, black shoes and a starched white dress shirt. Neophyte visitors 

will soon include Police Chief Sam Killman and his wife, a Columbia accountant and a 

lady with a Talking Heads album cover.

     “I’m sort of wrapped up in that Olympic thing,” he says. “I’ve done two or three 

Olympic pieces. The Coca-Cola Company and some of the members of that thing are 

trying to get my work in there.” 

     The Coca-Cola Company has commissioned him to paint an eight-foot Olympic Coke 

bottle to represent the U.S. art exhibits. The first time he heard from them he was scared 

they were going to sue him. My parents and family have pilloried me since I spent $90 on 

one of his pieces, and after the local newspaper wrote that his young relatives were 

helping mass produce the pieces, my heart sank. They’d learn. I’d make that money back 

one day when he passed away. Now I pray for his demise every night.

     This year the Howard Finster Festival in his home of Summerville, Ga., was held in the 

school yard for the artist, a diabetic who preaches against cocaine. “I’ve got elevated 

blood sugar, and I’m deteriorating. My poor old wife, she’s breaking at the same time I 

am. I’ll be 80 years old, and I’m trying to reach all the people I can.” 

     His words echoed into my computer from my tape recorder so I could relay a .wav file 

to Mark in Clayton, Ga., home of the fruitcake, where he was covering rattlesnake hunts 

and beating alcoholism. Finster talked to Mark through my little electronic machine and 

told him about how he must conquer the beat and how his brother or something had 

gotten in a wreck on the highway once.

     “I’ve been on TV more than any other little feller in this country.” 

     Nein, a Christian, visited Finster in Summerville, and convinced him to visit Myrtle 

Beach. “I couldn’t hardly believe it,” Finster says. “I’ve heard about Myrtle Beach all my 

life. They gave me one of the finest hotels I’ve ever stayed in. I’m right on the beach over 

here looking over a water-cooled roof and a 200-foot swimming pool right under my back 

porch, and I’m sitting there all day long seeing them kids and their mothers playing in the 

water. Right down in the basement there’s a bunch of other swimming pools like a 

museum. 

     “But the people here at art shows in this town, they don’t understand about preaching 

in a show. They’re used to being in churches, so I kind of try to have services wherever I 

have a show.” 

     Johnny Carson is on the muted color television set in the corner. 

     Michael Stipe was at a recent birthday party for Finster’s, and Finster said Stipe looked 

“sick.” The Lord is on his mind today. 

     “I’ve got a kind of a mansion I live in. It’s a big house. It was once a rich person’s 

house, and finally I came along, a poor man, and got it.

     “We fought and have spilled boxcar loads of blood for all of the churches to exist and 

to be free. I think it’s wrong to condemn any church. That’s what you call freedom. I seen 

that Russian ruler up on the stand wiggling all over and trying to be rock and roll. He’s 

trying to get his people on democracy. It tickled me when I saw him doing that. He’s 

really interested in those people having democracy and freedom.” 

     Holding a goat piece of artwork, he said, “This goat here, he can be used in a lot of 

different subjects. He can be used as a scapegoat. You know, goats are mean. They butt 

you. I got butted by one. My sister got butted by one. Sheep are humble. They represent 

Christians.” 

     The last appearance Finster made was about a year ago in Oxford, Miss. at the 

International Conference on Elvis Presley. Finster holds court at the opening of his show.

     “In the first church I pastored I began to learn that there are three worlds for me to 

work in. One is a teen-ager’s world, and one is a child’s world, and one is the old people. I 

have a right smart time working with old people. They don’t seem to want to do things in 

the church like they ought to. The young people are a little difficult, too. The kids are 

really my favorites.” 

     Finster hopes his Summerville Paradise Garden (which includes, among other things, a 

20-foot rusty bicycle tower, a Keith Haring monument and his neighbor’s tonsils in a glass 

jar) will be restored. 

     “While I was building it, people called me a kind of junk man. A lot of people come to 

my garden.” R.E.M.’s first video was shot there. 

     “Elvis appeared to me in my garden several years ago after he died. He walked up 

behind me, and I looked around and seen him and said a very short word to him, and he 

said a very short word to me.” I called the garden at 1-800-FINSTER just to see what the 

recording said. 

     “There will be no bathrooms in hell. There will be no cold Coke-Colas in hell. You fall 

and fall and just keep falling.” Sounded rough.

     His first vision was at the age of three in Alabama when he saw his sister, Abby, 

coming down from the clouds with steps. There were 13 children in his family, and at 16 

he started preaching. 

     There were tent revivals, and he pastored several churches. He and his wife, Pauline, 

raised five children. 

     “Human blood and animal blood don’t agree, don’t mix.” 

     Popcorn’s popping Sunday night, and Coca-Cola’s effervescent foam is tickling noses 

at Nein’s hot warehouse studio as Howard’s daughter, Beverly, her husband and their son 

and daughter hop out of a van, fresh from a visit to Howard’s Cattle Co. steakhouse. A 

Baptist preacher leads a stand-up, sit-down song. Check your Dadaist karma at the door. 

Mayor Bob Grissom has another venue at which he’s soon due, so he’s up first, and 

there’s not many events he doesn’t crack a joke, even at a blue moon prayer meeting. 

     “I’m the only member of the Presbyterian Church that’s paid not to sing in the choir,” 

Grissom said. “They don’t even want me to make a joyful noise. It’s a pleasure to here 

with you and to know that the cultural arts community and our community has progressed 

to the point where a religious motif is very strong. Myrtle Beach has come a long way in 

the last few years, and we’ve got a long way to go. The Lord has blessed us very, very 

much, and I think he will continue to.” 

     The Broadway section of downtown has turned into an artist’s mecca with the 

Broadway Gallery and others springing up fast with the works of such talented painters as 

David Bellucci with his peculiar Gigeresque hallucinations. The key to the city has been 

given to Dolly Parton, Kenny Rogers and other luminaries. 

     The Rev. Howard Finster in a dark suit baptized the faithful in Mentone, Ala. in the 

early 1940s, according to one photograph.

     “This key, Brother Finster, does not unlock anything except the love in our hearts and 

our respect for you and what you have done for your fellow man.” Nein hugs both men, 

telling the group, “It’s just a blessing to see what’s going on here. I just feel like it’s our 

prayers being answered. I just want to encourage everybody in the room to pray for Bob 

Grissom.” 

     “They’re pushing God back in a corner, my friends. They’re going to push him a little 

too far one day. You’d better be ready to meet God because he’s going to destroy this 

world just as certain as I’m sitting in this chair.” 

     There’s some guitar music for the kids in the audience from Ocean Drive Presbyterian 

and a lengthy sermon by a speaker named Jack Frost of Conway who gave up drugs for 

the Lord. “I appreciate the mayor,” Finster said. 

     “He gave me this key. That’s exactly what my mayor done down at the house. I don’t 

know of anyone else in the world who has given me a key. I don’t know what that key will 

unlock. I know it’s done unlocked my heart, and I thank the mayor for the key because 

surely it unlocks something. 

     “Everything is so beautiful here. Ya’ll have a lot to be proud of. “You don’t have to be 

called to do art. If you want to be an artist, you can be one. What you’re going to do in 

this life is going to be you. You don’t wait around to see if you’re gifted to do art. If you 

love art and want to do art, get started on it.” 

     A film by Jay Brown, presented by The American Museum of Folk Art, “The Sacred 

Vision of Howard Finster,” is shown. “I have visions that I cannot describe. I have visions 

that I can’t paint, and I see things that I don’t think anybody can paint, but I try to do an 

image of it the best that I can,” Finster says in the film. “I definitely had a call from God to 

preach the gospel.” 

     He and his brother were hauling wood with mules on a wagon, and his brother got him 

laughing. “I was about 13 years old. All at once I felt God call me to preach there,” he 

said. “I just said, God, I can’t do that. I can’t preach.’ And he didn’t turn me aloose.” His 

parents thought he was “mental.” 

     In 1976 he was working on a bike and got paint on his finger, and a face in the paint 

spoke to him like he was Charlton Heston. “Not in sound. It spoke to me conscientiously. 

Paint sacred art. I looked at that thing, and it was looking at me, telling me to paint sacred 

art, and I said, not me. I’ve seen professionals do it.” 

     Finster gives a slide show of his early work. It’s really hot.

     “Another things that’s coming is the killing bees. They’re heading toward the United 

States right now. When it stings you, it kills you, and that’s the pestilence.” 

     By now, the teens have stuck their tennis shoe heels up on the church pews of the 

studio, as Finster lectures them, fishing for souls. 

     “All you’ve got to do is believe in Jesus Christ. He’s been by my side. I’ve got 15 

grandchildren. I’ve about run my race. I’ve had alters full. You’re the only one who’s 

going to know it if you get saved. How many of you know When The Roll Is Called?’” 

     Finster sings the gospel song, eyes closed, the bird on his shoulder. Nein’s exotic pet 

pecks at Finster’s ear as he strokes it, chirping to it like there were 24 hours in a minute. 

     “We need two or three Billy Grahams in the world right now.” 

     Shazam.

     I like it when they call me a writer or a journalist or something cool like that. POINT 

has the tendency to refer to this county as the Redneck Rivera, after Myrtle Beach’s 

infamous cognomen. I don’t like the term. It affects me on several different levels. As a 

Southerner, I don’t like being called a redneck by a Yankee. It’s like being called retarded. 

Only we can call each other rednecks. There. Carte blanche. You have to be licensed to 

use the term redneck. Jeff Foxworthy has received his certification. The Southern 

columnist who sucks doesn’t have his. Andy Griffith hasn’t gotten his yet, despite constant 

gossip through the years that he stole a redneck union card from Jim Nabors on the set 

once.

     A year ago on Kings Highway in Myrtle Beach the smell of sizzling bacon wasn’t 

wafting from the fan louvers of Shoney’s this deadline morning. There were a bunch of 

cars in the parking lot with a bus and black tape over all the windows like it was being 

boarded up. I pulled in to check out the action, and it was a television commercial being 

filmed with corporate spokesperson none other than Mr. Andy Taylor holding court in the 

parking lot. Without introducing myself, I meandered into the production assistants and 

was stopped by a personnel member.

     “Sir, ah, who exactly are you with.”

     “Tim Bullard with the Myrtle Beach Herald.”

     “And what are you doing here? You realize that this is a closed set.”

     I was on the verge of being booted. It was time to play it casual. Turn down the 

Southern accent and appear intellectual. The grunt was eyeballing my camera like a 

monkey looks at a banana.

     “And what is that?”

     What do you think it is, dumb ass? It’s not an appendage. It’s not a pocketbook. It s

steals your spirit, Injun Joe.

     “You’re not going to take any photographs are you?”

     “Ah no. Please let me stay. I won’t cause any problem.”

     “Now you know that Mr. Griffith does not do autographs, and you will have to stay 

out of the way. We are trying to shoot a commercial here, and it’s strictly professional. No 

noise.” He was going to let me stay. Yee-high. The geeky splurb retreated, talking to a 

skinny guy dressed in a black turtleneck and tight black leather slacks who stroked his 

whiskerless chin. They were whispering, both glaring at me. The geek returned with his 

dispatch.

     “You can stay. But you have to stay on the sidewalk here. No flash.”

     “Okay man. Thanks a lot. I really appreciate it.”

     “I don’t want to hear it.”

     Suddenly, from out of the blue, the bus door opens and out shuffles an elderly 

gentleman with great big jowls and hair as white as the driven snow.

     “ANDJ!”

     I asked him, “Mr. Griffith, could I take a photo?” Griffith, then living in Manteo, had 

played in “The Lost Colony” about Virginia Dare’s stupid disappearance in the wilderness 

of North Carolina. Then across his face, in the middle of that parking lot, as motorists flew 

by at 45 mph on U.S. 17 Business, rippled this award-winning frown, one that must have 

summoned the duties of several hundred thousand facial muscles. The flabby, fatty cell 

plats on his face jostled. His index finger pointed up in the air at 45 degrees, and it was 

onward toward the door and inside. Here comes the geek.

     “Sir, you’re going to have to leave the set, immediately! We asked you not to approach 

Mr. Griffith....”

     “No, you said to stay on this sidewalk.”

     “Whatever. You’re out of here. Please leave before we have to call the law.” It was 

deadline, and this poor miserable motherraper is threatening to sick the fuzz on me in the 

parking lot of the restaurant in which I daily plunk down $6.50 to join my fellow citizens 

at the trough of the Breakfast Bar, a table of plenty and bounty where primal ferocity rules 

and fellow diners fend for their space and spooning privileges. This is never taught at J-

school, but as I left, I had only seconds to compose myself and to manufacture a plan to 

make a protest, and it had to be a quick one, decisive with no hesitation. The element of 

surprise was crucial, but I had plenty of target space since the whole crew was staring at 

me like I was a mental cripple or something. Even the cop I had been conversing with had 

turned on me. We had become best friends in only three minutes. A three-minute friend. 

Sharing stories about security work. Me talking about the whorehouse. He was staring at 

me now like I had the Unabomber’s telephone number on my monthly Southern Bell bill.

Here you go, sucker. It was a classic gesture. One that many celebs use and sports stars, 

but it was my abbreviated version, my trademarked copy of the body language that proved 

this symbolic protest one of the best in human history. Phil Donahue, eat your heart out.

Pressing the right palm to the lips, in a quick, deliberate fashion, I touched my love line to 

my teeth, so hard that I could taste the salt of my flesh, and the outward thrust pushed the 

famous kiss from my smacker out toward the geek, who was staring in disbelief. Instead 

of opting for the kiss-the-hand, blow a kiss gesture, I had elongated the move and acted 

like I was littering the parking lot with glitter, slowly, with the final part of this gesture 

ending with a swipe of the hand and a twist of the wrist as if I were waving a fart toward 

him.

     “Goodbye sweetheart,” I mouthed. “I love you.” He could read my lips.

                                                   ********************

     My wife and I bought a house. We learned how to skip happily across the heads of 

sharks and how diverse the market is in this area. I held off on this story for as long as 

I could. I wanted to wait until I cooled down, and there was no malice. There was 

none. I have learned that everyone now knows how culpable and naive I am. In a story 

on Jerry Lewis, who cussed like a convict in a press conference, I talked about how 

Realtors are in the lead. “Damn Yankees.” We left after 15 minutes. They sat me down 

beside my boss. I couldn’t stand it. But Realtors are like devils. We thought the puddle 

under the Realtor’s truck was from the air conditioner as the driveway’s damp stain 

dried, but a year later, we were still cutting the water on and off at the street amidst 

fireant hills as a water leak was cutting away at the soil underneath the driveway. Ask 

for the walk-through, whatever you do the day of closing. Our lawyer told us the day 

of the closing that, guess what? They were representing the seller too. Oh joy.

     According to the S.C. Real Estate Commission, there are more complaints against 

realtors on the coastal area of South Carolina than any other region in the state.

     If you want to know which county leads the state in Realtor complaints from the 

public, you won’t have much luck. The commission receives complaints from citizens 

about the practices of Realtors throughout the year, but the demographics of complaints 

by county is not available.

     “I don’t have any idea. We don’t have any idea,” said Bob Selman, administrator of 

the S.C. Real Estate Commission. “They vary from mishandling of funds to, oh gosh, 

I’d almost have to put you in touch with the manager of the Complaint Department to 

give you categories.”

     Ed Farnell, manager of regulatory compliance, said, “We investigate complaints 

that we receive against real estate agents. We get roughly 350 a year. We receive more 

complaints from the coastal areas, Beaufort, Charleston and Horry counties. That’s 

because there’s a lot more real estate in those areas.”

     The types of complaints have a broad range.

     “It’s just all over the board. I can’t give you a good answer to that. We have people 

who are renting, and people who are buying.”

     When asked what type of complaints there are and what is the most common 

complaint, Farnell said he would have to do some research.

     There are approximately 30,000 licensed real estate agents in South Carolina, 

however some are inactive and do not work every day, he said.

     “We probably get anywhere from 25 to 40 complaints a month,” said Selman. 

     “Some of them are unfounded. We have a process we take it through and try to 

bring some type of immediate resolution. They go through the administrative 

procedures. The final court here is the nine-member commission.”

     “Their ruling can be appealed to the administrative law judge. Then beyond that, it 

can be appealed in circuit court. Rarely do they get appealed beyond the real estate 

commission.”

     If the commission finds a Realtor in violation, action can be taken, and the penalties 

vary with fines available.

     “They by law can fine an individual $500 per violation. They can suspend a license 

or revoke a license,” he said. There can also be probation and education requirements 

ruled.

     The S.C. Real Estate Commission will implement new changes in 1998 which will 

affect local brokers and those across the state, according to Selman. Selman said the 

changes will go into effect Jan. 1.

     “From a regulatory standpoint, we have a revised and updated real estate license 

law that becomes effective Jan 1, 1998, and it has a number of significant additions and 

modifications,” Selman said.

     One set of changes are in a section dedicated to agency relationships in real estate, 

giving a definition of responsibilities for brokers-in-charge. The commission has been 

working on the changes for about three years.

     “We have also redeveloped our agency disclosure form for use on Jan. 1,” he said.

                                              ******************

     As the credits of Stephen King’s “Night Flyer” rolled Nov. 8 during its world 

premiere on HBO, you didn’t see Bob Kemp’s name, but he was a major player in the 

production of this and other motion pictures filmed in Wilmington.

     Kemp began his new job at Myrtle Beach International Airport recently after having 

supervised Wilmington’s airport where many movies were made, including this 

extremely violent horror flick.

     “We had a lot of movie production people,” said Kemp.

     The airport in the movie was called the “Wilmington Airport,” and many scenes 

were filmed there except for the interior shots, many of which contained graphic 

violence. “They filmed where the facility was not being used,” said Kemp. “It was not 

disruptive of our operation.”

     It’s not the only film he helped provide technical assistance on.

     “There were several of them, everything from commercials to major films,” he said. 

“We provided nothing free. They would rent facilities. We’d rent them furniture.”

     During the making of “Jackal,” the remake of the assassin flick, Bruce Willis was at 

the airport, he said. The movie, which also stars Sidney Pontier, Richard Gere and 

Mickey Rourke, was also filmed in South Carolina.

     There were restrictions on the filming of “Night Flyer,” which was the story of a 

mysterious vampire pilot on a killing rampage, followed by a reporter. There were 

beheadings, buckets of fake blood and a lot of neck biting.

     “It always had to be fictional,” Kemp said. “We didn’t particularly like our name 

used on things they filmed at the airport. They changed all the advertising signs. It’s 

very interesting and a kind of unique kind of thing. They are generally fairly flexible.”

     There were portions when 40-60 percent of the terminal was used, sometimes in the 

middle of the night, for filming, according to Kemp.

   “They took our glass out and put in breakaway glass,” he said of one scene. A body 

was thrown out of the window.

     During one production the airport had signs up, representing four major airports, 

including Los Angeles, Albuquerque and Phoenix.

     “We were a mental institution,” he said.

     Kemp saw many stars filming at the airport or just passing through, like Eddie Van 

Halen’s wife, Valerie Bertinelli, Brooke Shields and Andre Agassi, who would fly his 

private jet into see his fiancé.

     Another motion picture filmed in Wilmington aired Sunday night as a Hallmark 

Hall of Fame presentation on CBS with Matthew Modine and James Earl Jones.

                                    ****************************

     Shangri-la: that libertine Epicurean feast of Bacchus - which may have caused George 

Bernard Shaw to say, “I hate performers who debase great works of art; I long for their 

annihilation” - was utopian paradise on Forestbrook Road Labor Day as Robin Leach 

sipped the bubbly, turning somber.

     No annihilation was necessary at a VH-1 Backyard Barbecue With Jon Bon Jovi, a 

curious locale for the emcee Robin Leach to slip into melancholy reminiscence, but it was, 

after all, the day after Americans awakened to learn that Princess Diana had succumbed in 

a tragic traffic accident.

     House of Blues employee Delcie Stitt, 26, had won a contest the music network had 

sponsored in which the prize was a free Labor Day barbecue with the featured performer, 

Jon Bon Jovi. Leach had exited the makeshift backstage area behind a shed and talked to 

me about his first reaction to the dismal news of Diana’s death. We had been at my 

brother’s lake house near Charlotte when we heard the news upon awakening.

     “Tragic, sad, totally unnecessary,” said the British host of “Lifestyles of the Rich & 

Famous.”

     Leach described the paparazzi with a word the dictionary describes as “a graverobber,” 

“an evil spirit or demon in Moslem folklore believed to plunder graves and feed on 

corpses” and “one who delights in the revolting, morbid, or loathsome.” His polysyllabic 

pronunciation of the word was a production of communication which tripped off his lips 

with the graceful, witty and loquacious imagination of a man who had met the princess. 

(“ga’hoo-wee-le-zz” or “ghouls”).

     “She was a wonderful woman,” said Leach. “I’ve met her a number of times.”

     When Leach said, “She was probably this decade’s Mother Teresa,” I thought twice 

about this analogy later, wondering if the comparison was logical, but after the Catholic 

nun passed away a few days later, his words had deeper meaning.

     Leach said that he has many friends who are professional photographers, stressing that 

the paparazzi are in another category all together. Before Leach strode to the stage for a 

sound check, he agreed to a photograph himself.

     Leach wanted to be a journalist at 10, and by 15 he was a reporter for The Harrow 

Observer, and later at 18 was the youngest page one reporter at the Daily Mail. He was 21 

in 1963 when he emigrated to America, finally becoming show business editor of The Star. 

He started his TV career on KABC-TV in Los Angeles and WABC-TV in New York. He 

joined CNN’s “People Tonight” in 1980 and reported for “Entertainment Tonight” its first 

three years.

     It was in 1983 that he began “Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous” on which Diana was 

a guest twice, once shortly before her marriage to Prince Charles and once shortly after 

the marriage.

     Leach was in 1986 on “Fame, Fortune and Romance” for ABC-TV and in 1987 by 

“Runaway with the Rich and Famous,” before 1993’s “Home Video of the Stars.”

“Lifestyles” is watched in more than 30 countries around the world. His series for the 

Food Network “Gourmet Getaways” kicked off in September 1996 with one-hour 

episodes in North Africa, Hawaii, Europe and Asia. He resides in Antigua in the West 

Indies with a home in Connecticut and travels 300 days a year, logging more than 250,000 

miles annually.

     Leach congratulated Stitt on that party at which she had invited all of her friends, 

including her sister Dawn and sister Darcy along with a nephew and other friends from 

Cincinnati, Ohio.

     “All my friends are here,” said Stitt. “At first I couldn’t believe it.” Stitt began to 

receive faxes which gave her much more proof that this concert was going to become an 

international event that Horry County had not experienced since the House of Blues 

opening May 4. Every week there’s a celebrity in town. The other week it was Kreskin 

finding a hidden key at Broadway At The Beach; recently Robert Wagner and Jill St. John 

visited with “Love Letters.”

                                               *****************

     This week I quoted the governor linking the video poker industry and gambling to 

organized crime. The Sons of Italy are mad as  crap at me. It’s been a busy week.

Last week was heck week. Three Mafia stories. Two of them, really three, if you count 

the AFL-CIO boycott of Myrtle Beach story, ran. On Friday Betty, our secretary, 

informed us that we had a new subscriber. The caller had said that they enjoyed our paper 

and needed it. Their firm is an acronym. It had been the FBI.

     Mark, the jokester, had sent me an AP blurb about a prostitution ring being indicted 

out of the Norfolk AP office and the U.S. Attorney up there, and he sent it without an 

identifying telephone number and the tag, “To: Timothy S. Bullard,” “From: FBI.” The 

daily here, The Sun News, ran the story I had printed on Saturday, two days after we 

printed it, and I had the story the previous Thursday. I should have had it earlier, but I had 

had to visit Calabash, the home of the most delicious seafood in the world, to pray. I was 

praying outside a video poker casino near Little River, and from the building the deputy 

coroner had been eating from Hardee’s on the back of the meatwagon with the police, 

state agents and driver. The body of a 22-year-old security guard was being removed, this 

just two weeks from when the S.C. Legislature was to vote on video poker and its future 

in the Palmetto State. I said a little prayer when they brought him out on a stretcher. It 

was sad. A waste of life. Nobody’s been caught yet, and it doesn’t look like they’re going 

to.

     Agents with the S.C. Law Enforcement Division busted 77 establishments statewide 

last week for having push machines, a type of gambling device, including some on the 

Grand Strand.

     “There were three places in Horry County,” said Hugh Munn, SLED spokesman.

The area locations included Wings World.

     “There were a couple of machines there,” said Munn.

     Another location was Hot Spot in Conway with two machines. The other was Fun 

Plaza in Myrtle Beach with 12 machines, Munn said. “They were push machines,” he said. 

“It’s the type where you put money in and it supposedly pushes dimes and quarters and 

pennies out a little hole.”

     Munn said it is “virtually impossible” for a player to win with these games. He was 

right. You watch these poor folks jamming bucks in the machines, like bored car salesmen 

smoking cigarettes outside the showroom. It’s pitifully depressing.

     “It does it like a snowplow effect,” Munn explained. “The elements are chance and 

payoff. There’s no skill involved.”

     Arrests are not being ruled out in the future.

     “We are continuing the investigation,” said Munn.

     There was more than $13,000 in cash seized statewide, he said, with $3,000-$4,000 

seized in Horry County. Other counties in the raid included Aiken, Charleston, Greenville, 

Lexington, Orangeburg, Richland and Spartanburg.                                                         
                                           **********************

     Randy just got married. I just had to separate myself and come home and regroup. It
suddenly hit me today that after today I have no income and no hope for anything. There 

is no reason to have hope, except for the fear of fear itself. I still know that what I did was 

right. Right for all time, and not for just last week. I feel no pride, only pain...tomorrow 

may be another day, but you’d better keep your chin in the air. In Randy’s gift bag, a 

plastic grocery style bag given to him at the Probate Judge’s Office, there were several 

different complimentary type of gifts, including underarm deodorant, test soap, trial 

conditioner, a sample of shampoo, and the real topper, a roll of individually clear plastic 

wrapped one roll Charmin bathroom tissue paper, not to be sold in stores. I think it may 

have been a personal joke between my friend and the probate judge, since my friends said 

he whipped the other guy’s ass in a bar filth, but I got the distinct impression they give 

these quaint treasures to the newly married in hopes it sill make their departure into 

personalized living a little more bearable and less sufferable in terms of economic slavery. I 

howled at the roll. There was also a pamphlet from the S.C. Department of Environmental 

Health and Control on the way to keep a perfect marriage, including the part about seeing 

a preacher.

     It doesn’t take much for me to get in trouble on the job.

     Mark, my first editor at The Appalachian and the first editor to fire me, had moved in 

Savannah, Ga. to a new address but he was still a reporter with the Savannah Morning 

News. Unfortunately, I did not know that his domicile was not the same one for which I 

had an address. 

     So I got wild and wrote a hilariously crazy letter to him, talking poorly about my 

editor, and the stamp I used was of a large sea shell which resembled female genitalia. 

Around the most revealing similarity I penciled in pubic hair and wrote, “Got some of this 

last night!” on the envelope.

     Well, Editor John H. Meyer pulled me in the office and cussed me out for using 

company stationary after a secretary or some nosy numbskull opened it up and read 

everything I had written Mark. It was the ultimate editing glitch.

     “The New York Times Regional Newspaper Group, Date Sent 01/02/88, Timothy 

Bullard, News Department, Copy Desk Editor job title, date started present job 11/3/87.”

“Appraisals of performance are not new in the news department at NYTRENG. They have 

been done on an informal basis for many years. This is now an attempt to let you, the copy 

editor, know exactly how the editor you report to views the various aspects of your work. 

We will do this on at least an annual basis and we will do it in writing, so that you can 

consider it and, if you wish, write your own response to the editor’s evaluation.

We hope in this way that both you and your editor will obtain a clearer idea of what you 

strengths and weaknesses as a reporter are and thereby identify the areas where 

improvement might be possible. It should also give both parties the opportunity to clarify 

what is expected of a copy editor at NYTRENG and how performance is evaluated.” 

Blah, blah, blah.

       They say they’re looking for accuracy, lucid, grammatical and intelligent editing, 

work under deadline pressure, news sense, quantity, initiative and perseverance, and desk 

techniques with ratings of 5. one of the best, 4. Superior, 3. Good, 2. Needs some 

improvement, 1. Needs considerable improvement.

     For accuracy I got a durned 2, for lucid, grammatical and intelligent editing there was a 

2 and for work under deadline pressure with 1s for desk techniques and news sense. For 

quantity, there was a 3.

     The Overall Current Performance page was checked at number 2, “generally OK, but 

needs some improvement, although work is usually good, areas exist where improvement 

is needed. Everyone abhors evaluations. The boss takes you in a room. The whole 

workplace is talking about you. You never get complimented in a journalism evaluation. 

They don’t teach that  crap in J-school, but of course I skipped J-school.

     Editor’s Comments, “See attached sheet.”

     On second thought, maybe you’d better not look at the attached sheet.

     “Tim has quite a few attributes, but after 90 days here I’m not sure he’s cut out to 

adequately do the high-quality work required of copy editors. His good points: he works 

hard at reading copy; is punctual, even early some days, reads copy quickly, though he 

doesn’t catch all the mistakes at his speed. He tries extremely hard to please and works 

well with others on the desk and in other departments. Of the few headlines he has 

written, about half have been very good; the other half missed the essence of the story and 

have had to be rewritten. His faults: Tim doesn’t seem to have a news sense -- of what’s 

important in the overall scheme of world and national events. A bizarre death, for 

example, in Ohio may be interesting to talk about on the desk, but in this newspaper is 

played within the scheme of proportion and context of a serious newspaper. (It was a 

romantic story, and I had only made a passing joking comment about it. Black humor 

keeps a newsroom alive. Much ado about nothing.) What is perhaps front page, railroad 

type in the National  Enquirer might be a three-paragraph brief in the Morning Star, or 

given the flow of the news, be omitted altogether. Tim seems to have problems in 

understanding news judgment; he repeatedly suggested on one occasion that such a story 

should have been published and that he would have proposed it for page 1A.

     The frigginging story he was talking about was an Associated Press piece, short, about a 

couple who had been making love in a car and were found later with one or both of them 

dead from a cocaine overdose. It had a lot of panache. It’s my kind of story. It’s your kind 

of story. I was just kidding, Gene. It was a joke. It was said in jest, humor you know.

     Tim had some editing problems when he first started: end-cutting copy in which an 

end-cut eliminated the premise of the lead; we discussed this and he has gotten better.

Unique errors: A credit line for a NYT story by one writer appeared mysteriously at the 

end of another NYT story. Tim was unsure how this happened, yet he quickly fixed it 

when he saw it in print. Not questioning a cutline which incorrectly identified one of our 

presidents as John Garfield.

     He also does not seem to grasp. Procedures: there are set ways we do things here. 

There are also set ways I want things done.

     1. Letting me check layouts, heads before sending out. I have at least twice had to 

retrieve pages and show Tim what was wrong with them and make him fix before they 

could be published.

     2. Letting someone else read copy in N1 so it doesn’t go out with only one read and 

increase the change of error. (This is embarrassing. I can’t even stand to read it again. I’m 

turning red.)

     3. Following a budget that another has worked hard at compiling, when Tim was 

attempting to lay out a recent business page, he seemed to ignore the budget and was 

about to put in stories of his choosing. I had to step in and make sure our business editor’s 

guidelines were followed.

     4. Using our library. Earlier this month, after more than two months here, Tim was 

pulling files from cabinets and then leaving them on the copy desk. He also was defacing 

photos. He is working on correcting this problem. (The friggin’ librarian was a tattler, but 

I’ve still got the overpriced Editor & Publisher newspaper guide she gave me.)

     5. Filling in computer headers for accountability of typeset copy. Despite repeated 

explanations of our procedure for tagging copy with date, edition, page number, length 

instructions, etc., he is still sending stories on with incomplete or inaccurate headers.

Or understand policy: The first thing the desk staff does when checking a paper off the 

press is to make sure pages, columns, jumps are where we say they are on 1A. The 

designated late man does the same for the 2nd edition: Recently, when a story swapped 

between editions, the 1st edition jump page stayed in for part of the 2nd run. Tim should 

have caught this; he didn’t and really couldn’t tell me why when I asked him the next day.

     Tim, after 3 months, does not seem to understood (sp.) our layout style: How and 

when to use redeouts, modular design, packaging of related stories/photos. On a story 

about a Vegas consumer show “New gizmos shock electronics market.” Yet that story 

had a 6-line, 2-column redeout, way too deep. (I have told Tim on several occasions that 3 

lines should be the maximum.) A related story about the consumer show was the last item 

in the biz briefs on same page, when it obviously needed to be packaged with lead story.

     The following week’s business page had a 1-column redeout in a 1-column story, 

forcing the reader to jump over it in order to read the story. This is another taboo, one I 

had told Tim not to do.

     I have given Tim feedback on pages he has designed, only to see the same mistake 

repeated. Tim’s overall performance in this 90 days has been mixed at best and I don’t 

feel, given the level of experience he has, that he is qualified for this job.

     In order to confirm this appraisal, we are extending Tim’s probation period for 30 days 

after the normal 90-day probation and reevaluating him then. After the month, it was over.

                                                *******************

     TO: mark, nov 1.

halloween was better than last year’s bloodbath miscarriage....

one kid fell on wet steps, cried....so i chunked out morton’s salt...one guy was running around in my front yard with blue smoke chortling out of his chainsaw....gave out 50 papers....they were in the street today.. a lot of black kids...ran out of candy, musta been 150...just got back from dick gephardt...boss was there, so i scooted to pet parade.....and on to bible session on luke for miscellany.

Subj:
 Re: been fired before

Date:
97-12-11 01:02:18 EST

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark Kreuzwieser)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (Bulltim)

threw fat soaked in gasoline on the hibachi today.

walked in and asked two male reporters who wanted to cover cops?

both said nah not me. nope. ain’t gonna do it.

this did not go over well with me. i already was limping from earlier

ass-kickin’, you understand.

i argued with them for a while, and then assigned it to the smartest-ass of

the two. then, i said oh, never mind. i’ll get someone else to cover cops,

like i was being a pretty nice guy, or “dude” as these wise kids like to say.

the reporter replied: “it never was minded.”

i said, “what?” got up and went over, got in his face, and asked him what he

meant.

he repeated it with a smirk you’d just love to slap off his ass-licking face.

so, i sez, now bleeding profusely with a two inch thick pool of blood

puddling around me, “you and me are gonna meet with the editor.”

to which he replied, “snort, heh, heh.”

jesus.

thank God, i had a previous appointment with the psychiatrist and

psychologist later in the afternoon.

feel shaky with eye twitching still but ok.

never did meet with the editor; wrote him a note and all he said was “why’d

you take the assignment back?”

durn, it’s like the guy wasn’t gonna do it anyway!

am i boring ya?

all in a day’s fun and frolic.

barracudas attack jewelry.

zzzzzzzzzzzz zzzzzzzzzzzzz this is garbage. please ignore this notice.

Bulltim wrote:

> at work...fixing to take the paper to florence morning piece of  crap....

> gay pride thing still strong....

> what’s it like at work...you better start looking....get a lawyer

     I’m thinking about signing up for Showtime in August to catch “Lolita,” dropping 

HBO. South Carolina wants to market itself to the motion picture industry, but if it means 

a sententious movie like “Lolita,” the state is not interested, the new director of the S.C. 

Department of Parks, Recreation and Tourism said in Myrtle Beach Monday.

     What would Vladimir Nabokov think on this adaptation of his 1955 novel?

     Buddy Jennings, the new director of the agency, which oversees the S.C. Film Office, 

made the statement after a meeting of the Myrtle Beach Rotary Club at which he spoke on 

tourism. After his speech, he was asked in an interview about “Lolita.”

     “Lolita,” starring Oscar winner Jeremy Irons and newcomer Dominque Swain, was 

filmed in Wilmington and here in Little River, the last motion picture to be shot on 

location in Horry County. The film, directed by Adrian Lyne, found it hard to find a 

distributor. It was shown abroad. Jennings took over his new post in June. He was not 

familiar with the project, but Jennings knows what the state wants when it comes to 

attracting Hollywood here.

     The motion picture meant money for the Little River area’s economy, which 

contributes to the growth in S.C. filmmaking.

     However, the movie contains subject matter which made it hard to market in the 

United States, including sexual relations between an adult and a minor.

     “It’s not the type of movie that we try to attract,” said Jennings. Jennings spoke about 

the growth to the Rotarians, saying that in 1996 there was $21 million generated from 79 

projects in the Palmetto State through films.

     Jennings sees the film industry here growing with made-for-television movies and 

commercials, but he said it is hard to attract movies which need a major studio.

     “The Film Office is doing real well,” Jennings said.

     Stanley Kubrick’s version wasn’t as controversial, and it wasn’t because erudite James 

Mason was in the role of  Humbert Humbert. Remember how Shelley Winters looked in 

1962? Sue Lyon was 15 then in the leading role. Is that too young? Ask your 

neighborhood DSS case worker.

Subj:
 blue suede shoes

Date:
98-01-21 08:29:56 EST

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark Kreuzwieser)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (tim bullard)

anybody down thar you can interview for a story about carl perkins?

that’d sell.

work this coming weekend, so get tomorrow or friday off. probably friday.

we’re fixing to go to pc-based quark and some program like baseview’s

newsediting. ‘apt’ should be nice. and then i’ll be on an even playing field with these

other editor galoots. 25 degrees this morning.

hope car starts.

Subj:
Re: blue suede shoes

Date:
98-01-21 20:38:13 EST

From:
Bulltim

To:
markk@onslowonline.net

i just got a reply from spy magazine...editor wants to see the whorehouse story.....do you think they pay good? i can’t find them in my writer’s market book guide.....take a guess...ballpark.....

country music mag is buying t.g. sheppard piece on elvis.

just got back from pinopolis.....city council retreat...gov. made state of the state address...and when he said the word “prostitution,” everyone applauded. they must have had a flashing sign up.....i applauded 2

Subj:
 Re: rock the shepperd

Date:
98-01-23 01:48:19 EST

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark Kreuzwieser)

To:
Bulltim@AOL.COM (Bulltim)

sorry. off now. but it’s 2 a.m. sleepin’ in, out of the rain. on phone with

bobbie, cheryl from savannah, and with bobbie again, and then online two or three

times.

glad it’s a local call.

call today, friday; i’ll be home all day.

or online.

Bulltim wrote:

> i just tried to call you...i reckon you’re on your only

> line.....nervous....just watched unsettling movie about a real english kid who

> poisoned a bunch of people and was released only to poison more.....

> then i saw that the whorehouse owner’s son or partner is online on aol

> now......i need to talk to you.... get the hell off there....in about 10 min

     T.G. Sheppard performed at the Official All-Star Cafe last week to celebrate his new 

album and the birthday of a king he knew way back when - Elvis Presley.

     Celebrating his 33rd album, T.G. Sheppard sang his heart out on the birthday of Elvis 

Presley Jan. 15 as fans and visitors ate breakfast at the Official All-Star Cafe.

     The lush, rich baritone voice of Tab Allen, morning radio personality, echoed 

throughout the restaurant as Sheppard answered questions to Allen and co-host Michale 

Jeffries.

     The country music artist knew Presley.

     “He was a very great friend,” he said. “He was one of the greatest, loving people that 

I have ever known in my entire life.”

     “T.G. Sheppard, ladies and gentlemen, it’s an honor to have you here in Myrtle 

Beach,” Allen said as the audience applauded. Y-103 FM and Beach 99.5 Manager Kevin 

O’Neal was the man responsible for snagging the star.

     “I was real fortunate a while back to program WSM AM and FM in Nashville for 

about four years. During that period of time, of course, we were the station with the 

Grand Old Opry and TNN. I had an opportunity to work with T.G. and struck up a 

friendship. I just said hey, you’ve got a new album. Let’s kick it off in Myrtle Beach, and 

he said, hey let’s go. It’s called ‘Nothing On But The Radio. The broadcast this morning is 

being carried coast-to-coast by about 70 radio stations. It’s a pretty big thing for the 

All-Star Cafe. It’s a real great deal for Y-103, and we figure it’s a great kickoff for T.G. 

Sheppard to kick off his new CD.”

     There will be more concerts in the future, O’Neal confirmed.

     “No question about that,” he said. “This is something that we wanted to work out the 

concept. We’ve got a partnership with the All-Star Cafe here and Planet Hollywood. 

There will be more, no doubt about that.”

     In an interview during a commercial break, Sheppard  pulled back his earphones to 

chat.

     There is no Tim Richmond section at NASCAR Cafe, but that’s just as well. Sheppard 

knew flamboyant Richmond, who won the Southern 500 in Darlington in his Chevrolet in 

1986.

     “I’m quite a fan of NASCAR,” said Sheppard. “I had my own NASCAR team for 

seven years. I had the Folger’s race team, and Tim Richmond was my driver before he 

passed away. Then I had Mark Martin for three years. I will eventually probably get back 

into NASCAR in a couple of years.”

     “The show is an energy in which you’re able to talk about things inside, deep inside, 

things that you want people to know about you. It’s almost like purging yourself. It’s 

almost like going to a shrink. I never have been to one. But you kind of feel good when 

you get through. You get a chance to talk about things in your life that kind of get out of 

you.

     “Today is one of those days where I’m able to talk about Elvis as my friend and talk 

about stories I haven’t told before. Every performer needs to keep in mind, when you sing, 

the platform you have in radio is not just the music. You get a chance to really share with 

people. That’s something that I didn’t do the first time around. I guess I was trying to be 

too cool or whatever. I’ve mellowed and matured. My wife calls it ‘manured.’ I think 

when you get older you really appreciate the platform of great radio because it gives you a 

great platform to talk about your life.”

     “I think one of the greatest Elvis stories was, it was a Christmas many years ago, and 

we were all at Graceland, and Elvis wouldn’t fly at that time. He would always ride the 

bus or train. He wanted to surprise his family and come home for Christmas. They had just 

hired this new guy at the gate at Graceland. He kind of looked like Jim Varney, you know, 

‘You know what I mean, Vern?’ He had that ball cap.”

     Elvis pulled up to the gate in a rental car, according to Sheppard.

     “He didn’t have the gate open. This kid said, ‘You can’t come in.’ Elvis stuck his head 

out the window and said, ‘Don’t you know who I am?’ The kid said, ‘Don’t you know 

how many times a day I get that?’

     “Elvis said, ‘You open the gate or you’ll regret it.’ The kid said, ‘You can’t come in, 

buddy. Elvis ain’t home yet.’ Elvis backed the car up across Elvis Presley Boulevard, 

floorboarded a brand new Lincoln through the gate, and that was it. Total destruction. 

Needless to say, the kid was out of work in five minutes.”

     Do you think that’s funny? “Kissin’ Cousins” turned me on when I was young, the 

Daisy Dukes, barefoot in the straw. I went to every Elvis movie at the Gibson Theatre in 

Laurinburg. Sheppard had another one.

     “I remember the first day that Elvis had just ordered a brand new Stutz Bearcat, an 

$80,000 or $90,000 car at the time. This kid brought it out on a transport. These people 

were so excited about Elvis and everything. They had the tarp on the car on top of the car 

hauler. The kid was so nervous because Elvis was standing there, waiting for the car to be 

backed off, he missed the ramp and turned the $90,000 car over on its top, totaled it.

     “The kid was so scared and so upset. Elvis said, ‘Don’t worry about it. You’re not 

going to lose your job over this. You go back and tell them that I love this one so much, 

to send me a white one and make them pay you commission on it.’ That car, right now, is 

at Graceland. They restored it.”

     Sheppard is excited about the country music industry.

     “The industry today I think is searching for something a little bit different. I think 

country music needs an identity again, artist with song as opposed just being song-driven. 

It always will be. You have to have hit songs. But the artist of the 80s, you always could 

identify the artist.

     “I think there’s going to be an identity to come back in. Like when you hear George 

Strait, you know it’s George Strait. When you hear Garth Brooks, you know it’s Garth 

Brooks. A lot of songs are starting to sound a lot the same. That’s why we’ve come back 

at this time after 10 years because we felt like we could mix it up a little bit and give it a 

different twist.”

     Sheppard’s hits include “Everything I Do (I Do It For You),” “Last Cheater’s Waltz,” 

“Devil in the Bottle,” “War Is Hell (On the Homefront Too),” “I Loved ‘Em Every One,” 

“Do You Wanna Go To Heaven?,” “Only One You,” “Party Time,” “Slow Burn,” “I’ll Be 

Coming Back For More,” “Make My Day” and “Mister D.J.”

     Driving to the Myrtle Beach City Council’s idiotic retreat two hours away in a 

government van was a pain in the ass, but once I got there, it was right into the serious 

business of state. Some goofball was going over their psychological rankings, judging 

squares, triangles and stuff they had selected. It was like watching Dionne Warwick on 

“The Psychic Network,” interviewing the Joint Chiefs of Staff. Driving back I ordered the 

fireman driver to stop the vehicle at once in downtown Andrews where Mrs. Rock, Chris 

Rock’s mom, had told me about Reynolds Drugstore. It was a quick snapshot.

“Come to bed! Come to bed!” It’s 2 a.m., and I just finished this one.

     This is Wampee Plantation located off Lake Moultrie. Many city and county councils 

hold retreats here, and there are tales of ghosts that allegedly haunt the grounds near 

Pinopolis.

     Burning corpses. A church burned down three times. Some claim there are spooks at 

Wampee Plantation.

     Digging up Indian graves for the Carolina Bays Parkway might not provoke phantoms 

from a “Johnny Quest” episode, but the practice years ago at the site of the Myrtle Beach 

City Council’s recent retreat may have disturbed some spiritual souls.

     A local church burned up three times.

     After midnight cloaks the dark shore of Lake Moultrie, members of the Myrtle Beach 

City Council are fast asleep at the old Wampee Plantation where rumors of ghosts have 

haunted this gothic Southern mansion over the years.

     A female employee of the kitchen staff at the conference hall said that she has heard 

noises that could not be explained. As a hydroelectric plant across the water belches white, 

steamy puffs of smoke into the azure sky as a carpet of foam floats atop the water.

     According to the News and Courier of Charleston Sunday, Dec. 15, 1935, Wampee in 

Berkeley County was the seat of a Baptist colony in 1700, and a number of Indian mounds 

were found on Santee Valley Plantation one mile from Pinopolis.

     This is the location where city councils, the Horry County Council and other group go 

to brainstorm, secluded in a setting which takes one back in time to the days of wispy 

trees, its construction after 1822 as the third dwelling and a 1696 John Stewart proprietary 

grant of a 804-acre lot on the west side of Biggin Swamp.

     Portions became Somerset and Somerton Plantations.

     The Rev. William Screven, a Baptist minister, arrived in 1696 with others from Kittery, 

Maine, and two years later he received a deed from Stewart for the grant. In 1700 he got 

another grant for 300 acres at Wampee, adjoining the other grant.

     Screven settled at Sommerton Plantation, but the Baptist were not welcomed by the 

French Huguenots, so he sold out to Rene Ravenel, a devout Hugenot.

     “There are a number of Indian Mounds at Wampee. Excavations were made into 

several by members of the Charleston Museum, a few years ago. In one of the mounds, 

the remains of an Indian, sitting in a crouching position, were unearthed.”

     The plantation house is small. A violent cyclone struck the community and passed over 

the home under construction, and the wind’s force reportedly broke off all framing near 

the sills. In Colonial days Congaree Road was an important commerce artery.

     In 1755 Biggin Episcopal Church, completed in 1712, burned, and after the General 

Assembly approved rebuilding, it was burned in 1781 by British troops under Col. Coates. 

     It was rebuilt but in 1886 it was destroyed and has never been rebuilt.

     Wampee may have been an Indian tuber of the arrowleaf (Sagittaria) or a type of water 

hyacinth (Ponederia cordata), or pickerelweed, which has a blue flower and can be found 

growing in low marshy areas like the headwaters of Fanny Branch.

     The name was said to mean “wild rice” or chickweed eaten by birds indigenous to 

tribal hunting grounds.

     Middle St. John’s diary (Miss Charlotte St. J. Ravenel of Pooshee Plantation) 

Saturday, Feb. 25, 1865: “The Negroes have most terrifying stories this morning; the 

enemy have marched through Pinopolis and were yelling at Wampee last night, others said 

they heard great whoop noise and yelling as if someone was driving a hundred head of 

cattle.”

     Two “tumuli,” or clusters of Indian burial mounds, were found at Wampee and Ophir 

Plantations.

     One theory was that the Indians were descendants of the Lost Tribe of Israel or that 

they drifted here from other countries with 55 dialects.

     Children played ceremonial games and dances of the buffalo, the crow, the same and 

the ghost with a night chant. At one time there was a scalp dance. It is thought the Indians 

and the white fought. On the western fringe of Fanny Branch there were mounds with 

charred bones, arrowheads and broken pottery. Corpses were cremated for those who 

died in battle.

     Was this ghost story that of the reincarnation of a young squaw who followed her mate 

into battle and was killed?

     “The ghost appears upon the front steps of the Wampee building, clad, not in the 

yellow skin of the fawn, but in a more ethereal garb, a flowing robe resembling blue silk 

chiffon with Cinderella-like slippers on her feet and a complexion as exquisite and delicate 

as a blush of early dawn upon the morning dew; it makes its usual visits to all the rooms of 

the house and to the surrounding premises; then the ghost vanishes as mysteriously as it 

appeared.”

     “Old Sandy,” a caretaker and servant, was walking the ground once and noticed on the 

front piazza, about 12 feet high, “two white objects moving back and forth.” There were 

no heads but “a peculiar rattle of feet.” They were calves.

     Sandy Gibson, the current caretaker, said, “It’s a very friendly ghost.”

     Once he walked down the stairs after turning the lights off downstairs and found they 

were back on. “Santee Cooper’s rates are so low, I decided to leave them on,” he said 

with a chuckle.

     “The guard who patrols at night saw a lady standing upstairs,” said Gibson.

     A guest once found a tie he had placed on the other bed on his bed the next morning.

     “Things move around,” said Gibson.

     Council members smiled when asked whether or not they believe in ghosts.

     “I’m not scared of ghosts. I’m scared of friendly ghosts,” said council member Crain 

Woods. Other council members smiled when asked about the rumors. A towel in one 

bathroom was moved to another bathroom once, according to Gibson.

                                       ****************************

     Burroughs & Chapin, the largest developer and landowner in Myrtle Beach, is trying to 

convince its properties not to participate with Pride 98, a gay pride march and festival 

April 30-May 3 in Myrtle Beach with 10,000 people expected by gay leaders. I probably 

should have stayed out of the fray, but I felt sorry for the gays. After it was all over with, I 

felt like calling them queers again.

     Before a press conference was held at Official All-Star Cafe for the 9th Annual S.C. 

Gay and Lesbian Pride March and Festival Tuesday morning, ripples of opposition were 

already being felt with Official All-Star Cafe holding off on a commitment to being a 

registration and welcome spot.

     Pride 98 is the official state march and festival of the S.C. Gay and Lesbian Pride 

Movement. They were quite adept at public relations, proving it by waiting until shortly 

before the press conference before announcing it.

     Nancy Reynolds, public relations director for Burroughs & Chapin Co. Inc., defended 

the company’s efforts to convince its properties not to sponsor the events. Nancy’s left 

now; B&C stole the city’s public relations veteran last week, a major coup of information 

transferal.

     “They have every right to have their march,” said Reynolds. “It’s just not an event that 

Burroughs & Chapin chooses to support. There’s a lot of different groups that come into 

Myrtle Beach. We don’t have a heterosexual march or heterosexual day. We don’t have a 

Protestant Day or Protestant March. We’re certainly not discriminating. We certainly 

welcome persons from all walks of life to our properties.”

     “I find that tragic,” said Harriet Hancock, a Columbia attorney who spoke at the press 

conference. She has a gay son and founded the Columbia chapter of Parents and Friends 

of Lesbians and Gays in 1982. She does pro bono work for persons with HIV and AIDS.

Hancock called the efforts of people and businesses like Burroughs & Chapin 

“uneducated” and said they suffer from homophobia.

     “They do not choose to be gay. They are not child molesters. They are an important 

part of their communities. They have to live in the closet because they fear if their sexual 

orientation becomes known, they would lose their jobs. A lot of times people do not want 

to come out.”

     Hard Rock Cafe, however, is sticking by its promise to be the location for a silent 

auction fundraiser for local charities the night of Friday, May 1 with hopes of an outdoor 

concert.

     Nightclubs Metropolis by the Sea, Time Out! and Illusions Nightlife are some of the 

sponsoring businesses.

     On Feb. 27 a Mardi Gras fundraiser is planned with live entertainment at 2001 

Nightclub with in-kind donations made by Official All-Star Cafe, House of Blues, Hard 

Rock Cafe, Charleston Bed & Breakfast, restaurants, hotels and entertainment venues.

There are social and sporting events planned. The Patricia Grand Hotel was cited as the 

host hotel. Organizers said House of Blues in Barefoot Landing will be the site for a VIP 

Social and headliner concert by a national artist Thursday, April 30.

     A rally is set for Saturday, May 2 downtown in a street festival atmosphere that will 

include national, state and local speakers, and workshops will be sponsored by the Human 

Rights Campaign, Victory Fund, the Metropolitan Community Church and other groups 

with entertainment and 100 vending spaces.

     The group will march for a mile through the Pavilion area and downtown with groups 

representing S.C. cities, other states and a variety of organizations and religions. 

Organizers hinted at an “international” entertainer for a Saturday night outdoor concert. 

The festival will close Sunday with a catered picnic at Myrtle Beach State Park with local 

entertainers and a beachfront interfaith worship service.

     In September 1989 about 50 people from Columbia and across the state organized the 

movement with a rally and march in Columbia. The group has grown, forming the 

Carolina Rainbow Family Coalition, establishing a community center in Columbia.

     The first seven marches were in Columbia, and in 1997 the march was held in 

Greenville.

     “Members of the Myrtle Beach gay community readily accepted the opportunity, 

viewing it as a stepping stone in their long-range plans to create an annual festival in 

     Myrtle Beach similar to Disney World’s Gays Days in Orlando, a news release 

reported. The Local Pride Committee chairs are Linda Robertson and Patrick Evans. This 

was not Eisnerville. Patrick, a Catholic, was HIV positive, and was very nice to me 

throughout my coverage.

     Pride celebrations began to commemorate the Stonewall riots in New York in 1969, 

and 10,000 attended the 1996 N.C. rally in Winston-Salem. The 1996 S.C. march drew 

6,000, and the Greenville event drew about 4,000.

     Organizers are looking at Charleston for its next march.

     Speakers included Tony Snell, co-chair of the S.C. Gay and Lesbian Pride Movement, 

Columbia attorney Harriet Hancock, who has a gay son, and local Pride Committee chairs 

Linda Robertson and Patrick Evans. Evans has lived in Myrtle Beach for 15 years and is a 

former consultant to the hotel and restaurant industry. I would see Patrick later at many 

events, and I would have to apologize to him for crying at the events, which included an 

emotional AIDS memorial church service. He started an AIDS outreach ministry at St. 

Michael Catholic Church in Garden City.

     “Hate is not a family value,” said Evans. “Homosexuals have families too.”

     Evans said homosexuals should not be judged on a “narrow interpretation of certain 

passages in the Bible.”

     Evans pointed to positive trends of acceptance in religion, citing a pastoral message 

from the National Conference of Catholic Bishops “Always Our Children,” the Episcopal 

Church’s stand, the Evangelical Lutheran Church, the United Presbyterian Church and the 

United Church of Christ.

     Robertson is founder of Pro Rights for Individuals Demanding Equality (Pride Inc.). 

She is also a member of the board of directors for Metropolitan Community Church.

     “Last year we took it on the road to show the state who we are,” said Snell. “We get 

phone calls from all over the state. We hope to grow. Voter registration is important to us. 

A lot of money is spent here by gays and lesbians.”

     Homosexuals have more money to spend since there are usually no children, he said.

     “We’re not coming down here just to talk politics and protest. It’s more than that,” 

said Snell.

     “Being gay is not a choice,” said Stevie Wyatt, 26, of Myrtle Beach, who works at 

Metropolis by the Sea. “Gay people are everyday people. We’re your sisters, your 

brothers, your daughters, your sons, your co-workers.”

     City Council candidate Sharon Brown, who lost, supported Mayor-elect Mark 

McBride, even though they disagree on issues like homosexuality. Brown is a transsexual 

and the performer of a Whitney Houston act at Metropolis by the Sea.

     Brown is a friend of Lady Chablis, the Savannah drag queen who is riding the crest of 

Clint Eastwood’s film version of the novel “Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil.” 

The other day I was taking photos of a gingerbread village at the Pavilion parking lot, and 

I noticed Metropolis, a former theater where I saw “Night of the Living Dead” one 

Halloween, and on the building was a marquee showing the Lady who was to visit 

Halloween.

     McBride said in a mayoral debate that he opposed homosexuality as a separate 

litigation area of discrimination.

     My third return to POINT, after a feature on artist Howard Finster and one on the new 

museum partially funded by Burroughs & Chapin Co. Inc., was a take-off of the novel 

which made Savannah a tourism nightmare. I got more positive comments and negative 

ones from more people than any other story I had done in two years. And the ones who I 

thought would hate it, loved it; and the people who I thought would love it, hated it. It 

was heavily edited, and much of this never made it, and some was never written by me. 

That’s why I can’t write for them ever again. Plus I think the newsmonthly has gone 

under. After it was written, my boss at The Myrtle Beach Herald, publisher and founder 

Deborah Boggs Johnson, got blazing mad at me and almost fired me. From then on I’d fax 

the Price ‘98 press releases to Burroughs & Chapin as soon as I’d get them because I felt 

sorry for them for a brief period. This is the unedited version.

MIDNIGHT IN THE GARDEN OF BURROUGHS & CHAPIN

By Tim Bullard

If I am no longer disturbed myself, I will deal 

less with disturbed people, but I don’t regret 

having concerned myself with them because I 

think most of us are disturbed.

Tennessee Williams on the psychological condition of his characters, N.Y. Herald-Tribune, Jan. 5, 1958

MYRTLE BEACH - Sipping a drink, an older aristocrat raises his voice to thunder over 

the din of chattering voices, clinking glasses and rank perfume inside Collector’s Cafe art 

restaurant at the winner’s mayoral party Nov. 18 around 10 p.m. He’s telling a racist joke. 

I laugh - at him - and exit into the night. It’s approaching 12 o’clock, and as the homeless 

scatter for bushes, it’s midnight in the Garden of Burroughs & Chapin.

     Everybody’s sporting a sticker at the party: “Another Dishwasher For Mark.”

     Former University of South Carolina student Mark McBride (R), a city council 

member, just edged out Mayor Bob Grissom (D) by 42 votes, so this party is more lively 

than the losing camp’s vigil at St. John’s Inn on Ocean Boulevard.

     McBride’s 33, the youngest mayor to Grissom’s 76. His last day on the job will be Jan. 

6. Why was this military veteran ousted?

     Atlantic Beach’s annual festival, a black biker Memorial Day Weekend, which follows 

Harley Davidson’s Biker Festival, last year provoked already perturbed business owners 

and homeowners after  the incident that really incited residents - when a couple allegedly 

attracted a crowd on the Boulevard while making love in a chair. The Bike Task Force, 

comprised of the police chief, Atlantic Beach officials and Harley weekend 

representatives, had failed. The city is mired over Black Biker Weekend, and McBride 

suggested bringing out the National Guard as a last resort next time.

     Voters remembered this and the failed TPI theme park, which allegedly bilked 

investors out of savings, forced the city to build infrastructure additions and left critics 

wondering if the area was satiated with entertainment venues.

A CAPITAL “B”

     Rewind: A promoter was trying to land a gig at Doug Shaw Stadium before the 

council, and I asked members to repeat the name of the band, faking deafness. “The 

Butthole Surfers.” Surreal levity. The request was denied to shield residents from loud 

music July 4th. (Fireworks from the annual July 4th display there last summer caught a 

school roof aflame.) “That’s with a capital ‘B,’” said council member John Maxwell, a 

motel owner, with a grin. John supported a monorail system, which never caught on. John 

was the only candidate I saw at CareTeam’s AIDSWalk. Tonight, election night, there 

was a grim look on his face as he quickly left the Law Enforcement election central 

headquarters, kissing eight years goodbye of faithful service to his run-off victor Chuck 

Martino, the Rotary Club’s Citizen of the Year. The low point of the runoffs was when 

Martino reported death threats, 17 calls in four days from males and females. A 

xenophobic rumor spread around the office was spread around town, incorrectly 

identifying him as an Italian man who fatally shot a woman years back. The publisher 

wrote that he was an unfriendly person, and he later one and became a great council 

member.

     “I’m disappointed,” said Maxwell after the final totals were announced. “But I’ve had a 

great eight years. It’s a time for somebody else to step up to the plate.”

PANTS ON FIRE

     In a WPDE-TV 15 debate McBride claimed City Manager Tom Leath had lied to him 

on occasions. Grissom said a major crime problem was prostitution. Prostitution is a 

problem in Marlboro County, S.C. Last year here I thanked Gov. David Beasley for 

turning my stories on Trucker’s Motel, a Marlboro County bordello, over to the S.C. 

State Law Enforcement Division, which has popped Darlington County’s Shady Pines 

twice and Trucker’s Motel twice, netting the arrest there of an ex-mayor of McColl. 

Trucker’s Motel is still open. Aside, Beasley told me, “I’m surprised nobody has taken a 

shot at me.”

     “I know what you mean,” I replied. Prostitution is just as open here in Myrtle Beach 

with escort services and an influx of strip joints and XXX shops.

      Crime - The ectoplasm of a female murder victim, a bookkeeper for a video poker 

joint, still haunts downtown where she was found murdered, and the Myrtle Beach Police 

have been traveling to Pennsylvania to solve the open case.

      Bottomfeeding became an Olympic sport in the mayoral election as one political ad 

featured caricatures of Burroughs & Chapin Co. Inc. CEO and President Doug Wendel as 

a cartoon puppeteer, a godfather fingering the strings of marionette Grissom. “Vile and 

despicable,” B&C called the cartoon. Bob’s ad described McBride’s job experience, 

saying he washed dishes at a local restaurant.

     1859: F.G. Burroughs, a Martin County, N.C. native, becomes partner with B.J. 

Singleton of Conway in operating a general store and manufacturing naval stores; 1869: 

F.G. in 1870 becomes partner with B.G. Collins, incorporating as Burroughs & Collins in 

1895; 1901: Seaside Inn first beach hotel built by Burroughs & Collins Co. ($2 a room per 

day); 1904: The new Burroughs School is built, founded by F.B. Burroughs in 1876; 

1912: Simeon B. Chapin, a N.Y. stockbroker, joined the Burroughs with the incorporation 

of Myrtle Beach Farms; 1914: “New Town” is named Myrtle Beach by the widow of F.G. 

Burroughs (Miss Adline Cooper Burroughs); 1934: Myrtle Beach State Park founded on 

350 acres donated by Myrtle Beach Farms; 1938: Myrtle Beach is incorporated (Myrtle 

Beach Farms had provided trash collection and mail delivery); 1942: The Pavilion opens 

through MBF; 1949 Chapin Foundation builds library; 1990: MBF joins with Burroughs & 

Collins Co. to form B&C; 1995: Broadway at the Beach opens.

     “THE GOOD”: Jerry Garcia’s guitar is at Hard Rock Cafe, cornerstone of  B&C’s 

Broadway at the Beach (awarded  the 1997 South Carolina Governor’s Cup by the S.C. 

Department of Parks, Recreation and Tourism). The $250 million complex is surrounded 

now by Planet Hollywood, NASCAR Cafe, Official All-Star Cafe, The Palace, an IMAX 

theater, Cinema 16, Celebrity Square’s lounges, shops, the $33 million Ripley’s Aquarium, 

a coming Hampton Inn and Revolutions, a popular “retro” disco club. Where else can you 

see a plastic toy man, bending over, blowing soap bubbles out his rectum in a shopfront? 

B&C recycles bucks into the economy through payrolls and donates a lot of dough into 

charities like the new art museum, the Waccamaw Youth Center, a new Community 

Kitchen, the Arts Council, the Vivace! arts festival and oodles of other projects.

     “THE EVIL”: Residents resented what they perceived as preferential zoning 

treatment to B&C, which owns a lot of land here. With the Infrastructure Bill poised to 

fund millions in Horry County to alleviate stranglehold traffic, B&C would benefit if 

highways are near its properties. When B&C decided not to move the Pavilion due to slow 

revitalization, Grissom got the credit. When the city council and county council agreed to 

go in on an $8 million baseball stadium for an Atlanta Braves franchise after Capital 

Broadcasting pitched a Durham Bulls curveball deal, B&C donated land across the street 

from Broadway at the Beach, sweetening the deal, which Grissom supported. Voters still 

believe the baseball money will reduce roads funding. Across U.S. 17 from Broadway at 

the Beach, residents in the exclusive Plantation Point section protested B&C’s go-cart 

track being built because of noise.

ONLY IN AMERICA

     Candidates, like boxers with promoters, were accompanied during the campaign by 

“political consultants” paid to emulate Lee Atwater. In Mullins all it takes is a chicken 

bog. McBride based his campaign on a wholesome, family-oriented platform of cleaning 

up the beach, and voters, demanding change, agreed. Last year, unshaven, he bought a 

bong at a head shop on the Boulevard in a publicized effort to cast a light on paraphernalia 

sales. The council tackled obscene T-shirt sales.

     But when McBride took on the homosexual community by opposing a proposed gay 

nightclub, people listened as did a nearby Methodist church. McBride said he was against 

separate discrimination litigation involving homosexuals. Although employment 

discrimination on the grounds of sexual orientation is now prohibited in only nine states, 

according to march organizers, there are many cities, colleges and companies which 

prohibit such discrimination with private sector employers with non-discrimination policies 

including Ben & Jerry’s Corp., which has a shop at Broadway at the Beach.

     At the victory party McBride’s USC roommate Johnny Lott, grinned as he recalled 

their school days.

     “I think it’s great,” said Lott, nursing an Amstel Light. “I introduced Mark and Laura 

when we were in college together. It’s a big night for him. He’s always been a person with 

a vision. Now it’s his day. This is very important to him. He was basically the same. He 

was a little bit ahead of his time. People weren’t capable of grasping it at all. Mark chased 

after Laura three months before he had the courage to talk to her. After that, they just 

kind of bonded.”

     When asked about McBride’s view on homosexuality, Lott said, “From an outside 

perspective, he just expressed his point of view. I don’t think he had a problem with the 

gender. To each his own. Everybody’s different.”

     Lott wore a button that read “IMPETUOUS DISHWASHER FOR MARK.” When 

Grissom ran an ad listing McBride’s experience as a former dishwasher, some felt, like 

Lott, the strategy backfired.

     “Everybody had to start somewhere,” said Lott. “Tourism is the number-one industry 

in the state.”

     Lott served as a poll watcher at First Baptist Church, and as voters streamed in, Lott 

saw it as a good sign. “I knew it was going to be close,” he said. “I really started 

believing.”

     Paul Scott of Myrtle Beach smiled, but declined, as did two others at the party, to say 

who he voted for.

     “Myrtle Beach has spoken,” said Scott, who is black. “I supported him. I feel like 

Myrtle Beach needed a change.”

STOP THAT RALLY!

    On Tuesday, Nov. 25 a press conference was held at the Official All-Star Cafe to 

discuss the 9th Annual Gay and Lesbian Pride March and Festival to be held in Myrtle 

Beach April 30-May 3 with local and statewide representatives from the S.C. Gay & 

Lesbian Pride Movement with 10,000 projected to attend.

     By mid-day, Official All-Star Cafe was withholding a commitment as a registration 

and welcome spot.

     Burroughs & Chapin Co. Inc. was working its magic. According to B&C, the gays 

“have every right to have their march.”

     “It’s just not an event that Burroughs & Chapin chooses to support,” said a B&C 

spokesperson. “We don’t have a heterosexual march or heterosexual day. We don’t have a 

Protestant Day or Protestant March. We’re certainly not discriminating. We certainly 

welcome persons from all walks of life to our properties.”

     “I find that tragic,” said Harriet Hancock, a Columbia attorney at the press conference. 

She has a gay son and founded the Columbia chapter of Parents and Friends of Lesbians 

and Gays in 1982. She does pro bono work for persons with HIV and AIDS.

     “They do not choose to be gay. They are not child molesters. They are an important 

part of their communities. They have to live in the closet because they fear if their sexual 

orientation becomes known, they would lose their jobs. A lot of times people do not want 

to come out. Local Baptist pastors have joined the fray over the rally, suggesting a 

boycott of businesses that support the events set for April 30-May 3.

     The Rev. Ray Cribb of South Conway Freewill Baptist Church has joined with the 

Rev. Mack Hutson of High Point Baptist Church in Conway to organize a march and 

boycott against the gay rally.

     “I’m opposed to this here march and gay rights,” said Cribb. “Any of these places who 

support this, I’d encourage them to boycott them.”

     Hard Rock Cafe, however, was sticking somewhat by its pledge for a silent auction 

fund-raiser for local charities Friday, May 1.

     Nightclubs Metropolis by the Sea and Time Out! are some of the sponsoring businesses 

of the rally. On Feb. 27 a Mardi Gras fund-raiser is scheduled with live entertainment at 

2001 Nightclub with in-kind donations made by Official All-Star Cafe, House of Blues, 

Hard Rock Cafe, Charleston Bed & Breakfast and other businesses. Sporting events 

planned. The Patricia Grand Hotel was listed as the host hotel. Organizers said House of 

Blues in Barefoot Landing have a VIP Social and headliner concert by a national artist 

Thursday, April 30.

     The rally is slated for Saturday, May 2 downtown in a street festival with national, 

state and local speakers, and workshops will be sponsored by the Human Rights 

Campaign, Victory Fund, the Metropolitan Community Church and other groups with 

entertainment and 100 vending spaces.

     The group will march for a mile through B&C’s Pavilion area, and downtown with 

groups representing S.C. cities, other states and other groups.

     On Sunday the festival’s end will include a catered picnic at Myrtle Beach State Park 

with local entertainers and an interfaith worship service on the beach.

     In September 1989 about 50 people from Columbia and across the state organized the 

movement with a rally and march in Columbia. The group has grown, forming the 

Carolina Rainbow Family Coalition, establishing a community center in Columbia. The 

first seven marches were in Columbia, and in 1997 the march was held in Greenville 

where conservatives protested.

     “Members of the Myrtle Beach gay community readily accepted the opportunity, 

viewing it as a stepping stone in their long-range plans to create an annual festival in 

Myrtle Beach similar to Disney World’s Gays Days in Orlando,” a press release reported.

     Pride celebrations began to commemorate the Stonewall riots in New York in 1969, 

and 10,000 attended the 1996 N.C. rally in Winston-Salem. The 1996 S.C. march drew 

6,000, and the Greenville event drew about 4,000. Organizers are eyeballing Charleston 

for an upcoming march.

     Speakers at the Official All-Star Cafe included Tony Snell, co-chair of the S.C. Gay 

and Lesbian Pride Movement, Columbia attorney Harriet Hancock, who has a gay son, 

and local Pride Committee chairs Linda Robertson and Patrick Evans. Linda Robertson of 

Myrtle Beach is founder of Pro Rights for Individuals Demanding Equality (Pride Inc.). 

She is also a member of the board of directors for Metropolitan Community Church.

     Evans has lived in Myrtle Beach for 15 years and is a former consultant to the hotel 

and restaurant industry. He is also on the conference committee of the National Catholic 

AIDS Network.

     Evans pointed to positive trends in religion in regard to homosexuality, citing the 

“Always Our Children” Catholic pastoral message, the Episcopal Church’s attitude and 

the evolving movement of mainstream denominations.

QUEER? LOBOTOMY!

     “Hate is not a family value,” said Evans. “Homosexuals have families too.” Evans said 

homosexuals should not be judged on a “narrow interpretation of certain passages in the 

Bible.”

     He must have been talking about Leviticus 20:13: “If a man also lie with mankind, as 

he lieth with a woman, both of them have committed an abomination: they shall surely be 

put to death; their blood shall be upon them.” According to the Reader’s Companion to 

American History, Christian tradition was “ambiguous” in its attitude toward 

homosexuality until a change in canon law under the influence of Thomas Aquinas. In 

Colonial times five dudes were executed for being gay. Tar Heels didn’t stop capital 

punishment of gays until 1869; Thomas Jefferson’s bright idea was that death be replaced 

by castration for the crime. It was better than the 19th century’s lobotomy, electroshock 

and aversion therapy and hysterectomy. In the late 1950s, a D.A. in Sioux City, Iowa used 

a psychopath law, committing 29 male homosexuals to asylums. Did you know that Ike 

had an executive order in ‘53 barring gay men and lesbians from all federal jobs? It wasn’t 

until 1974 that  the American Psychiatric Association erased homosexuality from its list of 

mental illnesses.

     “Last year we took it on the road to show the state who we are,” said Snell. “We get 

phone calls from all over the state. We hope to grow. Voter registration is important to us. 

A lot of money is spent here by gays and lesbians.”

     Homosexual couples have more money to spend since there are usually no children, he 

said.

     “We’re not coming down here just to talk politics and protest. It’s more than that,” 

said Snell.

     “Being gay is not a choice,” said Stevie Wyatt, 26, of Myrtle Beach, who works at 

Metropolis by the Sea. “Gay people are everyday people. We’re your sisters, your 

brothers, your daughters, your sons, your co-workers.”

     In one survey 19 percent of gay men and 25 percent of lesbians report suffering 

physical violence at the hands of a family member as a result of their sexual orientation, 

according to the Philadelphia Lesbian and Gay Task Force. Of homeless youth, 42 percent 

self-identify themselves as gay or lesbian, according to Victim Services/Traveler’s Aid. 

Gay and lesbian youth represent 30 percent of all completed teen suicides with a 

successful attempt every five hours, 48 minutes, according to the march organizer’s press 

release.

     After the press conference, McBride was interviewed by WBTW-TV 13 for reaction, 

and the mayor-elect said, “My personal belief is that it is a behavior-based lifestyle that I 

don’t simply agree with. I like the individual. I’ll do everything I can do for individuals and 

welcome those individuals to the city. But I mean there has never been really a lot of 

controversy here.”

                                           ***************************

     It’s all over now. Months after the festival, a guy told police in Conway that somebody 

threw a brick through his window because he was gay.

     After Burroughs & Chapin Co. had earlier decided recently to kill a May 2 Village 

People concert set for Broadway at the Beach’s Celebrity Square, the S.C. Gay & Lesbian 

Pride Movement organizers released a statement. The concert may still be held but at 

another venue. The band finally decided not to come.

     “The S.C. Gay & Lesbian Pride Movement is disappointed that Burroughs & Chapin 

has taken this egregious action but not surprised,” a press release reported. “This decision 

by B&C is a slap in the face to gays and lesbians, their families and friends. We are deeply 

saddened that prejudice and bigotry have influenced their decision to selectively invoke a 

contract clause with Broadway tenants, a clause that has not been enforced in the past. 

This is an apparent example of a conspiracy to silence and punish a group of individuals. 

They are afraid to see that gays and lesbians are human beings, everyday citizens and 

neighbors.

     “Is it a traditional family value to coerce and threaten business and individuals? It’s 

time for the merchants to take a stand and defend their right to make an honest living. 

Thousands of dollars will be lost by tenants of Broadway because of this restriction of 

trade by their landlord. The tenants should demand compensation in return for their loss of 

revenue. The days of the plantation owner and their sharecroppers are long over in the 

South. The days of bigotry and hate must come to an end. B&C has strengthened our 

resolve to carry forward loud and proud on the Grand Strand in 1998.”

     Tony Snell, SCGLPM co-chair, said, “Homophobia has raised its ugly head again in 

the form of censorship based on inherent bigotry and discrimination. What’s next? Will 

they prohibit music by openly gay and lesbians artists, like Elton John and k.d. lang at the 

clubs on B&C property? Will they attempt to set up barriers at Broadway asking 

individuals their sexual orientation before entering to spend their money? Will they begin a 

witch hunt and seek to fire employees that do not meet their family values because they 

are gay?”

     Harriet Hancock, co-chair of the Columbia Chapter of Parents and Friends of Lesbians 

and Gays, said, “We do not believe this is the American way, nor do we believe that such 

discrimination is supported by the principles upon which this country was founded.”

     Burroughs & Chapin was adamant about its opposition in a press release. Music of The 

Village People plays at a Revolutions, popular retro club at its Broadway at the Beach.

     “We have decided that it is in the best interest of Broadway at the Beach not to have 

any special events during April 30-May 3, 1998, which can be misinterpreted as an 

endorsement of the Gay and Lesbian Pride March to be held during the same period. We 

stand by our original statement in this matter.”

     Official All-Star Cafe will be the main registration site for Pride 98, the 9th Annual 

S.C. Gay Lesbian Pride March and Festival, despite pressure from B&C to persuade their 

properties not to help sponsor the event.

ACT UP

     The Lady Chablis role in the Garden of Burroughs & Chapin was portrayed by Sharon 

Brown, an unsuccessful city council candidate in the general election. Brown is a 

transsexual and the performer of a Whitney Houston act at Metropolis by the Sea. Brown 

was the talk of the town, and most treated her with respect. Brown is also a friend of  

Chablis.

     “I love her. She is an entertainer and an actress. That’s her field. My field is politics,” 

said Brown, projecting heterosexual support for the march.

     “They wanted a change, and they got it,” Brown said of voters. “I’m not sure if I agree 

with all the changes. I’m happy for Mark McBride. We don’t agree on all the issues. I 

think he’ll make a good mayor.”

                                                               -30-

Tim Bullard, 42, was fired at the Florence Morning News for writing an investigative story in Feb. ‘95 on Trucker’s Motel and is writing a book on it. Bullard, a Laurinburg, N.C. native, he attended Appalachian State and is an Eagle Scout.

     I wish I had not written that story now because across our fax machine came an offer 

from B&C to buy our paper for around $300,000. There have been rumors floating 

around the community about the Florence Morning News taking over our paper, and the 

daily Sun News, a Knight-Ridder rag, is scared stiff we’re going daily. I don’t see what the 

problem is, although the paper looks a lot better than it did three years ago when I was 

hired. The N.Y. Times covered the gay issue here a few months go, and Newsweek 

covered it too.

     We have an ad lady who is constantly getting on my nerves, and it takes a lot to do 

that. She has sayings, while she bores advertisers on the phone, and daily our cramped, 

cubicle of an office is filled with the high octave volume of her voice which vibrates your 

eardrums like the voice of the boxing announcer, “Let’s get ready to rumble!” Wait a 

minute...she’s got someone on the phone now. Let’s listen in, shall we?

     “Life can be tough.”

     Her sayings highlight our weeks in eternal damnation as our disastrous telephone 

system loses calls with senators, our paychecks bounce and we work 16-hour days.

     “It could be worse.”

     “It’s a soap opera.”

     “Interesting.”

     “You do the best you can.”

     “It’s never boring.”

     “I’m too old for this.”

     “How ya doing?”

     “It’s too hard.”

     “What are you going to do?”

     “It’s a nightmare!”

     “One can only hope!”

     The S.C. Legislature just went back into session today over in Columbia, and as they 

enter their respective buildings, the Senate and the House of Representatives, a metal 

stand is located near the elevators as they jump the lift to the offices suites above. My 

story on the S.C. Pride 98 Gay and Lesbian Movement’s controversial spring rally, coming 

up in the spring, is slapped across the cover.

     “Oh  crap!” I exclaimed, picking up my first copy at a TV and VCR repair store in 

Surfside Beach. The hippie-looking fellow who runs the shop has several thousands 

machines towering in there like dying hippos in a pile of black electronic pyres. I didn’t 

realize the story was going to get the cover. He took a photo of the Official All-Star Cafe, 

and it was on the front page, giving the story premier status, and this photo is staring all 

the legislators in the face 100 miles away as they prepare to meet the governor who 

decided to lash out against video poker with his executive budget this morning.

     Today another guy called and said he liked my gay pride story. He used to be the 

president of the chamber of commerce, and at one event he quipped aside to me, “When 

you cross that river into Horry County, you’d better make sure you bring your lawyer 

over with you.” He wasn’t kidding. He was absolutely correct about the litigious nature of 

this region.

     Lots of folks have been, like, making a point to come out of the blue and tell me what a 

great job they thought I did on the story. No other story in Myrtle Beach I have done had 

brought this kind of feedback, and it was all because they talked it up, I heard, on a local 

conservative radio talk show in the mornings. Banana Jack Murphy, a Republican DJ with 

an audience of glue-sniffing teenyboppers, plays AC-DC and father-raper music, but 

allows enough time to bash Democrats and other liberals. Apparently my story got 

hammered on his show, even after I had taken several pictures of him lately and featured 

him in a front page story. Some days you say, “I don’t care what they say about this 

story.” 

     Other days you go, “Why are they saying that?” I shouldn’t care. But I do. And I hate 

it when I do and when I don’t. The trick is knowing when to care and when not to and 

when not to let any of it bother you and drip off your shoulder like rainwater off a duck’s 

ass.

                                         ***************************

     Today there’s going to be a little bit of ambush journalism. The Attorney General’s 

mother is going to be at a Catholic women’s conference at the Martinique where I’ll be 

wearing two hats. it’s a hard job to do. it’s like the Captain Kangaroo story, the Bob 

Keeshan version, about the guy with a bunch of hats he wore on his head. I think they all 

fell off at the end, teetering. It’ll be covering the bishop’s visit and the conference for the 

Miscellany, but also I’ll have access with the paper I work at. This is an accommodating 

feature because I’ll be able to snarf something for our paper and still make an extra 100 

bucks or so from the religious publication.

     I’ll catch her in the most unguarded of moments - while she’s breathing. her son has 

been putting to death a record number of death row inmates, and what better way to 

change an incumbent running this year and his opinion against the death penalty than to 

introduce myself to his mother. It is probably her opinion that rules his, or at least shaped 

it many moons ago.

     I cannot go overboard identifying her religion and cannot go too far by letting her 

know where the interview is going until later when she trusts me and I gain her confidence 

by tipping my full house that I am not out to make her or her son look bad, but that I want 

to produce a well-rounded, fair story on the death penalty. I want to get on the press 

association’s “lottery” through which a person’s name is chosen from the media to 

represent the entire fiefdom of idiots who are pompous and Napoleonic in 50 or so offices 

across the state. What are the chances? I suppose they had good luck winning the draw. 

First, I’ll ask her why she supports the death penalty...then when I get to pick and choose 

into the interview, I’ll throw out some that don’t make me look bad and do not embarrass 

her. Like, “Is the death penalty a hate crime?”

     Yesterday at the Tom Turnipseed press conference all the Horry County Democrats, 

high functioning illiterates who, when assembled, resemble a collection of monkeys, when 

the Columbia attorney called me by name. People listen to you like hawks here, absorbing 

every phonic to see how they’re going to squeeze someone the next time they see them, 

either politically or socially, or slander them or praise them, whatever the feeling of the 

masses is at that particular second of the clock during the day. Tom’s grandfather was in 

the Klan, and he tells crowds while he informs them of his activist work also.

     Yesterday was Friday, so the group of Democrats were standing there, holding bright 

red and white signs, saying, “Sorry Charlie!” and stuff like that about sitting S.C. Attorney 

General Charlie Condon.

     When Mr. Turnipseed told them that his own grandfather had been a member of the 

Klan, those white folks acted like somebody had stuck an enormous, diseased prick up 

their ass without a rubber or any protection. He gave an impassioned speech, and I was 

very entertained. He would call me by name, asking for questions, and I was getting 

embarrassed, so I flung one out after he stated, in total disregard for my question (“Is it 

the Attorney General’s responsibility to jump into the Confederate flag issue (as Condom 

had done) or not?” He loves the flag. I do too. He came close to showing how hard it is to 

love it and hate it, the schizophrenia of the flag, and it was showing in his face. I thought 

he was going to have another heart attack, the former state senator. When he started 

talking about how it would be his grand idea to establish a gambling or video poker 

commission to enforce limitations on the industry, I was scared. the democratic party had 

gone overboard in supporting the video poker after first only giving it a nod and credence, 

but when the guy I interviewed a while back, Fred Collins, owner of the largest video 

poker company in the state, announced this week he was giving $50,000 to the party, I 

knew that it was going to be a downhill election year with a big hot steaming bowl of 

donkey doo-doo as a prize for the winners. Collins has put up a bunch of billboard signs, 

littering the countryside of Holsteins with the first batch boasting about an education 

scholarship program, then the next slew of ads promoting video poker and the latest after 

the GOP primary blasting Beasley for opposing gambling. A fellow called me from a 

group in Spartanburg where he said someone had broken into their office in a “black bag” 

crime. He said people were coming up to him from out of the blue, warning him to lay off 

video poker in the anti-gambling group Carolina Family Alliance. During a break-in he 

said someone had accessed the group’s computer at 3 a.m. with no property missing at all.

     “Speaking of hate crimes, what do you think about the death penalty?” I asked 

Turnipseed, tape recorder in the left hand, I shoved an imaginary mike in his general 

direction as the monkeys gasped. He’s for it too. There are no pacifists running in this 

race. No death penalty opponents this year. Fear is in the air. You can smell it like a fart 

from Charlie Daniels’ big 60-year-old ass. 

     It will be a softball interview, but it could turn into a Tom Seaver finish, a Tom Glavine 

sleeper.

     When you ask someone about their religious opinions, you’d durned be ready to 

share your own with them and at least have some stowed away and at hand to share when 

challenged. On Sundays you don’t mow your grass on Sundays here, and when you go to 

a restaurant on Sunday at 12:10 a.m. or earlier without a coat and tie on, you’re a 

blaspheming incubus.

     When the Wilmington Star had a local freelancer, who got fired over handing a good 

story over to another paper, come down and rile up a Presbyterian secretary the other 

week, who wouldn’t even talk to me on the record, I called up John Meyer, the editor, 

and told him the reporter had allegedly failed to tell the angry church secretary she was a 

reporter. It was the first time I had talked to him in 10 years.

     “Is Donna Pipes still there? Tell her I said hey,” I told John. I had worked with Donna 

in Boone, and on the front page of the Charlotte Observer, she was in a photo after the 

hostage staff of The Robesonian in Lumberton had been held at bay by two deranged 

Indians. John hauled me in the office one day over the returned letter I sent Mark, who 

had changed addresses, a letter which he had read and that I had written on company 

stationery. The missive had returned, and all my rantings on company employees, my job, 

my personal life and the time of day had been turned over to John.

     “Your humility files” - that is John’s claims to fame in my book. That’s what he called 

the big brown cardboard detergent box you use to keep your yellowing clips smelling 

good in the storage room as ants and insects and industrial strength roaches crap all over 

your bylines from past newspapers. It was a copyrighted phrase of his. It should have his 

name under the phrase in the dictionary. I got in trouble over that envelope for drawing, 

over that seashell stamp they had back in about 1988, with the additional female genitalia 

that looks like it would surround the shiny inside wet looking interior of that pink shell.

                                        ***************************

To: Mark

From: Tim

     Durn I figured Catholics were probably more likely to succeed at marriage than 

Baptists...go frigging figure...just got back from waste of frigging time Catholic women’s 

conference.....spent morning taking orders from my wife on a.v. equipment for her 

speech.....spent last p.m. hrs. drinking bloodys at the bar waiting on suckers to finish 

mass...I tell you why I’m so pissed...all these frigging people expect me to publicize this 

thing and lo and behold our attorney general, who put a record number of people to death 

this last year....his mother is up for banquet honors and  crap tonight...the heck with  the banquet, and 

the heck with them. I’m about tired of freelancing for them...because i have put a lot of stuff on 

backburner because of this  crap.....and I’m losing money doing it, making long distance 

calls and not being able to file for reimbursement. Off soapbox officially....now....

hope you had a good day...slipped off in huff and watched primary colors...depressing...

No ambush....just this.

     MYRTLE BEACH - As legislators prepared to vote on gambling, the S.C. Council of 

Catholic Women at the Martinique Sunday, hammering out a resolution against gambling 

and adult entertainment to protect community and family life.

     Noting that “gambling can be addictive and injurious to the individual and to family 

life,” the group resolved that members educate and caution adults and youth about the 

dangers of addiction.

     “Whereas ‘adult entertainment’ found in night clubs, theaters, bookstores, the Internet 

and on TV is increasingly prevalent in our society, (it is) resolved that SCCCW members 

continue to protect their families and communities against such undermining of their moral 

values by protesting privately and publicly to such business enterprises.”

     The move comes a month after the parents of race car driver and Excalibur Security 

officer Rodney Graham, 22, murdered with a shot to the head at Stateline Video in Little 

River, issued a plea for help in solving the crime. County leaders are considering a 

business license to curb adult entertainment.

     There were 213 women attending this year’s convention which is an opportunity for 

ladies from all over South Carolina involved in their own churches to come together to 

share their ideas and concerns and to support each other on important issues. New officers 

include Province Director Harriet Condon, Cathedral of St. John the Baptist in Charleston, 

President Monica Szymanski, Columbia Deanery, Recording Secretary Audrey Adduce, 

Florence Deanery, Treasurer Mary Sue Barnum, Columbia Deanery.

     Ann Mitchum, sister of Mgr. Thomas Duffy of St. Michael Catholic Church in Garden 

City, was presented the award of 1998 Catholic Woman of the Year. Her work over the 

past five years was judged. Father Duffy blessed my dying Olds Firenza in Florence once 

when I interviewed him for the Florence Morning Piece of Junk.

     A Charleston native, born Aug. 22, 1941 to Mary McMahon and John Joseph Duffy 

Sr., she has been an active member and was in charge of the Doll Project for abused 

children.

     Ms. Mitchum also received the Our Lady of Good Counsel Medal from by her brother, 

Duffy, the keynote speaker.

     A collection was made for school supplies through Catholic Charities, headquartered in 

Horry County on Academy Drive and serving 12 counties, and the supplies were 

distributed to all four deaneries.

     Proposed resolutions included one promising participation in the phase of the Synod in 

special honor of the contributions of Bishop David B. Thompson and one on legislative 

and family concerns, including support of a new bill in the S.C. General Assembly titled 

“The Right to Life Act” which states that the right to life and to protection by the laws be 

vested “in each human being at fertilization.”

                                          ***************************

     Controversial issues can span mundane budgetary battles to who’s bringing the fried 

chicken for the picnic, but on Saturday, April 4, St. Michael Catholic Church in Garden 

City, south of Myrtle Beach, convened a timely AIDS ministry provoking important, 

passionate discussion.

     Before a healing mass and lunch, heart-breaking testimonials by three HIV-positive 

residents were heard, and sitting through the testimonials without shedding a tear was 

tougher halting a tidal wave with a paper umbrella.

     Patrick Evans, a parishioner, helped organize the ministry meeting which evoked 

empathy after three HIV-positive speakers talked - including Evans.

     Evans, 45, helped organize Pride 98’s Gay Pride Festival in Myrtle Beach set for the 

month’s end, and the festival has drawn the ire of many church groups in Horry County. 

First Baptist Church organized a group of youth against the Pride 98 Festival, and local 

ministers have threatened a boycott of any businesses that sponsor the festival.

     “You are a sinner, and you are going to hell,” Evans said Pride 98 opponents have told 

him while pointing fingers at him in debates. Evans said he has to answer to teens who 

commit suicide in the struggle over homosexuality.

     “Thirty percent of all teen suicides are gay,” he said. “That’s just the ones you know 

are gay.”

     One parishioner shared his personal view and concern, not on the AIDS ministry, but 

homosexuality and the church.

     “You have a right to go in there,” he said. “As far as I’m concerned, the priest has no 

right to bar you because it’s only a manmade law.

     “I get bothered by the church dictating themselves. It’s just like the father writing a 

letter in behalf of that guy who was executed. I respect his right. But I’d love to be the 

guy who pulls the switch. I believe in capital punishment. I think the thing that bothers me 

the most about listening to you three, the only thing I can think in my mind is, damn, I 

wish I had known you 10 years ago because I missed out on knowing you guys.”

     “It was we were afraid to be here,” answered Evans.

     “Everybody gets to know you and love you...just because you are you,” the parishioner 

said. “We fell in love with your friendship because of you. But I think when you walk into 

church and say, ‘I’m gay, and I want to be forgiven,’ you are challenging people...why 

can’t you just slide in the door like everybody else?”

     “It’s because many times prisons are built by attitudes,” said HIV-positive Keith Boling 

of CARETEAM, a local AIDS and HIV-positive client assistance organization. “We are 

talking about a time when there are many prisons being built, and I’m not talking about 

iron bars.

     “Now I don’t mean to go and push it in your house. I don’t mean to slam it in your 

face. I only need to find my faith, and if I find my faith, I’ll let myself free, and I’m not 

going to let that stop me. Does that help?”

     “No,” the parishioner replied. “I can’t see why you just can’t walk in the church and be 

one of us because that’s what you are.”

      “I’ve never came in and said, ‘I’m gay; forgive me,” Evans said.

     “In the darkest hour, I don’t feel alone, and that makes me live,” said Boling, who is on 

triple medicine therapy. “I am just truly amazed at you folks. It is very difficult to go into 

a church and talk about HIV and AIDS. I think that you have an incredible opportunity in 

this church.”

     Boling said he was in denial at first, hoping he “would go fast.”

     The prices for medicines have been dropped by companies like Burroughs/Wellcome, 

but not enough to make them affordable for patients. Parishioners listened to stories of 

churches and doctors turning away HIV-positive patients and a North Carolina Catholic 

Church where Evans said a family left because they did not want to share in communion 

with anyone HIV-positive. 

     Msgr. Thomas Duffy, St. Michael’s pastor, concluded with the Gospel as his guide and 

a message of love and healing, urging attendees to go beyond prejudices which he said 

everyone has to overcome.

     “I don’t understand this gay and lesbian pride thing,” Msgr. Duffy said he told Evans 

initially. “The problem is how many people are ashamed, and how many people in their 

shame feels that unwelcome?

     For many years the Catholic Church has had a problem that do we give the impression 

to someone who is not welcome? We hear our Lord say go out to the whole world and 

preach the gospel.

     “Every religion tells a joke about their own church and someone coming to heaven,” 

said Msgr. Duffy.

     “To think there are people in this community who would say, ‘Would you bury me? I 

have AIDS. Can I be buried? If I die of AIDS, will you bury me?’ That’s not a bad 

question to ask because not too long ago the Catholic Church did not bury people who 

committed suicide.”

     If people in the community think that people with AIDS cannot come into church and a 

sign should be put up “For Saints Only,” Duffy said, “Then we’ve got a problem.”

     Duffy said, “Fine, if you want to pull the switch. And you do that, and you could show 

love?”

     “That’s another story,” the parishioner admitted. “I’m a retired police officer. You’ve 

been on this side of the fence. I was on the other side.”

     Room 10 of the McCaffery Center became as silent as a tomb; Duffy’s opening prayer 

for “reconciliation” was a distant milepost.

     “It’s always that. “Father, you ain’t in the real world.’ You’ve got that cloth on you 

and so forth,” Duffy responded. “I am in the real world.

     “It’s a whole life story. It all goes together. Life is a gift of God, whether you have got 

AIDS or whether you’ve got male or female or anything else. Are we all really made in the 

image and likeness of God, and if we are, how can we look at one another and not see 

brothers and sisters? If we can call him our father, how in the heck can we not see 

everybody as brothers and sisters who need to be loved? We pray and ask God to forgive 

our sins, that we forgive those who have sinned against us.”

     Boling said the 3rd Annual Dining With Friends CARETEAM fund raiser will be held 

at the Hard Rock Cafe April 18. Call 236-9000 for more information. The event consists 

of different dinner parties, held simultaneously and tied together by a common invitation.

     The event was developed by Triad Health Project in Greensboro, N.C. and launched in 

Myrtle Beach in April 1996, raising more than $30,000 in one night. In 1997 there was 

$38,000 raised with more than 800 people and 75 parties. Since 1994 cities in North 

Carolina, Georgia, Virginia, Florida and South Carolina have taken part. Participants will 

attended in private homes, restaurants and backyards from 7-9 p.m. with a private finale 

with dessert and champagne at the Hard Rock pyramid at Burroughs & Chapin’s 

Broadway at the Beach.

     Evans and Pride 98 have fought bitterly with Burroughs & Chapin, a development 

company which is the largest property owner in the city, after the company expressed its 

moral opposition to the festival by strong-arming tenants Hard Rock and the festival’s 

headquarters Official All-Star Cafe to refuse sponsorship of festival activities. Both chain 

restaurants resisted. Hard Rock’s motto is “Love All, Serve All.”

     The Village People had to book another show in place of its planned visit to Broadway 

at the Beach’s Celebrity Square, where Dining With Friends is held, because B&C denied 

the square’s owners from sponsoring the Village People concert during the festival. Since 

Myrtle Beach Mayor Mark McBride opposed a homosexual bar on his campaign trail in 

the fall, the issue of homosexual rights put Myrtle Beach in the national limelight. (Mark 

came in the office while I was alone, manning the telephones on Thursday. He usually 

comes in on layout day, trying to peek at the next day’s news before it’s printed, kinda like 

a cat fixing to take a piss in another feline’s sandbox. The paper was late, and I was ready 

to put the Florence paper on hold so it would rack up charges for me. After Mark left, 

after scanning the dummy pages on the layout board, I advised him to ask reporters to 

read back his answers to them and ask what others had said. You can ask a reporter to fax 

you the whole story, but he’ll get fired if he gets caught.

     According to CARETEAM, In December 1997 AIDS cases in Horry County totaled 

293, ranking 21st in the state, Georgetown (113, 13th), Williamsburg (96, 9th), their 

Waccamaw District (502, 5th); South Carolina (7,667); 254 district deaths (4,150 in S.C.); 

CARETEAM clients 3/31/98 (260) including 169 male (65%), 91 female (35%), 138 (53 

%) African-American, 117 (45% white), 5 (2%) other with transmission rates at 40% 

(heterosexual), 25% (homosexual), 7% IV (drug abuse), 3% (hemophilia) 25% 

(unknown).

     The December 1997 HIV cases included Horry County (637, 9th), Georgetown (190, 

16th), Williamsburg (172, 10th), Waccamaw District (999, 5th) and South Carolina 

(13,410).

     Mark 2:1-12, Matt. 7:1-2, Acts 17:30-31 and Psalms 32:II:3-7 summed up the 

atmosphere of discussion for the ministry, a challenging session of emotional upheaval 

destined to make a change in the attitudes and help for AIDS patients and the faithful.

The ministers are planning a firm response.

     It was on April Fool’s Day the Myrtle Beach Ministerial Association met and figured it 

would go ahead and urge Christians to cancel their Sun News newspapers the week of the 

Pride ‘98 Gay Pride March as “a sign of disapproval for their pro-gay stance.”

     The fax on the association meeting was sent from the City of Myrtle Beach April 9 at 

4:47 p.m. The association unanimously voted to ask all churches to cancel their Sunday 

night services on April 26 and join together for a rally at Doug Shaw Stadium at 6 p.m.

The rally is being called “Operation Mercy.”

     “A former homosexual who has AIDS will speak,” the fax read. “Everyone agreed that 

our response to the Gay March should be positive, loving, merciful but firm. All pastors 

who are canceling services to attend are invited to sit in a special area reserved for 

pastors.”

     “In conclusion, a comment was made that we need to find true Christians to run for C

City Council. If council continues as is, the video gambling, prono (sp. inc.), nude dancing 

clubs, gays, etc. will destroy Myrtle Beach as a family beach.”

     Linnie N. Fields is secretary of the association.

     The only vote was to ask that churches would cancel Sunday night service April 26 and 

to support the rally, said a pastor.

     “There is a little 79-year-old lady who writes down the minutes. They felt that they 

have not covered them fairly. They were very insistent that we not participate in any 

activity that did not reflect the love of Christ. Jesus may hate sin, but he loves sinners.

     One person said the group should meet with the editors. Nobody made a motion.

     “The mayor basically said what was said recently in the Sun News, that council has 

been voting pretty much unanimous, that he felt like they were trying to work together.”

The mayor’s home address has apparently been put on the Internet for all the gay groups, 

and he expressed concern for his family and so forth and asked for prayer. The McBride I 

read about in the paper, and the one I meet in person are two different people.

     Well, they had a holy night that Sunday night, and I had a party at Planet Hollywood in 

which The Gatlin Brothers raised hell with a charity tournament and Larry Gatlin, who I 

got to sign my Hunter Thompson book, gave CNN anchor Lou Waters hell for tossing his 

hair back the whole night long. He was right. From a Christian assembly at the stadium, I 

had high-tailed it to a free-liquor and food night with the Gatlins.

     Finally, it was here. Tiptoeing past hot buttons, we had made it to Pride 98. The press 

conference at Pride 98 was boisterous after I asked the burning question. What do you 

think about the poor? What about how this mess was going to affect the poor. Or do you 

care? 

     I knew if I asked her, she would probably say she was against union boycotts like the 

one we were facing here. It was a 50-50 chance.

     The mother of Ellen Degeneres, spokesperson for the Human Rights Campaign, said 

Saturday that she is opposed to an economic boycott of Myrtle Beach like the one the 

AFL-CIO has called for against Myrtle Beach.

     “No. I don’t support any boycotts. The Southern Baptists tried to boycott everything 

connected with Disney. If you don’t like something, don’t support it personally, but don’t 

organize a big boycott thing. I don’t get that.”

     “Do you support an economic boycott of Myrtle Beach?” she had been asked Saturday 

at the Pride 98 Rally, March and Parade in downtown Myrtle Beach.

     The AFL-CIO boycott of the city continues, and the weekend got off with a bang after 

members of a postal workers mail carrier union marched around City Hall Friday 

afternoon in protest of Mayor Mark McBride’s comments against gays which they 

interpreted as discriminatory.

     Tony Snell, co-chair of the S.C. Gay and Lesbian Pride Movement, who supports a 

boycott, was asked about Degeneres’ stance.

     Easy out too. “I always call them a ‘buycott.’ And the reason, buy from those who are 

our friends, but definitely don’t support those who are against it. It’s worked for Coors 

Light in the past,” said Snell. “Now their banners are on our stage. We boycotted them for 

many years.”

     Does the boycott affect the poor in a community?

     “I couldn’t tell you. I would hope that it would make a statement, and people would 

start changing. It usually doesn’t last too long,” said Snell.

     Linda Robertson, co-chair of Pride 98, said, “I’ve said all along that personally, I don’t 

think that boycotts are the answer. My opinion is ‘buycott’ is the best approach.”

She urged people to go to Family Kingdom and other venues rather than Burroughs & 

Chapin properties. I communicate with her and Evans by e-mail.

     Snell commented on McBride.

     “I don’t know if he just has ‘foot-in-the-mouth syndrome’ or what, or if he truly 

believes this. I wonder if he’s really just doing it for politics, whether he has a bigger office 

in mind in appealing to perhaps, the entire congressional district. I have heard some 

thoughts about him running as the congressman for this district.”

     Free condoms and lubrication gel were distributed at one booth, and a questionnaire 

was handed out by the University of South Carolina Department of Public Health. I gave 

the samples to my buddies at the campfire, and they laughed and threw them in the fire.

     On Saturday 30 minutes after a press conference was scheduled to begin, one got 

underway at the Pride 98 headquarters near the Superblock area before the rally and .

“Myrtle Beach is gay,” Pride 98 co-chair Patrick Evans announced as reporters from The 

State, “The AFL-CIO has called for an economic boycott of Myrtle Beach because of the 

gay Pride 98 event Do you feel that boycotts ever affect the poor of a community?” a 

reporter asked.

     David Smith, communications director for the Human Rights Campaign, the country’s 

largest gay and lesbian rights organization, said he would not comment on boycotts.

     “We were shocked that a major corporation, a major developer down here was using 

its resources as a company to stop these events from going forward,” Smith said. “I spoke 

to Candace and Betty about this.”

     Betty Degeneres has been the leading spokesperson for the campaign since October, 

and her daughter’s hit comedy television series, “Ellen,” was recently canceled by ABC-

TV.

     “Ellen’s disappointed,” said her mother. “She said all along that she was sure that it 

would be the last season. The show did wonderful things, and nobody can take that 

away.” Her daughter had a movie coming out in the fall, she said.

     “I’m a late blooming activist,” said Degeneres, who appeared on the coming out 

“Ellen” episode. “It happened because Ellen did what she did. I can speak out, urging all 

parents to support their gay sons and daughters.

     “The point is that Ellen told me 20 years ago that she was gay, and I was not 

immediately accepting. It was a process that I went through. For most parents, you go 

through a process, maybe denial at first.”

     Smith said the group first noticed the activity when Burroughs & Chapin became 

involved.

     Smith criticized Mayor Mark McBride for his stance against gays.

     Degeneres called Pride 98’s rally a “wonderful event for the community.”

     No other rallies are more important than the one here, Gingrich said.

     No major problems were reported during the festival, but residents in one 

neighborhood called a newspaper complaining about Pride 98 signs in a yard and a 

photographer who had taken photographs of the signs, an act which they said must have 

been a practical joke. One city council member was lurking in the crowd at the festival in 

undercover garb, and when I acknowledged him, waving, he shushed me, reverting back 

into his incognito spy stance.

     I hate it when you end up crying in church. It’s embarrassing. You don’t change 

clothes in front of your grandparents, do you? Do you urinate in front of your lover on the 

first date? You have to feel really, really close to someone before you start shedding tears 

in front of them. On Thursday an interdenominational AIDS memorial service was held at 

St. Michael Catholic Church in Garden City where Msgr. Thomas Duffy welcomed 

ministers and others to the pulpit. The Miscellany had sent someone to cover it, so I 

wouldn’t be making double money this go-round.

     Reflections were made by the Rev. Carson Rogerson of Timberlake Baptist Church, 

the Rev. Wayne Brown of First Baptist Church of Myrtle Beach, the Rev. Keith Bowling 

who is HIV- positive and soloists Roberta Weir and Ron Dougherty. Music was by Jim 

Cetto. Brown is a sweet fellow, and I once broke down in his office after I before I left the 

Herald, telling him my paychecks bounced and how rough the politics were getting. He 

would hug you and pray with you.

     Members of the St. Michael Catholic Church AIDS Ministry greeted visitors.

     A TV set scrolled off names of AIDS victims as speakers talked. It was effective. I 

started thinking about Gene, my psychological counselor from 1976. I told the priest, 

Monsignor Thomas Duffy, that I hoped it was not unprofessional to cry and that every 

time I see him at an event I was crying. He absolved my Baptist ass of my sin.

     “The prayer today will be one of reflection,” said Sister Isabel Haughey of St. Michael 

Catholic Church. “We remember our brothers and sisters who have gone before us.” 

     Haughey also prayed “that all go well” over the weekend.

     “Death is not an ending. It is part of a becoming,” said Rogerson.

     It was a moving moment when Brown spoke and sang since opposition to the rally has 

been voiced by a youth group from his church, but on this day Brown tendered a message 

of caring and remembrance.

     “Today is a day that we remember those who have gone before us,” said Brown. 

     Brown said he has supervised funerals for victims of AIDS. “I know the sadness left 

with the families and the friends,” he said.

     “You’re either brave or nuts,” Bowling said of the ministers’ decision to speak. “I 

choose to think that they are full of courage.”

     Simultaneously, the Myrtle Beach Police Department had been gearing up for 

Memorial Day Weekend. The chief finally started asking folks not to call it “black biker” 

weekend, but they did anyway.

     The day after I was to blow off steam, erupting with cussing like a convict, I had to be 

at 8 a.m. at the NASCAR Cafe for the monthly meeting of the Myrtle Beach Area 

Hospitality Association.

     “What is this?”

     At one hotelier’s establishment two months earlier I had pulled a hair out of a 

sandwich, and I swear to Mount Vesuvius that it was longer than an envelope. The next 

meeting of the association had been to commend those with cleanliness awards.
     I was going to do my man-on-the-street questions about whether or not these folks 

thought the cops and the Grand Strand were ready for the holiday weekend. It ended up 

that I highlighted the county police chief’s comment on maybe these people at the beach 

ought to loosen up and allow a little partying with the atmosphere since, after all, that’s 

why the poor miserable bastards came down here, for Memorial Day. Last year merchants 

had gotten their panties in a wad over a report our reporter Frank Barnhill had written 

about a report that a black couple had been caught doing the nasty in a chair on the 

Boulevard. That wasn’t the whole part that got everybody so out of spirit. It was the part 

about them doing it in a chair. With a crowd. It was not quite the image that the Myrtle 

Beach Area Chamber of Commerce wanted to project. And believe me. They are sensitive. 

They are more sensitive than the nostril of the drug dogs that scared the living daylights 

out of me that day a crime reporter, Karen, at the Florence Morning News had them send 

me out to cover. 

    She was helping out with a DARE event, a kind of Olympics, at the stadium. With a 

roach, I drove over to Darlington County at the stadium, and just to be on the “safe” side, 

I put the roach in a cigarette pack, where nobody would ever think to look, would they? 

     Then I placed the pack underneath the car for safekeeping.

     “Do you know where the director of the meet is.”


     “Right around the corner at the hundred meter.”

     There was Karen with a stopwatch, clocking the kids as they crossed finish lines.

     “What’s going on?”

     Then, suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed something that it took more 

than 3 minutes for me to process. It was black. A swishing movement in the part of my 

eye that was not bloodshot.

     “I’m doing a story on that school board meeting from the other night.”

     “I covered a story in Dillon County. I’m not going to drive all the way from Mullins to 

Clarendon County and back. Ever since that asshole reassigned coverage, everything is 

messed up.”

     Karen never commented negatively too much. That’s why I knew she was a narc. She’s 

nod her head, and then started talking about how miserable her life was and how she 

wanted to move back to Lenoir at the glorious foot of the Blue Ridge Mountains near 

Boone.

     “My VDT is messing up. I think it’s a loose cord or something. I was at the Darlington 

County Jail phoning in Cops, and it would just send gibberish. I know I don’t need it, but I 

like using it and telling everyone I use it.”

     Another black movement. So after being repulsed by Karen as she went into her quest 

to return home, I gave up on holding up my end of the conversation and do what I am 

accused of, a crime of nature, looking away and paying no attention to what is being said 

to me. I am listening. I’m just using every sense while I can. As my eyes lost focus on the 

foreground, I turned their aim to the background across the stands of students, the blue 

smoke rising from the hot dog steam box and grill on past the fence to the edge of the 

stadium and the entrance.

     There was a dog prancing in.

     It took about 7.5 seconds for my brain to click and to realize that a second look was 

necessary, and by this time Karen was about to weep, so she wasn’t paying as much 

attention to me. There was another dog, a black one. And both of these canines, I noticed, 

had a date. Beyond the steel chains around their furry little necks was a handler. They 

looked like they were sniffing a lot, running, and sniffing around the perimeter of the 

stadium across from us at the 10 yard line’s end zone.

     “Karen. Do you know where the director is? I’m sorry I’d love to chat, but I want to 

get back to Mullins and Tobaccoville before the sun sets above Margaret’s Lounge.

     “That’s him over there with the green cap.”

     “Thanks.”

     I started walking, not trotting or anything yet, toward the exit when I saw another dog 

prance in the entrance which is located near the exit. Then, to my astonishment, and my 

heart’s racing metronome, a string of about seven drug dogs pranced into the DARE 

event, stretching their legs, I assumed, after the trip over. Some lifted their hind quarters 

and urinated on the grass where the Mullins Auctioneers had to fight the Darlington squad 

in football. One of the sorry demons stopped in his tracks, backed up a little and started 

trembling. I tried to imagine a giant defecating on me.

     “Oh God,” I thought. “This is curtains. I don’t have a chance. Now I know what 

Dracula feels like when Peter Cushing pulls out the crucifix. I wonder if that weird-

looking parasite is still at the Darlington Jail in that cell I just saw. Bucktoothed skag, 

unshaven with tattoos and barefoot. He’ll probably pork me in the ass like a ranger.”

     As I stopped to read my notes, and pull out a pen and look professional, my knees 

turned to jelly as butterflies danced in my belly. Approximately seven more dogs pranced 

into the stadium. There were now about 15 drug dogs circling the stadium, and by now 

the first bunch and Number #1 was into the other end zone, coming around at a faster 

speed. He wasn’t charging yet. Since it looked like the final contenders had passed the 

gate, I picked up speed and started walking faster and faster toward the exit. Fortunately 

when I reached the gate, it looked as if all the visitors had entered, and the first dog was 

up to the 50 now, his red tongue hanging and dripping clear fluids.

     Jingling my hands in my pocket past the matches, the notes, the three crushed cigarette 

butts, a Budweiser bottle cap and a dirty breath mint, my thumb and index finger reached 

the keys and I yanked them out with a feverish intent, so hard that they went flying past 

the car.

     “Will that pack still be there? They probably nabbed it. If they didn’t, they’re waiting 

for me to pick it up. Then they’ll bust me. I’ll never do this again.”

     A green square was right under the tire where I put it.

     As my tires revolved in a cloudy windstorm, some of the retarded and handicapped 

kids even looked in the parking lot. I left that cigarette pack on the grass as Karen was 

snapping a stopwatch and probably looking too.

     Sen. Maggie Glover (D-Florence) of the S.C. Senate made a motion recently to 

commend me for investigative reporting in the Pee Dee. The 1974 slugger, a graduate of 

Scotland High School, received a certificate of appreciation from Glover, who represents 

Florence County, Marion County and Marlboro County in the S.C. Legislature.

The motion was made by Glover, who represents District 30, on March 11 during a 

session of the S.C. Senate. The certificate was made “in recognition of your many 

contributions as an investigative reporter in the Pee Dee.” 

     Sweetly petite, as Lurch would say.

     “We, the members of the General Assembly of the State of South Carolina and the 

citizens of District #30, hereby publicly recognize you and thank you for your many years 

as investigative reporter in the Pee Dee, especially in Marion, Florence and Horry 

counties.”

     I had asked her to give it to me. I had also asked her before I was fired that I needed 

some assistance, but she never got back in touch. I was so ticked over my “certificate. I 

cried a couple of times, and every time I look at it I go coo-coo. I was so happy that after 

faxing a copy to my nephews, who I think are more confused over my firing that ever, that 

I sent this as a news release to my hometown paper, but I don’t think they’re interested in 

running it. It’s just for informational purposes anyway. They didn’t run it, but Reel 

Carolina did in Wilmington, and so did the Miscellany. I wondered if people were going, 

just what in the hell was that for? 

     My wife’s spending the night at her parents en route to Charleston, and I’ve got in my 

hand the certificate itself. Yee-haw! It’s a good feeling. sweet home. The skies are blue 

today. Snow on the house this morning, frost at night. This makes me feel good. My 

nephews hopefully know I didn’t do anything bad to get fired. I suppose they were doubly 

confused. I’m good at losing jobs. I’ve done it for a long time. I’ve stolen. I’ve lied about 

my whereabouts. I’ve done every thing there is to get fired. It’s embarrassing. I suspect 

my nephews will see through me, maybe in about five years or so. They still can’t figure 

out why I got fired, and they still think it was a terrible thing. Hopefully throughout 

their lives they will change their minds about me five or six times before finally making a 

decision. That gives me good odds. Kick it. The hell with the critics.

     Screw them now. Screw you too. What business is it of your’s that you know how I feel? 

     You’ll never know how I felt. You write about me. You punish me with your 

figurative speech and your ignorant blissfulness. I’ve got your daddy now. You can go 

talk about us all you want behind our backs. We’re the durned media, motherraper, 

and you’d better get used to having a little courage in your life, buster, and busteress.

     I hope my nephews will pick a good depiction of me. There’s little doubt the others 

will probably not think much of me. First people are praising my gay pride story, and the 

next day a raping DJ is putting it down. I don’t give a motherraping  crap durn durn 

what any of you think. I’ll write what I durn well please, and stick a knife frigging 

shiv ass dick up your ass if you don’t like it. (Please forgive me, god, for spelling Jack 

Nicolson’s name wrong in that headline that time, and for putting that a pizza place was 

becoming a topless bar and for letting my boss get away with not putting in a 

“CORRECTION.”

     Forgive me for getting arrested for a bad check in college. Boy this is great! I just 

faxed that motherraper out to all points unbound, to my hometown paper, and a few 

places before I realized that I had scanned it wrong. So I went to the copier place and paid 

two bucks for them to fax it and send it to me at home so I could convert it into a faxable 

file.       

     Details.

     “Where do you want this faxed to?”

     “To my house.”

     “Where?”

     “It’s my computer. I just bought a scanner, and I don’t know how to use it yet.”

Getting a message on the Internet is okay, but I learned how crummy it could be this 

morning. A friend e-mailed me. He was in my kindergarten class too.

     Have you ever had a day where you didn’t want to run into anybody during the day 

because a friend had done something, rather particularly embarrassing to his family, to his 

friends and to the frigging EMS people who had to go shovel his frigging brains into a 

metal sleeve of cranial sock.

     The first email had been a note of obituary.

     Brian died.

     That was all I knew.

     Brian had died. His daddy had driven race cars, and so did he after a while, and he was 

a little like Frank Sinatra. Temper. Subdued. Got the pussy. No doubt about that. But 

when a buddy shoots himself in the head, it kind of disappoints you. I played “Free Bird” 

about 12 times today in the car. I never could successfully rid myself of a good, plentiful 

cry. I returned the e-mail telling my friend that it ought to be against the law for anybody 

to attend the funeral of a sorry son-of-a-bitch that kills himself. That would frigging 

correct the problem. Damned straight, motherraper. Take it to the bank. Flush it.

                                     ***************************

OFFICIAL LEGISLATIVE JOURNAL

     The Senate assembled at 11:00 A.M., the hour to which it stood  adjourned, and was 

called to order by the ACTING PRESIDENT, Senator RAVENEL.

     A quorum being present, the proceedings were opened with a devotion by 

the Chaplain as follows:

     Beloved, hear again a word from the Prophet Isaiah, Chapter 32 (v.2):

“And a man shall be a refuge from

the wind

And a shelter from the tempest...

Like the shadow of a great rock

in a thirsty land.”

     Let us pray.

     Our Father, we give thanks for the life and labors among us of Walter  Boyd Brown--a 

friend of many, a loyal citizen of our State and a  faithful servant of his God. Be merciful 

and provide us more! Lord, so many of us are working in stormy emotional weather right 

now! We need, and perhaps You may start with us, the kind of men and women  that 

Isaiah talked about: folk who can shelter their comrades when the winds are blowing hard 

against us. We like to think of Titus of whom St. Paul spoke when he said, “God 

comforted us by the coming of Titus.”

     Whatever our role is here today, make us Your-faithful-servants!

     That was the day the Senate passed the non-binding resolution for me.

     Amen.

     The House assembled at 10:00 a.m. the day they passed a resolution, a similar nod.

     Deliberations were opened with prayer by the Chaplain of the House of 

Representatives, the Rev. Dr. Alton C. Clark as follows:

     O God our Father, may the Legislative year so soon now to end teach us and not 

torment us. Forbid that we should grab success for ourselves or blame others for failure. 

Give us the ability to take things as they are and to resolve, by Your help, to make them 

what they ought to be.

     Forgive us for thinking that prayer is a waste of time; instead help us to see that 

without its benefits our labors are a waste of effort. Deliver us from the fear of what might 

happen; give us the ability to enjoy what now is and to keep striving after what ought to 

be.

     Grant us Your peace both now and always. Amen.

     This was the day the legislature decided to commend me for investigative reporting.

**************

     TIME magazine just ran a big story on “Video Crack” June 1, 1998 with a 

Bennettsville dateline and an emphasis on the Rep. Doug Jennings race and how Marlboro 

County Coroner Tim Brown was collecting a lot of video poker constituent money. When 

I’d call Brown on Sunday nights death news, he’d never offer any information.

     Hmmmmmmmmm. County music star Suzy Bogguss has just pulled off the highway 

in Nashville, and her cellular is working fine with no static.

SUZY: I’m in my car and when I get in a parking spot here, and as soon as I can decide 

what to do here, I will.

TIM: Be careful. Thanks a whole lot for calling.

SB: Well, what should be talk about?

Q: What’s new in your career? What’s coming up around the corner?

SB: Well, I’ve got a new album coming, and I guess the release date is June 2 on that. 

And I have a new single coming, like in a week.

Q: ‘Somebody To Love’?

SB: Right, so you know that much anyway. And it’s a song I wrote with Matraca Berg 

and my husband, Doug Crider. It’s kind of typical of me, you know. It’s an 

‘I’m-talking-to-somebody song,’ and in this particular case I’m talking to a gal who’s been 

out on a bad date, and I’m talking to her and saying, ‘I know how you feel’ and ‘It’s a 

drag.’ She’s sitting there in the kitchen there loading up on ice cream in that depressed 

mode that girls do so well, trying to feel her and sort of be empathetic with her, her friend 

or sister, or whoever it is. It’s kind of funny too. The song has got some funny lines in it. 

It’s kind of like you understand that she’s trying to not make light of the situation, but at 

the same time she’s trying to make the girl feel better.

Q: Is there a video coming with that?

SB: Nope. No video with this one. We just decided we’d take the money and advertise 

instead. (Laughing.)

Q: You have a lot of guest artists on this album.

SB: I do. A ton. And it’s kind of weird because I didn’t really set out to do that, but I 

wanted to get some different textured voices as the background voices on this record, and 

it was like every song was calling for a particular kind of a voice, and I just kept thinking 

of friends of mine that sounded like they’d be great for that song. They were all kind 

enough to say yes and come over.

Q: Do you have any new hobbies these days?

SB: Well, I have a three-year-old. That’s a pretty big full-time hobby. (Laughing.) I’m 

learning about his hobbies, basically, and just trying to keep up with him. As far as my 

own stuff, I’m doing a little less of the hobby stuff than what I used to do. But some stuff 

has really gotten a whole lot more fun because I’ve always been real outdoorsy, and I’ve 

always had a garden, and Ben’s really into gardening with me. He just has a blast. He 

thinks it’s the coolest thing in the world to be able to go out and pick tomatoes and just 

chow down in the garden. I mean, he eats half of what we pick before we get it into the 

house.

Q: What did you think about being in the comic strip “Nancy”?

SB: I thought that was really cool. That fellow (Guy Gilchrist) is just such a nice man. 

He’s actually kind of struck up a relationship on the Internet with my mom. He’s really 

talented. He’s written a couple of poetry books that are just phenomenal. One of them is a 

great tips book. It’s really a neat, neat book.

Q: What was it like working at Tennessee’s spokesman for child passenger safety?

SB: Well, I’m still kind of involved in that. You know, I don’t know, I guess it was sort of 

a natural thing for me because I’m really passionate about people being safe with their kids 

in the car. I always have been. Even before I had a child, I would see people with their 

kids sort of hanging out in the car and hanging out of the car and just think, oh my gosh, 

what am I going to do if they have to stop quickly? Then when I had a baby, and I went to 

buy my first car seat, I was so overwhelmed. I did all this research and everything to find 

out what I needed, and really what’s the best place in the car, and the more I found out 

about it, the more, I mean from my friends and stuff, everybody sounded so confused on it 

that everybody had different opinions about what you should do. So the more I got 

confused, the more I wanted to find out the real answers, and then I kind of felt like I 

should share that with people because if everybody was that mixed up on this stuff, it must 

be confusing to more than just my friends.

Q: Did you have a lot of fun filming “Back in the Saddle”?

SB: That was a riot. I mean, these girls are all really good friends of mine, and most of us 

have known each other for a number of years now, and we end up sharing dressing rooms 

a lot for the awards shows and things. So we’ve gotten to know each other and talk about 

everything from redoing our kitchens to how much we pay the band members. Everything 

right down the middle of it, the really intricate business decisions that we have to make.

Q: Do you still have any of the work that you did at Illinois State in metalsmithery?

SB: Oh yeah, I have several pieces that I wear all the time. I did a chalice that was a little 

too gaudy that nobody would wear, I don’t think. There’s a chalice that I made that’s got 

these court jesters all over it, and it’s real, real gaudy, and my husband loves it, but the 

only reason that he uses it is to put his change in it at night, so it’s not like he thinks it’s a 

valued art piece that we have to put in the living room. (Laughing.)

Q: What was it like performing for the Clintons?

SB: Well, it was great. It was nerve-wracking. My baby was just eight weeks old when we 

were there, so I was just trying to get back to my own self and was really caught up in the 

motherhood thing, and I was nervous because I had never performed for what we think of 

as our royalty or whatever. The first I said to him was, they were only sitting about ten 

feet in front of me, and the first thing I said to him was I hope I didn’t spit on him during 

the show. So USAToday picked up on that. The next day my brother, who is an attorney 

in Iowa, had like seven copies on his desk, talking about how the first thing I said to the 

president was that I hope I didn’t spit on him. (Laughing.)

Q: Do you like touring with Billy Dean at The Palace in Myrtle Beach?

SB: Yeah. Billy and I have been friends for years. In fact, I had him in my first video 

before he even had a record deal. He was the love interest in my first video. The song was 

called “Somewhere Between,” and we were kind of breaking up and not understanding 

each other. You know, it’s been a long time that we’ve known each other, and it’s really 

fun for us to get back together and do these shows because we come from a real similar 

background of doing a lot of clubs solo with just our guitar. So we usually try to end up 

doing something together at the end of the night that we kind of throw together behind the 

scenes.

Q: What was it like working with Jimmy Bowen?

SB: It’s wonderful. I’ve not worked with him for a while since he left the record label, but 

when I was working with him it was a very good experience. He knows so much. He 

taught me a ton of stuff about the industry as well as producing records.

Q: Who do you admire as a songwriter?

SB: Oh, tons of people.

Q: You did a song of Lowell George’s. That’s pretty eclectic.

SB: Yeah. I’m pretty into Lowell George. I always have been. I always thought he was an 

amazing, soulful person. I really like the singer-songwriters. I’ve always been drawn to 

them. When I was young and buying my first records and stuff, it seemed like that was 

what I would pick out, the singer-songwriters. I still cut songs of friends of mine who are 

singer-songwriters, and they’ll put them on their records, and I’ll put them on my records 

too. It doesn’t matter to me, as long as the song touches me in some way and motivates 

me to sing it.

Q: What was the first record you ever bought?

SB: The first record I ever bought was, I think, was (giggling), let’s see, I think it was 

“Houses of the Holy.” (Laughing.)

Q: Great day.

SB: But I think my second one was Elton John’s “Don’t Shoot Me, I’m Only The Piano 

Player.”

Q: Where are you now?

SB: Actually, I’m in Nashville. My son’s birthday is coming up on Sunday, so I’m going 

shopping for birthday presents while he’s napping.

                                          ***************************

     Slamming Bloody Marys back at the exclusive Dunes Beach & Beach Club where the 

Senior Energizer Tour is held every year, I awaited a meeting of a group of elderly 

women dedicated to keeping alive the poetry of Archibald Rutledge of South Carolina. 

The new credit card worked well, and it felt high-class to drink at The Dunes, however, 

I’d prefer a shag club. I’m still using the VISA card I’ll later run up and have to pay off in 

default.

     The Sun News columnist was getting bored, and so was I, so during lunch I slipped 

into the lounge and got slammed. An FBI meeting was being held, a luncheon for retired 

officers, so I slipped in and talked to everyone I could. The result was an interview for us 

and one for the Miscellany. The fellow was Catholic. So with a Bloody in hand, I walked 

into the FBI meeting and started asking questions until I found someone with the most 

interesting story. Older FBI agents have a lot more class and are friendlier than the 

younger ones.

     Art Roehrl’s part in the investigation of  the assassination of President John F. 

Kennedy involved the tracking of a weapon.

     The Federal Bureau of Investigation accounting department where Art Roehrl of 

Myrtle Beach worked after the shooting death of President John F. Kennedy had a task - 

to identify “the weapon that killed him and that Lee Harvey Oswald was the person who 

purchased it.”

     “It was a weapon that was made in a foreign country. It obviously had been imported 

into the United States. In Alexander, Virginia, the largest importer of foreign weapons 

was Interarmco. So when we found out that he had been killed with a foreign weapon, 

they sent a team of us down to Interarmco to try to identify where it was imported. We 

knew the make of the weapon. After we had been there an hour and a half, one of the 

people there came in. He said, ‘I have just seen on television a man carrying the weapon 

that killed him over his head.’”

     The man told them that it had been imported to a company in Chicago, Ill.

     “He mentioned the number of the weapons that had been imported at the same time. 

We got ahold of our Chicago office. They immediately found out where that weapon 

went, and by the next morning, they had that weapon traced to Lee Harvey Oswald.”

     Did Oswald kill Kennedy?

     “I think there’s been a lot of speculation. I think that they have found out who really 

did it, that Lee Harvey Oswald did it,” he said.

     Why did Oswald do it?

     “That’s a tough one to answer. I really don’t know. I remember I was sitting in the 

office in Alexandria, Virginia. I tried to make some phone calls but was getting a busy 

signal.”

     An agent’s wife called and told him the tragic news.

     “My first reaction was ‘Gee, what is going on for somebody to go so far as to kill the 

President?’ There was a lot of turmoil in the country as such. Remember that this is after 

the Bay of Pigs and the ultimatum that we had with Russia. A lot of things go through 

your mind.”

     Another case he remembered was the Wineberger kidnapping case in New York City 

where a man had taken a baby and abandoned it in a field on Long Island in about 1955

     “It was a very interesting case because the only clue we had was the handwriting on the 

ransom note. We went over nearly a million documents just to find his handwriting, and 

we finally found it in the Probation Office in Brooklyn,” he said. “We were closing in 

from all directions.

     “It was the end of a long, long road. We were working seven days a week, 16 hours a 

day, and we had somebody say I think we finally got it,” he said. “It was great to be able 

to solve a case just like that. It makes you feel like you’ve really accomplished something. 

He was not only convicted, but he was executed.”

     Roehrl, 73, moved here in 1982. He is chairman of disaster operations for the 

American Red Cross in Horry County and is on the board of directors.

     The Minnesota native attended school at the University of St. Thomas in St. Paul, 

Minn. and spent three years in the 14th Armored Division in the European Theatre in 

1943-46 in France and Germany.

     “I came back and finished my college education, worked briefly for a company for six 

months and then entered the FBI,” he said. “I spent 30 years with them. I heard about the 

FBI on the radio when I was a kid, and I thought it was one of the greatest things going, 

but financially I didn’t believe that I’d be able to get in. Then I found out they would 

accept accountants.”

     Roehrl and other friends, all retired agents, met recently at The Dunes Golf & Beach 

Club for a luncheon meeting with their wives.

     Ham Floyd, 86, a Tabor City, N.C. native, attended. Floyd and Ham go back. Floyd 

served as an FBI agent with six years in New York City and at headquarters for 21 years. 

     His most interesting case?

     “It was a surveillance actually, one of the missing Communist Party leaders. Something 

happened during the surveillance.”

     If you ask Floyd about the surveillance and what happened, the 86-year-old will not 

spill the beans.

     “It was very interesting, which I can’t spell out, in New York City,” said Roehrl’s pal.

     Floyd retired in January 1976 after 27 years.

     “When I graduated from law school I went to Charlotte and was interviewed. Actually 

the pay that time was better than a job that I would have taken teaching law.”

     He entered the FBI in 1948.

     “I think the leadership has been good. The FBI will never go down even though a lot 

of, I don’t like to use the word left-wingers, but a lot of the more liberal people would like 

to redo it. But I think it’s doing fine.”

     Floyd met Roehrl many years ago, and to hear these two aging agents discussing the 

old days is a little .

     “I knew him when he had green behind his years,” said Floyd. “I got him out of an old 

motel. It wasn’t a bad motel, but he was lonely, and I had him over so some other agents 

could look after him. He did a good job. He was in a field office running the show. I was 

just back there telling what to do and getting cussed for it.”

     “We did what we told you we did,” his friend said.

     “And some things they didn’t tell us,” Floyd retorted with a laugh. “They transferred 

me to headquarters. He was in New York, and they transferred him to Richmond. The 

Richmond office sent him up to Alexandria, and that’s where I was living. He moved in 

with me and ate me out of house and home. I can’t get away from this son-of-a-gun.”

     “What he said was true. We met each other in ‘51,” said Roehrl, remembering the old 

days.

     “I think they have a tougher job today than we had with all the drugs and all the crime 

that is here, and they kind of break down society with respect to the people,” said Roehrl. 

     “There is a lot of respect that has been lost from the elders. They don’t seem to care 

for each other like we used to.

     “I think the public no longer holds them in esteem as they did us, and a lot of that is 

due to misinformation. The Ruby Ridge is a very difficult thing to talk about because 

having not been on the scene makes it extremely difficult to try to judge what exactly did 

or didn’t happen. We were instructed never to shoot unless shot at. This becomes a 

problem, and whether or not there has been a change in the procedure or change there, I 

don’t know, and I don’t feel like I should guess because there is so much controversy 

about it.”

     What was it like fighting organized crime back then?

     “The major problem is that we didn’t have the laws that we have today to fight 

organized crime. They say that Mr. Hoover was light on the Mafia in the organized crime 

section. Well, you didn’t have the laws to enforce. Basically it was considered to be a local 

crime problem, and it wasn’t until Congress finally recognized that they needed to put 

more laws on the books making certain things an interstate violation, because organized 

crime had definitely gone interstate, they were sitting there with their hands tied.

     “Of course, there were no drugs in those days. There were no laws on bootlegging 

because whiskey was no longer illegal,” he said. “They are finally reaping the benefits 

today. It’s not easy to catch these guys. It’s a lot of hard work. The FBI was finally able 

to do it (Gotti).”

     The National Organization of Women is using the RICO Act to sue anti-abortion foes 

over bombings. Is the racketeering act working? “I think the courts have done a pretty 

good job on it,” he said.

     Is there organized crime in South Carolina?

     “I can’t really say yes or no on that particular point. I would not be surprised if there 

was some, but I don’t think it would be organized on a grand scale like they would have in 

New York and Pittsburgh and some other offices that have been around for a long time.”

     How about Hoover? That was the term my family always used in my childhood when 

referring to my favorite dog ever, our beagle. He met his fate under a wheel.

     “He was out when I graduated from training school. He was not in the office and not in 

Washington, D.C., but he was in California. I’ve been in the same room with him. I think 

highly of him. He really did a great job in making law enforcement something to be 

looked up to, rather than down to. His idea was that law enforcement should be meeting 

justice, and his idea also was that we, as the FBI, should be training the local officers to 

uphold the law in the same manner as it does. Police officers were never intended to be 

punishers. They are supposed to take it to the prosecuting people and let the courts make 

the decision of whether someone is guilty or not guilty.”

     Whether your image of a federal agent is that of James West, Robert Conrad’s macho 

version of a Secret Service agent from the hit, violent CBS show “The Wild, Wild West,” 

or the Chuck Norris U.S. marshal character, or the militia’s skewered manipulation of the 

great conspiracy of helicopters and anti-government propaganda, to meet a retired FBI 

officer is an honor in itself because Americans like brave cops. They’re heroes.

     “I think the worst thing in the world is to have a crooked police officer,” he said. “I 

think he is the worst enemy of society because he sits under the cover of law, saying he is 

great, and he isn’t.”

                                                                 ******

     Al Jarreau’s hands sank into the cool, wet cement block which was placed in the 

Broadway at the Beach Celebrity Square Walk of Fame several months ago.

His lush, rich voice filling the hallway of The Palace with laughter, the Reprise Records 

legend spent some time talking about his career before his show at The Palace.

     Having won five Grammy Awards, in 1992 he won Best R&B Vocal Performance, 

Male, and in 1977, 1978, and 1981 he won Best Jazz Vocal with Best Pop Vocal in 1981.

     This made him the only artist to have won Grammies in these three different categories.

“Tenderness,” his latest release from Warner Brothers, was recorded over a five-day 

period in an intimate Los Angeles studio. He selected The Beatles’ “She’s Leaving Home” 

and Elton John’s “Your Song” with standards such as “Summertime” and “Go Away 

Little Girl” on the 12-track album.

     The all-star band included former Crusader Joe Sample on acoustic piano, Eric Gale on 

electric and acoustic guitars, Paulinho da Costa on percussion, Phillipe Saisse on 

synthesizers, Steely Dan veteran Steve Gadd, and bassist-producer Marcus Miller.

     “There’s Best-Of project that’s coming next,” said Jarreau. “I just finished a couple of 

studio cuts with George Duke.”

     Duke and Jarreau had collaborated on a new song, “Good Hands Tonight.”

     “You get kind of thumbprint, handprint signature Jarreau stuff,” he said. “There are 

some new listens on there, so it should be fun, available in mid-October.” The 

“Moonlighting” theme will also be included on the album, a first.

     Frankie Laine and Patti Page, along with Teresa Brewer and Guy Mitchell, were 

among his influences.

     “I listened to pop music of the times,” he said. “I listened to pop music of lots of 

different time periods and epics. Jon Hendricks, the fiery jazzer, and Johnny Mathis, the 

balladeer, were probably the two biggest influences on my music.

     “I did a lot of singing as a kid. My first singing was real close to home and church. It 

wasn’t long after my first little fund-raiser recital for the Seventh Adventist Church in 

Milwaukee, that I was singing in first grade and second grade and third grade PTAs.

     “Mom came to school and accompanied me. I loved it. It felt fun for me. I sang every 

chance I got. It seemed like people liked it. They always asked me to come back and sing 

again.”

     By the time he was 16, he was singing for an orchestra that played for sorority and 

fraternity parties.

     “I spent a lot of years in school studying and took a degree in psychology and 

rehabilitation counseling and worked in that area for four years, but I wasn’t real good in 

that work, and I left it.”

     In 1965-68 he was in San Francisco and began singing two or three weeks a night with 

Duke “packing them in.”

     “I really took my Ph.D. with George Duke,” said Jarreau. “He was really just a genius, 

even then. When we stopped working at the Half Note Club, he went right to Frank Zappa 

and Cannonball Adderly.”

     The Haight-Asbury community was a “hot bed” then, he said.

     “That was Jefferson Airplane country and Gracie Slick country and Greatful Dead 

country and Janis Joplin Country. Winterland was there and Fillmore West. Elvis was just 

the beginning. That was the heart of rock and roll on the planet. I walked through it on the 

way to the grocery store. I’ve got original bell-bottom trousers at home.”

                                                       ***************

     Shivering in the freezing temperatures on Oak Street, awaiting the Kid’s City Parade 

wasn’t too bad until the coffee kicked in. Dashing into the Founder’s Centre, it was an 

apprehensive walk, slow but deliberate with only one sustained pause at-attention. You try 

to telegraph cool, unnoticeable body language of “I don’t want you to know that I am 

heading for the can.” Bourgeois angst.

     Pushing the exterior first entrance door open, my noggin almost headbutted the second 

door as my wrist cracked, coiling from the doorknob’s tight steel mini-jiggle. It’s harder to 

get into that bathroom than it is for the Prince of Wales to learn ebonics now that a 

security lock has been installed. Imagine the disappointment and chagrin, not to mention 

the discomfort, shock and intrepid fear. Folger’s no more. Scatological terror was 

imminent.

     Punching the numeral lock buttons out of sequence, my digits fumbled, trying to ring 

up the secret combination. “Ahem.” Finesse, my dear. Call Kreskin! With no luck, an 

employee in the building saved the day.

     “This is a high crime district, you know,” he said, sharing the secret combination with 

me with a smile.

     Returning to the johnny, I noticed suits filing into the quarters, one-by-one, until I 

realized that securing a seat in the facility would be impossible on the first floor even with 

the top-secret combination.

     There is no telling why the top-secret combination was enacted. When I was trying to 

find Rolling Stone’s building in New York City in 1983 to take a prospective story to 

Associate Editor Susannah Koger on The Way International cult group, there was the 

same anticipation. Trying to find a public commode in “The Big Apple” is harder than 

finding a gas station in rural Williamsburg County.

     Maybe that white stick on top of the Founder’s Centre is a radio transmitter for the 

International Potty Patrol. The second floor powder room was open and empty, thank 

goodness. If you ever find yourself in this situation, try either the number that comes after 

“422” or the one that comes after “424.” I feel your pain. Invest in Metamucil stock, 

friend, because that stuff works. I wouldn’t want to divulge company secrets or 

compromise security, but when you gotta go, you gotta go. Don’t tell anybody I told you.

******

Subj:
 Re: thehand.bmp

Date:
98-03-27 14:33:12 EST

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (Bulltim)

if you’re writing this stuff at work, you’d best be careful; matter of fact,

cease.

what about a start-up newspaper, begin as a monthly, then weekly, then three times

a week.

make it read hometown, and then push for tourism dollars. make the locals feel

good, people who live there all year-round.

now why are you in the doghouse? just put on hank williams’ “move it on over”

are these quote marks messed up, or what? “kjlkj”

i worked with a charles turnipseed in savannah, at the paper... from alabama

originally, but a hippie, deadhead type

have you ever beeped yourself to get out of a situation?

found on the web a kreuzwieser in austria; says there are kreuzwiesers in

australia, too

Bulltim wrote:

> ok....**** is losing it....driving us crazy....every 5 min...*******s,

> questions, ***** questions..i think sh’e s on ***....sunny 80, bikinis on

> beach.....in the doghouse......interviewing tom turnipseed, running for s.c.

> a.g., at airport...he has a radio show in columbia...he’s heard of my whorehouse

> story.....

> buzy week.....let’s all take off for the weekend....collectively....dropped

> beeper in the toilet this a.m. at office....took my time as bubbles began to

> pop out of the speaker part.....it’s in the back and you can’t read it...i may

> have successfullly  destroyed it....

j:
Re:  ac

Date:
98-03-27 15:10:13 EST

From:
Bulltim

To:
markk@onslowonline.net

i love the smell of air conditioning in a trailer...i lived in a trailer in laurinburg after i moved back home after 1976 breakdown...i was working in a mill in red springs....a tornado jumped over it...crushed a church roof...caught the clap in that mobile home....

they always tell me to refer to it as a manufactured home in the paper....it was a tin can.....had fun....remember that night vividly, rocking....5 a.m., lights out....dog under manufactured home...

and then there was the smell.....of air conditioning...the other trailer i lived in was beside a hog killing shack....squealing during the day when i’d attempt to sleep...i still hear those pigs screaming...getting their bloody nuts cut off.....

i heard the screams at the airport just now, interviewing the guy running for a.g. against the current 1, tom turnipseed is his name...running against charlie condon...they’re both against the death penalty.....

sunny....80s...film at 11

Subj:
Re:  thehand.bmp

Date:
98-03-27 12:36:31 EST

From:
Bulltim

To:
markk@onslowonline.net

ok....boss is losing it....driving us crazy....every 5 min...assignments, questions, reasking questions..i think sh’e s on coke....sunny 80, bikinis on beach.....in the doghouse......interviewing tom turnipseed, running for s.c. a.g., at airport...he has a radio show in columbia...he’s heard of my wh story.....

buzy week.....let’s all take off for the weekend....collectively....dropped beeper in the toilet this a.m. at office....took my time as bubbles began to pop out of the speaker part.....it’s in the back and you can’t read it...i may have successfullly  destroyed it....

Subj:
 Re: ac

Date:
98-03-27 18:35:12 EST

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (Bulltim)

that’s so weird, cos there’s a pig and cow farm just around the corner from my

manufactured home: you can smell the money!

76 i had a breakdown at ASU.

were you up there then?

you off this weekend? need advice,

lazy.

     I sat in the car for an hour, waiting for this interview. It may have been a waste of time. 

The mall didn’t advertise much, but following the Dixie Chicks around that afternoon was 

fun at the mall.

                                       ***************************

     When The Dixie Chicks started stripping at one shop in the dressing room, I felt a little 

funny, quite unprofessional and out of place. Driving around in a limo at Waccamaw 

Pottery was rough. I ran across the mall to get them some bottled water, blowing $25 on 

the CD and other junk and putting me in the hole for my weekly budget. We were in an 

apparel shop, and the country trio was probably nude by now, trying on the clothes.

     An expectant Jennifer Tidwell of Conway, S.C. shopped with The Dixie Chicks March 

26 with money to burn in a $500 shopping spree at Myrtle Beach’s Outlet Park, courtesy 

of GATOR 107.9 FM.

     “I was really shocked,” said Tidwell on winning. As she shopped with The Dixie 

Chicks, the 26-year-old mom had her eye on the baby clothes at the Osh-Kosh shop, as 

she exchanged shopping ideas with the Top-10 country music trio.

     “Oh, they’re wonderful. They’re a great group,” she said. “I can’t wait the CD so I can 

listen to it.”

     It will be Tidwell’s second child with a due date of Nov. 3. “We have a little girl who is 

four and a half,” she said. “We’ll have to wait a few months before we find out, but we’re 

going to find out. It’s a blessing. Everybody’s really excited.”

     The Dixie Chicks even stopped by a record store in the Waccamaw Pottery mall to 

sign a poster as music from “Wide Open Spaces” played on the intercom.

     What was it like growing up in a musical family?

     “It was great having my mom play violin,” said fiddler Martie Seidel. “She played 

really well, and she would sit on my bed when I was practicing giving pointers and play 

along with me. I was five years old when I started, so it was really nice to have the parents 

playing with me because practicing while you are young is solitude. You’re by yourself in 

a room, and it’s not a lot of fun.”

     Dale Evans was an influence.

     “Yeah. We named our first album ‘Thank Heavens for Dale Evans.’ When she had her 

heart attack, we sent her a dozen yellow roses. We’ve been in constant contact with her.”

     Emily purchased a comforter for her bunk bed before the afternoon of shopping was 

over.

     Natalie Maines was dressed in overalls as she combed through the racks of clothes at 

Waccamaw Pottery which is located next to Fantasy Harbour and The Gatlin Brothers 

Theatre. Ronnie Milsap’s venue was back there until he moved to go back on the road.

     Growing up around her father, steel guitar player Lloyd Maines, helped her carry the 

legend of West Texas music into Generation X.

     “It was very cool. I learned a lot from him. He was a professional,” she said. “He was 

the one who taught me really to stick with what’s in your heart, to know when to 

compromise and when not to. We hung out around some cool people, Terry Allen and Joe 

Elie and people like that, so it was cool.”

     Her father used different instruments, according to Natalie.

     “He is not someone who gets attached to one guitar. He is buying and selling 

instruments all the time,” she said. “Some steel guitars people have made for him and 

given to him, and he’ll play them for a long time.”

     The Dixie Chicks are not slowing down on the road. They performed at The 

Beachwagon in Myrtle Beach and were on the road with their bus to the next destination.

     “We’re doing a lot of writing, pairing up with a lot of Nashville writers trying to get 

something written for the next album. Our main thing right now is doing a lot of shows 

and promotions and albums and media stuff. We’re going to Canada for the second time 

next week to do media stuff there. We’re opening some shows for Alan Jackson and Clay 

Walker.”

     Natalie keeps busy on the road. “I read a lot. I like to work out and just listen to 

music,” she said. Natalie said she spent St. Patrick’s Day in New York City in an Irish pub 

with some beer and Irish food.

     She likes “The Simpsons,” and the last movie she saw was “The Apostle.”

     Natalie and Emily played air hockey as they took a break from shopping in an arcade.

Emily enjoys “The Simpsons” too. “I don’t really watch that much TV,” she said. “I love 

‘Seinfeld,’ a lot of the comedy stuff. I don’t really watch anything that has a story line, a 

continuing story line because I can never keep up with it being on the road and 

everything.”

     While shopping, Emily purchased a comforter for her bunk bed.

     Emily enjoys listening to Bela Fleck when it comes to bluegrass music, and the last 

movie she saw was “Good Will Hunting.”

     “It was great. I loved it,” she said. “I hadn’t seen any other movie on the Oscar ballot, 

so I was kind of rooting for that one even though I haven’t seen it.”

     “I like to hang around the house. I have a dog and a cat. I like to spend time with my 

family,” said Emily. “We just did ‘The View’ with Barbara Walters. That just happened. 

We’re trying to get on all the maximum shows like David Letterman and all that.”

     The band once tried to get on “Late Night With David Letterman,” but was tossed out 

of the lobby for singing.

     “We went in there just hoping to catch someone’s eye and get some attention that way. 

Then the security started coming out of the woodwork because you’re not allowed to do 

that. We’re just hoping that if we smile big enough, they won’t throw us out, but sure 

enough, they threw us out in about half a song.”

                                          ***************************

     It’s tax night. We’ve got to talk about it. I’m in trouble because I had a beer. But first a 

call.

     Danger, Will Robinson, danger.

      Just got back from buying a new couch and chair. The revolving account we didn’t 

pay off from last year with the new couch we got for $1,500, so today is the day our 

interest rates go into effect that we have to pay now since we didn’t pay it off in time. The 

state just sent us a notice that a warrant has been placed to collect a lien for a $400 tax 

bill; the IRS is expecting us to pay last year’s owed amount by April 15 in a couple of 

days. I suppose I should quit messing around and finish the book.

     The editor of the local newspaper asked me in a meeting last year a question I was 

surprised to hear. You always gotta be careful what you do because you never know who 

is looking.

     “Was that you running down the street the other day near IGA?”

     “Ah, did you see me?” I hope it was somebody else.

     “I distinctly remember seeing you. You were running down the road at a high rate of 

speed.”

     “Maybe it was someone else.”

     “No, I believe it was you. Why were you running?”

     I had been clipping a high rate of smoker’s lung speed, having to huff and puff during 

breaks.

     “It might have been.”

     “You had some flowers....”

     “Oh yes. Now I remember. I had just found out some good news.”

     “Oh, really?” Now it’s going to be all over town.”

     “I had bought some flowers at the flower shop. That’s right. That was me. I had just 

found out my wife was pregnant.”

     You feel funny telling people that you are expecting a child. It’s like I never tried to do 

it on purpose before. I remember the day I found out - it was a good feeling.

     “Could I get a Jim Beam and a Bud?”

     “Yes. You must have had a hard day,” the bartender at our favorite steakhouse bar 

said.

     “No, quite the contrary, my good man. Here is a five-spot for you. Buy yourself a 

beer.”

     “This one is on the house, sir. What’s the occasion?”

“I just found out my wife is going to have a baby. We’re going to have a baby.”

“Oh, that’s great. Let met buy this one for you.”

     There is a clown with blue, red and yellow balloons, walking by. One lady has on a 

gorilla costume. Dressing up in costumes is so much fun because masquerades are so 

inhumane, a cruel trickery through which one is able to hide in executive session and 

unidentified solitude. My Grandmother Sanford used to dress up in a black outfit every 

year, and we’d visit her in East Laurinburg - that black pointy hat and makeup. I follow 

the hallways and become inextricably lost, backtracking and trying to maintain my 

composure in a restroom, splashing my face with cold water and staring in the mirror.

     “Could you tell me which way back to the first floor Room A?”

     “Are you lost?” In a white costume, the woman’s red painted nose made her look like a 

drunk, very unprofessional. 

     “Yes, very.” 

“Sir, if you’re going to light that up, you’ll have to go outside.”


     “No, I’m just getting ready. This has been a rough day, alright?”

      “Go down to the end of the hall, take a left, then walk down until you see the 

pharmacy and hang a right. It’s about 100 feet on down on your left. You can’t miss it.”

I love Halloween. It’s the only day of the year that you can be socially evil and revert to 

your childhood. I don’t like sweets anymore, but just give me a stack of horror films and a 

black light, and I will enjoy the holiday along with everyone else. When I applied at the 

Wilmington Morning Star, the managing editor and his assistant gave me a funny facial 

expression when they asked me what my interests were.


     “I like slasher flicks,” I said. No lie.

     Well, this Halloween would be one like I had never experienced before in my life, even 

when goblins and ghouls seemed real when the age of five seemed like a field trip into 

fantasy and scary ghosts visited me at night, breathing hot hair down my neck and making 

noises underneath my bed. My reoccurring nightmare was one that was more frightening 

than any other since and any movie I’ve seen. It started wrecking my night life when I was 

about five.

     Scenario: Dark. It’s about five to midnight in our old house. On 1st Street in 

Laurinburg our home was small but nice for the 1950s-60s. At night when the sun went 

down the streetlight would stream beams of light, bars of illumination which would make 

the living room floor visible. The windows were cloaked in a white, thin fabric of curtain 

while the others were dark and thick. Every time I would have this nightmare, it might 

change, even just a minute detail difference, but the main plot was always indescribably 

haunting.

     I would dream that I would wake up as a child and go to the door while everyone was 

asleep because there was a sound. A light knock at the door. Or a scratching. Anyway, 

when I’d walk to the door, my body’s functions become harder to control, moving slower 

with little or no supervision by the time I make it to the door. About two feet from the 

door or three, I stop dead in my tracks, frozen.

     “Hahahahaha!”

     There is a deep, skewed voice, echoing from the door’s exterior on the porch. There is 

nothing I can make out from the door’s window, but suddenly, there appears a shadow, a 

silhouette, and I can feel the demonic presence of a devil, the Devil himself, on the other 

side of the portal. I can’t move now because paralysis has set in. The shadow moves, but 

most of the time it is still with a finger at the pane, a long jagged fingernail. A cold touch 

is felt on my spine, moving up, making me fall to the floor, motionless and unable to move 

a muscle. There’s a squeak. The door is opening. The cold laugh permeates my head. 

Nobody else has awakened because they can’t hear it. Now he’s coming in the house, and 

we’re helpless. This is when my cranial region shuts down, and some divine force allows 

me to wake up, if I haven’t already been fortunate enough to jump start my consciousness 

on my own.

     I took the nurse’s directions. It had been a hectic morning. A bloody a.m. Driving her 

to the hospital. Waiting in the emergency room waiting room, and this young padre-to-be, 

who finally quit the priesthood, visited with a church assistant and gave me a hug. It was a 

lonely feeling, knowing she was in the operating room.

     “Are you sure you don’t want to leave?” The mask this Halloween participant was 

wearing was white as the driven snow, wrapped around her face with two slender cords 

tied around the back of her neck. Shining chrome of steel’s glint blinded me as my hand 

was gripped with fingernails.

     “Can’t somebody supply some drugs for her pain? I’ll go down to Racepath if you 

can’t help.” The hospital staff was nonplused. No medication. And the bills are still hailing. 

     After work this week a year and a half later, the phone rings.

     “This is CSI. Your account is overdue.”

     “And how much is this overdue account, amigo?”

     “Seventy-nine dollars and fifty three cents.”
     

      “I’ve already paid that amount sir.”

     “It says here that you still owe us.” Supper is burning, and so is my patience.

     “Why don’t you just go screw yourself? Give yourself an abortion.”

     Now I’m lost in Conway Hospital, pacing down hallways, already lost again after the 

braindead nurse gave me a bum steer, guiding me into absolutely the last ward I wanted to 

be on.

     “We need an obstetrician for Room 203.”

     The wallpaper looked really gay; worse than that at Catawba Memorial in Hickory 

where I learned there had been asbestos in the baby ward until they renovated.

     In my wife’s recuperating room, my eyes were shutting as I lay on the bed awaiting 

the final procedures.

     After she returns, medicated, she sleeps as I close my deadline afternoon eyes with my 

beeper in one hand and her hand in the other. Vibrating in my palm, the communications 

device pulses, humming. “ASAP. Call the office.”

     It’s my psycho boss again. Calling me while I’m at the hospital.

     “There’s a lady who called.”

     “Ah. I’m in the hospital now. What can I help you with?”

     “She claims you owe her $500.”

     “What?”

     “You know that On Your Mind you did at Carolina Forest Elementary School the 

other day?”

     “Yes, I interviewed a bunch of people in the lobby of the office. It went well.”

     “Well, she wants her $500, and I told her she’s crazy.”

     “What in the hell does she want $500 for?”

     “She said you told her if she’d do the interview, you’d give her $500.”

     Durn. A thousand unsuspecting marks, and this one had to go south on the 

scariest day of the year.

      “Well, you tell her to go to hell. I’ve got a situation here. I just told her that to get her 

to do it. I was laughing. It was a joke.”

     “This is no joke. She wants the money from us or you.”

     “I haven’t got $500.” I haven’t even got enough money to pay for this hospital visit, 

much less a sarcastic off-the-wall statement of credit to a stranger who sees me with a 

camera and tape recorder and thinks I’m J. Paul Getty.

     “Well, I ain’t got $500. I told all those people the same thing, and nobody else had a 

problem with it.” There were more beeps. It was finally settled. Double trouble, boiling 

baubles of heated plasma. My eyeballs were popping blood vessels. I felt like shaving my 

toenails with rusty razor blades. I was being pushed to the limit.

     That night as the doorbell would ring at the house we rented, I’d walk to the door, and 

when the candy finally ran out, I’d give out possessions, cute trinkets or knick-knacks 

while Diane dozed in unshakable slumber. The sleep of sleeps.

     “Trick or treat!” a kid said. One stumbled as he descended the steps into the brown and 

orange leaves and green swamp lizards, and I was wishing he’d break his frigging neck. I 

used to love Halloween. It never was a scary holiday until this one. I never knew what 

Halloween was really like until October 1996.

     There is a phone call. We’re on deadline at the office, and it’s Wednesday, the day a 

sign is on the door, “LAYOUT DAY - Please be quiet. Thank you.” It’s 2:30 p.m., and 

there’s only about 90 minutes to get the paper out the door.

     Beep from home. “I’ll be right there.”

      I typed a few gobbeldey goop words at the computer as everyone at the office yelled 

at me to churn out some more stories, but I exited, saying, “I’ve got to go. Diane’s having 

a miscarriage.”

     There’s a foolproof way to get out of work. She was in the car crying at the hospital. 

An X-ray showed no heartbeat. Just one more day of carrying around an extinct portion of 

ex-life. It was the worst Halloween of my life, and I used to love it as a holiday.

     Parents just ate with us at Applebee’s after visiting to the cottage in North Myrtle. I 

cried when my brother and his kids left today. I already miss them. They used to be the 

ones to cry. Good thing I decided to cry on the job when I did today, instead of in front of 

a bunch of businessmen in the Republican party, it happened in the middle of a press 

conference on the Holocaust. The rabbi looked at me like I was a real champ.

     “This fellow is important,” the rabbi said his assistant about me.

      My boss is crazy. she had an investigator from the solicitor’s office in her office today 

talking about god knows what...maybe about me blowing up when she messed with my AP 

book the other day, putting a rubber band around it and asking me not to take it out of the 

office since it was company property. I blew $15 on it, and I had to rip the company 

sticker out of it, messing it up.

     Some cocaine addict who had shot up the drug into his vein had a carbuncled arm with 

an abscess a plastic surgeon was going to work on this afternoon. It’s a Friday. Payday. I 

remember in Florence you couldn’t get an advance. The advance is what keeps all working 

journalists in working order. Two patients were held up by a reporter needing an interview 

with a doctor, so I totally obliterated the schedule of two physicians today, one a 

cardiologist who I don’t think bumped anybody, but he saw me after finishing with his last 

patient. Juggling the wounded. Man. My boss now gets real ticked when I’m late for or 

blow off an appointment, even if there has been a hastily called staff meeting that 

everybody has to change their interviews over.

     I think this plastic surgeon was getting me back for a civil case I reported on after 

going fishing one afternoon. In Conway at the county courthouse, this old brick 

statuesque old fire trap, I had burrowed through stacks of files, you know. They are the 

files with numbers to the end of time that you have to use a calculator to figure out. “Case 

No. Docket 10293894-595932843-22903yourfanny.” The case I had stumbled 

upon was a case of an allegation over a crummy titty operation or something. I think it 

was this firm.

     “You’re not queasy, are you.”

     He had his secretary sit on the interview with us. She must be his confidant or 

witness. They sat there and stared at me, so I had to up the pace with more rapid-fire pick-

me-up questions to hurdle the lulls.

     “We have some photographs here. I hope these don’t bother you.”

     They meant for them to bother me. Eyes, four of them, bulleting through my chest and 

eyelids. I kept the forehead wrinkles still.

     “No. Go right ahead. I’m fine.”

     “Are you sure?”

     Red. Glossy, shining bloody flesh, hanging off a fractured bone.

     “Yes, a gentleman, he’s a patient, you know. He’s a fantastic person. He was on a 

construction job and a hook....”

     Here we go. Payback time. Go ahead. Batter up! Fast ball, low and inside.

     “This is the eye he lost.”

     I have never in my entire life ever seen an eyeball which was totally ripped to shreds 

like that. Telegraphing no effect, I remained cold as a cucumber, the kind I can’t eat with 

my diverticulitis. The seeds. No popcorn. I snuck some the other day when I went to see 

“Primary Colors.” Here was a baldheaded Joe-Ree, this Roscoe, man alive, he looked like 

something out of a Clive Barker movie. Freddy Krueger. They had actually ripped back 

his skin, layers of epidermis along with muscles and nerves. The before picture and after 

picture this doc was admiring like it was the Mona frigging Lisa, and the fixation became 

so intense for him and his assistant that they abandoned all pretense of ever trying to 

discern my horror.


     “This is the metal we use. It’s a strong alloy. Titanium.”

     Ooooh. Tough stuff. Every photo of the man looked like Dorian Gray on a fast strike 

in prison.

     “We have a Jacuzzi. And weight room, as you see,” the secretarial nurse instructed me. 

     The tour of the place was like the tourism attraction of the Tower of London. It was l

like a skin museum. A very attractive stripper looking broad in the outer office had 

entered the patient entrance. Her thin tanned frame, gauzed in a see-through light fabric 

frail enough not to withstand a grandparent’s nasty odor, was obviously in bra and panties, 

white in color, as every one of the weird looking patients could see with no problem.

The final photograph of the patient, who had been in a truck when a large hook crushed 

through his truck and face, was amazing. The talent that this doctor possessed was 

unbelievably perfection. The man’s face was totally reconstructed, and he even looked like 

he had a twisted sort of smile on it, pasted like a fading placard, the yellow, green and 

pink wrestling sign out on a rural countryside’s road sign.

     Down time. Sophisticated repetition. Case numbers.

     I hope that fellow had some sedatives of a strong nature while he was being operated 

on. He looked like he had been hooked by about 26 or so guys out on the Garden City 

pier drinking Stroh’s and casting into a surfer’s nostrils. Pinhead Smith.

     A doctor once told me that in medical school that they had a cadaver which someone 

may have used. “Mr. Bill.” His name was marked in black magic marker on his forehead.

     “Oh Lawsy!”

     Fainting cafeteria workers.

     I think they had placed Bill’s arm on the conveyor belt which rolled into the kitchen, 

and between a Coble’s chocolate milk carton, crushed by a student partying after a 

football game, and a half-eaten tray of Salisbury steak, the food of the poor.

     Boy, I’d hug Steve Allen’s wife in a heartbeat. She’s asking me where I got that 

Southern accent from. Petula Clark said the same thing two weeks ago.

     I’m on the phone with Steve Allen and Jayne Meadows on a conference call. There is 

an interruption. My boss calls me in. She asked me if I am still on the conference call. I go 

back to save the interview. She doesn’t want to do any more interviews, just reviews after 

the show. The boss said to can the interview. We ran too much of that stuff, she said - 

more politics. Once I was checking my messages at home, and I hung up, but before the 

receiver hit the hook, I heard a beep, so I picked it back up. My boss was punching 

buttons to try and listen to my private home messages. “Ah Debbie? I was just trying to 

listen to my messages.” She tried giving away my Letterman tickets once too, and I 

started getting calls from chamber of commerce folks, asking for them.

     “Ah, they’re non-transferable, you know? Ever ridden on a jet? Same thing. I’m 

planning on going. Sorry.”

     Jayne Meadows had many jokes played on her on “I’ve Got A Secret,” and when she 

and husband Steve Allen visit The Palace this weekend, residents will get a dose of 

comedy from days gone by when television was clean and the dirtiest word you heard 

broadcast was “mud.”

     Allen created and hosted “The Tonight Show” and has authored 48 books. He starred 

on Broadway in “The Pink Elephant” and starred in movies like “The Benny Goodman 

Story.”

     He has written more than 7,000 songs, including “Impossible,” “Gravy Waltz,” “This 

Could Be The Start of Something,” “Picnic,” South Rampart Street Parade” and “Pretend 

You Don’t See Her.”

     “Steve Allen does so many things, he’s the only man I know who’s listed on every one 

of the Yellow Pages,” said Andy Williams.

     Allen also starred in the NBC series “The Steve Allen Comedy Hour.”

     He is married to actress-comedienne Jayne Meadows, and they have a son, Bill..

Meadows won an Emmy in 1990 and has been nominated five times. Allen and Meadows 

performed “Love Letters” in San Francisco, Los Angeles and Salt Lake City.

     She has been on “I’ve Got A Secret,” “Medical Center,” “Meeting of Minds,” “It’s Not 

Easy” and “High Society.”

     Meadows received a Grammy nomination in 1985 and the Susan B. Anthony Award 

for portraying women in positive roles.

     “I open my mouth, and words come out, and people laugh at them, and I play piano 

and sing,” said Allen in a telephone interview. The show will incorporate question cards 

from the audience in a “Tonight Show” format.

     The couple was saddened at the loss of Red Skelton.

     “I worked with him more than any other actress, I think,” said Meadows Monday in a 

telephone interview. “I was under contract with MGM, and he was too. He was a talented 

painter too.”

     Allen likes “The Tonight Show with Jay Leno.”

     “He does it very well,” said Allen. “I’m on the show once and a while.”

     “He does a wonderful job,” said Meadows.

     Meadows was the target of practical jokes on the TV classic “I’ve Got A Secret,” 

which I used to watch.

     “I was the patsy, really, because I react to everything so emotionally,” she said. “I think 

they played the biggest tricks on me. I always have to think of the one where they had the 

rat in a cage, but I didn’t know that. It was somebody’s secret that there was a rat under 

my chair because they knew that I just loathed rats and snakes. When the secret came out, 

all I had to do was hear the word ‘rat’ and ‘Jayne Meadows chair’ and I pushed Henry 

Morgan right off his chair and jumped on top of him, screaming at the top of my lungs.”

     Once she was put in an old taxi with driver Ernest Borgnine, driving her in the wrong 

direction. “I got more and more annoyed with this stupid cab driver,” she said. “Once they 

had Fabian of Scotland Yard trail me for a whole day around New York City. Gary Moore 

told me that the week after I left the show, it went out of the top ten and was never in the 

top ten again.”

     Sonny Drysdale will perform with Allen and Meadows at The Palace. Louis Nye 

popularized the boorish, snobbish character on “The Beverly Hillbillies.” His “Hi-Ho, 

Steverino!” became a household phrase on Allen’s TV show.

     He and his wife filmed an episode for the NBC series “Homicide: Life on the Street.”

Rita McKenzie will also appear. Her recreation of Ethel Merman was immortalized in 

“Ethel Merman’s Broadway.”

     I met Hank at the office one day.

     Henry “Hank” Alexander of Myrtle Beach was cutting up during Jackie Gleason’s big 

party, and Alexander was making a face behind a blonde.. 

     It was Gleason’s season finale party at Toots Shores celebrity sports bar in New York 

City as baseball legend Joe DiMaggio and Marilyn Monroe sat in front of the Myrtle 

Beach resident and some CBS executives. This extremely rare photograph has never been 

published, and it is one of dozens he has, including shots of him and Gleason, Tammy 

Grimes and actor David Wayne. You can count dozens of freckles on chest.

     Former CBS Cameraman Hank Alexander, now of Myrtle Beach, has shared late-night 

drinks Jackie Gleason. He’s worked with Arthur Godfrey, and now he’s working at the 

Grand Strand Senior Center, producing “Fiddler on the Roof.”

     The scrapbook of Alexander, an Albany, N.Y. native, contains proof of his work with 

more than 300 performers, including “The Great One,” a.k.a. “The Poor Soul.”

     “I worked with Jackie Gleason for five years,” he said. “I was on the staff of CBS also 

and with Arthur Godfrey for nine years. Gleason was thinking of going to California, and 

he wanted to take a few key people with him.” He stayed put because Gleason went on 

hiatus in the summer.

     “The day I met him and was assigned to his show, he said to me, ‘Pal, listen.’ I learned 

how to drink with him Saturday night after the show at his penthouse three blocks away. 

It was beautiful. I had to be up at six o’clock the next morning to do a religious show. Not 

fun. He (Gleason) knew what he wanted.

     “He said to me, ‘Pal, listen. If there is anything that you don’t understand about 

lighting, come and talk to me about it. I’m going to remember that.’ It actually happened 

one day. He knew if a ‘Honeymooner’ sketch was going to work or whether it wasn’t 

working. If he found he was uncomfortable with one of them, like during rehearsal all of a 

sudden this was wrong and that was wrong and this was wrong, and he started screaming, 

and they’d throw the sketch out.”

     At the year’s end Gleason would throw a party at the sports bar (Toots Shore) where 

sports celebs hung out. “It was a good watering hole. We go over one night, and the CBS 

photographer was there. Marilyn Monroe and Joe DiMaggio were sitting there. So we 

decided to do a gag shot. So I’m with the producer standing with another guy in back of 

them.”

     Arthur Godfrey owned about five percent of a hotel in Florida called The Kenilworth, 

Alexander said.

     “It’s not longer in existence. It was a beautiful hotel, big patio outside. We did the 

daytime shows and our nighttime shows there. He decided to have some fun with the 

agency.”

     CBS has purchased a television manufacturing company with a poor project, so a 

commercial was needed. They wanted a TV set on a tower for a live commercial in which 

it would fall with an underwater camera, but no one told the advertising agency rep.

     “It worked beautifully. He almost had a heart attack when he saw the set fall in the 

pool. The thing never sunk. This is why Godfrey, in his day, was the highest paid 

performer in the business. He made $55,000 a show in those days, which would be worth 

$2 million today.”

     “Snooks,” the stage manager, found the TV was still working, so Godfrey summoned 

the TV set to future The Ed Sullivan Theater where a kinescope was played of the 

commercial, and the TV was turned on again. He also worked for Sullivan.

     “The guy had bags under his eyes. One of the lighting directors went on vacation, so I 

filled in for him, like they’d fill in for me. I put a special little light under the stage to 

lighten up those bags. Somebody came to him and said, ‘You really look great.’ And he 

said, ‘Well, who’s doing the lighting tonight.’ And they told him. He came over and said, 

‘Hank, do you play golf? I want you to come play golf with me.’”

     Alexander started out as a photographer, and in World War II he was a training film 

cameraman at the Signal Corps Photographic Center.

     He was offered a job by Hal Rossen, Jean Harlow’s husband, in Hollywood after the 

war, but he stayed in New York. Alexander has worked with the best.

     Remember Lux Radio Theatre with host Cecil B. deMille? On Lux Video Theatre 

     Alexander was working on a scene for an actress and Basil Rathbone when the actress 

forgot her line. Rathbone gave her a hint, and she rebounded, he said.

      Director George Cukor brought Ingrid Bergman in for some shorts, industrial 

incentives, for Americans to stay on the job. “We had a big indoor stage. Bill Cosby does 

his shows there. I take a look, and here is a six-foot tall gal with jaws out to here. I said, 

hey. There’s got to be a way to light her. ‘Casablanca’ had just opened up. So I went to 

the movies that night and saw ‘Casablanca,’  and could tell by looking at it how they 

lighted her. She never, except in a long shot, ever had a full face shot. She was always 

turned one way or the other. She was lovely, great. You know, most of the actors and 

actresses, most of them realize that they can’t do it all alone.”

     When Adlai Stevenson in 1956 ran against Eisenhower and opened the campaign in 

Harrisburg, Alexander recalled, and the teleprompter corporation had new 45-degree 

mirrors with a lighted script on the ground, using reflection.

     “He wanted to stand at the lectern and just read his speech. And they convinced him, 

naw, it would be more human. He opened, and they took two 10,000-watt spots and came 

right through those outriggers, and he couldn’t see a thing, and it was a disaster.” 

Alexander was offered a job with the campaign. That’s show biz, folks.

     His favorite food is pasta. He likes A&E movies. The last movie he saw was “A Star Is 

Born,” the Judy Garland version by George Cukor, and the last book he read was 

“Midnight in the Garden of Good and Evil” by John Brendt.

                                           ***************************

TO: Mark from aol.

aloha...butchered any good copy lately?

went to aids careteam inc. fund raiser at hard rock last night. it was fun...good feeling...free food and booze...band...saw a lot of community people who i had suspected were gay and finally realized they were....one guy was dressed as carmen miranda with a tree full of bananas around his head.....

nobody hit on me....darn.
Subj:
 Re: sweet

Date:
98-04-19 13:00:52 EDT

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (Bulltim)

i don’t butcher copy, i fine tune it. like an engine.

we don’t see many gays here.don’t here about aids benefits either.

lots of domestic violence, women’s rights, not much about children.

homeless have lots of support.

a childhood friend of my stepdiddy died. they’re going to the funeral.

may go to charlotte next weekend.

gonna lead local front today with a story about health department wanting to spend

health and hospice money - $300,000 - to help - HELP - build an animal shelter.

hmmm.

                                                  *******************

     If you can’t beat ‘em, kill ‘em. Or at least write enough pro-life stories to undermine 

their contemptuous love of the death penalty.

     On Saturday a workshop was held at St. James Catholic Church to organize a prison 

ministry to J. Reuben Long Detention Center in Conway.

     There is “nothing worse” than being “in the cage,” said a Mr. Mannix, 73, a resident of 

Myrtle Beach National, who has counseled prisoners. Mannix said that between 1982-92 

that spirituality returned to the prison system.

     “There’s nothing for them to do,” he said. Mannix doesn’t use the term “rehabilitate” - 

he says “habilitate” because he doesn’t want them to return to their previous state.

     Participants learned about resources like DSS, the Alston Wilkes Society and assisting 

agencies who help empower them, affirming responsibilities as a Christian, spouse, parent, 

adult child, sibling, citizen and prisoner.

     Pat Millus, pastoral associate, facilitated a session on how to conduct a Bible study 

within a prison with curriculums. She’s helping conduct the R.C.I.A. program I’m in now 

to become a Catholic.

     “I didn’t know what was wrong. And I didn’t know I didn’t know I didn’t know I was 

wrong,” he said. A lack of trust is a trait prisoners share, he said.

     “They weren’t even able to trust themselves,” said Mannix. “Never mind not having 

any faith. We cannot feel the way they feel.” Bauhaus. Ga-ga. It’s true. Page two.

     One tip: Don’t use the term “guard.” Prison officials and employees prefer the term 

“correctional officer” as a more politically correct terminology.

     A summary of the statewide activities included on Dec. 14, 1997:

     Piedmont Deanery: Sr. Joan Kobe at McCormick Correctional Institution with 

communion services and Bible study; Darlene Langley, a parishioner at Our Lady of 

Lourdes in Greenwood with adult education; Patricia Holsomback, a parishioner of Our 

Lady of Lourdes in Greenwood with counseling at Leath Correctional Institution for 

Women in Greenwood; and Father Gene Leonard at Cross Anchor Institution.

Midlands Deanery: Deacon Roland Thomas of St. Martin with Mass and sacrament of 

reconciliation; Srs. Maigread and Colleen with the ecumenical Kairos Ministry for 

women; Father Schwab at Broad River Prison with John Rives at the Lexington Jail; 

Phyllis Homer at St. Martin; and Father Louis Kennedy and Brother Jim Connolly at 

Allendale Prison.

     Pee Dee Deanery: Dee Gunsalus at Evans Correctional Institution in Bennettsville with 

weekly prayer group and Father Patrick Cooper; Paula Loehr and Lisa Treese at St. James 

Catholic Church in Conway advocating for prisoners.

     Coastal Deanery: “We have a Catholic service every Tuesday night, a liturgy and a 

faith sharing,” said  Gunsalus.

     Why does she do it?

     “That’s hard to answer. I just see the need,” she said. “We can go out and hear 

confessions. Previously our priest had gone out and done Mass. Our population varies so 

much. I think they would prefer a priest.”

     The percentage is half Catholic, half non-Catholic.

     “I’ve had an incident or two but nothing that can’t be dealt with,” she said. “You will 

have some who have psychological problems. My best advice is you gain as much as you 

give or more. It can be a very uplifting ministry. I’d like them to go home closer to the 

church than when they went in. I’d like to see more people get involved. Kairos is a prison 

ministry that is ecumenical.”

     Fund raising is being sponsored to try to build a dedicated chapel for Evans. The 

ecumenical fund is the Evans Chapel Foundation. 

     “We’ve got to raise $250,000, and we’ve raised about $47,000,” she said. “This 

county is not easy for that, and the institution serves the entire state, so we’re appealing to 

whoever we can.”

     The prison serves 1,100 inmates, and expansion is planned, she said.

     “It’s been a very beneficial thing,” said Sister Nancy Purdue of St. John the Beloved in 

Summerville. “The prisoners certainly appreciate the visits. Some of the prisoners have 

been there a number of years. Jesus said to visit the prisoners. I think that’s the gospel 

mission. It’s a way to keep the reality that they are human beings. They can be freed up 

internally. The prisoners are reaching out themselves and letting her know who needs help. 

I think they are showing concern for others.”

     Sister Carol Gnau and several others, including seniors, have been visiting Lieber 

Correctional Institution in Ridgeville.

     “We take some goodies and stay for about an hour. That’s been going on for years,” 

she said. They have Communion with prisoners.

     “They also have death row there now,” said Gnau. “That used to be in Columbia (at 

Broad River). There’s more than one Catholic on death row. I believe there are two. That 

has been very interesting. I think sometimes on the outside people have a stereotype about 

what inmates are like. They’re not all functional illiterates. They express regrets for their 

crimes. And they can be thoughtful of others too. That’s been a very rewarding 

experience. I enjoy it. Mostly it’s about listening. Sometimes they’ll tell me about their 

case or how it’s been going. We laugh sometimes too.”

     Gnau said she cannot divulge the identity of the death row inmate she is now 

counseling due to confidentiality. Is the subject of death ever covered?

     “If they ask about that, we talk about that. He can’t forgive himself yet. I say, ‘You 

have to do as well as God.’”

     Gnau meets with her contact in the community area of death row.

     “It’s very loud and noisy in the community area. The TV is at full pitch,” she said. The 

cells have a tiny window, she added, and the cells are isolated.

     For 11 years she has been ministering to prisoners. Why? “It’s part of the Gospel,” she 

said.

     Gnau explained her opposition to the death penalty.

     “I’m very much opposed to it. That enables me to be compassionate. It’s still another 

form of killing. I think it’s revenge. You’re never taught that. I don’t think it’s our place 

to take life. I’m opposed to abortion too.”

     Executions have been accelerated in the past few years, and there have been changes in 

regulations in the past two years, she said.

     “I image that’s from the change of administration,” she said.

     Deacon Roland Thomas at St. Martin is getting older and better at his ministry near 

Columbia.

     “I was appointed by the chaplain for the institutions in the Midlands of the state. There 

are about 11 prisons in the area. I go to one or two every day. I am responsible for all the 

Catholics who want to see me. I don’t limit my ministry to Catholics alone. I’ve been 

doing this since 1976. 

     “Even though I’m getting older now, next week I will be 74 years old, I can’t stop. So 

they minister to me as much as I do to them, even though I feel like I may have to stop. 

My health is still good. I want to do it as long as I can. If I don’t go, I miss it also.”

     Why?

     “When I started doing it, we had a priest in Columbia who was the chaplain. I used to 

go with him all the time at CCI before it was demolished. Nobody else asked for that 

ministry. I wanted to do something where I thought I could make a difference.”

     When Kevin Bacon visited Myrtle Beach’s Planet Hollywood recently, I told 

him he was great in “Sleepers.” “Thanks man,” replied Bacon, who portrayed a sadistic 

guard.

     What was CCI really like? Thomas recalls.

     “It was a dungeon. It was built back before the Civil War days. They used to house 

horses there. It was a dungeon just like you read about in history. The stories are there. It 

was demolished about five years ago. It was not fit for human habitation.”

     The day Thomas talked about the S.C. prison system an editorial had just come out in 

The State June 29.

     “It’s not getting any better,” said Thomas. “Right now the latest thing the inmates are 

talking about is they don’t have the freedom to write a letter. They cannot write a letter to 

anybody and seal it. It has to be stamped and left unsealed before it will be mailed.”

     Suicide is a real threat for some prisoners.

     “I’m dealing with a young man now who has tried to. He has cuts on his arms. He’s 

been in for 15 or 20 years for murder charges. I don’t normally ask them why they are 

there. It usually comes out later. They need to treat them as humans. When you take a 

person’s freedom away, that’s not good. They don’t have it good at all. You’ve got to ask 

to go to the bathroom. There are people who want to keep these people in jail all the time. 

There is no such thing as rehabilitation in the penal system in South Carolina. It’s a dead 

animal, and that’s not good.”

     Thomas supports education for prisoners.

     “I’m talking about being able to read and write. Most of the people in jail probably 

have less than a sixth grader’s education. You have to be mindful of that. there are some 

Ph.Ds. as well. They’ve got everybody in there.

     Success cases return to Thomas like a love boomerang.

     “That’s how I make it. It’s a pleasure to see them come out and keep contact. I get 

Christmas cards. It’s heartwarming. There was a guy who came back to minister as a 

minister.”

To: Tim

From: Mark

     boss came in at 9 p.m. after i was done with my pages. he started in with 

‘suggestions’ before even saying hello. matter of fact, the asshole didn’t even say hello. 

just tear up the page and start over. not quite that bad, but might as well have. had 

composing old man mad at me when i went back with changes.

     durn.

     e-mail To: MARK FROM: TIM

     Out on the town!!! Wagging the big dog! Watch out! It was good to see everyone! 

I wanted to go fishing with Seth and Owen and Fran. I wanted for ya’ll to be able to 

come over...and my week just started getting convoluted.

     Take it EZ. I interviewed a plastic surgeon last Friday, and he showed me photos of 

his best work. I think he was shedding tears, he was so proud. Fleshy scalp, a man who 

lost an eye....whew!

     Two state senators said disparaging things to me off-the-record today, one 

comparing a detractor and former opponent to Lyndon LaRouche and the other saying 

the local daily wouldn’t cover Jesus coming the 2nd time.

10-4

tim

     It was deadline day today. I didn’t have to go to Crack City to deliver the paper. I 

always have to get drunk to take our paper to the Florence Morning News to get it 

published. I hate the trip. Last week I asked to use the bathroom. Usually I just drop it 

because I feel like Hinkley delivering a pizza to Reagan. So this trip I had worked up a 

pastel, yellow vitamin beer piss and used it to fertilize the bathroom tile as a puddle rose in 

the room’s corner, splashing so loudly I had to bank it, using the backboard. I had to 

interview the publisher of the local daily today and ask about a ministerial association   

calling  for Christians to cancel their Sun News subscriptions the week of the gay 

pride march and festival next weekend.

     I was nervous. Their editorial page editor said that she and an editor were the only 

persons who could served as a spokesperson for the newspaper. This is Knight-Ridder 

now. Their sister paper is the Pulitzer Prize-winning Charlotte Observer.

     “Hi, this is Tim Bullard with the Myrtle Beach Herald. I was doing a story for 

Thursday’s paper on the ministerial association calling for readers to cancel 

subscriptions to the paper over the alleged pro-gay stance the paper had taken in its 

coverage.”

     “We stand by our coverage. If the readers want to continue to get the best in news 

coverage on the community, then they should continue to read The Sun News.”

     She asked me how long I had been at the paper. I was getting nervous.

     “Ah, two and a half years.” My gestation period.

     “What’s your deadline?”

     “Well, the paper is taken over to this afternoon, ah, the....”

     I couldn’t say the name. Or I thought I couldn’t.

     “The Florence Morning News....”

     I couldn’t go stammering on with my soliloquy about the whorehouse because I 

would unmask myself as delusionally obsessed with this  crap, but I did in slow motion, 

treading in slowly like the fall my cousin Jeff and I, as kids, waded into some deep 

mud, a bog on his farm in Newton, N.C. in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains 

about 60 miles from Boone. Jeff saved me. There was a snake threatening us.

     “And I say those words with the utmost of acid tongued disgust....”

     I didn’t mean to say it, but it came up like bile, and I said each word slower and 

slower. “Over....a.....bordello.” This was not the type of person you wanted to call it a 

whorehouse to.

     Most newspapers don’t like you reading a story back to them, so when I suggested 

that I would let her see the story, she didn’t ask for it, so I was embarrassed. I can do it 

at our paper, no objection. It’s okay. Carte blanche. But most papers don’t like you 

doing that. You can be fired for it most of the time. You can usually cover yourself 

when you say that you weren’t exactly sure about something, but they usually tell you 

to cover your ass and take better notes or switch it around. Move a few words around. 

That’s all you have to do to appease an editor. I never was that much of an asshole, but 

this could mean a promotion for me. Knight-Ridder seems to treat women a lot better 

than its males, especially at this paper, and it would help to make more money and 

move up, making better salary. Diane doesn’t want me to, but I’ve got to start making 

more money.

Date:
98-04-22 23:33:10 EDT

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (tim bullard)

man, what funky weather! must be world pollution, asteroid, man’s decadence or el nin~o. at terry’s funeral, some bonehead woman representative fell down. she’s probably gonna sue.

who do you like in nba? i’ll take the hornets.

gonna try to get up to kinston and check out single-A Cleveland Indians

minor league baseball.

gonna send you an http from chicago tribune. they have a columnist who’s

a good computer writer.

************

     Today is Thursday, the day I deliver papers, and at 10:15 a.m. I will have a chance 

to interview the governor at the Chabad Center. He’s going to give Ms. Schiller the 

honor of being in the Order of the Palmetto. It’s kind of like a redneck Kentucky 

Colonel status. When you’ve heard someone in this group of the Order tell a “joke” with the “N” 

word, however, it somewhat tarnishes the award. Yesterday on Friday, I had to meet 

the boss at Hardee’s and shuttle the day-late newspaper to the frigginging Florence 

Morning News. I got a wheel leaving the parking lot. What a royal pain in the ass. I 

hate going over there. I refused to go, and now she’s making me go again. I got back 

with seconds to spare for the governor’s press conference. I got to ask him why he 

failed to make a comment to the N.Y. Times that week concerning a story they were 

running about the lack of hate crime legislation in South Carolina. His answer was 

sterling. He said to check with his media department and that he tries to respond to 

requests from S.C. media first. I liked that. When my parents were pulling up in our 

drive today to give us a $2,000 check for a new IRA, I was on a knee, wiping off the 

bumper of my white Tracer, the one that I had just bought when I was fired in 

Florence, pasting a “Beasley For Governor” bumper sticker on my car. My wife claims 

I’m turning Republican. I’m not. I’m just returning a favor. This week’s paper contained 

a journalistic rarity, a sight so rare that it rivals a backyard sighting of the blue-

speckled hummingbird. Our newspaper published a photograph that had obviously 

been doctored, a fire scene downtown that had brown flourishes in the sky part above 

a building, resembling faintly the appearance of smoke, but looking a little more like a 

coffee spill. I thought I had seen it all.

     On Tuesday the governor and the Attorney General refused to talk to the N.Y. 

Times about hate crimes against gays for a story on the growing number of assaults 

against gays in South Carolina. We had a case in the local Conway paper just the other 

week about a guy in the cop column who reported to local police that someone had 

thrown a brick through the back window of his vehicle because he was gay.  Paragraph 

175: that’s the ordinance that Hitler reinforced as law, making homosexuality a high 

crime so they could put them in concentration camps too. Film at 11. I should have 

asked the governor about the execution set for the next morning, but there wasn’t 

enough time in all the rush, photographs and handshakes. Oh yeah. The whorehouse is still 

open.

     Barry Williams and Debby Boone will start in “Pizzazz!” July 6-Sept.17, and Williams 

can’t wait to start the $3 million production at The Palace.

     “It looks like it’s going to be a lot of fun,” he said backstage at The Palace. “I’m very 

excited about the show. I do play a little golf, and I do play tennis, so that’s all nice. I do 

look forward to settling in.”

     Williams was in town to publicize the show, which will feature The Royal White 

Tiger, the Golden Tabby Tiger (one of 12 in the world), a black panther and a spotted 

leopard, all of which have been in movies.

     “As the name implies, Pizazz is a high-energy family show. Think Las Vegas-style 

musical extravaganza revue. Debbie and I will host. We have 16 singer-dancers coming 

down from New York with a 12-piece band. It’s a variety show of sorts. We will have a 

trio of barber shop singers, The Harrington Brothers, who I worked with last year in ‘The 

Music Man.’ They’re just wonderful. I’ll be doing different music, swing music and pop. 

We’ll have a large-scale lion and tiger show in the middle.”

     The Harrington Brothers, Mike, David and Doug, have been singing for 26 years, 

performing The Mills Brothers, The Beach Boys, Big Band and The Beatles.

     “Debbie and I will be taking everyone through a musical journey. We will be doing 

everything from high-energy production numbers, like Miami Sound Machine. I’ll be 

doing ‘Rhythm Is Going To Get You,’ ‘Conga,’ ‘Get On Your Feet’ to intimate sections 

to tributes to country, Broadway and a patriotic section.”

     His hobbies include tennis, water sports, diving and surfing. Rehearsals started 

Monday.

       “There was a thing called ‘The Real Live Brady Bunch,’ which was a play. It played 

off- Broadway, and it played at The Kennedy Center. It played Chicago. It played 

worldwide.”

     His singing career continued after “The Brady Bunch,” the television hit which sent 

him, Florence Henderson and Robert Reed into millions of American homes with a fresh, 

wholesome message of family values and comedy.

     He has performed in musical theater, his staple, including “Victor, Victoria” and last 

summer’s “The Music Man,” which he will reprise after the Palace stint.

     “I’ve recorded different albums with The Bradys, solo efforts early on. I haven’t 

recorded in a while. I sing for corporations in Las Vegas and all over the country.”

     Williams loves the theater, which was celebrated recently with the Tony Awards in 

New York.

     “I wasn’t surprised by any of them. It’s always the case, I think some people are 

overlooked or maybe one category gets stacked with too many good people where any of 

them would have won in a different year. By in large, I was pretty satisfied with the Tonys 

and their outcome.

     “I think ‘Lion King’ certainly has broken new ground. I think ‘Ragtime’ is not only a 

good, but important work for Broadway. I think the state of musical theater is overall, 

very good, very good.”

     Williams talked about his work with the late Robert Reed.

     “Bob was a mentor of mine. I learned a lot through working with him. I had great 

respect for him. We had a very nice friendship. When you lose someone, particularly so 

young, I mean, he was 59, it was just five years ago last month, I can’t say it was a total 

surprise. I knew for a while that he was ill. But it’s a loss. All of the Brady clan felt that 

loss. I put together the memorial service for him, and I miss him. I would think he would 

love to see me doing this show, for instance.”

     Williams stays in touch with Florence Henderson.

     “All of them,” he said.

     Williams is concerned about the nuclear situation in Pakistan and India.

     “I don’t know you stop it. Thank you for asking. I’m rarely asked about political 

questions. I don’t know if anyone cares what I think about it. I don’t see how it can be 

stopped. I think if people have access to that information, they are going to use it. I think 

it sets a very dangerous precedent because instead of moving away from it, it tends to heat 

up the argument.

     “My biggest fear about all this stuff is that somebody who is completely irrational and 

get a hold of something like that and do it for kicks or come over here and be willing to 

martyr themselves and blow themselves and blow themselves up with some kind of 

nuclear device strapped to their chest in a New York subway and alike. It’s a frightening 

prospect. But I don’t think just because they’re setting off tests that they’re going to be 

lobbing bombs at each other any time soon.”

     Family values mean a lot to Williams, whose reputation is based on the concept and 

Americana.

     “You bet it is. And with good reason and by design. ‘The Brady Bunch’ was around at 

a time that there wasn’t even a term ‘family values.’ That is, by in large, what our show is 

all about and what it represented. Even though it was an idealized family, it certainly 

represented a lot of things that I think are valuable and valid and moral and important for 

families today, which would be getting along, talking things out between your parents, 

telling the truth and helping one another, that kind of thing.”

     His fan mail come from mothers, kids and new fans. “I get mail from people who have 

seen shows and have been either touched by the play I’m in or working,” he said. “It kind 

of runs the gamut. It’s very positive.”

     He was in the National Touring Company’s “City of Angels” and has appeared on 

Broadway in the musical “Romance, Romance.” He was in the title role of “Pippin” on 

Broadway and has headlined at the Stardust Hotel in Las Vegas.

     Williams was in the first Brady Bunch movie. I’m not very star-struck with him, and I 

feel guilty.

      “I thought it was very cleverly done. My criteria is something that can stand up on its 

own, that is if you weren’t a fan of The Brady Bunch television series, if you didn’t know 

all the inside jokes, if you didn’t share some phenomenal part of your past with that show, 

would the movie work? While I think the first one does, I don’t think the second did. I 

thought the second one was one- note and one-joke, and not a very funny one at that. It 

was really insulting to the legacy of The Brady Bunch.”

     The Brady Bunch also has a web page. Williams has hosted the Barry Williams 

Celebrity Tennis Classic which benefited the Adam Walsh Child Resource Center in 

Anaheim, Calif. He has written “Growing Up Brady/I Was A Teen-Age Greg.”

     Boone was in last year’s production of “The Sound of Music” at The Palace. I taped a 

message from him to my wife, who loves the TV show. “To a groovy chick,” he wrote. 

It’s on the fridge. He said if my article was good, he’d put it on the official Brady Bunch 

web site. It was there, sure enough, later on. Groovy, dude.



     “Dining With Friends,” the third annual fund raiser for CARETEAM, the Grand 

Strand’s assistance organization for AIDS patients and those infected with the HIV 

virus, was a well- attended event Saturday night at Celebrity Square.

     Hard Rock Cafe held a media reception at 8 p.m. while others attended parties 

across the Grand Strand. Valerie Graham of Jeep Safari, Jade Kurian and Allison Floyd 

of WPDE, Stephen Greene of the Myrtle Beach Area Chamber of Commerce, 

Kemosabi Joe of 106.5 FM and many others. Joe has a rank morning show with a 

racist character who is supposed to sound like a dumb black woman - “Susan B. 

Anthony Jones.” The premise to the skit each morning is that she gets into a bind at 

work and is too stupid to figure it out, using “Amos and Andy” dialogue. It’s an oldies 

station. And of course, it was Station of the Year two years in a row.

     Outside the Hard Rock Cafe in Celebrity Square a live band performed as city 

council members Judy Rodman, Rachel Broadhurst and Chuck Martino enjoyed the 

festivities. Some politicians avoid this fete like the plague.

     “Right now it looks like right at over $30,000. We were very pleased,” said Sue 

Meijer, office manager of CARETEAM. “Last year I believe they raised over 

$38,000.” There were about 46 parties booked. “We’re still in the process of tallying 

that,” she said. Plans will begin for next year’s function in about a month, Meijer said. 

Funds raised go toward providing counseling and medication for patients.

     The event was developed by Triad Health Project in Greensboro, N.C. and was 

launched here in April 1996. In 1997 there were more than 800 in attendance.

     CARETEAM Inc. was established in 1993 as a non-profit organization dedicated to 

the empowerment of men, women and children living with HIV and AIDS through 

education, treatment, housing, meals, treatment education, transportation and other 

initiatives. The Treatment Advocacy Program is an education initiative targeting HIV-

positive people and their caregivers with wellness-focused information in the areas of 

medical treatment, general mind and body health and practical and spiritual wellness.

                                                          *********

     Wiping away tears while sobbing, a woman’s eyes were glued to Sister Roberta Thoen 

SSMN of St. Michael’s Catholic Church AIDS Ministry Team at The Pavilion in Myrtle 

Beach Saturday morning during testimonials for the 6th Annual CARETEAM AIDSWalk.

I was starting to choke up too. I always thought of Gene Clark, the psychological 

counseling in Pinehurst who helped me in 1976. I went to his funeral, and I always 

remembered him at these events. I’m getting choked up again.

     “My brother died of AIDS three years ago,” she said to the crowd of 300 people, 

holding the microphone under cloudy skies.

     CARETEAM is an agency which serves HIV positive clients and residents who have 

AIDS in Horry, Georgetown and Williamsburg counties. There were 366 clients last year 

with an estimated 450 clients expected this year.

     Team members included Kathy Herrigan, Dee D’Aiello, Terry Nalewajk, Nancy 

Rawls, Ginny Tiu, Catherine Berry, Ramona and Alastair McCoy, Sister Isabel Haughey 

OSF , Sister Roberta SSMN, Sheila Pras and Roman, Davon, Asia and Ashley Magwood, 

grandchildren of Martha Kapek.

     “I’m here to support the AIDSWalk,” said Sister Roberta. “I’ve been doing this for 

years.”

    She has taken part in the City of Hope event at the University of California at Berkeley.

    “I think it is hope-filled to see so many people supporting a needy cause.”

     One walker was happy the teams contributed, raising $41,000, $1,000 over the goal.

     “I think it’s fantastic,” said Mark Moore, 42, of CARETEAM. Moore said he is HIV 

positive. “Naturally we’d like to see more people every year.” I took some 

black-and-white photographs of his hands, trying to do something artsy to put up at the 

new Conway museum, but the pics didn’t turn out worth a hoot.

    The Garden City entourage responded for one reason.

     “It’s to support people with AIDS,” Sister Isabel. “We have an active AIDS ministry at 

St. Michael. It was founded a year and a half ago.”

     Patrick Evans, a parish member, started the group, was HIV-positive and had helped 

fight Burroughs & Chapin during the Pride 98 festival.

     “It feels wonderful,” Sister Isabel said of her involvement. There are two St. Michael 

AIDS Ministry Teams who administer assistance to the sick.

     “There were some of us here last year, but much fewer. Patrick Evans, who has AIDS, 

asked Monsignor Thomas Duffy if St. Michael could start an AIDS ministry. Monsignor 

was very happy to do that. He talked to me. I was a respite caretaker of HIV positive 

babies in Philadelphia.

     “It was very demanding. Most babies were medically compromised, very sick. They 

did not expect them to live. The children I assisted in Philadelphia are still living and well. 

They are medical miracles. The physicians are astounded. You love them just like the you 

love other babies. I experienced no fear because of their disease. Of course I was a nurse. I 

graduated in 1962 at Saint Joseph’s Hospital in Reading, Pennsylvania.”

     Bill Burr of WBTW-TV 13 was the emcee. I cried when I thought about Gene, my 

friend, who died, having helped me years back as a psychotherapist counselor in Pinehurst. 

I went to his funeral, and I called him once when he was sick with AIDS. I did the whorehouse 

stories in his honor.
                                         ***************************
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Subj:
 Re: beach

Date:
98-04-30 19:25:35 EDT

From:
markk@onslowonline.net (Mark)

To:
Bulltim@aol.com (Bulltim)

there is something so pure and peaceful about rain at the beach.

could be a metaphor or five in there somewhere.

just got email from my former psychiatrist in statesboro GA: he’s got liver

cancer.

it’s not treatable. didn’t say how long. durn that makes me feel very weird. he

too - like me of course - is recovering from alcoholism. he and family just

moved up to tennessee too, with a new house, practice, wife selling houses and

kid going to college.

Lord.

he says pray for peace for him and his family. And God’s will be done.

Subj:
Re: beach

Date:
98-04-30 19:49:08 EDT

From:
Bulltim

To:
markk@onslowonline.net

durn...he’s supposed to make you feel better...why didn’t he just lie, or a sin of omission....”’i’m the ocean,’ neil young on broken arrow listening to now....

cried in cath church today, aids ceremony, 1st baptist minister was there who had been putting gays down.....

made money....freelancing to gays...go to www.countryweekly.com   and find country notes section and you’ll see my thing on suzy bogggusss and her baby...got seventy five buckerroos for it.

                                              ***************************

     By the time my boss spread the word all over town that I had Letterman tickets and 

that I might be pried into parting with them, the phone started ringing. The Sun Fun 

Festival folks were going to New York with Miss Bikini Wahine, and they wanted cheap 

publicity. Sorry, Charlie. She told them I wouldn’t need them, later telling me to my face 

that I had only worked there two years when it was really three when I was asking for my 

vacation days. Insurance and sick days are imaginary mileposts in journalism.

***************************
North Myrtle Beach a year ago the Catawba Indian tribe wanted us not to 

photograph a ceremony in which the medicine man lighted up some incense or something 

flammable and started waving it around, trying to horrify the bad spirits left over by the 

shaggers or something, and they asked us, rather, they told us that photography would not 

be allowed.

     A photographer can take a photo of whatever he or she wants to, period. It is 

respectful to pay heed to the wishes of folks when you’re allowed access, but I always 

reserve the right to take a photo. I never do say I won’t. and if I do, I’ll hit the road 

immediately.

     Case in point....at the House of Blues some goombah employee grabbed my wife’s arm 

when he thought her pocketbook was a camera. I got mad. They are really strict there, no 

flash and all...photos only after the first song...those kind of rules make journalists, real 

ones, antsy behind the scenes. I don’t like authority. I never respect it. I didn’t respect it 

when hanging out of my car and a buddy was driving us at a high rate of speed out of a 

whorehouse’s parking lot. It’s okay to defy authority every once and a while. It just 

depends on why you do it.

     There is absolutely something sacred about marriage. There is nothing sacred about 

journalism. I would have snapped the Catawbas, but opted for a shot which would be 

better, but if I hadn’t found it, I would have hit that old medicine man for all he was 

worth, snaring his spirit and fouling that smoky holiness. It’s my job.

     I wouldn’t have taken photos of the wedding thing out of respect. Now if someone’s 

ex-lover had taken a gun out and halted the ceremony, pull out the Kodak, Jack.

     There is a time to click. a time to shutter.

                                                  ********************

     It’s hot as a firecracker. Last year’s stump it thundered, and as the tall gray-headed 

patrician spoke to the crowd, thunderbolts snapped overhead.

     This year hundreds of Democrats gathered in Galivants Ferry for the Galivants Ferry 

Stump as politicians courted voters for their support.

     As Sen. Ernest Hollings’ baritone thundered over the speakers at Galivants Ferry 

during the most famous political stump in the world, national conservative columnist 

     Armstrong Williams, listened and critiqued the fatherly speaker.

     “He’s very conservative,” said Williams, a Marion County native. “If you look at his 

voting record, he’s a very conservative politician, on many of the moral issues too.”

     Several hundred voters, political figures like Jim Hodges and children gathered at the 

river to hear the best of local speakers and politicians, but the most mentioned politician 

wasn’t present.

     “He promised Horry County that he would build roads so that this traffic wouldn’t 

build up every morning, every night and every weekend, and he has not,” said state 

Democratic Party speaker Dick Harpootlian of Gov. David Beasley. A radio station once 

cracked about Harpootlian’s name when he tried to stop Guns ‘N’ Roses from playing on 

the Gamecock’s football field in the stadium. Harpootlian should run for Antichrist. He 

could get Hitler off on a Jewish holiday.

     “It’s time for Democrats to win, right?” said Don Fowler, former National Democratic 

Party Chairman. “We’re going to return that good government to South Carolina.”

     “As usual, the Galivants Ferry stump meeting is the highlight of any election year,” said 

former Lt. Gov. Nick Theodore. “Quite frankly, I think it energizes the politicians. It’s a 

symbolic meeting because it sets off the Democratic primary.”

     Theodore feels good about his race to recapture the lieutenant governor spot.

     “I feel good about it but by no means complacent,” he said. “I’ll have to play some 

good catch-up ball at first. I feel confident.”

     During his last election Theodore said in Florence Beasley had “flip-flopped more 

times than a short-order cook,” and this time he said Beasley has done it three times, on 

the flag, gaming machines and his “athletic prowess.” This year he’s amended the phrase 

by saying Beasley has “flip-flopped more times than a kid on a trampoline.”

    There were surreal moments - U.S. Rep. Mark Sanford talking to Libertarian Doc 

Quillen (pro-pot candidate), Jim Bruton of Surfside Beach, who delivers POINT locally, 

waving a Hollings sign behind the WPDE live weather anchor and politico and public 

relations guru Mary Eaddy kissing Lee Bandy, political columnist for The State.

     Who was the candidate whose thundering voice turned chattering heads?

     “It puts fear in people’s heart to divide us,” said Tom Turnipseed, the Columbia 

attorney opposing Attorney General Charlie Condon. “We need to reach out to everyone. 

We’ve got extremism in the Republican Party. Most of the Republicans are good everyday 

people. We need to reach out to all of them. We need to reach out to the oppressed 

people. I’m sick and tired of these people invoking the name of Jesus Christ to divide 

people, to make them hate and fear one another. These guys are masters that we are up 

against at dividing people over little things They’ll even tell you that.” Turnipseed’s folks 

called me the other week to fax them my whorehouse stories.

     “He called me Senator,” laughed two-term Solicitor Ralph Wilson, laughing. “During 

that time, I have been fair. I have been honest, and I have been fearless. I will continue to 

do what is right and what is best and what is lawful, and regardless of who likes it and 

who dislikes it, as long as I am solicitor of Horry County and the solicitor of Georgetown 

County I will do what is right and what I believe that the law requires.” Wilson, a 

Democrat, later lost his seat to a Republican.

     I asked Wilson whether or not he has read any Mickey Spillane novels. “Not recently,” 

Wilson replied, laughing hard. Spillane’s wife, Jane, has made it her life’s calling to spurn 

Wilson and dethrone him, even mulling over advertisements in movie theatres. God forbid. 

She said she’d get the Mick to read my manuscript. She’s perky, spunky, and she lost in 

the primary. But she’s real nice and sweet. Like Bob Dylan embraced Hurricane Carter, 

she’s leeched onto the idea that this guy is innocent of stabbing this girl multiple times in 

the case that used DNA evidence for the first time in the country’s history. The coroner 

offered to carry me out to the site once. I have declined so far his offer.

     “I feel like I can earn respect with Horry County Council,” said council candidate 

Leroy Clewis. “I think I can be a good leader.”

     “We have problems with stormwater,” said Deborah Pittman-Page of Socastee, District 

6 candidate. “We need better library facilities. Right now the county is paying $38,000 a 

year to rent a storefront. We should have a building. We would like to see a landscape 

ordinance.” It’s history. It’s Americana. It’s the Stump. It’s a chance for all God’s children 

to speak their peace. No Republicans allowed. They can come. But they can’t speak at the 

podium, according to old man Holliday who runs the general store.

     There was Steve Skardon of The Palmetto Project, Marion County Council members 

Marvin Stevenson and William Troy, Florence Mayor Haigh Porter and his daughter, 

Meg, who works with the party in Columbia, AP, WIS, Sheriff Teddy Henry, Sally 

Howard, Wayne Gray, Mayor Bob Grissom and many more.

     Skardon is looking forward to a voter registration drive.

     “South Carolina has been 49th and 50th in the country for many years. Now we have 

begun to improve. We moved from 49th to 47th in 1992, and in 1994 we got up to 41st in 

the country,” said Skardon. “We want to keep that momentum going.”

     “The biggest political year for me was when they made the shag the state dance. That 

was the biggest thing ever,” said Harold Bessent, running against Rep. Tracy Edge, who 

works for Burroughs & Chapin. “If we want to make sure that our local family in small 

business gets fair shake, if we are going to keep the big money interest from destroying 

the things we love about Horry County the most, we’ve got to start putting the people 

first. That’s what I’m going to do. I don’t own any big land near the new highway.”

     Lucian Norton, a county council candidate, said, “If you take money, you’ll have to 

represent somebody. Who are you going to represent? The person who you represent or 

the people who gave you the money?”

     Republicans stood by the wayside, eyeing the action like Cold War spies with weary 

1,000-mile stares much like siblings sidelined as too young to play tag football. 

     “It’s a grand tradition, Horry County style,” said Liz Gilland, Republican county 

council member.

     “Being a Republican, I’m thrilled to see so many Republicans here, particularly when 

they seem to outnumber the Democrats,” said Rep. Tracy Edge.

     “It looks like a smaller and smaller crowd every year,” said Rep. Mark Kelley.

     As Sen. Ernest Hollings spoke at the lectern, conservative columnist Armstrong 

Williams, flanked by two brothers, including Marion school board member Kent Williams, 

was arguing with a person over how the Democrats will fare against Beasley.

     “They can’t. What they can do is put forth a good showing. It’s amazing that Beasley 

won the first time,” said Williams, who is writing his national column on the stump. “I 

think they’re trying to revive their party. Obviously, the party, idea-wise, is bankrupt. I 

think it’s good for people to get together. I think it’s fun.”

     There was a fellow who nodded an acknowledgment, and he looked like a school 

superintendent or principal. He was in a tie. I nodded, in a hurry. It was our next 

governor, and his face recognition was pretty low in my book, lower than his name 

recognition. The next stump would be the founder’s last, John Monroe Holliday, who was 

famous for handing out cigarettes on November’s National Smoke-out Day at his country 

general store, Pee Dee Farms. Tobacco farmers never had a better friend. Oh yeah. The 

whorehouse is still open.

                                          ***********************

     My stomach rolled, and I heard the voice again tonight, playing it over in my head 

as the feelings of fear and paranoia returned instantly as if they had never left.

     “You’re dead. You hear me? You’re a dead man.”

     When my mind went reeling about who had left this message on my answering 

machine, the contender in second place, and in first place at times, I must admit, was a 

person who wrote a letter to the editor I just read in the Tabor City/Loris Tribune. If 

my wife hadn’t got to the church in Loris tonight and brought back the paper, I would 

have never seen it. It would have disappeared into the shuffle without notice.

     On the religion page of this paper is a story under “Community Church News.” The 

author is a no good sorry buffoon. A stinky piece of  crap, or as my camping buddy, 

Mookie, a UNC grad and Tar Heel sports fanatic, would say around the campfire, “a 

waste of human flesh.”

     “I’d like to introduce you first of all to the author of Grace, Jesus the Christ. In 

John I, verse 17 read, ‘For the....” You know the rest. I read like something a blue-

haired Sunday School teacher would crank out with plenty of study lesson quotes and 

quotes from the Bible.”

     “I can’t believe this! Durn! What kind of frigging religion do they have 

over in Loris!” I yelled, holding my stomach. There is an editor’s note in this three-

column headline story at the top of Page 15, dated Wednesday, July 8, 1998. The 

Editor’s Note mentions that “the author grew up on a tobacco farm near Loris....”

On the Letters to the Editor page the woman squeezes in a letter too, which is a pile of 

slop and pure-T disgusting rubbish.

    “Dear Editor,

     “Thank you for sharing God’s blessing to me with all your other readers. Jesus said 

where two (2) or more are gathered in HIS NAME. He will be in their midst. I know 

He feels welcome in Loris (Matthew: 18:20).

     I am enclosing another of His blessings to share with you and your readers. Please 

allow me to correct an error. Our Chaplain’s name is Mitchell Wray. He’s such a ray of 

sunshine in our lives that it’s (inc. sp.) easy to make that mistake. A lot of the women 

here have been abandoned or forgotten by their families, and this man let’s (sp. inc.) us 

know that God loves us and that he does, too. He shares with Kathy Strickland, who’d 

really love to hear from home. Hint! Mary Howard and Linda Singleton, just to name a 

few.

     “Being in prison is certainly not anything to aspire to and it will be my prayer that I 

will never meet you here. Yet I would like you all to know that no matter what 

happens in our lives that God can and will turn it to good if we trust Him. He is the 

author of Amazing Grace and it’s my prayer that each of you will know the hour of His 

grace very soon.”

     “Editor’s Note: Another sample of Alford’s writing is on the religion page today.)

Good God almighty! What kind of  crap is that?

                                             *******************

                                                            1995

     White grains of powder rained from six inches above the wooden panels, waxed 

smooth as a baby’s bottom as a mirror ball of colored lights sprinkled happiness off the 

walls’ mirrors while the thin, 60-ish man tapped one penny loafer against the other. His 

arms were locked around the waist of a woman who must have been 30 years younger 

than him with shining baubles hanging from her store-bought shirt. They were frozen, 

ready for the diamond to drop on vinyl behind the record booth as Wendel Wilkie, a portly 

weekend beach music DJ flipped through his CD library from memory, like a Van 

Halen audiophile, zipping straight to the Drifters’ hit the couple had requested. Wilkie is 

the president of the Beach Music DJs Association now and spins platters at Fat Harold’s 

Beach Club in North Myrtle Beach.

     It was Saturday night in Mullins - time to shag.

     Shaggers from Dillon and as far away as Florence, 30 miles, would drive through 

road blocks of sobriety checks and drug dog stops to enjoy the company of strangers 

and tobacco company sellers, drunk from her mini-bottle drinks and smelling like a stale 

cigar soaked in Hai Karate. 

     “Have I got any credit left on the tab, Margaret?”


     Margaret Denton was about 80 years old, and she was the best bartender in 

Mullins. A old painting of a naked woman, draped in meshed see-through gauze, her 

breasts exposed with rosy nipples, was on the wall in “Margaret’s Lounge” at the 

Imperial Motel. The carpet was red; there were dusty bottles of all kinds of defunct 

beer labels around the wall, and the bathroom always smelled the same, like urine and 

the cheap kind of toilet cleaner with blue water.

     “Now how much did you give me last week?” Her filing system was a spiral binder 

which she would sometimes forget to check off. You got a free drink on your birthday, 

or if she was in a good mood. Her pale, white skin was accented by multiple layers of 

makeup and red lipstick, and her earring collection was something any woman from 

her era would love - the singles were stockpiled in a cigar box under the bar. When she 

eventually died of cancer, the bar was really a depressing place to go, but everyone 

came to the graveside and to the Methodist church service.

     “Now look what the cat dragged in!” Johnny would spout. Johnny remarried his 

wife after a divorce, so he’s married her twice. Their daughter is very attractive, tall 

like them. “Still working on those stories?”

     My financial losses may have been visible from the sour look on my face or the fact 

that every time I hit the door and the air conditioning pouring out into the humidity of 

the parking lot, I’d pull off my tie so hard, some alcoholics at the bar swore up and 

down they witnessed smoke curl up from behind my neck. It was the “liniment 

lounge,” named because of the approximate average age of the patrons. There were no 

babes here. You might as well have hanged a sign on the door which read: “Sexy, 

short-dressed, foxes stay away!”


     “I need a beer.” My tie was already stuffed in my pocket by the time I reached for a 

toothpick. The food was really greasy here. A black dude cooked it in the back. But 

this was the only place to go in town for miles. I never got a chance to see a video 

poker machine in this place, and it was good because that would have screwed up the 

atmosphere of this juke joint.

     “You look like you need a beer.”

     “Done any more stories on Sharon Alford?”

     Using her tongue, Margaret had thumbed through the tickets, looking up at me 

with a frown, then a sneaky smile of forgiveness. Every once and a while, especially at 

Christmas, she would really dress up, and the atmosphere was holy with out-of-town 

homegrowns visiting home, exchanging hugs and gossip.

     “This one’s on me,” she said, grabbing a dirty glass and washing it for my Jim 

Beam. There were dirty jokes written on all the bar ornaments, and the red window 

booths’ plastic always gleamed when the Christmas lights lighted up the fake frost 

aerosoled on the panes.

     It was here in this humble establishment, filled with holiday natives returning from 

college, from failed careers, from miserable jobs out-of-state, from unsuccessful 

marriages, from the cold recesses of the outer limits of the city boundaries, that smiles 

were contagious during any holiday. If you were a University of South Carolina 

Gamecock fan, you would fit in quickly in this crowd.

     “I appreciate it, Margaret. I’ll catch you up next week. I’m kind of behind on my 

rent. I’ll get paid next Friday, and I’ll be in here right after I hit the bank. You know I’m 

good for it.” If I was really far behind, like $40 or so, she would politely scratch 

upward with her index finger and tell me privately in the dance hall, a separate room 

from the bar.

     “You look kind of flustered. What’s the matter?”

     “Still driving 1,000 miles a month, Bullard?” The drunks repeated every syllable. 

And after you left, you should have left a positive note for them to pounce on because 

gossip fueled the town of Mullins, full of tobacco warehouses in a county without a 

movie theater. Did I tell you about Al Agnew, the Air Force POW? He would hold court. 

His wife did our napkins for our wedding.

     “I can’t believe that case is over,” I sighed, fingering the golden glass of liquid. 

     Chewing on a straw, I looked as James Docker walked in. He was a county council 

member, dying of lung cancer. I was hoping he would not ask me for a cigarette. It 

would be too hard to turn him down. Nobody turned anyone down for a bummed 

cigarette in Mullins. It was against the city code.

     “That durning woman. That’s why I left the Mullins paper, you know.”

     They had heard it before. Another blathering drunk. But they would do anything for 

a story. Just a few words dressed up and positioned in sentences, not too long, but 

interspersed with enough action, sex, innuendo and tragedy to make good gossip 

spreadable.

     “She sat right over there in that corner once.”

     “Yeah, I believe her nephew and that dude who worked with him sat right over 

there.”

     One could throw a beer bottle a few hundred times as hard as they could throw it 

from the bar and reach the road.

     “Brap! Brap!”

     When a body falls on a dirt road, the sound doesn’t carry far, especially on a night 

in May. On May 3, 1992 the body of a fellow was discovered on Millers Church Road 

near Mullins. Two apparently fake suicide notes were discovered at the scene. No 

weapon. Go figure.

     “They printed my story. I couldn’t believe it.”

     On Jan. 21, 1994 my editor, the same asshole who finally fired me at the Florence 

Morning Piece-of- crap, was working past five, but not long. His chubby fingers jabbed 

at the keys, scrolling down, making a few changes quickly, scrolling up and down 

further until the end of the story. Then he scrolled back up and read it again.

     “Good story.”

     Good editing job. He could be a good editor when he wanted to. That afternoon I 

had uncovered a court document which led to the next day’s headline “Millionaire’s 

death remains unsolved despite settlement of insurance claims.” When the front glass 

door of the newspaper office had almost closed, I let out a blood-curdling shriek of joy 

that I knew would be heard by everyone in the newsroom. It was a good feeling. When 

a reporter breaks a story, it’s like busting a cherry, something I don’t think I’ve ever 

done. It’s much better than sex. The pride fills your soul for an hour or so after you 

type the “-30-” at the end of the story.

     The body on that dirt road had been a former college professor, Robert Allan 

Mensh, 47, who had moved into Marion County’s Zion community in November 1991 

from Carson City, Nev.

     The week before Christmas: WBTW TV-13 in Florence had a Yuletide greeting and 

salute from local and regional merchants as a kind of holiday gesture and advertising 

tool. After the murder, one of them showed a woman, greeting the viewing audience. 

My groin was wet with spilled Budweiser as the sizzling end of my joint fell off my 

finger after burning its flesh and into my lap. It was Sharon Dale Alford, who wrote 

that religious column I was telling you about. She was the co-owner of Trader Dan 

antiques in Marion.

     In Potomac, Md. Mensh’s sister was left out of his will. The sister battled for the 

estate later. Mensh had met Alford when he moved to Zion and allegedly signed his 

fortune and a life insurance policy over to her shortly before his death, according to 

court records. His survivors weren’t even mentioned in the obit. Alford arranged the 

funeral through Richardson Funeral Home, owned by the county coroner, Jerry 

Richardson, a dead look-alike to Darryl Waltrip. He checked my pulse once.

     My story’s research had uncovered evidence that showed civil defendants were 

prepared to call two Mullins physicians in to testify, and that one of the docs was ready 

to swear that Alford had entered The Mullins Hospital “claiming she was in labor when 

she was not.” The other doc, her own physician, was getting ready to say that the lady 

had never been pregnant while in South Carolina.

     They were also going to call her former husband to testify that there had allegedly 

been a similar case involving her.

     “Do you understand what you are charged with?” the judge asked the defendant.

     “Yes sir,” replied Alford. Her warrant showed she had a scar on her stomach.

     She hadn’t been so silent when she was bitching with her husband to me once at the 

Mullins newspaper office about a girl whose arrest hadn’t been sufficiently reported 

upon. I knew she was trouble then. As a reporter, you have to be able to judge a 

person’s bull crap quotient as well as the psychotic quotient, an equation that Mensh 

probably never realized until after Alford’s nephew and his acquaintance, Anthony 

Leverne Genwright, led him down that dirt road that night. I was out of town and 

missed the murder that day.

     After the subsequent trial and convictions, her nephew, Thurman Rabon Jr., 27, of 

Rt. 2, Mullins, was brought to Margaret’s Lounge before he was shipped off to jail. I 

don’t know how his relative, his attorney, worked it out, but they did it. I was probably 

in there that night and was too drunk to know it. I don’t think I was there that night, 

however, but news of this greatly distressed me and caused me to cause a minor 

rampage when I learned of it at the bar on night.

     Alford was dressed in light brown wooden clogs and a prisoner’s suit of orange as 

she faced Magistrate William Hubbard as a SLED agent, Muldrow, ignited her 

cigarette as she awaited arraignment March 15. There was a lot of choir practice to 

follow, and to sing from the same hymnal, it takes a lot of religious fortitude.

Mensh’s typewriter was supposedly used to type the two phony suicide notes 

addressed to Alford.

     Sheriff Bud Richardson told me Alford was “conniving” and “vicious.” The Mullins 

Drug Store crowd had a name for her after the sheriff, a big NASCAR fan, dubbed her 

in one of my stories as the “Queen Bee.” Over coffee, the crowd, which included an 

insurance agent, a loan officer and several other older fellow, would cackle over the 

nomenclature.

     When the Queen Bee was finally picked up for formal charges, the sheriff made a 

telephone call to a state representative, Morgan Martin of Conway, who represented 

her, so she would turn herself in.

     “I don’t know what we’re looking at,” Martin said after the arraignment. Martin is 

one of the best attorneys in the state, if not the best. He could probably get a Nazi off 

on a Jewish holiday.

     There had been one insurance policy for $125,000. The other one was for 

$605,000.

     “With love and affection for my friend” Mensh had signed the deed to his property 

to the Queen Bee on April 22, 1992.

     “Why aren’t you running my Alford story?”

     The new publisher of the Marion Star & Mullins Enterprise didn’t have a good 

enough answer for me. He was scared to print the story. “We can’t run this,” he said. 

So on Aug. 1, 1993, I applied to the Florence rag where the guy who interviewed me 

had a bottle of booze in his desk drawer.

     So when Judge Ralph King Anderson proclaimed that the Queen Bee would walk a 

free woman into house arrest with an electronic device strapped to her, I quickly 

banged out an article letting people know folks in Marion County were damned 

concerned she was on the loose.

July 11, 1998/TO: Deuce Niven Loris/Tabor City Tribune (Pulitzer Award winning paper in N.C.)

From: Tim Bullard

good to see you at the speedpark. (i had a 9. or 8. something). ed piot. won....if my wife hadn’t gone to speak at the catholic church in loris tonight, i wouldn’t have seen that sickening letter to the editor in the tribune, and the story. i feel like throwing up and like someone jerked my stomach.

i left the marion star after they wouldn’t print a story i did on this lady, and you should see the ones i did in marion. i lived in mullins when this murder happened.

i’ve got to write a letter to the editor on this woman’s writing. you shouldn’t print anything else she says. i’m not quite sure if there may have been a story concerning her there before the july 8 thing, but take a look at this series of stories i did in florence and you’ll understand why morgan martin doesn’t win them all.

morgan martin told me at a press conference in loris once that she asked about me....it scares me when people like her get a public audience, especially on a religion page...she’s manipulative, dangerous.......repulsive......

her husband was a rural usps carrier in mullins...i kinda felt sorry for him....it was a wild trial....didn’t cover much of it.....but you should have seen it when the victim’s family called and he was being buried at richardson’s funeral home (coroner’s f.home) before they were even allowed to go....alford was arranging the funeral....odd stuff....law enforcement dropped the case after about a year, and then sled and george muldrow got on it after i started finally referring to the victim , since there was insurance and he was worth it, as a “millionaire.”

take it ez... i really enjoyed the buffet column!

                                              ********************

    The local new wave magazine Yikes just jabbed at me and my question to Kevin 

Bacon and his brother, saying it was vapid.

                                                     **************

     Any anecdote about Elvis Presley stirs my south, so when Richard Jones of Myrtle 

Beach came in the office, he told me about when Presley was about to come on stage 

once.

     A local musician, Jones, 45, was a native of San Diego, and had played trumpet for the 

King in Arizona.

     “This happened about nine months before Elvis passed away. I had been hired as a 

backup musician for different artists for a number of years. I had worked with a lot of 

people in the business, and Elvis happened to be coming to the Arizona Coliseum, which 

held 15,000 people.

     “What happened is the night we were contracted to be the band, to be the backup 

band, we had scheduled to rehearse about four or five in the afternoon, and Elvis 

obviously didn’t show up for the rehearsal. He had his conductor there though, and his 

band was there.”

     Rehearsal lasted around 90 minutes.

     “The music was fine, and we were supposed to report back at a certain time. The 

concert started at 8 o’clock. So we got there at about 7, all dressed in tuxedos. At about 

     7:30 we were told it was time to go on the stage and sit there. At this point Elvis 

wasn’t in the building at all. We get ready to go up on stage, and we were sitting there.

     “The place was at capacity. You couldn’t get another person in there if you tried to. 

We’re over capacity, and we’re sitting there, and all of a sudden we here this, ‘Pssst! 

Pssst!’ - like somebody trying to beckon us from behind the stage. So we turn around, and 

there are some policemen back there waving for us to come off the stage.”

     Jones said everyone on stage got off stage faster than Joe Cocker grabbed a 50-gallon 

trash can once at the Greensboro Coliseum to puke once when I was at Appalachian.

     “They said there had been a bomb threat called in, and that there was a bomb planted 

underneath the stage, and they were going to blow all of us up. So needless to say, that 

worried a lot of the musicians a little bit. What worried the musicians more was when they 

started bringing the dogs in. Not that I did, but even in those days there were some 

musicians that tended to think that marijuana was a part of their normal life, so needless to 

say, they were all worried about these dogs going around and sniffing around their 

instrument cases. It turned out they were bomb- sniffing dogs, so they were all safe.”

     Everyone was nervous, and no bomb was found, so the musicians got back on stage.

     “Elvis was still not in the auditorium. I found out later on how Elvis and his crew 

worked. They would get the audience to start up and get them going. When we started 

playing Elvis’s opening song, at that point, they had radio people on a radio with Elvis in a 

limousine outside driving around. At the time the band started, they would contact the 

limo.”

    Jones said Elvis would then be escorted to the rear entrance and would hop out and run 

straight to the stage.

     “Likewise when the concert was over, everybody thought he was coming back for an 

encore because we kept playing, and he wasn’t. He jumped off the stage and in the limo 

and was gone before we had even finished the last number. It’s probably the most exciting 

entertainer I’ve ever worked with. And I’ve worked with a lot of people. He was just so 

popular with everybody. Even though he was overweight at the time, he came out and 

gave 200 percent. I’ve never seen anybody work as hard on stage as what he did. The 

crowd was just yelling and screaming. I get goosebumps just talking about it.”

     You normally have to size up someone you’re interviewing because I’ve met a lot of 

liars who tell tall tales you wouldn’t want your byline over. I believed Jones, and he gave 

me some sweet tapes of his wife, a singer. Jones said he had performed with Sammy 

Davis Jr., and I love celebrity stories, plus I loved Sammy Davis Jr.

     “Sammy was a real musician’s musician kind of person. After the show, Sammy would 

come back for an hour and sit with the band. Normally, he’d have a little bar set up back 

there for you. If you were done, even if he was in there for one night, he’d come back and 

have a bar set up for the band and hang with you for about an hour. He’d go on to tell you 

that without you, I’m really not anything. He loved to support musicians, unlike any other 

musicians I’ve ever worked with.”

                                                        ***********

     A diminutive young man stood in the crowd of onlookers outside a Broadway theatre 

where a large black stage door swung open, and tall disheveled Irishman, 46, with long, 

unkept light brown hair emerged, reaching for a notebook to sign. It took me several 

months to get a week’s vacation, even when my boss looked me square in the eye and told 

me I had only been working there for two years, when it was in fact three. I didn’t get paid 

but for a week’s vacation of the two-week spree, but it was almost worth it to get away. I 

was far away from the night I had to crawl out of the back window to escape while the 

lady who did layout plodded along between cigarettes, and they waited for me to take the 

paper to Florence again. I got so sick of it, but now I was on Broadway.

     Bumped by enthralled female bystanders, the fellow held up his Instamatic behind me 

as I laughed when he lost all control, as everyone always does in New York City, and 

blurted it out. He must have objected to the wild opening scene of the play.

     “Hey! Liam! Turn around, ya bastard!”

     Sure enough, the 12-week run Neeson turned and started signing autographs on his 

side of the hive as the camera’s flash illuminated the “The Judas Kiss” billboard sign. 

Jailed homosexuals make life rough on an actor from Ballymena in Northern Ireland. His 

wife, Natasha Richardson, was in “Cabaret” until Times Square was blocked off. Some 

scaffolding had fallen at the Conde Nast building on West 43rd Avenue, killing a poor 

73-year-old lady in the Woodstock Hotel, turning a five-block area into a sanitarium for 

41,000 licensed and crazed, steering-wheel-pounding, yet affable NYC cabbies (One told 

me of a local TV newscaster who tipped 35 cents to him once. One told me he doesn’t 

pick up black passengers. One said he likes the mayor.) “It hit like a baseball bat,” a 

firefighter told the Daily News. Hardhat guys hollered at folks on the street to warn them. 

Vacation time...it felt like being baptized - the second time around during July of 1998.

Journalists don’t get many vacations, but when they do, they usually pull the blinds, take 

the receiver off the hook and hit the liquor store - but this vacation, the first good one 

since I got fired at the Florence Morning News, was right on time, like AZT’s successor. 

It takes a few days for the serenity to sink in. The first few days feel like a regular 

weekend. 

     That Hardee’s Huskee Junior seems a million miles away when you realize there are 

17,000 eating establishments to choose from. The average dinner cost $29.28 in 1996, 

according to a Zagat survey, including drink, tax and tip.

     As Beach Boy Brian Wilson squinted reading his cue cards, David Letterman sat in the 

darkness of The Ed Sullivan Theatre as the ghost of John Lennon infested the bank of TV 

monitors July 22 while guest Tony Danza scooted to his play across town and a man 

danced in his drawers. One night late in December or so I had applied for the tickets, and 

once folks knew I had scored them, the calls started coming in to borrow them, but I held 

on to them tighter than I held on to my puberty. You can’t give them away or sell them - 

it’s nontransferable, and you have to be over 16, unless you’re a guest here at 1697 

Broadway between 53rd St. and 54th St. I was only about six when The Beatles played 

here. A man buffs the shiny black floor as a comedian prepared to warm up the crowd. 

Letterman even came out and test-drove a few jokes. Wilson sounded great but looked 

rough.

     Times Square is cleaner. Hobos are harder to find. Bathrooms are scarcer than D.A.R. 

members at a Marilyn Manson concert, and restrooms, nine out of 10, are still extremely 

rancid.

     One remembers the recent N.Y. Times quote by Myrtle Beach Mark McBride which 

ridiculed big city life.

     Here’s a Top 10 List: “My Top 10 Reasons to Visit New York”

1. To lift the 450,000-pound Statue of Liberty.

2. To learn there are 55,224 tennis balls used in the U.S. Open.

3. To mingle with 1.9 million commuters instead of the several thousand daily from Conway, S.C. to Myrtle Beach, S.C.

4. To peruse the 200,000 baseball cards in the Metropolitan Museum of Art, where I scooped up some discounted Christmas cards in the gift shop and a Vincent Van Gogh (1853-1890) print “Flowering Garden.”

5. To swim around Manhattan (it actually takes seven hours, 15 minutes.)

6. To learn there are 500 oz. of fragrance sprayed at Bloomingdale’s daily.

7. To see 200 skyscrapers.

8. To watch the mayor try to outlaw nude dancing.

9. To find out more about organized crime, the Mafia and wiseguys who make Joe Pesci look like a Hollywood fruitcake.

10. To eat a hot dog with that pink sauce.
     Granite versus green pasture - free drinks at night in the student center and Internet 

access in the new library - I was able to stay free at Fordham University where my wife 

was attending a conference. Outside the boundary of the fence, however, was a bustling 

Bronx. Our first encounter after hitting the streets after a van ride from JFK was a loud 

“CRASH!” A hit-and-run cemented in my mind a fact that I already knew. New Yorkers 

are, at heart, very humane. A bystander saw the old model vehicle sideswipe a car stopped 

at the stoplight near the train station, but none of us bozos had the nerve to run up to the 

dazed driver, rip out a piece of paper from a notebook and hand him the scribbled license 

number of the perp who had sped around the corner, accelerating as blue smoke coughed 

out of the exhaust pipe.

     Six-dollar lasagna at the corner restaurant and a nap hit the spot after hitting our dorm 

room.

     Monday, July 20: it was on to Simon & Schuster for me as I took my book manuscript 

to an editor who had responded favorably after a query but weeks later returned it, saying 

it had “tension” and “energy” but was not for their current list. This was the morning the 

scaffolding fell. I dropped it off at 9:30 a.m. and had plenty of time to taxi over to Macys 

to snarf my free press souvenir knapsack. The cabs were clean and looked brand spanking 

new. My hailing method was comical; it was a dramatic impersonation of a schoolteacher 

scolding a misbehaving pupil with the index finger slicing the air in a short, abbreviated  

puncture.

     As New York City Mayor Rudolph Guiliani finished his policy speech July 20 in the 

plush executive dining room of The Republic National Bank, his sweeping epistle on 

eliminating welfare by 2000 and claiming credit for reduced unemployment, The New 

York Times had already picked a headline.

     “Mayor Wants To Abolish Use of Methadone” read the next morning’s headline, 

“Drug Treatment Experts Angered by 4-Year Aim.” Here in Horry County, S.C. the 

community of Socastee had it easy fighting a methadone clinic. “City Hall Calls War on 

Narcotics Ineffective,” read the subhead. Writer Christopher S. Wren had apparently 

seized the opportunity to play up the mayor’s call to cease the methadone programs as 

Clinton drug czar Barry R. McCaffrey was quoted to underline research that methadone is 

effective.

     “I’ll have a seltzer,” I told the well-dressed soda jerk. There were Coca-Colas, ice and 

glasses. A bank of TV cameras was ready to record the speech.

     With crime falling 48 percent, murder by 70 percent, Giuliani discussed the WPA and 

welfare’s misuse.

     “While the supposedly ‘progressive’ philosophy went unchallenged in New York City 

for decades, New York City became the welfare capital of the world,” he said, using 

graphs.

     Since March 1995 Giuliani said welfare rolls have been cut by more than 400,000, and 

in February they were below 800,000 for the first time since 1967.

“We will end welfare by the dawn of the new century,” he promised, complimenting job 

centers and suggesting mandatory drug tests for new clients.

     I accidentally broke protocol as I stood to leave as the mayor was making his exit, 

which is apparently totally inappropriate. He was followed by many bodyguards, but I 

was approaching my 2 p.m. appointment at Tribeca Grill, Robert DeNiro’s restaurant at 

275 Greenwich St.

     Splurging was necessary after dropping off a manuscript, so I looked at the menu for 

Monday, July 20, 1998 which featured the daily soup, gazpacho with roasted corn and 

crabmeat Salsa and the Chef’s Special - pan-seared sea bass with lentil salad, mache and 

pumpkin seed vinaigrette, raspberry financier with cinnamon ice cream and a 

recommended wine of Bacchus Chardonnay 1996 California.

     It was onward bound for me and six Budweisers and a shot of Jim Beam. The blatant 

absence of prices on the menu signaled to me that my order of a “Tribeca Burger” with 

homemade potato roll, creamy vegetable slaw and French fries, was going to cost. My 

next trip will be showered with mucho dinero so I can try the Arugla Salad with 

bocconcini and basil oil, warm goat cheese strudel with watercress salad and beet 

vinaigrette, the terrine of duck and foie gras with grilled brioche toast and spice-rubbed 

yellowfin tuna with cucumber and seaweed salad. Maybe I’ll nibble on the creme brulee, 

strawberry rhubarb tart or sorbets. The chef was Don Pintabona with Tomas Paulino as 

pastry chef. Splurge #1 was a Tribeca Grill lighter; #2 was a T-shirt. They have denim 

shirts, pins, hats and jackets. Call 212-941-3900 for reservations.

     The N.Y. Convention Visitors Bureau is bad to the bone. “The Big Apple” publicity 

began in 1971, launched by Charles Gillett, past bureau president. The term began in the 

1920s and 30s with celebs.

     Myrtle Beach could use a zoo like the Wildlife Conservation Society’s Bronx Zoo, 

open year- round with 5,000 animals, 607 species since 1899 on 265 acres with two 

million annual attendance. Admission is free Wednesdays for the largest urban wildlife 

conservation facility in America. The Bengali Monorail is relaxing. Where else can you 

find a sambar, barasingha or babirusa?

      The wildest part of the Bronx Zoo, founded in 1895 by the New York Zoological 

Society, turned out to be when children wanting a ride attacked our tour-guided golf cart. 

The most captivating part of the tour was when the totally green forest vanished as you 

could spot a fence, one the other side of which was a city tenement building. 

     Official All-Star Cafe in Times Square was a welcome stop as snarled traffic irked the 

calmest of honking cab drivers. I already had a complimentary meal set from the 

convention bureau, but Mike Shank of the Myrtle Beach site’s public relations office set 

me up for a freebie. The Shops at Citicorps Center were bustling at the concierge where a 

free black T-shirt awaited.

     Kill ‘em all, and let God sort ‘em Out!

     Outside in Times Square The Living Theatre was presenting live “Not In My Name,” a 

weirdo protest play against the death penalty with the folks prancing around in very tight 

black outfits. It’s funded in part by The National Endowment for the Arts to protest state 

killings in the U.S. “For there to be equivalence, the death penalty would have to punish a 

criminal who had warned his victim of the date at which he would inflict a horrible death 

on him and who, from that moment onward, had confined him at his mercy for months. 

Such a monster is not encountered in private life.” - Albert Camus.

     Thurgood Marshall, Supreme Court justice: “It is also evident that the burden of 

capital punishment falls upon the poor, the ignorant and the underprivileged members of 

society.”

     The S.C. Attorney General, Charlie Condon, the doctor of death, had called for the 

execution of five Death Row inmates.

     City filming while I was in town included Chris Reeves’ remake of Alfred Hitchcock’s 

thriller “Rear Window” and “The Chris Rock Show” along with “The Ride,” “The Bone 

Collector,” “The Thomas Crown Affair,” “Man on the Moon,” “Frequency,” “Stuart 

Little,” “Town & Country” and others.

     “I promise not to wreck it,” I said to the National car rental clerk, who smiled at JFK. 

     Steel-toothed security gate ramps, designed to puncture tires, reminded me of dental 

X-rays of daily newspaper editors as I steered the car toward Southampton.

     The Grumman deer-infested airport is abandoned on Long Island, and a nuclear plant 

remains dormant forever after citizens killed it before it opened. Helicopters filled The 

Hamptons for Clinton’s visit to Kate Capshaw and Steven Spielberg in the Georgica 

section of East Hampton for a three-day excursion. Alec Baldwin and Kim Basinger 

hosted a party at their Amagansett home for the Prez, clipping Demos for a mil. Every dog 

has his day. Every hamlet has a deli and a stationery shop.

     We ate lasagna pizza in Babylon, where the first radio transmission by wireless was 

completed by Guglielmo Marconi in 1901 from Fire Island Avenue.

     We stayed with relatives in Southampton on Long Island, or “Paumonock,” which the 

Native Americans called it. “Lange Eilandt” is what the Dutch colonists called it before the 

Brit settlers finally christened it Long Island. Nathan Hale was from here, a spy for 

country’s most successful slaveowner, George Washington. The best publications include 

Dan’s Papers and Hampton. There are not many Clampetts in The Hamptons, and the 

Clintons were coming when we were there. Seaside mansions with heliports. The butler 

has a butler here. It was in Southampton that I found the hard-to-find Pilot oyster crackers 

made by Nabisco. It’s easier to find a black Republican in Alabama that one of these 

products because they just don’t distribute them in the South, and that’s that. My friend 

for whom I had bought the crackers, I understand, immediately hid them from his wife, 

and I am told that they had a quick demise, quicker than Atlanta’s burning. I bought three 

boxes. They are but a faint glimmer of a memory, and I don’t understand why he likes 

them so much because they are thicker than the piece of plywood beneath your carpet and 

rug bedding.

     Southampton’s graveyard is peppered with red flags, signs which denote membership 

of the fireman’s association, and the tombstones show that this sleepy hollow has had a lot 

of firemen. My brother-in-law took my wife and I to the tacky Shinnecock Indian Outpost, 

which reminded me of the Hillbilly Trading Post on U.S. 321 heading into Boone, N.C. 

where I attended Appalachian State and worked at the Watauga Democrat newspaper. 

“Tax-free Cigarettes” the sign reads. The Indians’ ad posted Surgeon General warnings 

about fetal injury and premature birth and low birth weight, but you can’t beat the cheap 

Salem Lights and “New 100% Organic Grown Coffee” roasted fresh daily on the 

reservation on Rt. 27-A on the Old Montauk Highway. I bought some incense, but they 

had pottery, moccasins, turquoise and silver jewelry, sand paintings and dream catchers to 

snag, entrap and imprison my nightmares about the jet airplane flight I’d have to suffer on 

our return. My wife just reminded me of an argument we had which she said ruined our 

side trip to Newburyport at Friendly’s. At one park a group of women had set up a WIC 

kiosk about the Massachusetts Department of Public Health Women, Infants and Children 

nutrition program in the middle of  the “Yankee Homecoming” celebration. (For a 

household of one, the income requirement is $14,983 a year or $287 a week, which is 

very close to my salary, but I don’t breastfeed.

     My Port Jefferson mug brings back memories of the day we visited this picturesque 

port village, nestled in a bay where shops offer trinkets and yummy Italian ice.

Grits, please

     Two-week vacations are rough and can cost. Order breakfast everywhere if you want 

to conserve fundage. It’s a cheap meal. Cite cross streets to cabbies to recapture lost time.

Our three-day trek to Maine was upstaged by a very popular “Powerball” competition in 

which a group of folks won and split $250 million, playing a lottery. It was chaos in 

convenience stores. Such a game of chance is playing a very important part of the 

gubernatorial race in South Carolina now.

     Gulls hover over the whitecaps as the Orient Point ferryboat rides the waves to 

Connecticut’s 5,009 square miles of eight counties and 169 towns where the Dutch settled 

in Old Saybrook in 1623. Our first traitor, Ben Arnold, was from this state where the first 

football game was played at Yale in 1873. You can drink beer on the ferry or play video 

games as the lighthouses pass. Construction on the Orient Point Lighthouse began in 

1897, but it opened in November 1899. Look for the U.S. Department of Agriculture’s 

Plum Island Animal Research Lab.

     Halloween, USA. “Witch City”: A woman passes her hands over a deck of cards in a 

psychic shop a stone’s throw from the chamber office in Salem, Mass. It’s a goth mecca.

     “Year-round there’s so much to see and do in our uniquely beautiful city,” Salem 

Mayor Stanley J. Usovicz Jr. says in a chamber brochure. (The trick is to buy enough 

merchandise in parking deck stores to win a credit for eight hours of parking.) Use the 

Internet to set up a bed and breakfast.

     The Salem Witch Museum’s show is incredible with figures and a narrative in this 1845 

building, a former church. Superstition and Puritan ethics from England shaped the 

atmosphere for mass hysteria in pre-1692 Salem.

     Was it bread baked with rye and ergot mold which caused young girls to freak out in 

the summer of 1691? In January 1682 a preacher, the Rev. Samual Parris of Salem Village 

learned that his daughter and niece got sick, and the village doc pronounced her 

bewitched. Later 19 men and women were hanged. The village’s sawbones, Dr. William 

Griggs, diagnosed bewitchment.

     The museum is an 1845 building of stone which was the Second Church Unitarian on 

Washington Square.

     The Salem Wax Museum was cool at 288 Derby St., a new attraction, and at Salem 

Witch Village practicing witches gave guided tours of torture, legends and lore. Off the 

historical path was Dracula’s Castle on New Derby Street. It’s like Myrtle Beach without 

the beachwear shops and Confederate flags.

     We didn’t hit the Witch House is open March 15-Nov. 30 at 310 Essex St., home of 

Judge Jonathan Corwin, who is buried in the nearby Broad Street Cemetery. He is 

supposed to have purchased the house in around 1675 at age 24, living there for 40 years. 

I read that until the 1800s it remained in his family’s name. Salem’s new restoration began 

in 1944 when the Witch House was threatened with destruction, and residents raised 

$42,500. The museum opened in 1948. Corwin was on the court that sent 20 innocent 

folks to their demise. 

     Witchcraft was the charge to his mother-in-law, Margaret Thatcher.

     The trial of Bridget Bishop April 18, 1862 is re-enacted in Town Hall above the 

chamber in “Cry Innocent,” a historical play in which the audience becomes jurors.

     “More weight!” Giles Cory, 80, cries as he is pressed to death. I salute Mr. Cory.

     It all started with Tituba, a preacher’s Caribbean slave, who was spared. Denizens were 

seeing “specters.” A girl, five, had a “devil’s mark” on her finger. In 1694 witchcraft was 

no longer an actionable offense. In 1709 Ann Putnam confessed in church. Property rights 

were seized. It sounded like Myrtle Beach without the strip bars and massage joints.

     Tituba testified that two co-defendants had “tormented” Corwin’s young son, George.

Presiding Judge John Hathorne’s descendant, Nathaniel Hawthorne, has a house in town 

with seven gables.

     In August 1992 Nobel Laureate Elie Wiesel dedicated the Salem Witch Trials 

Memorial in this evil city.

     Watch out for Channel 16! After a supernatural Philistine tour of this unholy city, we 

allowed my wife’s cousin to help us select overnight accommodations because the sun was 

setting mighty fast, and at 7 p.m. all the respectably priced joints were taken, so we were 

about to accept a choice from Hades. “Mario’s Motor Inn” looks better from Route 1 

South in West Peabody, Mass. than it does from the inside of this joint. “We May Not Be 

The Biggest, But We Are One Of  The Best...Drive Safe and Come Back Again. Thank 

You. Your Hosts - Brenda & Lou.” 

     The proprietors were out, but the friendly dude at the desk was kind enough to let us 

preview a room. Contraceptives were sold at the counter. I had never slept on a round 

bed, but I suppose there’s a first time for just about anything. Now some motels have 

HBO and R-rated movies, but the motion pictures here would make Oscar blush. The 

female nudes on the silver 70s wallpaper in the bathroom left little to be said for this sex 

palace. 

     Durn lodgers were coming and going all night long. Some with kids. Some with johns. 

“Only 20 yards away from good food and drink,” read the place setting. A group of teens 

loomed in the restaurant parking lot next door to us at midnight.

     Forging the next morning into Kittery, Maine, a string of factory outlet stores awaited 

us where nothing is inexpensive. I learned that there are 120 stores and a trading post here 

with everything from Brooks Brothers to Benetton, BOSE, Geoffrey Beene and Tommy 

Hilfiger. I was finally in the state Stephen King lives in, where Hawkeye was from. 

Maine’s use of mandatory pedestrian strand crosswalks appears safe, a good model near 

The Cutty Sark Hotel at York Beach ($125 nightly, no phone, 50s-F, soft beds).

     Pass the Valium. What’s a good vacation without some fool opening up fire in the 

Capitol, killing two cops? Back in Southampton en route to JFK, I recalled that a 

newspaper reporter without two weeks of news fixes is like a junkie off crack. CNN was 

the juice, and it kept my mind off the plane flight.

     Man was just not made to fly. Waiting to board the Spirit Airlines cheapo flight back to 

Myrtle Beach International Airport, I was slugging brewskis to take the edge off. The lady 

checking in my video camera had set me off - she didn’t have to make me open the 

camera’s cassette loader to look inside it. I was born in the state where the Wright 

Brothers should have been arrested for unlawful conduct on those dunes at Kill Devil 

Hills. 

     Thousands of pounds of metal do not coast through the air without some degree of 

uncertainty on a safe landing. Every movement of the plane causes a heart palpitation and 

a new wave of perspiration to ooze out of your pores, causing a yellow stain in the 

armpits. The flight to New York had been horrible, full of despair and painful tension. It’s 

like putting five CDs into the player of nothing but “The Harsh Sounds of Fingernails 

Scraping Down the Chalkboard” by Chilly Bumps. Imagine bungee jumping in a 

straightjacket for a day. Jangled nerves, and every time that stupid bell would sound, I 

would take that as a sign there was a bomb on board or something. Every slight tilt of the 

aircraft sends the sensation that Death Row inmate gets just before the priest kisses the 

crucifix on the other side of the glass. The only time I fly is if I have a manuscript under 

my sweaty pit. That’s when the rubber lifts off, friend. If and only if. As I was leaving the 

plane, I accidentally struck someone as I embraced one of the stewardesses, rather, airline 

attendants and thanked her with the sincerity of a Christian convert freshly baptized.

                                                *******************

     A computer virus is affecting Macintosh computers on the Grand Strand, and one 

computer company repairman has been very busy. Since our computer was afflicted, and it 

was slowing us down, I decided to do a story on it. One ad agency guy called in and 

criticized the story. I called the daily just to let them know about it.

     What is a virus?

     “A virus is a program that is created, basically it is a man-made developed program 

that can attack your system and freeze and crash and corrupt your boot block on your 

hard drive, thus crashing your hard drive and not letting your boot and shutting your 

whole machine down, corrupting your files,” said Sam Fattoross of T-Rex, a member of 

the Myrtle Beach Area Chamber of Commerce. They fixed my computer once, giving it a 

memory chip and upgrading that Packard Bell from Wal-Mart 16 megs of memory, up 

from the factory’s dismal eight.

     Symptoms: intermittent freezes for 30-60 seconds, while the pointer still moves, 

crashes and strange errors.

     “It can attack specific applications. There are many different viruses on the market. 

There are two different types, mainly. There are your regular, annoying type viruses that 

are just not real malicious types of viruses. They are just out to basically just make your 

life a little bit more uncomfortable. But then there are the Trojan horse viruses, which are 

really serious viruses, and that what we have here happening this past week.”

     Designers, advertising groups, print shops, screenprinters and entertainment industry 

businesses have reported the virus. They mainly have Apple-based computers, he said.

     “Well, there hasn’t been a real malicious virus developed on a Mac in years. It looks 

like somebody in Hong Kong developed one because that’s where this emanated from. 

Somehow or another somebody here in town at one of these local printing port type shops 

acquired this virus.

     “And of course, they deal with everybody that I deal with in the artist design industry, 

and indirectly or directly they have contaminated one person. And that person 

contaminated another person. Basically, it’s caused a very distressing week. I mean, I’ve 

been all over the place trying to remove these viruses.”

     The only thing that he has found that can remove the virus, he said, is the latest Dr. 

Solomon’s Virex update.

     “It’s called the worm virus. The technical name is an Autostart 9805D Virus. It is a 

Trojan Horse virus. It does corrupt data. It attaches itself to the extensions folder. Within 

your extensions folder there is a desktop principal extension. It attaches itself to that and 

actually creates an invisible extension that you cannot delete from the desktop printer 

extension. You can’t see it.

     “When you run the virus program, you’d never know unless you had the latest Virex 

definition for your software. With that, you can see it, but then you still can’t remove it if 

you are working off that hard drive. You have to boot off another device and promptly 

delete the file and then the invisible file. It’s a real pain.

     “You can delete it, but you have to boot an external device, such as a CD or some type 

of boot CD. When you boot off something else, it another device, will freeze up the 

internal hard drive so it is not in use, and when it is not in use, you can probably remove 

the file. If the file is in use, and you’re trying to remove it, it’s not going to let you. It’s 

going to say, ‘Error-error-error.’”

     Characterizing the psychological profile of a person who would create such a 

malignant, treacherous sometimes deadly technological weapon is similar to describing a 

culprit such as the Unabomber, the Zodiac Killer or a serial killer - you have no idea who 

it is, but outlining a modus operandi helps because you can zero in by eliminating 

suspects.

     “Ah, kids, hackers, programmers who have nothing better to do with their time. 

Eggheads. Real big-time people that really don’t have any type of a personality or life. All 

they do is sit in front of their computer. A real head case.

     “You know, somebody who doesn’t have much of a personality and has a very low 

self-esteem. They kind of resort to developing a virus to make everybody else’s life 

miserable. They get a kick out of it. They get a rise. Like look at what I did. I have power. 

They think the gift of power makes them feel good. It’s an ego thing.”

     The effects of such a deranged, criminal effect can have vastly immeasurable 

consequences on human life and the economy.

     “Oh yeah. I had one designer this week who lost about $10,000 worth of artwork, stuff 

they were working on for three weeks, maps for Myrtle Beach and stuff it took them 

hours and hours and weeks and weeks and months and months of development to create 

and put this out and use Photoshop and scanned images and pieces of artwork and map 

sites and dots and points and illustrators, a combination of all their knowledge to put this 

stuff together, and then the file is corrupted, and I have to delete it.

     “You can’t repair this. Whatever it attaches itself to, you have to eliminate it. There is 

just no repair. It sucks. Pardon my French. But I mean it’s a really, really lousy, lame 

thing to do to anybody. I’m very upset about it. You know, you’d think I’m happy about 

making some money. No, I’m really not.

     “Most of the clients that I work with are under contract and have been working with 

for five or six years now. It hurts them, and it hurts me. I can only do so much. Basically I 

had only two hours of sleep last night. I am completely exhausted. The calls keep rolling 

in.”

     Advice?

     “Just be careful about what you download. Be careful about what you get into on the 

Internet. There are some sites that you can think, ah, look at this, I got some free updates 

and software. Be careful, and be wary of those sights.”

     Use a virus program, he warned. “They have it for the Mac too. The two standards for 

the Mac industry are Semantic Anti-Virus and Virex. Virex is the only one of the big two 

with that latest update to see, detect and remove this latest malicious update.

     “It almost makes you wonder if some of these big virus companies are not creating 

some of these viruses to keep themselves in business.”

                                                    ****************

     12 noon: Tuesday, Aug. 25, 1998.

     A major hurricane is off the coast. The next day I’d have five less shingles on my roof 

and have to call the insurance rep.

     You are a fly on the wall at City Hall in Myrtle Beach Mayor Mark McBride’s office, 

where McBride is pleading a case to Gov. David Beasley to use the word “evacuation” 

instead of “relocation” as several mayors and public officials listen in on a conference call 

from Columbia. Mark will later break a drinking glass on a table at a city council meeting 

one day and get into a slugfest with another council meeting during an executive session.

     “She wants me to get some pictures of him on the phone with the governor,” I told the 

city manager.

     “Okay.”

     The emergency management guy for the city had just finished updating them on the 

weather alerts, and the mayor is talking into his speaker phone at the office desk as Leath 

sits in front of the desk, ready to confer. Leath is a lawyer. McBride might need a lawyer. 

I might need one if anyone on the line sees their telephone conversation in the newspaper. 

I’m holding my tape recorder out in the open for both guys to see. Folks would want to 

hear what goes on behind closed doors with Hurricane Bonnie knocking. 

     City Manager Tom Leath, Mayor Mark McBride and Emergency Management 

Supervisor Bill Stephens listened to Gov. David Beasley over the speaker phone with 

other Grand Strand officials Tuesday at 12:15 p.m.

     “That you Phil?” The governor’s man in Columbia would welcome public officials as 

they joined the call between beeps.

     Stephens had just briefed the mayor and Leath with updated maps and projections, and 

the team was ready. When Bertha and Fran hit, Mayor Bob Grissom, who died this 

summer, wanted Beasley to call an evacuation the day before it was called.

     The conference call’s roll call included Conway Mayor Greg Martin, Surfside Beach 

Mayor Dick Johnson, Loris Mayor David Stoudenmire, Bill Otis of Pawleys Island, 

Aynor Mayor John Dawsey, North Myrtle Beach Mayor Phil Tilghman, Horry County 

Council member Ray Brown, S.C. Rep. Tracey Edge, Rep. Billy Witherspoon and others.

     A fire alarm went off in the Statehouse before the call. During the previous few hours 

the hurricane had taken a jog to the left westward, according to a Governor’s Office 

spokesman on the phone.

     As Beasley tended to business with National Weather Service bulletins and an 

upcoming press conference with media interviews, McBride took the opportunity to 

communicate with the other mayors and officials while they were on the line.

     “While we are waiting, what are ya’ll thinking? How are ya’ll feeling?” he asked.

     “Mark?”

     “Yes sir.”

     “Ray Brown.” Ray’s on the county council, and he looks like a country preacher.

     “Hey Ray.” Ray looks like a Southern preacher, white-coffed, thick hair and an accent 

that would make Andy Griffith seem like he was from the Bronx.

     “This is just personally myself, I think last year I think we evacuated too early,” said 

Brown. “The people who own all those motels, they’re going to have to refund their 

money. You know, if it gets bad, I think we ought to evacuate, but I think we should wait 

until we know what’s really happening.”

     “I agree. I agree with your point,” said McBride. “But if we get to five o’clock, and we 

only have a couple of hours of daylight, and then we decide. What worries me if the staff, 

Bill Stephens is saying we’re looking at upwards of a 13-foot storm surge on a rising 

tide.”

     “But the bottom line is we’re going to do what the governor says to do anyway,” 

Brown said.

     Witherspoon asked if the projection was for high tide.

     “It’s a rising tide. We’re thinking it’s going to be before high tide,” McBride said. 

     Georgetown Mayor Lynn Wilson joins the call. Beasley enters the room in Columbia.

     “Good afternoon. This is the Governor,” said Beasley. “Based on the last track, we’re 

not comfortable. Projections don’t look that bad, but we’re concerned that if this trough 

doesn’t hit like we want and desire by 5 to 8 o’clock this afternoon or this evening, we’re 

going to have a hell of a problem.” There is a noticeable, meticulous silence.

     “Therefore, what I am recommending is for Horry and Georgetown counties we have a 

voluntary relocation. And I will emphasize that very strongly, that our tourists and visitors 

pay close attention, that we have a voluntary relocation immediately, and that be 

on-guard, stay tuned, that there by this afternoon early, by 3 and 5 o’clock, there is a 

possibility that I could do a mandatory evacuation if this storm doesn’t start taking the 

turn we hope for. Is there anybody of concern with that? Given what we’re looking at, if it 

goes directly like it’s linearly projecting, it will be hitting us early, I mean early tomorrow 

morning. We can’t evacuate and have everybody prepared.”

     “What have you got different than the 11 o’clock report out of NOAA?” asked 

Tilghman.

     “If you look we have projections showing a worse case scenario hitting Myrtle Beach,” 

replied Beasley. (Leath conferred with McBride and Stephens.)

     “Phil, we put all the models down. For it to go where they’ve projecting it to go, it’s 

got to make about two or three turns in the next five to eight hours. If it doesn’t make 

those turns, then it’s going to slam right in the heart of us, I mean tonight, in the Myrtle 

Beach area,” Beasley said.

     “Since my area’s the most vulnerable, Governor, I tend to concur with you,” Tilghman 

said.

     “There is no question that you have got the most vulnerable area in the North Myrtle 

Beach area,” Beasley said.

     McBride: “Governor, Mark McBride.”

     “Yeah, Mark. Are ya’ll comfortable with this....”

     “Ah....” McBride said.

     “...all the way down to Surfside, Dick?” Beasley said.

    “Yes sir, Governor, we’re comfortable with it,” Johnson said.

    “There is a possibility that we will see in the next two hours a better path, and I say two 

hours because we’re really at a very limited window of opportunity here for evacuation 

purposes,” Beasley said. “And I think that if we’re going to do a mandatory evacuation, 

it’s going to have to be probably between three and five o’clock this afternoon.

     “Because when we get into nighttime evacuation, you just run into all types of 

problems. If it took the worst-case track, hurricane winds would be here early tomorrow 

morning. I can’t remember the exact time frame, but it was around five or six in the 

morning. At 4 a.m. in the morning, as you well know, once the gale force start hitting, 

people get a little bit disturbed, and it puts us in danger with the law enforcement officers 

on the road. Then once the hurricane force winds hit tomorrow morning at 4 a.m., we’re 

going to have to hunker down and pray for the best.”

     Tilghman: “Phil again, governor. What you’re saying, and I’m not disagreeing with 

you because I haven’t talked to Charleston and Wilmington weather service, what you’re 

saying is really kind of in conflict of what they said at 11. Is it that much of a turn to the 

left?”

     Beasley: “Not that much of a turn, but the problem is, what they are saying, Phil, is that 

they, on their predicted path, they are anticipating some pretty good right turn. Our 

problem is if those right turns don’t take place, I mean, you and I, all of us have got to 

expect the worst, given the time frames that we have.”

     Tilghman: “I agree with you. You’re just telling me something I wouldn’t have heard. 

Of course, the Gulf Stream is still there, and it hasn’t imposed its will on that yet.”

    Beasley: “That’s right. I think we need to err on the side of caution.”

    Tilghman: “I agree.”

     Beasley: “If we go ahead and do a voluntary relocation, that will present us with 

enough movement should we have to exercise mandatory, we would be, I think, good 

enough shape, given, we’re talking about a three o’clock or five o’clock evacuation, I just 

don’t see people evacuating much after midnight.”

     Tilghman: “Now, your position right at this minute is you’re going to announce a 

voluntary evacuation at this point.”

     Beasley: “I will say a voluntary relocation....”

     Tilghman: “Why use the word relocation?”

     Beasley: “Because we think ‘evacuation’ still may be a little bit strong.”

     Tilghman: “Okay. All right.”

     Beasley: “But voluntary relocation, but not saying objective, and we will say, ‘for the 

coastal sections of Horry and Georgetown counties,’ and I will really emphasize ‘tourists 

and visitors.’”

     McBride: “Governor, this is Mark again.”

     Beasley: “Yeah.”

     McBride: “Ah, we’re in agreement in taking the first step of it, no matter what we call 

this first step, but in talking with staff, we’re of the opinion, you can take one step. You 

can’t take a half- step. You’ve got to take a full-step. We’ve still have probably about 

100,000 on the beach.”

     After the call, Tilghman was off to a radio station to spread the word.

     “I’m going to use a new word for you. I asked him what that meant,” Tilghman told 

me. “I don’t think it’s panic time yet. You’ve got business people who probably can’t 

leave right now. I don’t think the term is really that important. Quite frankly, he’s got a 

much more bottleneck problem that what I’ve got right here.”

     Gov. David Beasley visited the Grand Strand Thursday for a helicopter tour with the 

media as he thanked local officials and local media for their assistance in getting the word 

out for Hurricane Bonnie and keeping citizens prepared. I had taken photos of signs down 

on the way in - the Barnes & Noble Booksellers sign was impaled on itself as it fell into its 

steel pole; a titty bar sign was injured. I drove out in the worst of it, and my Tracer was 

hard to keep in the road. Every hour I’d cross the highway through the night and check on 

all the SLED officers, and many of them had worked on the whorehouse bust. Cops slept 

on cots, and I scarfed doughnuts as the emergency management director for the county 

stood on a chair, giving updates TV sets broadcast the old dude on The Weather Channel, 

who the governor reportedly had called during the hurricane to no avail.

     Wearing Abercrombie and Fitch khakis, Beasley shook hands with public officials.

     “The first thing - it’s another miracle,” said Beasley. “We’ve been spared again. South 

Carolina beaches are open for business. And I want to thank all the local officials for 

working with us so effectively, Tracy, Mark, Mayor McBride, everybody just did a 

tremendous job in working with us. I love it when we can get up there and literally from 

the air not see but a little bit of damage, and we really have to look hard to find damage, I 

love that.

     “Obviously we’re concerned about our neighbors to the north of us. They are still 

getting pounded. They’ve got substantial damage, but we at home have fared well. South 

Carolina beaches are in great shape. And we are going to do our dead level best to make 

certain that the major networks around this country and news outlets, particularly in 

Europe in Asia, understand that South Carolina is in great shape.

     “We have kicked off immediately an advertising blitz and campaign where anybody 

can call 1-800-205-9119 and get the real story real fast.”

     Beasley has authorized state funds “dollar-for-dollar” for the money that the Horry 

County Area Recovery Council antes up.

     “I tell you, I’m drained. I know a lot of city officials, county officials and legislative 

officials are tired and drained, but I can tell you that it is a great relief to see that we were 

so fortunate to not receive any more damage than we did,” said Beasley. “It kept us on 

our toes.”

     I asked Beasley Mayor Mark McBride’s request at noon Tuesday during the 

conference call with local mayors and officials for a mandatory evacuation to be called 

then. Most of the reporters, TV and print, crooked their heads because they didn’t know 

what the hell I was talking about.

     “The evacuation procedures went very good,” said Beasley. “One of the great things 

about having an open dialogue is that we want everybody to discuss the possibilities. 

Anytime you’re dealing with a hurricane you want to err on the side of caution - what’s 

the worst case scenario. A lot of times our office may have a little bit more information 

about what’s going on at the time we discuss things. I don’t think there’s any doubt, all 

the right calls were made, and thank God we’re not having to do any Monday morning 

quarterbacking and second-guessing. All the right calls were made. The mayors and local 

officials worked with us well. We talked about evacuations Tuesday at noon, but we felt 

very confident at that time, given what we were hearing, that it was going to turn, that it is 

going to turn, coupled with the fact, here is the most important two factors for us, beside 

that it was a Category 3 and an expectation of turning, there were two major physical 

factors locally that we felt very comfortable with. One - we already had at that time all of 

our emergency personnel and evacuation people in strategic locations and places. You 

couple that with we had half the number of tourists, we were in a very comfortable 

position that we would be able to evacuate in a timely fashion. You know, a lot of people 

didn’t want to evacuate at all Tuesday afternoon, but now I’m glad we can just smile 

about it.”

     Commenting on Hurricane Danielle which was threatening, “I hope it doesn’t come 

toward us, and if it does come toward us, that we don’t get any damage. I hate to even 

think about that right now. Our emergency team, we’re not disassembling it. We’re 

looking at Sunday or Monday to be back in this same situation. Hurricane Danielle is 

heading our way. Bonnie is just getting off of our backs. But we will be prepared.”

     The DuPont Amateur Golf Championship Tournament is still on for the weekend, 

Beasley stressed. I covered it, and the Sun News was handing out free passes to the titty 

bars, so I asked the chick about the passes. “They are advertisers,” she told me. There 

were kids as young as 11 playing in the tourney.

     “Nothing is going to slow that down a bit,” he said. “The streets are cleared. We have 

flown the coast from Georgetown all the way up to the North Carolina line.”

     “You go back to Fran in 1996, and North Carolina wasn’t expecting anything at all, 

and boom, they got slammed,” he said. “We had 1,800 or 1,900 Guard units along with 

law enforcement on the ground. You all helped us. People get more tense after the storm 

when they think the storm has passed. They want to get back home, and I don’t blame 

them.

     “One of the most difficult calls that we had to make was last night, not allowing the 

folks in Horry County to be able to go back into their homes. But we made those 

decisions, based on all the information that we had at the time, and we erred on the side of 

caution. You helped us make them understand why they needed to hold back.”

     Rep. Mark Kelley was with Beasley in Columbia while he was making the calls.

“I think the governor did an excellent job in making the calls when he made them. We 

really, seriously, yesterday all afternoon were really stressing over trying to figure out a 

way to get people out of these shelters and back in their homes. Darkness was sneaking 

up. I think everything went well. I understand we had no major injuries or fatalities.”

     Kelly lost his sign at Shamrock’s restaurant on U.S. 17 Business. Rep. Tracey Edge 

cooked his breakfast on a stove without power.

     “I think it went very well,” said Stan McKinney, director of S.C. Emergency 

Management. “The evacuation coordination with the counties that were affected was very 

good. We were able to move people near the end of the day, even though we had part of 

the evacuation after night fall. Shelter operations went well, excluding the loss of power in 

some, but that was to be expected. And thank goodness we don’t have any more damage 

than we do.”

     McKinney got six hours of sleep after only three or four hours since Saturday.

     “It was kind of tiring and grueling. We spent a lot of time on this storm. It seemed like 

it never would do what it was going to do or go away.”

     On Monday a special briefing was held by City Manager Tom Leath at City Hall at 3 

p.m. for an overview with a timetable of events, including the Emergency Operations 

Center, department head briefings and evacuation.

     Also covered was an update of evacuation centers, public safety employee schedules 

and responsibilities and the Public Information Office.

     Under executive order from Gov. David Beasley, Adjutant Gen. Stan Spears activated 

1,000 National Guard personnel Monday.

     The personnel moved forward to staging areas in the coastal regions by 5 p.m. 

Monday. I snapped some photos of them in Conway, but they didn’t make the paper.

     “The Guard’s role has always been critical in State Emergency Operations,” said 

Spears. “Fortunately, South Carolina received little damage from Bertha and Fran, but we 

were prepared and ready for the possible problems these natural disasters posed. The 

South Carolina National Guard is preparing and will be ready for the same type of 

response for Hurricane Bonnie. Our mission is to protect the citizens of South Carolina 

and their property.”

     The next fax came Monday at 1 p.m. from Paul Whitten, director of Emergency 

Preparedness, announcing the Horry County Emergency Operations Center was officially 

active at 11 a.m., operating in “OPCON 3,” an intensified state of readiness in the event of 

a storm. Issuing of re- entry passes was suspended.

     Aug. 24, 4 p.m.: The next fax Monday was from Teal Williamson Britton, public 

information director for Horry County Schools. The shelters got wild - college coeds 

sleeping beside the homeless. One kid was busted for pot.

     The American Red Cross had removed Socastee High School and St. James Middle 

School from the list of approved shelters since each school is in the surge zone.

     The list of schools that would serve as shelters, she noted, would be in voluntary 

evacuation Conway High School and Loris High School (to be opened within four hours 

after Gov. David Beasley’s announcement for voluntary evacuation); and mandatory 

evacuation (to be opened after the governor’s order for mandatory evacuation) at Aynor 

High School, Carolina Forest Elementary School, Forestbrook Elementary School, Loris 

Middle School, Whittemore Park Middle School, North Myrtle Beach High School and 

Forestbrook Middle School.

     “Riptides. If you publish anything, please publish that when a riptide takes you out, 

swim to the side. Don’t try to fight it. When you can’t swim, start waving,” said a 

lifeguard.

     Mitch Rosenthal, a tourist, said, “Actually, right now I don’t think too much of it. It’s 

beautiful weather. You’ve got a nice breeze to suntan yourself with. The beaches are 

beautiful. I’ve never seen beach water so beautiful in my life. It’s nice and clean.”

     He said he would evacuate.

     “If they made it mandatory, yeah. I mean, otherwise, we’d stick it out. The motel 

seems like it’s built well and maintained well. We’re staying at the Best Western.”
                                                    *************

     As the fight against video poker continues in the Legislature and S.C. State Supreme

Court, Beasley told me point blank in an interview in Myrtle Beach that

organized crime is linked with the industry. Democrats cringed when Republicans ran

radio ads suggesting Democrats are linked with the Mafia. I watched the body of a 22-

year-old video poker security guard wiggle on a gurney as the deputy coroner rolled him

out of Stateline Video near Calabash after an early morning robbery, and the video poker

joints continue to blossom at S.O.B.

     These are the “Forces of Nature” the Palmetto State is dealing with after Hurricane 

Fran and Bertha. Thank God for tourists and Hollywood wheels who purchase ice by the

truckload. We fly the Confederate flag over our Statehouse here. In the adjoining

municipality, Marlboro County, there is the South’s most famous whorehouse, Trucker’s

Motel. Welcome to South Carolina! Ya’ll come back, hear? My story ended up on 

Affleck’s web  site.

                                                          ************

     Glasses are tinkling at the exclusive Thoroughbred’s Restaurant on Restaurant Row in 

Myrtle Beach as an arts council reception is going splendidly until gossip columnist Hilda 

Carter, who is usually 51 percent accurate with her information, tells me about a meeting 

across town at the Holiday Inn West, where I had my wedding reception on a riverboat. 

Hilda is a trip. Wigs. Always gossiping. Her column is a society toast with local white 

people galore publicizing their antics and Epicurean feasts. She’ll pull you aside and tell 

you about how she sat with a public official or went to a recent gala and who was 

schlepping who and what was what. She would rerun the tale of her Wilmington WECT 

TV-6 show in the 70s every other time or so you’d run into her.

     “The video poker people,” she whispers, nibbling at a scallop wrapped in bacon.

     “Where? Aren’t you going?” It’s Oct. 20. There’s two weeks until the election.

     “Later.”

     “I think I’ll slide over there.”

     At the Inn’s bar I cozy up for a Jim Beam, but before I can pay for it, a fellow who 

owns a casino offers to buy me one.

     “Are you undercover tonight?”

     I point to my press sticker on my lapel from the reception.

     “Do you think they’ll let me do an On Your Mind question here? What do you think 

would be a good question?”

    “Is it okay for me to buy you a drink?”

     “Sure.” I have $5, enough for two more before the meeting, and I’m going to need 

them. The last meeting they wouldn’t let me in and were really snotty. At the opening for 

the Jim Hodges for Governor Headquarters in Horry County one of them with Carolina 

Entertainment asked me, “Do you remember me?” “Ah, Holiday Inn West?” That’s the 

one. He scowled at me.

     “See you in the meeting,” my drink’s purchaser says as he and his two friends leave.

     Before I enter the conference room, I open the door for a woman in her 50s, and walk 

to the back of the filled room. There’s about 80 or so people in here, and some guy’s up at 

the podium, talking about how hard they’ve got to work. There are Hodges signs all over. 

The sign on the door said “Get Out the Vote.”

     I’m unnoticed, virtually, until I notice my friend’s partner get up and walk up to the 

podium and mumble in the ear of the lobbyist, who walk back to speak to me.

     “I’m sure you didn’t hear me when I told them at the first of the meeting that it is a 

closed meeting, so if you wouldn’t mind....”

     “Oh, sure. Sorry.”

     I go outside, and he tells me that he will talk to me after the meeting.

     I’m standing out there in the hallway, and folks are leaving slowly, but one guy, a guy 

who tattle on me to the lobbyist telling him I had tried to “sneak” in a meeting before, 

looks at me with his black shining hair, slick enough to polish a mantle.

     “You take a picture, and I’m going to take that camera away from you.”

     I didn’t swallow. Swallowing makes you look like you’re hesitating, like Jimmy 

Stewart did to Lee Marvin in “The Man Who Shot Liberty Valence.” I was talking 

through my smile, but he knew I wasn’t smiling on the interior.

     “You ain’t gonna take this camera from me, buddy.”

     And he didn’t. The guy who bought my drink talked him out of it, and I left.

                                                   ***************
                                                        *********

UPI (COLUMBIA) -- The South Carolina Supreme Court has ruled that video  

poker is not a lottery and does not violate the state’s Constitution. In 

a 3 to 2 decision, the court ruled that ``video gaming devices do not 

come within the plain and ordinary meaning of lottery.’’ State 

Democratic Party chairman Dick Harpootlian, who represents video poker 

interests, says the decision is a total victory for video poker. 

                                                         *********

     Harpootlian. What a name! He is absolutely the Antichrist too with no scruples 

whatsoever when it comes to dirty politics. Pushing for the Confederate flag to come 

down from the Statehouse and turning around to donate money to the other side. 

Governor-elect Jim Hodges promises a ``final, binding statewide referendum on video 

poker.’’ He says voters could choose to ban the industry. If they choose to keep it, he 

promises ``the toughest gaming regulations in America.’’ During his campaign, Hodges 

promised heavy taxes and regulation of the machines and a freeze the number of machines. 

Every week I can I stick in a story about Christians and video poker which totally pisses 

off the members of Carolina Entertainment Association, the video poker owners group.

     Vomit trickled through the cracks of the Springmaid Beach Pier’s wooden planks as 

sweat poured off my nose at that veterans service I was telling you about. The girl had 

puked, like a cat; when I turned my head to gaze down the strand into the hazy humidity, 

she had given up her breakfast in a modest fashion. I was feeling sick too.

     I would, however. There’s an instant in your head when you know it’s time to push 

that button. Somebody’s always pushing my buttons. So why not freeze a moment in 

time? Her commandant glared at me with the look of my high school football coach and 

the only noise in the steaming temperature was the camera in my hand, clicking, capturing 

the Kodak moment for posterity. Most journalists wouldn’t take a photo of an ROTC 

student, a female, regurgitating when duty pushed her beyond the call to annoint tourists 

passing below.

     I shouldn’t have done it. I don’t know what made me do it. That instant, the moment, 

the incredibly intoxicating rush of what turns your guidance system off and onto autopilot, 

that’s what made me take the photo at a crashed F-16 outside of Mullins Dec. 16, my 

birthday, when my publisher wouldn’t let us leave early, so I hit the road and saw a spiral 

of smoke over a tobacco field. The next day a group of military jerk-offs were milling 

around a car off the highway. Bypassing them, I parked down the road, and zig-zagged 

my way across the field from a blind side from the woods near the yellow tape. Eventually 

I conquered my fear of flying and paid a crop duster pilot $25 which the paper reimbursed 

me for, and got the money shot of the charred crater. But after an officer was approaching 

me at the crater’s edge, he had the same look of disgust as the commandant did and as 

Coach Willard had when he put us through the up-downs after a loss one night when I’d 

jump as high as I could over the hard gym floor and collapse with full force on my chest, 

trying to hurt myself. The drills were canceled for the showers with that officer’s glare.

     “Did you take any photos? You are not allow in this area.”

     “But the owner of this property gave me permission.”

     “Come with me.”

     We were heading for the car, and the other guys were meeting us halfway. It was nice 

the heater was on when six of us fit in that car.


     “Give us your film.”

     “No. This is company property. I’ve gotten in trouble with my boss over this before. 

You don’t understand. He is very strict.”

     They got out the vehicle and had a conference outside, out of earshot. There was a lot 

of sign language and body language. Meanwhile I slipped the shot roll out of the 35mm 

Nikon and slipped it in my pocket, replacing it with the fresh roll and clicking off some 

shots into my palm.

     Would I go to the brig? Would I get fired? I didn’t care. Screw these bastards, nearly 

killing me on my birthday. Statistics are against your demise on the day you were brought 

into this pitiful planet’s inhabitancy.

     “If you’re not going to give us the film, we’re going to have to make a report.”

     Go ahead, jarhead. You gypsy ass roller derby queen. Skinhead zipperhead.

     As they escorted me to my car, I lagged behind, dropping the real roll into the weeds, 

marking it by a crumpled soda can. Before I got back to the office with a hangover the 

next day after celebrating the coup, I stopped by the can to retrieve my film.

     The moral of the story is: always take two rolls. One is a dummy roll. The other one 

you can keep to show your friends.

     Oh yeah. The film was gone. No film at 11, but I made the list. Nothing like making 

the list. Oh yeah. The whorehouse is still open.

                                                            ********************

     “Archbishop Tutu has documented his vast experiences and provided the world with 

hope and inspiration,” said Ronald R. Ingle of Coastal Carolina. Big event.
     Many local legislators attended including Sen. Maggie Glover, Sen. Luke Rankin and 

Rep. Mark Kelley, a Hibernian who presented Tutu an award from the S.C. House of 

Representatives. The event was sold out with more than 700 attending.

     Gov. Jim Hodges’ addition to the program was so late that the programs were 

reprinted the day of the event.

     “Back in the late 1970s when I was finishing my college years at the University of 

South Carolina, a name was thrust on the international scene, a name that became a 

symbol of peace, a symbol of bravery, a symbol of excellence and a symbol of moral 

leadership in the world, and that name is Desmond Tutu,” said Hodges.

    In an interview after the speech, Hodges described how he feels about the Confederate 

flag above the Statehouse.


    “The same way I always have, the same position I’ve always taken on it,” he said with 

a laugh on his way to his car. “I think that the problem is that the problem is that there are 

hard feelings in the Legislature that has existed over that, and it’s made it very difficult to 

be able to bring any reconciliation on the issue there. I don’t expect that you’re going to 

see much legislative action on that anytime soon.”

     Hodges defended his position on the flag before a national audience on CSPAN 

Saturday morning at a national governor’s association meeting.

     While meeting with Grand Strand tourism officials Thursday, Gov. Jim Hodges 

distanced himself from the NAACP’s plans to target the Renaissance Weekend held 

annually at Hilton Head.

     Hodges spoke to the Myrtle Beach Area Hospitality Association’s membership meeting 

at The Palace on the stage where Ringo Starr once performed “With A Little Help From 

My Friends” and comedian Carrot Top once used a bong in a skit.

     The diverse audience included an Elvis impersonator, Army veteran Stewart 

Strothers of the Horry County NAACP, the owner of the DollHouse adult club, Horry 

County Council member John Kost and other public officials.

     In an interview with the press backstage before his speech, Hodges responded to the 

NAACP’s plans to target the Renaissance Weekend in boycott strategies to remove the 

Confederate flag from the Statehouse.

     “I’ll wait on what happens,” said Hodges. “It’s a legislative mater. At this point, there 

has been little progress.”

     When referring to the effect of a boycott on jobs, Hodges referred to the ramifications 

to both blacks and whites of the area, instead of the poor.

     “This is a fight that we have been through a couple of times through the years,” he 

said. Hodges said more skilled jobs are needed, mentioning the use of workers from other 

countries who are shipped in to fill American jobs in South Carolina because of the lack of 

labor.

     Hodges said he plans to meet with Hollywood producers later this year to promote the 

state for more motion pictures.

     Charleston’s new aquarium will bring more tourists into the state, noted Hodges, who 

took his children to Ripley’s Aquarium in Myrtle Beach on his second trip here following 

his first trip after the election when he visited Carolina Forest Elementary School. The 

aquarium will make visitors spend an extra day in the state, he added.

     “It’s obvious he sees the benefit of tourism to South Carolina,” said Rachel 

Broadhurst, Myrtle Beach City Councilwoman. “He respects it, and that means a lot to 

us.”

     “We’re glad he’s here,” said Wayne Gray, Myrtle Beach City Council member, a 

Democrat who donated money to Hodges campaign. “We appreciate his interest.”

     Wayne has been in trouble recently, first by suggesting animals could be dumped in the 

Intracoastal Waterway, and the Animal Shelter and Humane Society raised hell. Then it 

came out he had “road rage” against some guy, and then the problem was that he and 

Mayor Mark McBride got into a tustle in closed chambers during a city council meeting. 

     “It’s an excellent opportunity for not only state and local representatives to get 

together and discuss tourism but to discuss where we go from here,” said Stephen Greene, 

chamber director of communications.

     “Service is beginning to suffer,” said Ashby Ward, chamber president and CEO, after 

praising the industry with statistics. “We simply must find ways to solve our labor 

problems.” Ward, who has the countenance of an undertaker, said there were 591 groups 

visiting the area this year, noting the growth of the accommodations tax which is spent 

locally. The economy learned how to suffer later with a boycott called by the NAACP to 

bring down the flag.

    The chamber once had an advertising budget of $20,000, he said, and Buddy Jennings, 

director of the S.C. Department of Parks, Recreation and Tourism, said that in 1969 the 

Pavilion ranked the second most popular S.C. destination to South of the Border.

     “We have a lot to be proud of and a lot to market in South Carolina,” said Hodges. 

“Our golf packages are terrific in every part of the state. We want to be competitive in the 

21st century. We have built-in advantages.”

     Labor, transportation and promotion are the three biggest issues facing tourism, 

Hodges said, adding that affordable housing and child care are important.

     The thousands of seasonal farm workers also need attention, Hodges said, and relief is 

needed in processing with the mounds of paper work involved with green cards.

     “These days we are blessed with low unemployment,” he said. “We are also thankful 

for the new industry in South Carolina.”

     Hodges complimented the Myrtle Beach International Airport for the surge in budget 

airlines which fly in visitors during the off-season.

     “The decisions that are being made today are 100-year decisions,” said Martha Hunn, 

hospitality association CEO. “It’s such a difficult job to be in public service today. It’s a 

huge commitment that our public servants make today.” Martha rejected a question of 

mine once at an open association meeting, a candidate’s forum, so I left for the office on 

deadline.

     Hodges said he was glad the federal government extended federal aid Thursday, 

declaring all of the state a disaster area, freeing up low-interest loans.

     “I’m grateful that Secretary Glickman responded so promptly to our emergency 

declaration,” he said. Hodges expressed hope an Emergency Farm Aid Bill in Congress 

would pass.

     As 5 p.m. traffic snarled through thunderstorms and severe lightning outside, Hodges 

said, “I think improving roads is an important part of improving life down here.” The 

aquarium he spoke of in Charleston is a source of competition between its state tank and 

the Ripley’s private aquarium in Myrtle Beach.
                                                            **********

“To Legislators:

     “I wish the meeting on the casino boat issue had been held closer to the beach, but I 

hope you will hear from Horry County residents during deliberations.

     “I am against casino boats in South Carolina, just as I am against a lottery, video poker 

and other gambling in this state.

     “It feeds on and hurts the poor and does not help the populus as a whole, whether you 

look at it as a tax or as just merely a sin. Having worked until recently as a journalist in 

Horry County, I have written newspaper stories on the boats. I have interviewed the 

homeless folks who park their knapsacks outside the library for an a.m. restroom bath, and 

I have also written about the prospect of a lottery.

     “Also I have written about video poker - and about a bordello with video poker in 

South Carolina. As the Justice Department ponders RICO federal racketeering avenues, it 

causes Democrats and Republicans to pause when so much money has been pumped into 

political campaigns after this past election as the lobbyists gorged jugular veins with liquor 

parties for legislators and Christians criticized gambling for only its moral pitfalls.

     “His quivering, tottering stance on the wooden stool screeches against the waxed 

concrete; I watched as he sucks down a gooseneck Bud, his glazed red eyes reflecting the 

flashing colors until his last buck hits the road like a winged black mammal fleeing the 

bowels of Satan’s tomb. Even when I’d grab his tensed arm to get in a word edgewise, his 

pearly snarl communicated the basest instinct of a caveman fiercely clutching a bloody 

bison hipbone. He was still my friend, but I knew something had mesmerized him to the 

point he could not even process my identity.

     “When I hear politicians talk about folks who offer citizens the “right” to lose their 

savings, their mortgage payment and kids’ medical funds and call them these upstanding 

“businessmen,” it makes me want to vomit bile all over that flag over the Statehouse to 

drip down on keys of your fancy new laptops.

     “We need to treat citizens with respect, not dishonor.

     “If you all can’t get rid of the gambling, then maybe some cannons need to be dusted 

off to get rid of it for good.

     “I appreciate the wonderful work that you all do for us as citizens, and I trust you will 

make the right decision for all of South Carolina.

Sincerely,

Tim Bullard

1101 Chicora Blvd.

Conway, S.C. 29526

843-381-0137

     So after I’m told I no longer have a job at the Myrtle Beach Herald at 5 p.m. on a 

Friday, the second Burroughs & Chapin bought it, I get really depressed, so the shrink 

puts me on Paxil, so maybe my serotinin will be in check as the electric notations of one of 

my nerves sends Morse code to another one. My new antidepressant will block the 

serotonin. Welcome to the world of nausea, drowsiness, dead dick, constipation and dry 

mouth.         

>Date: Fri, 05 Feb 1999 23:54:39 -0500

>To: markhk@hotmail.com

>From: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

>Subject: yo

>

>good to talk to you....still nervous from interview....still nervous in

>general...nerves shot..did i say i was nearing an emotional breakdown?

>

>trying to keep up fascade.....hope you all are fine....very nervous...

From: “MARK KREUZWIESER” <markhk@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: yo

Date: Mon, 08 Feb 1999 14:37:07 PST

you’re making ME nervous. don’t freak. if i can do it, you can do it.

i’m withdrawing from paxil. they put me on wellburtrin to help me cope 

and to help me quit smoking.

job ok so far.

no stories but working working.

keep cool. calm. collected.

X-Originating-IP: [208.138.67.174]

From: “MARK KREUZWIESER” <markhk@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: yo

Date: Wed, 10 Feb 1999 16:37:18 PST

hang in there, dammit.

nothing wrong with gettin’ hep.

god knows where i’d be without it.

nothing wrong with nothing. stress here, but i figure there are no big 

deals... none worth screwinging up my life over again.

Date: Tue, 09 Feb 1999 15:27:01 -0500

>To: “MARK KREUZWIESER” <markhk@hotmail.com>

>From: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

>Subject: Re: yo

>

>since email is never totally private, i cannot totally speak, but 

they’re

>fixing to put me on that paxil and lithium.....

>

>big changes...will talk on phone to ya...doing better though.....shaky, 

but

>steady, no job offers yet.....

>

can’t go to strip clubs....the one you mentioned was on wbtw the other night for an arrest for prostitution....i think those folks don’t like me.....plus my wife would string me up....

i get depressed at those places now...i’d rather attend a state execution...that gives me a hard-on in these post 40 dayz we live in of waning libido....i had applied to be a media witness in columbia...but alas...no job....no electric chair or injection...i’ll just have to wait.....

i wanted to get a chance to write about it so it would be anti-death penalty...can’t wait to see clint’s movie....

later

X-Originating-IP: [208.138.67.79]

From: “MARK KREUZWIESER” <markhk@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: job interview

Date: Tue, 30 Mar 1999 13:58:36 PST

sorry haven’t written in so long; just don’t have the net connections 

like used to.

but hopefully back online in next week through the newspaper.

advance auto, huh? can’t you get on with auto zone?

can you get me deals on auto parts?

next week, back in the home office and out of hooterville. i’m sick of 

covering rednecks and small town meetings.

From: “Mark Kreuzwieser” <markk@nownetworks.com>

To: “Tim Bullard” <bulltim@sccoast.net>

Subject: Re: ho

Date: Sun, 4 Apr 1999 20:50:14 -0400

did i give you that wav? you must have kept everything.

i just deathmatched on old quake. it’s real laggy. stutter and hesitation.

crap. probably little kids and perverted grandmothers. didn’t like at all.

not begging to inquire about jobs. they say that’s the biggest psychological

stumbling block: feeling good about yourself. believe you me, i know: i’ve

interviewed for so many jobs it’s damn near pathetic. it really broke my

heart to see the refugees standing around huddled in the rain and mud...

like a sick, violent, drug-less woodstock. the human condition is really to

be proud of itself going into a new century... huh?

we can’t feel too bad. we have no right.

headache. need to eat.

easter? slept thru it.

weather fine.

subscribed to morning news, did i tell you? feel so normal. they stick it

through the mailslot unless our tenant upstairs is getting it in early.

hang in there. oh, yes, photogs are notoriously  crap. especially tv photogs.

they’re weenies who know they’re weenies and they try to overcompensate.

we’re just peaceful little writers. let me see if i can find something to

attach and send to ya.

-----Original Message-----

From: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

To: Mark Kreuzwieser <markk@nownetworks.com>

Date: Sunday, April 04, 1999 8:36 PM

Subject: Re: ho

>i don’t beg.....

>

>maybe i need to call them tomorrow....only so long i can go without

>smoking....

     Randy Travis just got a pardon from Gov. Jim Hunt for break-ins and theft as

a youth, some youthful indiscretions. It happened in Union County District Court in North 

Carolina. Randy Bruce Traywick. The weapon he was charged with concealing in 1976 

was destroyed. In 1976 it was breaking in a church with friends and drinking beer. Then it 

was a B&E for stealing knives, according to the Charlotte Observer. It’s a long way from 

Buddy’s Truck Stop. Buddy once told me Randy allegedly used to visit when the livestock 

market in Bennettsville was held. Oh yeah. The whorehouse is still open.

                                                                 ***************

      Red eyes streaming tears, the father of a 22-year-old security guard shakes my hand at 

the Horry County Law Enforcement Center a few months ago. I had done a newspaper 

story two weeks prior on his son, Rodney Graham, who was shot to death off U.S. 17. 

The police had said the case was stalled with no new leads.

     Standing in the rain on U.S. 17 that fateful morning near the N.C. border at 10 a.m., I 

could almost smell the scallops and fried shrimp cooking at Calabash’s Beck’s Restaurant 

as a cadre of TV cameras pointed lenses at the multi-colored temple above the video 

poker parlor Stateline Video.

     If you don’t think some newspaper reporters pray, then you don’t know the press. As 

Deputy Coroner Dan Bellamy and some cops rolled out a gurney with a white sheet over 

the former Myrtle Beach Speedway driver’s body, I said a prayer for him - that God 

would bless him and that one day his killer would be found. Turned out the cops figure 

there were KILLERS (plural).

     Next door at the video poker parlor, owned by “legitimate businessmen,” as the 

governor and pro-gambling lobbyists put it, the players didn’t skip a click as the whirs, 

bells and knocks kept sounding through the SLED agents’ fingerprinting duties next door. 

I got thrown out after going in just to use the bathroom with my wet camera. Jimmy 

McDonald, the owner, offered me a cheeseburger outside for compensation. I never 

turned down gratuities after being fired at the Florence Morning News.

     Graham had been shot and robbed. His dad was shaking my hand because at the press 

conference they were arresting someone for his son’s murder. He told me he would just as 

soon see you do away with video poker.

     That’s my message to you today - do away with video poker. If you don’t think there 

is a cause-and-effect link between video poker and crime, then you should have been there 

when that lifeless blob of flesh was carted out while the emotionless carnival of evil 

commerce continued. There’s a Stateline Video and others growing in McColl near my 

hometown of Laurinburg where my childhood friends are being lured over into South 

Carolina where I live and turning over their paychecks and family’s income to this 

diseased filth of humanity. If you don’t do something about video poker, then South 

Carolinians will have to do something about you. I just covered a guy’s death sentence 

trial for the murder, and he was convicted but got a life sentence. The victim’s daddy 

wasn’t crying this time. He was smiling, and whether you call the killer Beelzebub, Belial, 

Mammon, Asmodean, Lilith, Baal, Mephistopheles or Satan, the minutia of my deadline 

fails to soften my column on the trial which ridiculed the money the killers spent on coke 

and strippers. That driver’s smiling in heaven now, the guy I saw on the gurney that 

morning rain dampened my camera.

                                                           ******************

TO: Gov. David Beasley

FROM:

Tim Bullard

1101 Chicora Blvd.

Conway, S.C. 29526

843-381-0137

6:00 a.m., Friday, Dec. 4, 1998

Dear Gov. Beasley:

Please spare the lives of the two men scheduled for execution today.

At the risk of losing all basis for a logical argument as to why you should, this plea will refrain from attempting to make you feel guilty, feel religious remorse or invoking favors, like the call I got from Tony Denny suggesting I investigate the owners of the Hodges campaign headquarters in Socastee.

As the liquid Valium oozes into my vein in three hours at Conway Hospital, the surly bonds of earthbound Horry County politics and the worthlessness of the death penalty articles I’ve been writing for the New Catholic Miscellany will evaporate into black as soot darkness. This colonoscopy was scheduled to have been done for my diverticulitis in 1995, but I lost my Blue Cross/Blue Shield at the Florence Morning News. If something goes wrong with this procedure, I want to split with a clear conscience.

It’s wrong to kill people. It’s right to spare people. You can brag about it to your new baby one day. When you’re old, your fair-weather supporters of a death penalty - who deserted you like feathers in a tornado -  will be a memory. Microbiology was never so convenient. You should be willing to trot over there and pull the switch, stick the needle or pop a jolt yourself into these sorry excuses for human flesh instead of ordering a gutless, spineless executioner to do it for you. It’s the coward’s way out.

Do it for your new baby. Find a reason to do it.

The only way I know is to appeal to a politician’s baser instinct - the one to punish the voters who bitterly rejected you in betrayal lower than the indignant scurrying of the mice in that scene from “Titanic,” to throw it in their face. If you won’t do it for your God, for your new baby, for yourself, just to taunt science, for the lily-livered liberals who coddle criminals or for the sheer joy you’re missing out on by clemency, do it to spite your enemies, the ones who voted for the liar who had the following answer for my question to him the day you all faxed that TIME story. “What story?”

Throw it in the deserters’ faces like you’re throwing it in ours down here for failing to call a session to renounce this poker boat, the “S.S. Hodges.”

Tell me why you won’t feel better after granting clemency, and I’ll accept your reasoning. You know you’d feel better allowing two lives to move forward in prison where they belong. Insanity awaits them because it’s their destiny. You’re depriving them of their God-given right to insanity.

If and when I awaken from my internal press conference’s F-stop session, I hope you will have at least pondered the possibility of deciding not to kill two men on the same day. Believe me, it’s not the same as doing one. Souls are souls. If you can’t think of it any other way, think of it like this on the day “Psycho” is coming out - the souls of these two people will haunt someone, and it’s going to be me, a citizen, and I don’t want the governor or the state killing somebody on my behalf when there are good laws in effect for life imprisonment. It would be better that they haunt you than me. Maybe their souls will haunt Buddy’s Truck Stop like the spirit of AIDS victims. It would be tragic if there were no haunting at all because that would really mean a lack of humanity if there is no one to be oppressed.

These two cases are the closest ones, that I can tell, who will ever have a chance to be granted clemency by you. It’s Christmas time, for heaven’s sake.

Flush out those feelings of duty and honor - they get one no where in this life - flush them like this FLEET is doing to my intestines right now in a microbiological wave of antibiotic intolerance.

Why do you suppose that they perform autopsies on the executed folks or ensure that death is not painful anyway?

I’ll still like you and respect you as governor and as a person if you kill these folks, but not as much.

That is all for now. The laxatives have taken their toll. I’m all out of reasons. It’s in God’s hands now. There’s nothing that us mere mortals can do about that part, I’m quite assured. Good luck. I’ve forgiven you. God has too. We’ll do it again if it’s necessary.

Sincerely,

Tim Bullard

                                                            *****************

From: “mark kreuzwieser” <markk@nownetworks.com>

To: “Tim Bullard” <bulltim@sccoast.net>

Subject: Re: good lede, huh?

Date: Thu, 13 May 1999 17:17:48 -0400

oh, i guess you told me...

i hate patchouli... puke ass smell.

susan loves it.

where is that horse jockey doing all the winning from in south carolina???

oh, the hartsville murderer surrendered in savannah yesterday. we’ll run a

brief.

i’m working.

gorgeous, no humidity sunny day. i’m 10 minutes from hilton head island’s

nude beaches...

-----Original Message-----

From: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

To: Mark Kreuzwieser <markk@nownetworks.com>

Date: Saturday, May 15, 1999 11:09 PM

Subject: Re: good lede, huh?

>no i’m not going to get instant mess....i have a live human here to talk

>to....she’s in the bedroom watchin tv while i’m watchin news here....

>

>i’m going to light some patchouli incense now....

>

>

>At 10:51 PM 5/15/99 -0400, you wrote:

>>yeh, the letter is hilarious. i stared at it for a long time before i

>could figure

>>out when it was from. wow. long ass time ago, huh?

>>are you gonna get aol instant messenger, or what?

>>she’s real scared about divertic.... but she thinks it’s stress and will

>recede

>>once she quits her job. probably right.

>>

>>

>>Tim Bullard wrote:

>>

>>> i always get pains when i drink coffee or too much....

>>> make me poot too...

>>> did you see the letter your wrote me a while back that i emailed you?

>>> mark.jpg?

>>> i found the  crapty note my editor in wilmington wrote me after getting

that

>>> envelope i sent you.....

>>>

>>> At 09:44 PM 5/15/99 -0400, you wrote:

>>> >will check it out.

>>> >you really gotta get aol’s instant messenger. been chatting online with

>>> friends.

>>> >it’s too way kewl.

Date: Tue, 01 Jun 1999 21:25:37 -0400

From: Mark Kreuzwieser <markk@nownetworks.com>

To: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

Subject: done the dirty...

bachelor no more! feels good. wonderful romantic honeymoon in gorgeous

charleston.

looked at churches and old houses. ate great food and listened to a

one-man band on a sidewalk by the old market. sounded like jj cale, and

i told him so, and he said, “”jj cale. he’s perty good.”

sign of spoleto: lots of krauts running around cursing.

                                                          ****************

     I e-mailed my cousin who is the Utilities Commissioner in North Carolina. I told her I 

think of Ethel a lot. She was my Grandmother Sanford. Diane’s got her ring. I try not to 

think about Melinda, my cousin, because I get very sad when I do. Melinda died with 

leukemia at Duke, and I’ll never forget hugging her the last time. I had a front page story 

in the Charleston Post & Courier two weeks ago. I could probably share more than a few 

stories about Ethel with you and Wally, but let me pull one out here, let’s see....

     “Hot summer day...at the Shady Rest Restaurant, and our family had taken 

Grandmamma out there for the Sunday shindig food fest after church. A lot of St. 

Andrews Presbyterian College folks would go there since it was on the McColl side of 

town. Well, Ethel wouldn’t pay much mind to folks around, just shooting side glances 

peripherally and tending to her own personal eating industry and what was happening at the 
table. But there was a long-haired professor or student or hippie, as I recall, because I 

was only maybe 10 or maybe younger.

     “Grandmamma Sanford, who used to turn, place her index and middle fingers to her 

lips as if she were about to smoke an invisible cig, and spew a long brown liquid quid of 

snuff juice on the magnolia leaves in her yard, looked at that fella for a while. She stared. 

We all got quiet. And unfortunately the sound in the restaurant happened to get really 

quiet. No clanging dishes. no chatter. And here goes Ethel, pointing.

     “Well, would you looka there!” Real durned loud.

     “We were all just as embarrassed as if the pastor had had flatulence. Didn’t faze her 

one bit. and that story is legend.”

                                                        *******************

     It was the eve that the TIME magazine article was published about Beasley. 

I  asked Hodges at the town meeting held in Myrtle Beach  - there was a WIS TV-10 

interview in Columbia via fiber optics with him from there at 7 p.m. that night. It was the 

day the TIME piece came out on Beasley and the phony rumor story POINT printed in the Loose 

Lips gossip column which inferred there had been some alleged hanky panky with press 
spokesman Ginny Wolfe. It was just political tripe.
     But I had to almost literally push his Hodges‘ PR guy out of the way. It was a partisan 

Democratic crowd, and I had my hand raised throughout, and so the PR fella came over and 

said there would be a Q&A  period afterward, so I said okay and backed off, however he stood 

right beside me. God bless John Jenerette, and God bless Rita.

     The partisan crowd would burst into applause after hand-picked questioners underhandedly 

pitched softball queries. After being ignored by the candidate, I continued to raise my hand. So 

when it looked like time was running out, I walked down the aisle, camera in hand, to take a 

flash photograph of John Jenerette who was in the crowd, and before the flash had cooled, I 

was striding up to the podium as he was finishing an answer and called on me.

     “A question from the press?” Hodges asked.

     “What do you think about the TIME magazine article today?”

     No one in the room knew about it. Not even the media folks. Democratic spies narced on 

me to my boss, accusing me of “spreading” the story around before the meeting, which is my 

job, but I was surprised that no one seemed to know about it. Beasley’s press guy Gary Kerr 

had faxed the TIME piece to me. It was funny that at Barnes & Noble all the issues had a 

yellow bar over that page so you couldn’t read it.

     A glass of cool H2o. A pause.

     “Ah, what story?”

     I let a long pause go too and then spoke too close to the mike so it would reverberate so 

folks in the audience would remember this.

     “The story which alleges that the governor and his press secretary had relations.”

     Gasps. Pregnant pause.

     Bald faced lies are as telling as the aroma in church of a child’s fart and just as 

embarrassing.

     He had an answer. You should have seen the look on his wife’s face outside as I showed 

her the story out front in front of Mrs. Nick Theodore and local Democrats. The Xeroxed copy 

of mine floated off into the distance as demos absconded with it, and Mrs. Hodges laughed as I 

cursed them as my fellow Democrats. But the look on her face and her answer reflected that it 

was a private matter for the Beasleys was one that I’ll never forget.

     And the look on Hodges’ face as he lied that night, saying, “What story?” He promised 

he’d never use it in a campaign, was a look I’ll remember when he trots down here Dec. 7 to 

court local Horry County residents.

     “Some of us don’t play fair,” his PR fella told me afterward when I had finished my 

question and got the answer that everyone should have been asking.

     “Sorry.” I wasn’t sorry in the least.

                                                      ****************

     Andrew Meadows and Glenn Puit accompanied me to see the Bingham Light that

Halloween in 1994. Andrew’s at the Tampa Tribune now. The ghost was supposed to be a 

bloody, headless male ghost that wandered beneath pine trees over a maggot-incubating 

swamp searching for his spinal cord’s crown - did the apparition everyone talked about really 

exist?  We were going to find out. I wrote a column on it.

     “Who’s paying for the Colt?”

     “I have enough for a quart.”

     “I’m driving. It’s my gas.” We never saw the damned thing. There was a group of parents 

and teens out there, and we had a hootnanny time anyway.

                                                    ******************     

Date: Wed, 23 Jun 1999 08:50:21 -0400

From: Mark Kreuzwieser <markk@nownetworks.com>

X-Mailer: Mozilla 4.6 [en] (Win98; I)

X-Accept-Language: en

To: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

Subject: Re: what are you doing?

you’ll be OK.

Tim Bullard wrote:

> mag guy called today...he said he thought i got the check...he’s killing

> the old one, sending a new one....good to know.....

>

> just watched dr. strangelove, checked out from library...checked out

> cabaret and the beast with five fingers with peter lorre.

> genre video night

> hope you’re feeling better old chum.

> sunny beautiful day today....60s tonight, nice....i’m glad because we have

> no a.c.

>

> waiting for anvil to hit...we will be lucky if railway dude hits us before

> collection agencies and bill collectors and repos strike....

>

> t 07:28 PM 6/22/99 -0400, you wrote:

> >yeh. spec. tiny spec. doh.

> >i’m moving beyond plain pain reliever. i’m hitting the morphine, heroin.

> >

> >

> >

> >Tim Bullard wrote:

> >

> >> speck....not the manson speck i hope.

> >> take advil....excedrin.....

> >>

> >> At 01:23 PM 6/21/99 -0400, you wrote:

> >> >i’m sitting around in pain, the sciatic pain.

> >> >susan’s feeling like “a speck.”

> >> >ya hoo

> >> >

     There was a companion piece with my whorehouse story written by a nice guy, and it was better than my story. It was about a Spartanburg prostitution ring run by a merry bunch of pranksters. There were a lot of cops in the story.

> >> >

X-Originating-IP: [194.106.188.4]

From: alex todorovic <alextodorovic@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: belgrade

Date: Thu, 24 Jun 1999 11:12:31 PDT

Hey Tim,

What’s up?

alex

X-Originating-IP: [195.252.126.70]

From: alex todorovic <alextodorovic@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: belgrade

Date: Wed, 07 Jul 1999 01:45:22 PDT

Yeah, sure. I’ll do an interview. sorry, but I’ve been traveling a lot 

lately.

Lemme know how you want to do it.

alex

X-Originating-IP: [195.252.126.111]

From: alex todorovic <alextodorovic@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: belgrade

Date: Wed, 07 Jul 1999 09:32:03 PDT

Tim,

Gees, I’ve seen a lot lately. Check out my articles in The Boston Globe 

(www.globe.com), The Scotsman in Edinborough (www.scotsman.com), as well as 

US News and World Report (www.usnews.com) and The Sunday Times 

(www.sunday-times.com).

I’ve been going to protests all over the place, checking things out etc...

Tell me something more specific you might be interested in. I’m not Catholic 

and haven’t seen any personally, but I know they’re out there.

Where you livin’?

alex todorovic

-Originating-IP: [195.252.126.120]

From: “alex todorovic” <alextodorovic@hotmail.com>

To: bulltim@sccoast.net

Subject: Re: belgrade

Date: Sat, 10 Jul 1999 05:19:53 PDT

Tim,

No kin to any of the Todorovic’s you mentioned. Still in Belgrade. Just came 

back from three days of demonstrations in southern Serbia.

Burned out from the trip. Let me rest up a day and I’ll send you something. 

Who are you writing the interview for and what will it be about?

It’s weird here. The war has come in various stages and now we’re building 

up to the eventual overthrow of Milosevic, which is inevitable.

I’m originally from LA, but spent five years in South Carolina so I think of 

it as a second home.

alex

                                                     ++++++++++++++        
     As my wife slumbers and boats churn in the darkness of Martha’s Vineyard looking for my 

hero, I remember the grammar school day our teacher dismissed us early. We were at the 

dinner table the day our B&W TV set showed Ruby shot, and that cowboy marshal looked so 

shocked. Glenn has come with his girlfriend to visit from Las Vegas, having played golf at 

5:30, and I have stood him up, but last night at least we got to meet at a Myrtle Beach surfside 

bar, Bumzz, over shrimp, hot wings and a virgin Bloody Mary to talk about old times. He 

informed me last night that Richard Whiting had been fired, the sucker who narced on my 

telephone call to the TV call-in show about my prostitution story.

     “It’s a good day!” I stood with a toast, showing Glenn my House and Senate plaques.

Date: 23 Jul 99 16:58:33 PDT

From: mark kreuzwieser <mkreuzwieser@netscape.net>

To: Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net>

Subject: Re: [Re: where you been?]

X-Mailer: USANET web-mailer (M3.2.0.53)

watched some of the Kennedy stuff today in the waiting room at the

neurosurgeon... wheeee

so they hired another reporter? just remember you’re better. maybe they think

you’re better now as an ad guy. hang in there.

they’ll come around to OUR way of thinking...

helped put an old friend in detox day before yesterday, and they were making

noises about letting him out today, but i think they’ll keep him in at least

through the weekend, because he threatened his wife, threatened to kill

himself, and was strung out on crack and drunk as a skunk. i think his

detox-ing will take something more like 3 months. but he don’t want to hear

that. “I’m worried about my job...”

sure.

trying to get in touch with his wife see how it’s going.

oh, my back surgery is scheduled for tuesday.

 Tim Bullard <bulltim@sccoast.net> wrote:

cried through the mass last night....hate selling ads.....they hired a

reporter this week...the same dunce who was at the nmb paper last month who

got a job over me.....

it’s like dominos.....miss ya...

At 06:30 AM 7/23/99 PDT, you wrote:

>i’ve been to work off and on, and the doctor off and on. he said yesterday

>he’d have me an appointment set with a neurosurgeon by the end of the day,

but

>never heard back.

>so, i’m just poppin’ pain pills trying to drag myself to work and worrying

>about the Kennedys.

>and you?

> 

                                                                  ************

     I was on Elavil for a while once, but they put me on Melloril in the hospital, and it was 

hard stuff, like psychotic medicine. But coming off this Paxil is rough. It’s a light-headed 

feeling, like you’re about the pass out. A faint feeling. The feeling you get when you’re about 

to fall asleep in church. Paxil an antidepressant medication to watch your serotonin.

bulltim55:  yo

Yahoo! Messenger:  mkreuzwieser has logged back in.
mkreuzwieser:  sorry. was downstairs

mkreuzwieser:  what’s new?

bulltim55: nothin

bulltim55: saw 2 stories of mine, two photos in nmb times

bulltim55: solicitor

bulltim55: burroughs an chapin story

bulltim55: in their “chatterbox” gossip column they had a blip about me.

bulltim55: tim bullard is always pleasant....

mkreuzwieser:  always pleasant. sounds like your obit.

bulltim55: got a 14 dollar check from catholic news service

bulltim55: for flood story they shipped around the world

bulltim55: maybe the pope read it

mkreuzwieser:  yeehaw.

mkreuzwieser:  money from us yet.

mkreuzwieser:  pope says, “My, that Msr. Bullarrrrrrd, is always pleasant.”

mkreuzwieser:  here’s a joke for ya:

mkreuzwieser:  An exhibitionist named Joe was preparing to board a flight to

Atlanta.  As he approached the open door of the plane at the end of

the jet way, a very attractive flight attendant was collecting boarding

passes.  As she reached toward him for his boarding pass, he opened his

raincoat and exposed himself.

 “I’m sorry sir,” she said politely, “but you have to show your ticket;

not your stub.”

bulltim55: ha

bulltim55: that’s good

mkreuzwieser:  from susan early

mkreuzwieser:  did the main story on video poker today.

bulltim55: kewl

bulltim55: where is it

bulltim55: good s.c. resource is

bulltim55: www.sciway.net 

mkreuzwieser:  should be on server late tonight. maybe tomorrow morning.

bulltim55: k

bulltim55: so you’re familier with the supreme court decision now i assume....

bulltim55: theya re mad as hornets

bulltim55: it’s sinking in

bulltim55: depressed they are

bulltim55: i think they will commit crimes

mkreuzwieser:  who?

bulltim55: video poker sucks

mkreuzwieser:  how about that doofus who initiated the suit to stop the referendum?

mkreuzwieser:  doh

mkreuzwieser:  they’ll eat their own now.

bulltim55: they were wailing here

bulltim55: guy in socastee was almost crying, 

bulltim55: treheatening to go on welfare in julyu

bulltim55: go ahead

mkreuzwieser:  still, you can’t help but feel sorry for all the people who’ll be out of work.

bulltim55: i don’t 

bulltim55: not at all

bulltim55: guy at one place got real mad on wpde live in florence

mkreuzwieser:  good people just giving the people what they want.

bulltim55: on the air with sen . hugh leatherman

bulltim55: you could see it in his face

bulltim55: he had a weasel moustache like john waters

mkreuzwieser:  horry county’s no. uno in video poker, right?

mkreuzwieser:  lots of people jobless there.

bulltim55: yes

bulltim55: there are plenty of jobs here

bulltim55: not enough people to fill them

bulltim55: they have to ship motel maids in from Jamaica

mkreuzwieser:  maybe they can get jobs with the s.c. lottery next year.

bulltim55: hotel help from williamburg county

bulltim55: nope

bulltim55: they’ll strike that down

mkreuzwieser:  oh, jayzus. motel maid jobs!

mkreuzwieser:  who’s they?

bulltim55: damned legacy alliance group ran ads turning VOTE NO into PLEDGE NO tonight

bulltim55: tv

mkreuzwieser:  People have the RIGHT to spend their money anyway they want to.

mkreuzwieser:  pledge no for the poker  crap.

bulltim55: on pot

bulltim55: i agree on pot

mkreuzwieser:  tv’s telling us how to live.

bulltim55: people don’t have th eright if the government says no

mkreuzwieser:  i was ready to vote for poker just to piss off the righteous.

mkreuzwieser:  wrong!

bulltim55: it all came down to the government can’t give south carolinians the right to write the laws

bulltim55: and they shouldn’t

bulltim55: south carolinians ain’t go tthe sense to govern themselves

bulltim55: david dukes

mkreuzwieser:  spoken like a true north carolinian

mkreuzwieser:  who’d cross the line to break the law.

mkreuzwieser:  all a bunch of hypocrites

bulltim55: i got the right to spend my money.....that’s idiocy

mkreuzwieser:  and self-serving rich mongrels.

bulltim55: we don’t have the right to rip off tourists

mkreuzwieser:  why?

bulltim55: http://www.policemag.com/ 

mkreuzwieser:  you earned the money, you spend it anyway y9ou want without hurting someone else.

bulltim55: it’s like larceny

bulltim55: that’s police magazine

bulltim55: where my story and pics will go

bulltim55: http://www.policemag.com/ 

mkreuzwieser:  nobody makes anyone buy pot of lottery tickets.

bulltim55: nobody’s gonna either

bulltim55: the lottery hasn’t got a chance in hell

mkreuzwieser:  i don’t like the government run by the rich pepole telling those with less power how to think, act and spend.

bulltim55: it’s rolling bubba

mkreuzwieser:  damn, if a poor man’s got a dime, he should be able to spend it.

bulltim55: 2.5 billion industry? lottery’s sunk

bulltim55: diane’s office looks after the poor, and believe me, they need looking after more than those suckers who picked the wrong capital investment business to go into

mkreuzwieser:  lottery money will got educating the poor masses.

mkreuzwieser:  rich people don’t want it cos it’ll educate their slaves.

mkreuzwieser:  anything to keep people subservient.

mkreuzwieser:  rich get richer by gambling “legally.”

bulltim55: your diatribes are sick.

mkreuzwieser:  why’s there two sets of laws?

mkreuzwieser:  you loser.

bulltim55: where’s that calvinist soft spot?

mkreuzwieser:  bleeding heart liberal demagogue.

mkreuzwieser:  let peple take care of themselves and it’ll be a better world.

bulltim55: i’m a left wing anarchist

mkreuzwieser:  no you’re not; you’re for biggggg government.
To: Bea Catalano, Horry County Democratic Party Chair

Dear Bea:

I was hoping that the guilty Democrat who stole my TIME article the night the Hodges were visiting would return it. It was either you, Wayne Gray or Sally Howard because I know Vida Miller has too much class to do something like that in mid-interview of the future First Lady. I was embarrassed.

I apologized to Ms. Hodges for “my fellow Democrats.” She looked like she was seeing it for the first time. I’m back online now after the video poker mess. I hope you’re fine. If I can ever help, let me know. I like Andy Brack, went to his inaugural party. Take it ez. Hope you like my articles. I have a photo in Army magazine this month on the flooding and in Police Magazine.

I’m working at the Horry Independent for the SENIORS publication, while freelancing still for the North Myrtle paper. I had a story in The New Catholic Miscellany this week on the Taste of the Town, and I’m still stringing for the Post & Courier, although they’re quite haughty about what they use from Horry County. I’m still trying to get on at the Sun News - to no avail.

Oh yeah. My mamma’s name is Bea, Beatrice. Later.

Sincerely,

Tim

                                                           ************

     I submitted a piece to a beer-making magazine, and they were sold, so it hasn’t run yet.

     “Gen. 6:17, And, behold, I, even I, do bring a flood of waters upon the earth, to 

destroy all flesh, wherein is the breath of life, from under heaven; and every thing that is in 

the earth shall die.”

     Nothing can describe the feeling of that first batch of beer after the burst of air and the 

initial gulp of satisfaction from the benchmark homemade barrel. After my wife bought me 

a beer-making kit for my birthday in 1995, there were many batches and successes with 

the five-gallon plastic container I used to make German and dark beers for my brothers, 

friends and my own satisfaction. (She made me stop making beer after overconsumption.)

     A month ago in the wake of Hurricane Floyd’s aftermath, our town, Conway, South 

Carolina, was experiencing the worst flooding in more than 100 years as the banks of the 

Waccamaw River overflowed, sending water over the banks of Crabtree Canal. This 

tributary is a block from our home, and as National Guardsmen, state police and 

emergency personnel met across U.S. 701 near our home, we huddled, reviewing our 

insurance policy and praying the flooding would not affect us.

     But as the flooding progressed, I followed FEMA Director James Lee Witt and Gov. 

Jim Hodges on a tour of the area. As a print journalist, I wrote many freelance stories and 

had many photographs published in Southeastern newspapers on the flood.

     “Have you called the 800 number?” Witt asked Sister Kathleen Kane, a Catholic nun 

who had been displaced because of flooding. I helped her move her computer as knee-high 

water lapped at my legs. Keeping an eye out for snakes, I watched as minnows darted in 

her backyard. State transportation department workers feverishly sandbagged sewage 

pump stations. Relief agencies including Catholic Charities, the American Red Cross, The 

Salvation Army and local organizations helped process flood victims, giving them Clorox, 

emergency kits and assistance while law enforcement personnel cordoned off U.S. 701, 

siphoning traffic through our neighborhood.

     In Charleston there was a controversial snafu involving the closing of I-26 to provide 

for four-lane exiting traffic when it took several hours for the governor’s order to be 

enacted. State Sen. Arthur Ravenel told a funny story on one AM radio station about how 

one physician’s wife and the family piled into the family vehicle for a nine-hour trip out of 

the city with the pets and a “silver service” which had been in the family for years and 

years. When the family was asked how they went to the bathroom during the trip, Ravenel 

said they said they used the silver service. Fortunately our situation never got quite that 

grim.

     The S.C. Department of Health and Environmental Control collected water samples on 

the shore one day to test for bacteria. There was looting in one flooded neighborhood, and 

some Horry County municipalities, including Myrtle Beach, enacted curfews during the 

hurricane to prevent people from being injured.

     While emergency officials urged residents to use precautions with standing water, 

mosquitoes and contaminated sewage runoff, we quickly converted into our emergency 

mode - filling the bathtub with water in case the sewage pump stations were overwhelmed, 

despite the Guardsmen’s sandbagging efforts.

     One trick we had employed during previous hurricane drills with Bertha, Fran and 

Floyd, was one which happened to be a plus and has turned my beer-making container into 

an instant hit here on Chicora Boulevard.

     “Why don’t we use the beer jug again?” my wife suggested.

     “Okay,” I concurred. “It worked great last time. It’s sanitary since it’s closed-off. Let 

me clean it out.”

     Using bleach, I wiped it out, rinsing it several times before filling it to the brim with 

tapwater. We did this before Hurricane Floyd, so we had plenty of drinking water. The 

power only went out once and was restored the day after the storm. We placed the kit in 

the kitchen, which was very convenient during and between meals, and we drank more 

water since it was there. There’s nothing better for you than water anyway, and there 

weren’t many bottled water jugs left at the supermarkets and stores.

     My kit made it through this one, but we did manage to crack the plastic lid a little, 

which can be mended. I wouldn’t trade my container for anything now, and it was 

definitely worth the $75 it cost initially. We’ll use it again, and hopefully, the disaster drill 

will not be as serious next go-round.

                                                          *************

     A picture of Jesus hangs on the wall as Betty Bibbey introduces herself to a small gathering at 
Little River United Methodist Church three years ago. Since then this 70-year-old Horry County 
woman has raised more sand than the U.S. Army Corps of  Engineers did on the coast. Bibbey 
began a fight against the video poker industry, and her constituents are increasing.

     ”I was born in Portsmouth, Ohio. I went to school in Portsmouth and then Scioto County 

schools. We went to the same high school, but we didn’t start dating until he came home from 

the service during the second World War.”

     Bibbey is a member of Little River United Methodist Church. She and her husband, 

Edgar, live in Little River.

     “This all really began from a discussion in the Sunday School class. 

     “We were talking about what might be the evils or injustices in our community. We 

were all pretty much in agreement that we were beginning to notice all these video poker 

casinos popping up.

     “One of the questions in our lesson was ‘What are you doing about it?’ That was the 

question that really got us started. We didn’t know. We decided to find out what we could 

do about it.”

      They counted the casinos - the total was 25.

      “There are 600 machines registered now with the Revenue Department in Little River. 

When we first started checking it out, there were about 300. This was three years ago in the 

spring.”

     Her reason for becoming involved was spiritual.

     “I knew the church should be against this kind of thing. The first thing we did was to 

go to our church council and ask for a statement on where we stood. We got the idea of 

getting petitions circulated. That was probably the first thing we did. It didn’t take us very 

long to get 875 signatures just in our neighborhood. With those we went to the county 

council and zoning board meetings, and we mailed those signatures to Governor David 

Beasley.

     “We just attended every meeting at which we could be heard. We went to the local 

delegation meeting and talked with our legislators. We learned that we couldn’t get 

anything on the ballot. I think that it’s really an injustice to people who can’t afford to lose 

their money. To have these machines everywhere, you know they’re in every bowling alley, in 

restaurants and in convenience stores. If a person has a problem with gambling, they can’t get 

away from it.

     “I’ve been angry about it for these three years. I’ve been mad at the video poker 

industry because of their greed. They have disregarded the intention of the law. They don’t 

care who they hurt. They do anything to entice people. It’s almost like a sucking noise, like 

the money is being sucked out of people’s pockets into the industry’s pockets. I think it’s 

the worst kind of gambling that could be.”

     Bibbey spoke at the Myrtle Beach Chicora Rotary Club meeting Friday at noon at the 

Dunes Club where I bartended during the Senior Tour my first year in Horry County. Glenn 

and Peter O’Connell, who also ended up at the Las Vegas paper, came on Sunday, and I gave 

them free liquor.

     “That was quite interesting to get to do that. Dr. Paul Wood was with us, pastor of 

Little River United Methodist Church. I think the referral came from Clay Adams at First 

United Methodist Church.”

     Her meetings draw interesting visitors, like Liz Gilland, a member of the Horry County 

Council, and Horry County Sheriff Teddy Henry. One participant was Paul Gasque, 

former Florence supervisor of the S.C. Law Enforcement Division, now a pastor of two 

Horry County congregations.

     In the middle of Hurricane Dennis a conclave of Horry County church members were 

discussing a religious topic at First Baptist Church in Myrtle Beach. The group now has a 

name for their stormfront.

     “We had a long meeting,” said Bibbey.
     “A lot of things were discussed. We decided we would call ourselves Citizens Against 

Video Gambling. We’re going to meet in two weeks. We plan to have an informational and 

motivational meeting with as many pastors and members in Horry County as we can 

possibly notify. We hope to have yard signs and bumper stickers. We’re going to have the 

voter registration list for all of Horry County available and a precinct map.”

     The last night of video poker I spent riding around in Conway, watching as the lights went 

out. There were U-Hauls in Little River stacked up like Continental jets over Chicago. One 

joint had a “Godfather II” poster inside as customers played furiously, and everybody was 

pissed off the industry was defeated.

                                                          ****************

     The year 1859 was a great year in history. When Western Union created a “92 Code” 

with words designated by numbers, the number “73,” which was my number in high 

school football I picked after the wildest player our team had ever had in its history, meant 

“Accept my compliments.” If the Morse code fellow tacked on “30” to a message, it 

meant, “The end. No More.” Oh yeah. The whorehouse is still open.

                                                      ************

     Have you ever gone into work and found that your belongings have been stripped from 

your desk, moved to an undisclosed location while someone else’s briefcase and junk 

occupies the space you used to guard like Les Nesman from WKRP? It’s happened 

before, and it’s happened again.

     “I’m sorry we moved your stuff without telling you,” the publisher says.

     I hate selling advertising. I’m a frigging journalist. For several months now I’ve been 

beating the streets for the local weekly, a conservative Republican rag, and the editor 

hates me.

     “I think he’s a subversive,” she told a SLED agent. The new governor, Jim Hodges, 

was visiting Horry County for the first time since he was elected, and the press corps was 

following him around a local school, Carolina Forest.

    I’m standing there, notebook in hand with a camera, and the poor cop comes over and 

frisks me, laughing as she watches. I had to just laugh, but it pissed me off so bad. So she 

has passed me over since I started at the rag, as I watched three reporters slid through the 

slot open to me, and now, as it stands, I’m just doing stories and photos on senior citizens 

for a monthly insert while attempting to sell ads for it. I’m on the way out. Nobody’s 

friendly at the paper. And when you’re on the way out, nobody ever says anything to you. 

     When they pass you, they might ask how you’re doing, or how it’s going, and you 

mumble something back, but I’m so embarrassed. I can’t get a job at the Sun News, the 

60,000 circulation daily in Myrtle Beach because I figure I’ve been blackballed since I got 

fired in Florence. I fire off resumes via my computer fax. In the past three months I’ve had 

three major magazine articles published, and I rocket them off to editors too, but to no 

avail. In Army magazine, circulation 130,000, I had a photograph of a bunch of National 

Guard members sandbagging a sewage pump station during the flooding. I even blew up a 

copy and sent it to their commandant to say thanks for the assistance. Of all publications, 

Police magazine in Torrance, Calif. published a full-page story on the flooding I sent them 

plus three sweet photographs I scanned and e-mailed. There’s a photograph of the 

governor talking to the troops, and one picture that’s made several publications, The 

Carolina News of The Savannah Morning News in Bluffton, the Spartanburg 

Herald-Journal and The New Catholic Miscellany. Everybody must like it a lot. It’s a shot 

of a guy who was using a Salvation Army cup at Savannah Bluff Landing where he was 

assisting relatives. He’s scooping water out of a boat which has a lot of water in it, and 

he’s bending over, peering up at me. A road sign is crooked, falling sideways in the 

background, and there is a red canoe in the background. I’ve never had three magazine 

articles published in three months. The only magazine article I’ve had printed was about 

the hot air balloonist in Pee Dee Magazine, the local conservative historical publication.

I’ve run out of options in journalism in Horry County; the Post & Courier editor in 

Charleston doesn’t print anything anymore that I send him, and the Catholic stories don’t 

pay the mortgage. I’m stuck. I’m feeling sorry for myself, and it’s degrading, pitiful and 

sickeningly futile.

                                                        ************

     Doing the cop beat can be fun, but most of the time it’s boring as hell, and it can 

definitely get tricky if you get the person’s name wrong or worse - their age. I was never 

worried about somebody raising a fuss from out of town. They were gone and forgotten, 

always wondering, “Did I make the cop column in their paper? I was just a weekend 

drunk....” I need a drug dog to find the pot my wife hid from me.

     What really sucks is having to wait in line after a few power-hungry TV folks push 

their way and break in line at the dispatcher station or the records department.

     At the Hickory Daily Record I was covering cops when a call came in.

     “They’re going to be bringing that cocaine dealer in for booking soon. You might 

wanna be here.”

     “Thanks man. Should I bring a camera?” The person had already hung up, and all I 

could hear was a dial tone.

     I waited for about 25 minutes, burning Salems outside and talking with passersby after 

I had read all of the Charlotte Observer. Finally, a white and light blue squad car pulled 

up, and behind the cage was a shadow. As they were bringing him in, I noticed, as I have 

done countless times before, that I had forgotten to load any film in the camera. I hate 

taking pictures because it always slows me down writing.

     “Is that the suspect?” asked an old geezer with three days of whiskers and whiskey 

breath to stun a moose.

     “I think so. The one with the cuffs. Nice jacket. They must have woken him up.”

     “They ought to throw the book at that guy, selling drugs to our kids.”

     “Right on, man,” I responded, nodding as I puffed a long drag and clamped the film 

door shut. Having no film has never stopped me or even slowed me down. As the two 

rookies ushered the defendant through the two glass plate doors, I raised the 35mm, 

aimed it and waited until the first cop passed by me. The suspect was between the cops as 

they passed the adjoining hallway, and he was so close to me I could tell he had spotted 

my camera and was about to object with wholehearted conviction.

     “Don’t point that camera at me, durnit!”

     At that point, I took it upon myself to start clicking. I can’t recall how many snapshots 

I took of that bastard, but my finger had a mind of its own. The cops slowed down, 

stopping as I got my fill and the battery began to lose power. By the time I had finished, 

that guy’s eyeballs must have been full of strobing icicles while he did the “celebrity 

shield.” I think one of the cops was grinning. I had stopped using cocaine a year earlier, 

and the last time was with Merle Watson, so I had started criticizing my friends who used, 

whether it did any good or not. I never did it much, only on my birthday with champagne 

and a steak.

     The police station can be a boring place because cops seldom are able to loosen up to 

talk freely to you because you’re not their type, they hate journalists and they’re pent-up 

to begin with. Usually they’re sizing citizens up, even council members, making them go 

on the defensive with that detective demeanor, but with us, they just make you feel 

unwanted, like second-class trash.

     ***************

     Strobes of sharp, piercing alabaster light streak lightning shards into my glazed eyes, 

blurred forms shifting.

     “I can’t find it.” A female voice.

     I’m so weak. I’m going to vomit. It’s impossible to move my hands, feet or head. Pain 

shoots up my arm as a nerve transmits a gripping surge of an excruciating ache. There had 

been a finty pin prick halfway up my arm behind my elbow.

     “There’s one. Keeps closing up on me.”

     Cool water - suddenly my arm feels an icy channel of chilly fluid, and as the bubbles 

escape from the plastic IV, shapes in the room slowly turn into white forms, moving 

slowly.

     “You won’t feel anything, sir. That nauseous feeling will be leaving soon. You’ve been 

throwing up all day, poor thing.”

     I can’t remember who I am. There is a total loss of coherency, thoughts bombarding 

my consciousness, colliding into no meaning, my dry, chapped lips are moving, but no 

words are exiting.

     “What’s he saying?”

     “I don’t know. He’s been mumbling and screaming for two days. The fever’s gone, 

and he had gotten up to 103. Something about his wheels. A shipment and a deadline.”

     Then - total silence.

     Eardrums tingling - then itching. There comes a warm flush of fever across my body as 

the shapes revert back into blobs, melting as total darkness flashes a few times when I 

think I’m going to pass out. There are no questions now. Only an answer. I must be 

dreaming.

     “What’s the blood pressure reading? Is it still dropping?”

     “Watch out for a code blue. Call the doctor on duty. Get the station nurse on the 

double.”

     Chrome is so pretty - reflective and beautiful, shining, glimmering in this fantasy. It’s a 

vision. The silver metal has an outline - two mounds, sideways, a larger hump and two 

long supports. There is a black background. Brown globs of wet mush speckle the black 

flap as it snaps, to-and-fro, the chrome figure dancing. I hear a buzzer now, maybe a horn. 

Two ghosts at the end of my feet are holding each other - one appearing male, the othe 

female, and there is a small head at one’s hip.

     “More glucose. This bag’s almost out. I’ve never seen one look so thin like this one. 

And he’s smiling. That’s weird.”

     Rising, my body is now hovering a foot above the bed’s damp yellow-stained sheets. 

The nurses are below me as it seems I’m lighter than a feather, weightless at the ceiling, a 

physician below with two fingers on the wrist of my earthly 102-pound shell. A bright 

light erases the images below, and at where the wall reaches the stucco ceiling there I can 

see a long-haired fellow with a beard. He looks like a hippie, and his long fingers are 

outstretched, beckoning.

     The tie-dyed room is going blank - dark. There is no more light. Not for a long time, if 

ever. I am still waiting for the light. No colors. No feeling. My thoughts are clear now. No 

more nightmares of criminals stalking me, the rapture of annihilation from nuclear twilight  

or shadows at the window.

     “Flat line. He’s gone.”

     The male nurse is crying, and the couple and the child have already left Room 44.

     “He kept babbling about his Mack truck rig. A fill-up. A truck stop.”

     “Yeah, he was a trucker - made us keep that scanner on all night long. Claimed it was 

the only thing that could put him to sleep in the end.”

     This was my final nightmare. There’s nothing better than the last nightmare.

                                                       *************

     Well, at least he didn’t stick his greased finger up my rectum today - pain in the belly 

again, and the doc says he might have to knife me and to get ready. Same day. A 

Wednesday. That day you’re always excited about the video store getting a new shipment. 

Well, I got a shipment. Old boss sends the new boss a letter to the editor demanding a 

“public” apology, as opposed to a private one, and a retraction of my story on the Angus 

lawsuit.

       Batching it. Got Neil Young on. Couldn’t watch all the Skynyrd concert tape, but I’ll 

finish it later.

     “You know a lawyer?” the new boss says. She was scratching her cheek until it started 

bleeding on the front desk. I got a doctor’s excuse and came home. I’m getting a lawyer 

to look at it. I also had to turn around the other day while I heard the DJ launch into his 

diatribes about my story. Just in time to tape it. Prima donna  crap. I wish the article had 

something false in it, so we could apologize. Schizoid posturing. When lunatics get control 

of what they call a newspaper, watch out. When they get on the radio, duck. 

     First time I met the publisher was the day I drifted in on a layout day, a Wednesday, to 

apply for a job. Three years later I have to hit the road at 5 p.m. on a Friday because the 

job was downsized, eliminated by the “new owners.” There had been rumors for months, 

almost a year prior to the sale or change of ownership. People were asking us about it on 

the street, but we were told not to say anything. Once the publisher accused me of talking 

about it, but we didn’t know much. The daily, The Sun News, was scared it was Thomson 

which owned the Florence Morning News. That rag had surfaced in Conway last year in 

boxes, and it had everybody talking. Sometimes a fellow would stick plastic in the slots 

just for fun.

     John McCain is coming into town Friday. It’s a bad time to get shy in public, so I can’t 

duck but so many events before I run into the Dynamic Duo, that awkward moment when 

I’ll just have to smile real big and strut. Good thing I bought the seconds Banana Republic 

photojournalist vest. That beige, khaki thing is getting me by, gives one a certain 

respectability. You look like a blasted photographer. I’ve decided that the only way to get 

photography out of my way and to keep it from interfering with my writing is to start 

looking like a photographer so people won’t think of me as a writer. People always want 

to get their picture taken, but they don’t necessarily want you to write about them. They 

have to wait and think for a minute before they speak, and they usually say they’ll have no 

comment.

     On Sunday after the Loris Post Office ceremony, I rode to Laurinburg in X-Way at a 

pig farm where my friends were throwing a Super Bowl Party, and en route through 

Rowland, it became evident that the snow was getting higher as the rain pelted drooping 

snowpersons.

     At the party I’m trying to convince my Scotland High School quarterback to let me 

look through the reels in a box in his garage. The film contains footage of our 1973 varsity 

season and other years. He’s on the school board now, and I’m trying to convince him that 

the new millennium holds great financial gain for school boards through lawsuits in the 

“world of greed.”
     Saturday night, Feb. 5, 2000....

     McCain sucked. It was great at Medieval Times, where the horse crap usually smells 

to the high heavens while waitresses, known as “wenches,” pass out the “dragon toes” and 

grog. The weary senior citizens stood in the chilly weather as a Vivitar flash kit smashed 

on the sidewalk, sending splintered black plastic and recharged batteries flying. The line is 

around the building, and most won’t get in. I barely squeak in, and the fire code inside has 

been shot to hell. Wall-to-wall, shoulder-to-shoulder, these Republican freaks, including 

many young people, have come to pay tribute to a war hero, one who claims he is not a 

war hero. I had been under the impression he was.

     Horry County Republicans are hanging from the rafters. One guy is standing on a 

chair. National media members are perched on risers across the room from my final 

resting spot behind a concrete wall right behind the stage. Our state representative, one 

from North Myrtle Beach, where’s I’m now writing, is introducing the vet. Some vets are 

in wheelchairs. Things were going splendidly until McCain called the media “Trotskyite 

communist supporters.” I didn’t think that was too funny. Maybe they should have 

tortured the old boy a few more years, then made him a jungle god and poured honey on 

him for the ants to feast in the hot Vietnamese sun. I didn’t realize I was a communist. The 

last time someone called me a communist was in Boone, N.C. when Armfield Coffey, the 

Republican publisher, did so. I promptly went downstairs into the morgue and photo lab.

     “What was that?” a staff asked upstairs.

     My clipboard splintered, its cardboard backing splitting, but still hanging together from 

the ASU stickers and decals I had pasted on it. It felt better. Those are fighting words. 

Where I come from, if you call somebody a communist, you had better have proof or at 

least have Keds to get you in transit in a hurry.

************

     At Christmas I visited Tommy Condon’s Irish Pub in Charleston, and in the din of 

December reveling from customers, the sandy-haired guitarist’s lyrics were garbled in 

thick brogue, but suddenly I heard a word or two that attracted focus. He was singing 

pro-Irish Republican Army terrorist songs. At a club at Broadway at the Beach on St. 

Patrick’s Day a couple of years ago I heard a duo singing the same songs about bombs, 

patriarchal terrorism and clannish spirit. No tips in the jar from me.

     After crawling out of  bed last Thursday, I never realized I’d be having lunch with 

Jonathan Alter, a reporter from Newsweek and NBC, but as my black plastic spoon 

scooped stroganoff, I noticed the dude sitting beside me on the concrete bleacher was 

eyeballing my book “Terry Sanford.”

     “I didn’t know that was out,” said the Chicago native.

     “How old are you?”

      “Forty-two.”

      “I’m 44.”

     As we talked, I interviewed him, but he started questioning me about who I was voting 

for and what the political climate was in Horry County and South Carolina. 

     “I’m talking about more anecdotally, you and your friends,” he said. Like Hannibal The 

Cannibal from “Silence of the Lambs,” I choose a quid pro quo.

     What’s it like covering a presidential campaign?

     “In South Carolina this is as good as it gets in American politics because it is so pivotal 

and so important. Now there have been other years in which it has been important, but 

never like this year. It’s like the whole thing pivots on Saturday. In other words, I think if 

McCain were to win big, he would basically be the nominee and very possibly the next 

president.

     “If he wins narrowly, we have a dogfight for the rest of the primary season. If he loses 

narrowly, I also think you also have a dogfight for the rest of the primary season. If Bush 

wins, then Bush is the nominee. It’s amazing how there are a lot of other states that have a 

little bit of influence, but really this year there are only two, New Hampshire and South 

Carolina, that are pivotal states. So it’s really central to who the next president’s going to 

be.”

     Any funny things happen on the trail?

     “I think the funniest thing is just being aboard McCain’s bus and being able to kind of 

fool around with the presidential candidate once and a while. He can be pretty funny. 

     Personally I think it’s funny when he goes into his Manchurian Candidate riff, but you 

have to be a fan of the 1962 John Frankenheimer movie to really get what that’s all about. 

Bush actually has a good sense of humor also. He jokes around pretty well, the 

Democrats, to a lesser extent.

     “McCain is the only one who gives you a backstage pass to his campaign and travel on 

his bus. You are with him all the time. Now the interviews are pretty serious and 

sometimes pretty tough. Yesterday they had a political cartoonist of the Atlanta 

Constitution sketching all of us. I don’t mind him talking about the communist Trotskyite 

thing. On Tuesday I interviewed him on ‘The Today Show.’ I did a live interview with 

him. Right off the bat, he calls me, ‘Good morning, you communist.’ If somebody had 

told me I’d get a big laugh out of being called a communist on national television, I would 

have told them they should have their head examined, but I did think it was kind of 

funny.”

     You have to feel sorry over the blood spilled during the S.C. Republican Primary. My 

phone has McCain and Bush messages; the mailbox is packed with literature. I told my 

lunch date that South Carolina is crooked.

     “I haven’t had a good night’s sleep in, well, really, three weeks,” he said. “You’re 

talking to someone who has had an average of three hours of sleep,” Candy Crowley of 

CNN told me. 

     “It feels pretty tiring. There are adrenalin rushes in between. That’s what reporters go 

for. It’s a pretty good story right now, what’s going to happen in South Carolina. New 

Hampshire was a really big story.

     Those adrenalin rushes I can relate to - I felt one the day my mamma called me and 

asked me if a story of an ex-mayor’s arrest in the Charlotte Observer was related to the 

same S.C. bordello I was fired over at The Florence Morning News. John Berman of ABC 

told me it was company policy for him not to comment to the media. It’s better to shut up 

sometimes. A Bush aide made me turn off the tape recorder in my shirt pocket because 

Bush couldn’t see it. The Texas Rangers were assholes at the university, pushing us 

around.

     Picking up our car and its new clutch at the shop, I brag to the lady about covering 

George Bush. “Who’s that?” she asks dead serious. What do you say? “Oh, just some 

guy,” I respond, embarrassed. 

     My wife just called, saying there’s a message on the machine - “Hello, this is Sen. John 

McCain.....” Click-up. Dial tone. They won’t give up. I’m turning my beeper off. 

     Phone call. Wife again. “You’ve got to hear this new message. It just came in.” A 

Bush call. Time to call it a week and forget about harassing political calls and missed 

CAT scan vein pricks, and read GEORGE magazine, listen to the new Warren Zevon and 

wait for next week’s new Steely Dan CD. Over and out. Thirty.

     Inside the Bush rally was like pinball jailhouse boogie. A fellow in a suit and a green 

lapel pin bullied me at the back door where I awaited the entrance of Bush and former 

Gov. Carroll Campbell with their entourage.

     “Who are you?” he asks.

     “Ah, who are YOU?” I reply. He mumbled something about being a Ranger, so I 

figured he used to be a hockey player who had to retire because of a life-threatening 

injury, so I ignored his boorish behavior for that of an invalid jock.

     “You’re not planning on getting Mr. Bush to sign that book are you?”

     “I brought something to read.” It’s clear he’s going to move me, so I look the other 

way, never looking into his Chuck Norris eyes. It was a good thing I had asked their 

advance girl to give me an extra press pass for my scrapbook. I might need it. Always ask 

for an extra press pass because if you get kicked out of an event, you’re going to need it 

to get back a side door.

     Then this sucker reaches into my brand new Banana Republic photojournalist vest, 

replete with pockets galore in which I can’t ever retrieve anything anymore. It’s like the 

Smithsonian. There’s a pair of $1 dollar-store reading glasses, 1.25, inside the lining, and I 

can’t get them out. It’s like they’re stuck in the Twilight Zone or something. He’s pulling 

out my orange press pass. I moved the spare to a secret compartment. He’s studying it 

like it was written in an ancient Egyptian script like the one Linda Blair spoke backwards 

in the Peter Blatty chiller. Turning up the Eric Clapton “Journeyman” now.

     “Is this you?” Hello? Hey there, motherraper! Sure nuff. No it’s Spiro frigging 

Agnew.

     “This is where the motorcade will be coming soon, and I’m not sure if anyone is 

allowed back here. You cannot enter this secure area from back here.”

     “I don’t want to go in.” He’s getting on my nerves now. I’m playing my hand cool 

because I’ll go in if he calls out the heat, but I’m a resident, and he hasn’t got any right to 

hassle me, and he knows it, and he realizes that I know it. I’m polite, but staunch.

     He gives up, looking stupid with my press pass in his hand, so he gestures toward my 

pocket, stopping an inch in front of the flap. I’m staring at his hand. I feel like biting it off. 

Then it comes to me he had been telling me that he was a Texas Ranger. I love that show. 

I love Chuck Norris. But Chuck Norris wouldn’t be frigging with me like this, and I would 

definitely bust the ass of Chuck Norris and pull out some high-fangled Southern karate on 

this sucker if need be. Members of the Horry County Fire Department are a rock’s throw 

away.

     “You may want to put this back.” He hands it to me. I have to put it back. It’s just like 

a traffic stop on the highway in the swampy sticks, like the S.C. Highway Patrol trooper 

who beat the hell out of a black lady on the interstate and his drunk cam caught it live.

     “Thanks.” I reach out to shake his hand. He doesn’t shake, but walks back into the 

building. I know he’ll return. Ten minutes later he comes back with a very important 

message.

     “I’ve just been in contact with their bus, and the campaign manager has said that there 

will be no media back here. Sorry. You’ll have to move to the front door area.”

     “No problem. Thanks.” My hand’s out, open. He shakes it. It’s as easy as that. Half an 

hour of my life wasted on staking out a good photo. Inside the attitude is happier.

     “I always liked him. I like what he stand for. I like his principles, and I like his dad and 

the job he did, so I think he’s the likely one to come in after these Democrats and keep 

things going,” said Surfside Beach Mayor Dick Johnson, soon retiring after many years of 

service.
     “It’s exciting,” said Alan Clemmons. chairman of the Horry County Republican Party. 

Alan gave me a Beasley T-shirt during the governor’s race last time.

     “I think it’s going real well. My race is going real well. There is a lot of excitement and 

a lot of undercurrent from the business community.”

     Lamont Grissette, a student, said, “I haven’t made up my mind yet. I don’t know yet. 

I’m sitting back debating. A couple of them are good.

     “Frank Curry, a World War II Army veteran, and John Baker, 54, of Columbia, were 

present.

     Baker served in the U.S. Army in Vietnam, earning the Congressional Medal of Honor 

like Curry. They wore the medals proudly.

     “I received it from President Johnson May 3, 1968,” he said. “I think he’s going to be 

president of these United States.”

     “Why did I serve? I was 19 years old. I actually went in when I was 17, and I was 

looking for a little excitement,” said Curry, 75. He received his award in 1945 from his 

division commander overseas and likes Bush.

     It’s heinous hearing vets bitch against a P.O.W. This county’s full of them with several 

very active VFW posts. It’s very depressing. Makes you want to burn a flag.

     “I think he’s the best candidate of the two for my personal reasons,” said Curry. “I 

think he’s had more experience and leadership.”

     “He is the candidate, and I believe he’ll be the next president of the United States,” said 

Myrtle Beach Mayor Mark McBride.

     “I think it’s great to have him here in South Carolina,” said Horry County Council 

Chairman Chad Prosser. “I think he will have a strong showing on Saturday.” 

John Fogerty’s “Centerfield” blared as national media members took notes, retiring to the 

small gym to dispatch stories worldwide.

     My next quote comes from a guy I asked to sign my Hunter Thompson paperback, and 

I ask him to sign my book on Terry Sanford along with Bush, right below the McCain 

autograph. I wonder if I should ask this guy if he ever did coke with Bush, but I know I 

won’t get the autograph if I do.

     “I think it’s absolutely marvelous,” said Steve Gatlin. “He is my man. He has been my 

man from the get-go. I didn’t get a chance to vote for him in Texas because I’m in South 

Carolina. Larry voted for him because he is still a resident there. I did vote for his 

father.

     “It has to do so much with what you guys say and the spin and what happens and who 

gets hot and how momentums go. Senator McCain is a fine man, but my candidate is 

George Bush. I believe he is honest. I believe he will speak his mind. I believe he will 

make the right decisions in whatever happens in the next four years wherever our country 

goes. Plus I’d like for him to reduce my taxes.”

     “I want to thank you all for coming. This is a huge crowd,” Bush is saying to the 

crowd. “The veterans know I understand a promise made is a promise kept.”

     Bush recognized Curry and Baker. McCain will eventually take all the S.C. counties, 

so it really will not make a hoot here.

     “Please welcome these men,” he said. “You can judge a man by the company he 

keeps, and I’m keeping really good company.”

      Bush portrayed himself as an outsider from Washington.

     “I don’t want to be the federal superintendent of schools,” he said. “I believe in local 

control of schools. I trust the people of South Carolina to make decisions on schools.”

     A Florence school board member complained to him about too much paperwork.

     “We need a president who says what are the results because we want to know,” he 

said. Bush called for education rewards and cuts of funds for failed schools for 

accountability.

     “He was worried about federal policy that makes it hard for principals and teachers to 

keep control of the classrooms,” he said. “I intend to have a Teacher Protection Act.”

It’s nothing but asses and elbows after the speech as zealous elephants and starry-eyed 

students surround the candidate, and I find myself behind South Carolina’s favorite son.

While Gov. Jim Hodges is trying to get a lottery passed in South Carolina, former Gov. 

Carroll Campbell is against the idea. What about a lottery?

     “I think that that’s not a way to run a state. A lottery is not going to pay for education 

in this state. The people who put their bet on the lottery are really misleading the people of 

this state.”

     Campbell, who is a consultant in Washington, D.C. with a home in Georgetown, thinks 

that a lottery would eventually hurt the state.

     “Most small states that have had a lottery, the lottery has gone up. Politicians accept 

the money, and the lotteries come down, and they have to raise the taxes. That’s exactly 

the way it works.”

     Beasley is noticeably absent at this rally, however he was at the controversial event at 

Bob Jones University at which Bush failed to castigate the school’s policy on interracial 

dating. The anti-Catholic controversy was brought up this morning in my R.C.I.A. class.

People are real pissed off but willing to forgive. Campbell’s nose is as brown as a Texas 

steer.

     “I think it’s a good event. I think it’s a good chance for young people to get some 

knowledge about what’s going on in the country. We’re talking about world events. 

You’re talking about local events. You’re talking about a lot of things, not just somebody 

up there singing Johnny One-Note.

     “That’s the real thing because too many speakers get up there and stay on one thing. 

He threw it open and took everything that they threw at him. I think that demonstrates his 

knowledge. I mean, this guy’s good. I heard somebody say one time that they don’t think 

he’s real smart.

     “Well, I don’t know how he graduated from both Yale and Harvard if he’s not real 

smart. This is the kind of stuff that they try to put out there to try to denigrate you from 

the other side.”

     When asked if he was glad the incident with the handgun and the airplane was over, 

Campbell responded. His handgun was returned after the incident at a Columbia airport.

     “Oh yeah. It didn’t ever really happen. That’s the whole thing about it. It got so blown 

out of proportion. That was the darndest thing I’d ever seen,” he said laughing.

     Would the same thing happened if a black citizen had been caught? Campbell then 

grips my elbow tightly, answering.

     “It happens all the time. It happens all the time. They told me in the Columbia airport 

that it happens about 10 or 15 times a year. it’s not loaded at all. It’s kind of in a bag. And 

most of them were women, and they just forgot that they had them.” I play the comment 

back on my tape recorder to our female Democratic Party chairperson in Horry County, 

and she tells me she’s glad I asked the question. Later in the week I buy a pager which I 

lose for several months and find again after having to buy another one.

     Breaking down to buy a pager is the biggest mistake you’ll ever make. Everyone 

knows where you are all the time. The worst thing about pagers is that they beep. And 

beep. One feels like James Bond, however, even with the lowly numeric contraption. The 

first thing you do is give out your beeper number to family, friends and business associates 

for global positioning stakeouts. Big mistake. Don’t give your number to the wrong 

person, or you’ll be making pay phone calls from here to eternity. It’s like a good friend 

said, “If you want me bad enough, you’ll get ahold of me sooner or later.” I spent the 

freelance check from the American Planning Association’s PLANNING magazine 

(www.planning.org) on this beeper.

     Can you write off pay phone calls? One of mine fell in a toilet once. Advice: flush 

it. And turn it off in church.

     If enough human beings haven’t passed away from record 2000 traffic fatalities on 

U.S. 501 yet between Conway and Myrtle Beach, just try to focus on that strobing car in 

front of you. You’ve just passed the new sign at Coastal Carolina University. At first it 

seemed as if a modest sign would be erected this winter as construction workers cemented 

the base together. In my rear view mirror the bright yellow sign is still clearly visible at 

Carolina Forest, and my cornea still has the image burned of an animated display all over 

the retina. 

     North Myrtle Beach had the wisdom to incorporate ordinances protecting innocent 

motorists from glaring, gaudy, sometimes tacky electronic billboards, the kind that are 

usually erected in front of an adult entertainment establishment with no zoning. The 

messages CCU are flashing usually don’t have much to do with education, the school or 

driving as you stare, ignoring the bumper ahead. “Don’t look at this sign,” would be a 

good message. “Don’t drink and drive.” Maybe the Alligator Adventure animated sign, the 

Alabama Grille sign and the NASCAR Cafe flashy distraction could turn off the power for 

just a week. It would be easier to drive.

     Passing through Dillon Ace-Hi Advertising had a billboard during Christmas blasting 

video poker opponents for keeping car taxes. Come summer all the video poker 

establishments that close could turn into churches and reinvent urban sprawl. Do the same 

people who make video poker machines manufacture Myrtle Beach voting 

machines?

     There is one governmental council in Horry County that has an agenda item to include 

“press comments.” It’s the Loris City Council. Wonder why the Horry County Council 

doesn’t do it? Why put a limit on public input or council input? Some politicians complain 

about the hours, complaints and sacrifice. Sunlight is the best antiseptic, somebody 

said.

     What is a young turk? That’s what Campbell was calling all the new GOP blood. Must 

be the juvenile fowl from the month of November who gets a photo op with the President 

before the holiday that celebrates the Pilgrims lost hayride. A turk. It’s what the 

Republican leadership in South Carolina is calling everyone hanging out with Sen. John 

McCain. “Any of a breed of swift saddle horse developed in Turkey,” Webster’s says. 

Here it is. It says (See Young Turk.) “Any of a group of  younger people seeking to take 

control of an organization, party, country, etc., from an entrenched, usually conservative 

group of older people.” 

     At last year’s inauguration there were a slew of S.W.A.T. team snipers on top 

buildings during the ceremony. Does Horry County or local police department have 

programs where citizens can turn in handguns? Did you expect the Second Coming Jan. 1, 

2000?

     Why don’t they put seat belts on school buses? Was Mary Tyler Moore ethically 

correct for substituting her TV story for her rival’s in the ABC show last week? Where is 

Lou Grant when you need him? Film at 11.

     If you ever wonder what happens to a criminal case after North Myrtle Beach 

detectives, Loris Police Department officers and the prosecutor gets through with it, you 

should visit Courtroom 3 in Conway sometime. In this tiny venue on the first floor a 

thundering voice can be heard outside the opaque window. It sounds like a man is yelling 

at somebody. He is. It’s Circuit Court Judge Hicks Harwell.

     A young black defendant stands accused of crack cocaine infractions, and another man 

faces a charge of attempted armed robbery while others face indictments before the judge 

for justice to be served. This is the day The State just announced Harwell’s reelection as a 

judge.

     It’s not Court TV. It’s not Judge Judy. This is the real thing.

     If you are unemployed, retired or bored, you should visit the Horry County Courthouse 

sometime to watch how justice is served, and when Harwell is in town, it is real 

entertainment.

     Harwell administers justice with backwoods personality, a mix of the down-home 

charm of the late Jerry Clower and the preacher persona of Watauga County, N.C. 

Solicitor Tom Rusher, whose pitched summations invoke quivering hellfire.

     There is a message today in this courtroom. 

     There is one person seated in the pew. And there is one administrator of justice. If the 

defendant decides to listen, it might be of benefit. If he doesn’t, that’s Harwell’s 

concern.

     After I left the Florence Morning News, I consulted him about suing the paper, 

but he just suggested that I call the managing editor a son-of-a-bitch, which I never could 

do. The odds were against me.

     “You understand you are giving up your right to a trial by jury?” Harwell asks the 

young man. The Truth in Sentencing Act is not just a piece of paper. Judges have to 

proceed by law through every proponent of legal jurisprudence to be fair to a defendant.

This defendant gets the taxpayers’ money’s worth. Harwell’s voice has quickly risen to a 

loud volume. The drama in this courtroom is rising. A lecture is coming. The defendant’s 

plea is guilty. His attorney is court-appointed.

     “You understand you are not going to be able to face your accuser and deny or rebut 

or challenge the charges?” he asked. “Has anyone mistreated you?”

     The attorney notes there was a minute amount of cocaine found.

     Harwell’s Southern accent is intoxicating, his courtroom style riveting, commanding 

attention and compassion. Some judges might let a drug defendant off lightly, dismissing 

the case as just another headache, hurrying through the motions.

     “How many years you been practicing now?” Harwell asks the attorney.

     The judge banters with one counsel, who says he takes court-appointed cases a lot, and 

Harwell chats, recalling the days when he did the same as a young attorney.

     “The General Assembly won’t appropriate the money. We don’t have the money. 

We’ve got 19,000 people, and we’ve got 19,000 in a place for 300. We can’t do this. 

Don’t bother us anymore judge,” Harwell continues. “All they do is stay out and get right 

back into dealing and drinking and crack cocaine. He’s strung out, and he’s hungover, and 

until he sees the need to face the addiction and get some treatment, he’s going to be back 

in jail, and he’s going to be violated, and just as sure as the sun goes down this afternoon, 

and comes up in the afternoon, it’s predictable.

     “Well I can’t do it judge!’ That’s a lie. All you’ve got to do is ask the probation 

officer the address, the telephone number and where it is and go to vocational rehab, and 

they’ll put you in the program, and the state will pay the money, and it won’t cost you a 

cent. And they’ll tell you how to follow it up and get some treatment. AND YOU CAN 

STOP BEING A CRACKHEAD!”

     Harwell is yelling.

     “If it happens again, and it’s going to if you don’t get that treatment, go in there for 

five years! You want it, you get it! Anybody serving time wants to be out but not give up 

the drugs.” An older gentleman in a suit is nodding in the audience. Deputies are nodding 

too.

     “You’ve got to think about what you are doing. You are strung out. You are hooked. 

You better take some responsibility and get that monkey off your back,” he said. “I’ve 

spent enough time. I hope that didn’t roll over you.

     “How old are you now? Twenty-three,” Harwell continues.

     Hardened criminals sometimes shut out comments during court, but this defendant is 

listening, as are the police officers in the room who nod to every phrase.

     “Everybody treats me bad! Everybody treats me like a baby!’ And you’re a grown 

man! You want to be treated like a boy? Does it insult you, a black male, for me, an old 

white judge, to call you a boy? Well that’s what you’re acting like. You want to be treated 

like something younger than a boy with no responsibility. You want to be treated like a 

baby. 

     “You’re going to be treated like a man the next time you come to court! You be ready. 

If you do the crime, and you’re messing with drugs, you be ready to do the time. I don’t 

care how good a lawyer you’ve got.

     “Nobody likes to spend $19,000 a year to put people in jail!” he hollers. “They’d 

rather put it in the public school system than waste it on somebody blowing something up 

their nose.”

************

TO: MARK via e-mail

just got back! diane let me get my expensive banana republic cologne as reward! i snuck two 10 buck bottles! 

i was proud. diane was too.....they applauded me.

saw asshole florence morning news editorial page editor who later got fired and who had given our m.e. a videotape of me calling in wbtw telling on a call in show the gubernatorial candidates in 1995, including nick theodore, that i was doing an investigative story on marlboro county and what was their opinion on prostitution and the need to clean it up...

videotape......they had been dragging ass and killing the story. so he was sitting by the florence paper’s then and current lawyer, honcho demo nick zeigler, and i gave them both the finger from the back row!

assholes indeedio, my good friend!

we hit stores....blew off conference....they served  crapty salmon.....saw old colleagues......i am nonetheless quite renown and infamous amongst these jaded queers.

bonus day in my catalogue of dreams.

*********

     I just broke down in the kitchen, blubbering as I looked at the new award on the wall.

The Confederate flag flew proudly above a business near Kiawah Island as we drove into 

the front gate area of this plush coastal community. The doctor had just called the cell 

phone to tell me the best gut surgeon in the state from Charleston wouldn’t be able to 

accept me as a patient because he didn’t take this kind of health insurance anymore.

     The award is a 2nd place plaque for feature writing in the 4,000 and above weekly 

category for the story about Hank Alexander, the story which got a rare photo of Marilyn 

Monroe in circulation, one with a sexy close-up look at all those chest freckles. Whew.

So after flopping down on the back row, I listen to a Nashville firm of libel lawyers put on 

a mock trial with the publisher of the Sun News sitting in as the defendant, a reporter 

accused of sending a libelous e-mail about her publisher. She had allegedly questioned 

whether or not the boss had Alzheimer’s, but he was only on Darvocets, so the audience 

got a chilling look at how pesky attorneys can be, asking probing questions, quizzing the 

reporter about her work record and job performance. My stomach started hurting, 

however maybe it was from the coffee. I’ve been trying to drink decaf, but this morning I 

had sneaked in a cup of high-test.

     In the line of fire, the linear scope between me on the back row and Ms. Paula Ellis, the 

defendant, sat a person whose appearance became familiar after I adjusted the focus on my 

peepers. Richard Whiting, former editorial page editor at the Florence Morning News, 

sitting right beside Nick Zeigler, the Florence Morning News attorney who had deemed 

my whorehouse story libelous and unfit to print. He’s a big Florence County Democrat 

who prides himself on being a historian as well as a degree mill executioner.

     With merely seconds to decide on my strategy as they both turned to acknowledge me, 

I had already noticed my blood pressure zooming, the pulse rise, the perspiration, a 

tightening of the chest and a gripping sense of doom. I erred on the side of insanity. It was 

a decision based on the formula, untested, that this would be the only way to erase the 

absolute threat that their presence was able to wreck the proudest day of my life.

     It was the outstretched version of the digital Hollywood hello I chose, the finger 

stretched to its maximum length without being bent. It’s instantly recognizable, the “Easy 

Rider” method. Suddenly, I felt an addictive sensation, the feeling you get when a Sunday 

paper stretches out after you pop the red rubber band around it. Doing it without its 

rubber whip punishing you with a backlash is a professional touch. I didn’t make eye 

contact with them again, so I don’t know if they saw it or not, but I was hopeful the 

defendant didn’t think I was shooting her the bird.

     It was inevitable that I would run into Whiting again during the session, but there he 

was as I turned toward the exit, standing there, outstretched hand, begging for me to talk 

to him. My wife reminded me that getting the award was the best payback. So I told him 

Glenn Puit was going to visit again from the Las Vegas Review-Journal and that my wife 

worked for Catholic Charities, and I couldn’t think of anything else to say, so I split.

     Mark writes me after reading my columns: “My God!! I can’t believe they’re 

publishing this stream of consciousness!! What do those poor people think when they read 

your column over their morning coffee?? You beat everything, Bullard, you really do. 

You’re one of a kind, and that’s the truth.”

                                                                     ********

     Block, cube, drug store dope, goma, Mary, morphina, Morphy, mojo, mud, Murphy, 

dreamer, first line, God's drug, M, MS, Miss Emma, Mr. Blue, morph, junkie 

analgesics.

To: Former Gov. Beasley.

i can't wait to read your journals. thanks for talking to me. i've already transcribed it. it was a good excuse to be able to miss buck limehouse in loris today...caught him on the flipflop in north myrtle however for an interview...i loved this charlotte observer cartoon so much, i called them and got them to fax it to me.

this is my story in today's new catholic miscellany on the hispanic conference....

http://www.catholic-doc.org/miscellany/miscellany.html

the fella who wrote the companion piece (on the spartanburg operation) to my trucker's motel story in point was alex todorovic, who was reporting for u.s. news & world report live from kosovo i think about the same time you were there....it was the time of the protests....he was dispatching to a bunch of other dailies too.

i'm sorry about your mother's passing, and i said a prayer for you all when mary wood was at mcleod. i'm going on the 24th at conway hospital for an operation on diverticulitis and my faith and my wife are the things keeping me buoyed.

i voted for you, and i'd vote for you again. i voted for mccain also. i hope the media treats you well so you can come back if you wish later. i think the media, for the most part, knows you did a courageous thing on video poker and the flag, and everyone knows in their heart of hearts you did the best thing for the state of south carolina.

i know it must have been hard standing up there the night you conceded. i saw it and it was something. the wounds will heal in time. folks treated you mighty poorly before, during and after the election, ones who voted for you too. when i got the fax from gary with the TIME story, i went to the myrtle beach city annex where hodges was live on wis with you, i think, before his "town meeting" before a picked crowd of demos.

i was interviewing ms. hodges outside and showed her the fax and she was reading it, it appeared to me, for the first time, and i asked her straight up what she thought of this kind of stuff in a campaign. she appeared a little disappointed and surprised over it, and said it was personal stuff and about that time vida miller, wayne gray of the city council and sally howard (h.c. demo chieftain) came up, and somehow one of them grabbed the fax from me and they walked off with it, just as pretty as you please.....

i apologized profusely to ms. hodges for "my fellow democrats" and was mad. i went in, and as hodges p.r. henchman asked me to wait until after the q&a to ask a question, almost like touching my raised arm to pull it down, i walked down the aisle, aiming at john jenerette, shooting a photo, and walked to the mike. 

i asked him if what he thought about the time article which came out that day. everybody was real quiet.

he said, "what article?"

the next day he admitted he knew about it days earlier.

one other thing i wanted to tell ya....at the holiday inn west, at a carolina entertainment video poker lobbyist meeting i went uninvited (for a second time) and was kicked out of the meeting (2nd time, 2nd meeting). but this time i had a camera. outside in the hallway, where there were hodges signs being distributed later, a guy with carolina entertainment came up to me and said.....

"if you take a picture, i'm going to take that camera from you."

i replied, laughing at him, "ah, no you ain't, buddy."

he was walking toward me when john reyelt ( a chamber member and owner of gold rush saloon) got between us and told him curtly he better stay away from me. i ain't never been in a fight before, but i broke a guy's collarbone in a SHS football game at legion field in laurinburg. but i was ready to go with this fella.

that's how rough it got that october. i caught major abuse from the video poker moguls because i decided to do a slew of stories about these folks called christians, the little river methodists and betty bibbey who met you in murrells inlet i believe when the casino boats were hovering. i was proud of my BW photo on the front page of The Guardian, published by the S.C. Chamber, with Christians holding hands in the sanctuary of 1st Methodist Myrtle Beach. The Carolina Entertainment folks were on the back row incognito as spies, later leaving, but i looked at that fella and raised my camera at him like it was a trophy. 

i'll never apologize about doing as many stories as i can about christians and their views because i know it's the right thing, and because i know my parents would be proud of me.

so i can empathize with you when you talked about how going against the grain can be tough with consequences. and of course, trucker's motel is still open. 

take it ez, and thanks for all you have done for the state of south carolina. anytime i can do anything for you, please don't hesitate to let me know.

                                                          ************

     Jay Bender, a Columbia attorney who usually represents the S.C. Press Association, 

talked to me.

     When asked to identify some of the more prominent libel cases in the past of South  

Carolina, Bender responded.

     “The two most recent ones that will have an affect on this case versus Thomson 

Newspapers where the court articulated a concise standard for the proof of actual malice 

and to a lesser extent the Supreme Court's decision in Peeler vs. Spartan Radiocasting.

     “Those are the two most recent Supreme Court decisions on libel that I think bear on 

this,” he said. “In the Peeler case it was a report on a political campaign and activities in 

the political campaign.”

     In the Florence Morning News case the plaintiff was the mother of a young woman 

who was murdered.

     “The story contained statements by the murdered girl's doctor that the mother deemed 

to be defamatory," said Bender.

     In that case court documents showed that the article was not edited by editors before it 

was published. The Myrtle Beach Herald published an article recently, stating that articles 

are proofed by individual reporters with no other revisions.

     Bender was asked if this was normal procedure with newspapers across South 

Carolina.

     “I didn't see the statement that you referred to in the Herald. My notion is that 

somebody who writes a story can also edit the story.”

     Are articles usually read by an editor?

     “No. I think in smaller papers it's not always read by anyone other than the person who 

writes the story,” Bender said. “I mean, it requires care on the part of the person who is 

doing that, but as far as I know, it's not a universal practice to have a chain of editors 

review stories.”

     Have libel cases changed over the years?

     “They have certainly changed since 1964 when the Supreme Court adopted the New 

York Times actual malice standard. They have changed less dramatically in South 

Carolina because as the soon-to-be Chief Justice Jean Toal pointed out in her dissent in 

the first case, South Carolina courts have never fully recognized and applied constitutional 

protections identified by the Supreme Court of the United States.”

     In the Florence Morning News case the original award was $1.5 million.

     “There was a punitive award that was sizeable too I think. The Supreme Court 

dismissed the punitive damages award on grounds that there was no actual malice shown 

and remanded I think for a trial on the negligence issue, and it was ultimately settled.”

     How will this case turn out?

     “If I knew that, I would predict the stock market and the winner of the Super Bowl 

and who's going to get the Cy Young Award. There is no way to predict.”

     What is the most interesting part of working on cases like this?

     “I think the most fascinating thing is it provides an opportunity to stand up for the 

people who stand up for a free press," said Bender. "I get to stand up and represent the 

newspaper editors and reporters, and to some extent, the broadcasters of the state, who on 

a daily basis, defend the principles of the free press.”

                                                  *************

     Looks like the time is right. My wife’s mad at me and won’t speak. My mother’s 

pissed off at me, and my boss is even madder. Just ate a downer with the last syllable of 

“pam.”

     I’m waiting for AC/DC to come on Saturday Night Live, having just bought the new 

“Stiff Upper Lip,” with a countdown of T-minus six days until Friday morning’s surgery 

day at 8 a.m. Come Tuesday I’ll offer the North Myrtle Beach Times my story. I’ve been 

there about two months. I worked there for a week or two after getting fired at the 

Florence paper, while on unemployment. That income was reported, but the boss was too 

crazy, and I was driving from Mullins about 50 miles away, so I got paid under the table 

but listed it on my ESC weekly earnings statement. Today I just got in the USPS a notice 

that the lovely crooked state of South Carolina is garnishing my wages for the $1,500 I 

owe Mullins Hospital for the diverticulitis attack that lost me a week or two of pay at the 

Florence Morning News, a bill I could have paid off if I had kept my frigging job.

     I’ve got a lot of malice built up in me, and it’s only a question of when, where and on 

whom the filthy evil will be unleashed upon. The time is finite. If China doesn’t invade 

Taiwan this weekend, maybe I’ll be able to face my surgery. My mother is bitching 

because of my attitude. The same attitude that prevented me from getting my American 

Red Cross lifesaving patch at St. Andrews Presbyterian College in Laurinburg. The 

instructor admitted I had passed, but he didn’t give me the patch because of my “attitude.”

     When the black curtain falls, I’ll be laid out on a slab in a few days, my own 

self-imposed writing deadline complete, fait accompli, and hopefully the sewing job will 

take with kitty-gut precision and no leakage. If it leaks, they may have to give me a 

colostomy bag for the rest of my life. If they nick a blood vessel, sew it  up, and I bleed 

internally, it will be much like a guy who used to live across the field from us. His son at a 

funeral last week just told me that his daddy almost purchased that agrarian real estate 

permanently after this happened to him - and his old man was a frigging doctor. Jesus 

Christ, and all this stress for $20,000. I can’t believe some people don’t have insurance. I 

feel guilty for having insurance, the same insurance that paid for my depression treatment 

last year after the inauguration. If I could drink, I would. The sleeping “pam” pills

aren’t worth a  crap. No buzz. Not even a blip. Still taking the Cipro, the nastiest antibiotic 

ever known the man. Twice a day. You have to take it with enough aqua liquid from the 

spigot to drown a moose. The pill itself is shapely with as much design for swallowing as 

most do, no jagged edges, and smooth gel coating, but the oblong bitch feels like a small 

coffin going down your throat. I was so angry taking one once that I bit it open, and good 

Lord, it was more bitter than the worst cursing an editor has ever given me. The pain in 

my stomach has subsided, quelled for the moment, but two days ago it reared its ugly head 

because I was grunting as the tension and stressful reenactment of death caused me to 

start publicly displaying mental disagreement. Every day I have pounded my fist on the 

dash to soft pop music because my tape player in the paid-off Ford Mercury Tracer 

decided it would succumb to overuse several months ago. Visualization of the surgery is 

like hell replayed over and over. I see myself exiting, never to open my eyes again to 

bright light after the gas person injects the liquid Valium into my IV. The morphine will 

never be a tool for me to master in post-op because I’ll never make it to post-op. Another 

scenario is that they’ll find polyps so drenched in boasting, petulant cancer cells, all 

swollen, pasty and glossy pink, that the doc will just say, “Sew him up. There’s no hope.”

     If the stock markets rocket 400 points that day like they did last week, I’ll never know 

it. My obituary won’t even note my career as a journalist. It will only be a paltry death 

notice, one which no one will care about paying. Newspapers charge for obituaries these 

days, a sorry practice lower than the game the Romans played at the dripping feet of 

Christ.

     It will be cold in the morgue, but I won’t feel it. It will be like “Our Town” on ice, a 

Broadway production with that little HIV-positive fellow just a-prancin’ and shaving that 

durned ice like a ballerina in sequins, green and red.

     “Mr. Bullard! Mr. Bullard!”

     White mask, blue eyes, Caucasian skin. No feeling as a palm slaps my face. Blink. 

     Darkness. Light. Two blinks.

     “Mr. Bullard, it’s good to have you back.”

     That’s not the way it’s supposed to end. It’s cold in here. Am I in hell or is this the 

A&P? Maybe it will end up with a happy ending. A happy ending in socialized medicine 

would mean the frigging government will pick up the tab. Incineration. That’s the 

fashionable cremation of choice today. More and more people are doing it, like the new 

VWs. You want to try it, but something’s holding you back - the “Fiddler On The Roof” 

syndrome. Traditional reluctance. That’s what really killed the cat. I eventually download 

pictures of Clint Eastwood off the Internet, and I chew on the card after surgery, learning 

the techs did like I did, turning the happy Clint for when the surgery was going well, to the 

angry Clint when it wasn’t going too well.

     The Spaghetti western years. That’ll be what gets me through those endless pricks, 

sticking sharp steel with holes into that soft portion of your mid-arm, the part you like 

your lover to kiss and lick, breathing lightly on, tickling. There will be nothing but bruises 

like the ones on Robert DeNiro’s face in “Raging Bull.” Then there is the scenario of the 

real raging bull where I pull those lines out of my body and bolt out of the hospital at 125 

mph, never to look back while uttering profanities at all in the way, even the one-way 

cancer patients toting bags of see-through plastic.

     My plan at this point is to download a photo, my favorite, of Clint Eastwood, and carry 

it into surgery with me, hidden in the crack of my fanny. That’s what got me through the 

butt-cam where they plundered into my intestines, taking X-rated celluloid images of the 

ruddy, bumpy interior of this rotten colon.

     Whether they allow this to accompany me as a sterile attachment into the operating 

room remains to be seen, but I will have this famous actor’s sneer engraved in my soul as 

the black curtain falls. No pictures of the Pope will be pinned on my gown. It’s Clint all 

the way. Not Dirty Harry. Too WASPy. The unshaven four-day old desert grunge. The 

spit-in-your-eye-murder-you-look. I’m listening to “The Royal Scam” by Steely Dan and 

thinking of myself as that bum on the bench, holes in his shoes, under the skyscrapers that 

have viperhead top floors.

     It’s hard to hate doctors or even slightly despise them when your brother is one. 

Lawyers either. I have one of both. A doctor, a lawyer and a, rather degenerate journalist, 

me. I’ve instructed my mother to cancel her plans to come be by my side. Would you want 

to awaken from a serious operation with a tube stuck way up your penis into your bladder 

and possibly a crap sack inserted into some new manmade orifice, and suddenly look to 

the side of the chrome rail and see the woman who brought you into this world, reading a 

Bible, praying?

     Maybe she’ll be crying. Hopefully not. There’s only one way to eliminate this 

probability, and that is to lie to your womb bus and say, “I don’t want you to take this the 

wrong way, but they’re already trying to keep germs out of there, and I’ll have enough on 

my mind.”

     I don’t want to see anybody. I want to ball into a Jim Bakker ball of wax, a fetal crawl, 

the umbilical spiral with my own willpower as my only source of direction along with my 

religious faith and analgesic morphine.

     One hopes you will be as kindly, friendly and hospitable with a sense of humor to 

people who tend to be employed in America only to cater to your only wish. When is the 

last time you tipped a waitress? Know anyone who never tips? I tip well when I can afford 

it, and when the waitress is pretty or has buxom breasts and shapely legs, a fine posterior 

and pouty lips, winking a time or two where it doesn’t look like your cigarette smoke 

caused it with a fake blink to cover it up, I’ll slip them a $10. When I’m in New York, I 

love to tip well. In a hospital, however, my friend, tipping is not allowed. You’re already 

paying an arm and a leg for the same bed Mary and Joseph might have stolen from you, so 

it’s a good idea to act as dastardly as one can because you can get away with it. On my 

honeymoon I became rude because it was the week O.J. Simpson got off, and suddenly 

the wait help started bellying up to the bar with freebies. We went to Disney World. In 

hospitals that weird actor feels isn’t taught by public relations marketing folks. You know 

the way the employees at Disney World act so funny? There are no freebies in the 

hospital. 

     In Mullins when I was stuck in there for a week, even though I couldn’t or wasn’t 

supposed to eat or drink, I’d sneak down to the carts and snarf, that’s 90s-speak for steal, 

one of those tiny compact cool little Coca-Colas, the kind you can’t find in a regular 

supermarket. They make them en vogue so you’ll feel special visiting a hospital.

Kiss your toiletries goodbye. You won’t need them because this is the beginning of a 

depression you’re going to learn to stake the rest of your life on, the depression of all 

depressions, one to remember life by. You won’t mobile with an IV in the top of your 

typing hand, and there will be a button for morphine drip which you’ll be pressing with all 

the poignant affection as you felt that first female nipple at age 16. I’ve never had a 

sponge bath, and it’s always been the topic of humor every time I’ve ever kidded 

somebody about it.

     “Hey, Ralph! Did you get one of those good-looking nurses to give you a ....( here it 

comes) a SPONGE BATH?!!!” Hardee-har-hars out the ying-yang.

     Mine will come in the blurry mid-day binge of monkeytime pain and morphine as I 

weep, feeling like Frankenstein. I’ll feel like stabbing Mary Shelley to death, 

disemboweling her and ripping the telephone out of the wall.

     I am sorely afraid, as the disciples were, that since there is a telephone which will be 

located in close proximity to my bed in this room most probably located on a floor close 

to the morgue, that this device that the morbid fool Bell created will, without a mortal 

doubt, continuously on command ring and ring and ring till hell freezes over. My worst 

worry is that I will call the local talk radio station and proceed to libel, slander, humiliate 

and dishonor myself.

     “Caller, you’re on the air.”

     Silence.

     “Is anyone there? Caller?”

     “There was somebody on there when I picked up, Steve.” Steve Porter, who writes for 

the Herald.

     A muffled poot. Then a burp and grunt. It will sound like a human voice grumbling 

nonsensical insanity.

     “I wanna hear...hey. What?”

     “There is someone there, Steve. Caller?”

     “Yeah. What?”

     “If you have a question, sir, please speak up. We only have two minutes before the 

next traffic update and the Charles Kuralt segment so....”

     He speaketh.

     “I wanna hear some damned Skynyrd. FREE BIRD!”

     “I beg your pardon?”

     “Ah, sir, we don’t play music here.”

     “You played some freakin’ good Midnight Oil the other week while blasting my articles. 

Midnight in the Garden! You said, ‘We don’t need that kind of reporting around here’ on the 

freakin’ air! ”

     “I’m sorry, folks. I don’t believe this one’s making much sense.”


     “Yes I am. I’m stuck up here in the hospital from hell and tubes coming out my ass, 

and I wanna hear some Lynyrd Skynyrd, damnit! For the love of God! Play it NOW!”


     “Sir, this is a talk radio show. I’m your host. Now do you have a valid question or 

we’ll have to cut you off and go to another caller. The switchboard is blinking like a 

Christmas tree.”

      “I want to know why you all are talking trash about my damned stories.”

This is about the point when they should legally remove my analgesic painkiller and fill 

the tube with coffee to circumvent lawyer fees.

     “You know we don’t need THAT kind of reporting around here.”

     “Hey, everybody down here loved my story in POINT on Burroughs & Chapin, man. 

     What’s ya’ll’s problemo, mon ami?”

      “You libeled our newspaper in the story the other week down here in Myrtle Beach.”

     “No the hell I didn’t. Who’s the editor now?”

     “You know good and well who it is.”

     “I thought it was your policy not to edit stories and let the reporter write it with no 

revisions.”

     “Well, most small newspapers in South Carolina do that.”

     A collective gulp. I’m pressing the morphine button continuously, and cool fluid chills 

my arm. Batting eyes. Spins. Only you can’t put your foot on the floor to stop the bed 

from spinning.

     “Who’s running to durned show in Myrtle Beach anyway?”

     “You cannot curse on the air, sir.”

     “There’s a frigging infinitadi here, and it’s got testosterone, Lake Erie-sized tidal waves 

of it.”

     “Nobody runs Myrtle Beach, sir. Have you been drinking? You’re slurring your 

words.”

     The nurse will walk in. It’s a good thing I’ve ordered my wife and everybody to stay in 

the lobby with the wrinkled, coffee-stained PEOPLE magazines from 1978.

     “Mr. Bullard. It’s time to take your blood pressure.”


     “Caller, was that a question?”


     “I tell you what. I’ll split the difference with you. Play some Shostakovich, a painful 

Communist melody with monolithic splendor. That’s all you folks understand, ain’t it? A 

symphony. Not the jazz period. Don’t murder the investigator this time either.”


     “I don’t think we’ve ever had a caller like this. Sir, you have 30 seconds.”

     Thirty seconds to call the shots. Six days. And thirty seconds.

     “Okay. Here goes. It’s God’s infrastructure, you simian imps! You don’t just draw 

checkered dotted lines on some cartographer’s toilet paper and sell it to the quickest 

bidder. Why was the lead character in ‘Damn Yankees’ Beelzebub, anyway? The devil 

was selling land. Why do you think Satan was a Realtor? He wasn’t just selling land. That 

crook was making a list and checking it twice. He was the real Santa Claus. With a bag 

full of goodies. Visiting every chimney from the governor’s to your legislator’s to your 

county council member’s to your alderman’s, to the damned dogcatcher’s. I interviewed 

the dogcatcher once in Myrtle Beach and asked him why there were do damned many 

snakes crawling around. Real ones. Not the two-legged kind. He said it was from 

overdevelopment.”

     “Caller, you’re definitely out of time.”


     “I know it. One more thing before you cut me off, dude.”

     “What’s that, caller?”

     My index finger is shaking, veins bulging, as it depresses the white button one last 

time.

     “I want you to kiss my big fat smelly ass.”

     Dial tone. The big sleep.

                                            ******************

     Just got home. Morphine monkey was a bitch, sweating, hallucinating....before taking 

two feet of intestines out, they found a grapefruit sized nugget and sent it off quickly to 

the lab to test it for cancer while I laid on the operating room slab...it came back negative 

for cancer.

     “Then they sewed me up, but only after having to remove a third of my bladder 

because of that nugget, an overflow of diverticulitis junk which would have killed me 

eventually either from cancer or just going into the bladder. I might have lasted three 

months.

     It was a week of horrendous pain, tortuous nausea, including one death defying

golden wave of drowning vomit which made me feel much better Wednesday, in front of 

my mom and brother the doc. And now I'm home. They took out 28 black staples from my 

belly, which now looks like a map of drunken video poker owners searching for a new 

religion. The pain pills helped, but my religious belief pulled me through and the prayers 

of the known and unknown. I abhor preaching, and it’s trite, idiotic and sickening, but 

prayers helped me. One nurse told me a few ghost stories...real ones...they do see dead 

people, but real ones.

     With a bag of urine by my side, I'm going to have to get back into bed. They'll remove 

it in a week or so. then I'll be back to work in a week. (I was out several weeks.)

     Tim Bullard wrote Mark:

> appreciate it. can't wait to hear you again. much different me now. better.

> doing great. fantastic attitude.....

> it was good to talk to you and susan the other night in the hospital when

> that damned bladder seizure was killing me. it was at least good to know

> that susan knew what i was yelling about. i realize now how pregnant people,

> you know, the female ones, must feel, with their bladders now. must be a

> bitch. no room to pee... crap.

>nice to be home on a sunday. watched "forces of nature" filmed in savannah...last night on hbo and sopranos, from last week, and new sopranos coming on tonight....later on.

> you're a good friend.

> saw you on saturday night live strutting and singing...good performance...A+ (It was Beck.)

TO: Tim

From: Val, editor of The Dead Mule

I am sooooooo glad you're okay. Geezlouize big guy. Thank Allah, Jesus,

TheBigGuyUpstairs and everyone else that the cancer was a no-go.

We can trade scar photos. I thought my staples looked like railroad

tracks. It's been a year and I still look like an ad for the Norfolk

Southern route to Charleston.

Cross your fingers, or in your case, I s'pose you could cross your

drainage tubes but that might be painful, I applied for an Internet

Photographer's position with a new software company that's locating in NC.

They're looking for all types--content editors, writers,

photographers--want to move to Edenton NC when you get your bags removed?

(haha, the bag thing I mean) The co. will be creating CD-Rom/Internet

tours of Charleston, Savannah, etc. as well as developing software.

Gadzooks young man, hang in there. Swallow a percocet or whatever in my

honor. When I was on the morphine, I kept thinking about how the Civil War

wounded were given morphine. This might be an appropriate time for you to

get a copy of Ambrose Bierce's story about the guy being hung...did you

ever read it? It is truly a morphine story (to me anyway)

Remember to congratulate yourself every day for anything that you do--like

walking to the kitchen sink to get a drink of water, or sitting up in bed.

These are major achievements and not to be taken lightly. Coming your

hair, putting on clean pajamas... I bet you're like me and learned never

to take such things for granted again.

Take care, I'll say a hail Mary for you.

Val

TO: Mark

From: Tim

Fine here.....had weird spaz attack with coughing fit last night...repeated

today...dr. said do not cough...can mess up stitches....it felt like last

night that my guts were about to burst out.....seized up, spasm cramp

like......hurt real bad too....had to grab chest, belly...stomach....hold on

for dear life.....

i thought the alien would pop out! cheer up. visit a cancer clinic.....one

hour will do you. no charge.....no refills...hey, i got a darvocet

prescription again today and didn't even have to beg for it....25...minus 3

i've already eaten...i feel much better.....

we watched "the insider" tonight after i had already watched it this p.m.

real good....journalism messed up....like me and whorehouse story to the

nth degree on 60 minutes....

cheer up. chin up. just mailed you a c.a.r.e. package....you will enjoy..,

From: Mark Kreuzwieser <markk@nownetworks.com>

To: Tim Bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com>

Sent: Wednesday, April 12, 2000 10:46 AM

Subject: Re: my entry in the Piccolo Spoleto Fiction Contest and the S.C.

Arts Commission Fiction Contest

Fixing to read it now. Good luck. How ya feeling? I been real low lately.

I think it's coming down, paring back, the Paxil anti depressant.

                                                                    ***********
     The black curtain is still down, but suddenly, flashes of blurred light pulse like clouds 

from the eyelids’ bottoms, revealing an alabaster wall and a clock reading “12:30 p.m.”

     It’s supposed to read 10:30 a.m. after my diverticulitis surgery. I panic, breathing  

heavily, listening through a haze of anesthesiology to every word. I was supposed to have 

this surgery in 1995, but I had no insurance after getting fired. After four hours of surgery, 

approximately 22 centimeters of my sigmoid colon have been sliced away and discarded, 

and in mid-cut, my surgeon found an obstruction he feared was cancer, so he removed the

grapefruit-sized creation and had it tested. Benign. Good. Bad. Ugly.

     Soon I’m wheeled to the third floor to a room number I can’t remember for

 three days. I had fortunately missed my wife crying with my parents when the doctors 

announced it would take two extra hours, missing the looks on their faces when the doctor 

told them about the grapefruit.

     When you enter a hospital to allow an insurance company to bleed for you,

one has to be a good patient. I wrote thank-you notes constantly - to orderlies, nurses, 

doctors and practically anyone who would take one. You want these folks on your side 

because in three days, the lady in the room beside me I’ve been snickering at for her 

constant moaning and hollering in pain, agony or sheer loneliness, will be my mentor. 

“Shut the hell up!” I yell at her nightly.

     Bag lunches for six days intravenously, only ice by mouth. Four hose pipes, including 

the IV and tube down my nose into the stomach, complete the octopus effect with 

appendages like Jack Lord in the “Hawaii 5-O” pilot. Bladder spasms. With two 

catheters, one regular, the other through a hole in my stomach, these surges of raw 

pain would last from 30 seconds to a minute, eliciting shouting curses and mournful 

high-lonesome yelps like that of a Baskerville hound on the marsh. You wouldn’t wish 

spasms on your worst enemy, or your best, for that matter. I’d clutch the bed’s side rails,

scratching the plastic, writhing like Christopher Lee right before Peter Cushing hammers a 

stake into the vampire’s chest. From Friday to Friday for the week’s stay, these seizures 

were nightmares you prayed would not manifest themselves during a visit from a 

friend, family member or congregation visitor. I’m missing my weekly pay, paid in cash at 

the North Myrtle Beach Times without taxes taken out.

     Nighttime is the right time. They have a term for it: “Sundown Syndrome.” A patient 

awakens, forgets where he is, and is immediately jettisoned into a twilight zone of insane 

forgetfulness, temporary loss of memory. It must have been the “MADE IN 

LAURINBURG.” 

     The Abbott Labs liquid glass vial of 30 mg was full of morphine sulphate. I got three refills.

     Finally I was given the button for self-injection. Weaned off it on Wednesday, the day 

my mother and brother, a pulmonary specialist decided to visit, it was my worst day. Cold 

sweats. 

     Low fever to moderate fever. Can’t stay still. Then you remember what Linda Blair did

with the pea soup in “The Exorcist” flick? Yep. Right in front of my mother. Being a 

patient is embarrassing. You’re always on cue, like an actor without a script. I felt better 

immediately, blissful, then sleep. The next day the redneck preacher showed up. Had me 

weeping in five minutes. I would have spoken in tongues if I hadn’t been successful in 

talking him into leaving.

     Every once and a while you’d feel it, a warm feeling under the skin, a glimmer of hope 

and a palpable powerful surge of mental strength. Non-chemical. It was everyone praying 

for me. I felt it. It was the best feeling in the world, at the risk of sounding trite.

     You can’t keep it to yourself. Friends are puzzled at such talk from my profane ass. 

     “The second day is the worst.” That changes to “The third day is always the worst.”

      “Maybe we’ll take your tube out tomorrow.”

     I stopped holding my breath. People have helpful tips. “Rest up. Do what the doctor 

says. Be patient.” My monsignor visited once, and I was really in pain. Church members 

visited, which made me feel good.

    On Friday I didn’t even know I was going home, and it was a happy, somewhat 

apprehensive day moving slow as a snail. When they brought my first real meal in a 

week at lunch, mashed potatoes and roast beef with gravy, I figured I was better. 

     Blinding sunshine warmed my face as the elderly volunteer removed my wheelchair. 

Home is where the heart is. It’s scary being alone the first day. What if you rupture? Can 

you reach the phone for 911?

     Will I run out of pain pills? Will the insurance pay for the emergency urologist? I can’t 

do simple things like picking up a dropped  pencil or walking to the mailbox, but each day, 

each meal brings renewed strength.

     What helped me through the removal of catheters, painful probes and scary stuff, was a 

glossy greeting card. Yeah, the one with Clint. The Spaghetti western years. Big help.

Unshaven. The glint. Cowboy hat. Testosterone unlimited. I’d pull out that card when 

things got rough, and once when sexy teen student nurses were removing a drainage bulb 

full of bright red blood, I chewed on the card. You know you’re sick when you can’t get a 

hard-on. 

     One picture was the laid-back Clint, the other the one that spat in the eyes of man and

beast before murder. I was told that the doctors and folks in surgery used like it did, 

flipping it over when things got bad or better.

     You hope when the three or so helpless crying fits erupt, no visitors or strangers will 

be in close proximity. Hugs from your wife get you through good days and bad. Prayer 

really helps. 

     I’ve never received so many get-well cards in my life, which was most

disconcerting. I ask nurses for their top classic ghost story. One tells of a classic 

battle with the devil one evil patient has. Another is sad but happy of how a young 

leukemia patient embraces death. Chillbumps.

     After catching up on 38 e-mails, I have to thanks Dr. Paul Sasser and The North 

Myrtle Beach Times. Thanks Dr. Marshall Sasser and your urologists. Thanks Dr. Rajan 

Gupta, gastro-man supreme and to my church. I’m most appreciative, however,

to my wife, who was there when I needed her just like with my 1994 attack at The Mullins 

Hospital before I lost my health insurance at The Florence Morning News. The Conway 

Hospital staff is the greatest. I’ll be smiling in my sleep now after the

sleeping pill takes effect and the black curtain falls again. This time, however, I’m more 

certain it will rise again in the morning  and I think of all the poor and sick without health 

insurance, loved ones or helium hope.

                                                         **************

     “GIT AW JAWB!” - Sen. Jesse Helms, while leaving a 1983 fund-raiser in Boone, 

N.C., to a long-haired ASU art professor’s son yelling for Helms to wise up to a right 

wing death squad leader. The conspiracy theory of the week to me is that the Girl Scouts 

of America have some way convinced the Keebler elves to cease and desist manufacturing 

those mouth-watering morsels called Pitter Patters, my favorite all-time cookie. These 

oatmeal wafers, which protect soft peanut butter innards, practically melt on your tongue, 

especially if you have a tall glass of chilly fresh Whole D sweet milk to wash it back with. 

     Mmmmmmm! Sound good? Try to find a sack of Pitter Patters on the shelf. You can’t 

do it, friends. They’re gone. Caput. Vamoosed. Or else someone who really likes them 

and owns Fort Knox has bought them all up, like the way Stanley Kubrick purchased all 

the old copies of that dead shrink’s dream novel to make it more valuable. 

Notice the Girl Scouts hawking the peanut butter sandwich cookies at local stores a couple of 

months ago? If you can coerce one of them into spilling their guts, ask one why you can’t find 

a Pitter Patter to save your soul at the grocer. They will probably lie. They may be ashamed. 

Maybe they ate them all. It’s the Microsoft strategy - the same stunts used at the IMF 

protests in D.C., God bless those folks. And whatever happened to the old A&P Ann Page 

Worchestershire sauce? My mouth waters just thinking about that stuff. Vinegar. Pepper. 

It was my favorite. As a child, I’d sometimes take a straight shot, and every meal I’d 

douse with it. You can’t find it. There is one Nabisco brand that you will not find south 

of Boston - Pilot crackers, a thick saltine without the sodium used to shovel oysters down. 

     Why?

     If you have ever been shopping and returned home, unpacked, and discovered an 

expiration date over six months old, raise your hand! Class! That is a lot of hands, ya’ll. I 

had to buy some stool softener from Conway’s KMart the other day, and about halfway 

through the bottle, when it became almost assuredly evident that the pill product had failed 

to work properly, it suddenly occurred to me to check the label. Sure enough, this blessed 

chemical compound’s maximum potential had maxed out a number of weeks ago. About 

the half life of a butterfly’s existence. Tough stuff, huh? They don’t care.

     In Mullins everything was expired. South Carolina is the dumping ground for old 

expiration dates.

     Two suspects in these felonious deeds were overhead last week, dining at 

a local seafood restaurant in Calabash, eating fried scallops and shrimp. I happened to 

overhear their deviant plans for corrupt political malfeasance.

     “Wanna get our favorite candidate in trouble?”

     “Sure. What do we need to do? Are you sure this is legal?”

     “Shucks, yeah. Does a lizard have a tongue? Get out your pencil and pad. Take notes. 

This is the anatomy of a smear.”

     “What do we do first, spread rumors? I think our candidate has as much hope of 

winning as Rush making Monday Night Football.”

     “Sure. Vile untrue lies. Start with his or her past. Bring up old stuff, like parking 

tickets or the mere possibility of disruption. We’ll go back as far as the college years. You 

can start by suggesting to friends that they are a member of the opposite party. That riles 

all of them.”

     “Are you going to try the telephone trick you told me about?”

     “Does a shagger use talcum powder? Why not? First, call the candidate’s worst enemy, 

an organization he hates, like the Civil Liberties Union. Sign him up. Send a cashier’s 

check for membership. Then alert the media or post it on a web site.”

     “Is it okay to slander folks via e-mail like that? South Carolina has a tougher computer 

crime law now, you know. A copy editor at a newspaper got in trouble with SLED for 

monkeying with a story the other week.”

     “No joke? Loser. Yes or no? Is the family sacrosanct?”

     “Survey says yes.”

     “Wrong politico breath. If the teen has a DUI, let the press know. This is an election, 

and we have got to win by any means necessary. Call the S.C. Ethics Commission. Say 

you’re a friend of an aunt’s brother’s second cousin, and report that the person has used 

his power as a city councilman to the nth degree. Fax them. Sign someone else’s name or 

just mail your proof anonymously.”

     “What’s going too far?”

     “Ah, well, I poo-pooed an idea last season when a fellow suggested that we send a 

woman of ill repute to a guy’s hotel room.”

     “How come?”

     “The rate was too high. We cut the price $25 by calling one of those joints near the 

Conway bypass.”

     “That’s low. Do you take photos?”

     “No. You call his wife and leave a message to return a call to the front desk because of 

an emergency, that he’s locked inside unconscious, drunk. They bust down the door, and 

you have witnesses. Call the newspaper and say there’s a fire. Use a pay phone. 

Everybody has Caller I.D. now.”

     “No doubt. Ever called in a talk show?”

     “Sure. You can claim to be an old high school chum or just pepper them with political 

questions. Bring up the religion factor. If they don’t go to church, let people know. If they 

are members of a non-Protestant religion, paint them to be godless sinners. Link them to 

one of those offshoot faiths. It’s called The Gov. Carroll Campbell Strategy. Dress up 

somebody in a chicken outfit with a sign, and have them show up at every campaign 

function, and hire a fast driver.”

     “Ever mailed a letter on their behalf to smear them?”

     “No. But I asked someone to. Write letters to the editor and sign other people’s 

names. Call a public television telephone fund raiser live and cuss everyone out, calling 

them communists and say you’re the candidate and what you’re running for.”

     “I bet it’s a good idea to bring up flip-flop issues and distort their platforms. I’ve heard 

of people hiring children to pad the crowd at rallies. Send phony news releases to TV 

stations for public events, and when nobody shows up, they’ll quit covering them.”

     “That would burn me up. Candidates have non-issues crop up as high negatives, like 

Whitewater, but if you’re smart, you’ll pick your Waterloo and make sure it won’t sink 

you. A good candidate will float his own rumors. Double indemnity. Some people will do 

anything to get elected, just as sure as Solomon would use that sword on Elian.”

     “Did you know that James Bernard Whipple of Horry County is still on death row for 

the murder of Heather Stigliano in Myrtle Beach?”

     “No. Write him a love note of support on behalf of your candidate in support of the 

death penalty just to rattle them both.”

     “I’m against the death penalty.”

     “So what? Get tough! Oh yeah, remember to paint him as being soft on Social 

Security.”

     “I gotta beep. Gotta run. It’s party headquarters. The chairman. I have to run home 

and work the phone bank and harass the bourgeoisie at suppertime.”

    “We call it dinner in the El Norte, pal.”

     “Remember that IRS trick!”

     “Gotta watch Tae Bo, see ya!” 

     Which party? Take a wild guess.

                                                         ***************

     Asphalt rumbles, cracking as pieces of dirt fall into a huge exploding underground 

cavern as hundreds of innocent citizens fall into Satan's leathery arms in a fiery pit of 

molten lava beneath Pee Dee Farms on the shores of Horry County’s share of the dark Pee 

Dee River.

     A Myrtle Beach voting machine that loses more than 200 votes. John Jenerette's here. 

So is the Antichrist. Dick Harpootlian’s image shows up on my photo, so he may indeed 

not be the Antichrist after all, but his preaching about Republicans and the flag caused my 

morphine-induced flashback from recent surgery.

     As Miss North Myrtle Beach Stephanie Richardson is inside Pee Dee Farms Store, a

photographer takes her photograph with Gov. Jim Hodges on her way to the Miss South

Carolina Pageant, and outside a multitude of glad-handing politicians shake hands with

Democrats outside at the annual Galivants Ferry Stump.

     Allen Clemmons, former Horry County GOP chairman vying for Sen. Luke Rankin’s seat,

enjoyed the carnival, and he gave me a campaign pin.

     “The campaign is going real well. We just finished our walk across the entire county

district. It's a total of 64 miles. While I was walking, I stopped in all the country stores

along the way. There are such good conservative people out there looking for a change.”

     Clemmons, 41, gave me a Beasley T-shirt last election, and I mailed him a photo I 

snapped of him and Steve Forbes he said he put on his wall.

     “You see so many bills die in the Senate that would be good for Horry County. I want to 
partner with our House members to bring good things to Horry County. I’m available. I've 
available to the people. I've always been accessible, and I will continue to be accessible. I want 
to know what the people think. When I know what the people think, I know best how to respond 
to issues that are pending in the state Senate.”

     He keeps talking, but my mind wanders.

     Clemmons represented Myrtle Beach City Council member Rachel Broadhurst when 

she appealed against acceptance of a final vote electing Mike Chestnut, who won and has 

yet to claim his seat because of a broken voting machine and slow courts. Let's talk to 

Chestnut, who is frustrated with good reason a year after he won. Chestnut is 

African-American.

     “Right now I just got a letter in the mail two or three days ago, all of the attorneys who

are going through the appeals process, have signed a letter asking for an expedited

hearing. Right now it has gone to the Supreme Court. We are waiting for them to set a

date so the attorneys can get their information to the court by June 12, and hopefully the

courts will get some type of decision by July.

     “What happened was there were 231 votes lost, and Mrs. Broadhurst filed an appeal. 

We went through the election commission. They certified the votes. We went to the 

courts, and the judge declared us the winner.”

     Wait a minute. You're asking how 231 votes get lost in a Myrtle Beach City Council

election. Voter fraud? Human error? Crap happens down there. In a minute I’ll tell 

Armstrong Williams’ brother Kent, head of the Marion County school board, “It’s

crooked down here.”

     Chestnut wants to know how the machine lost the votes as much as you do.

     “That's something that we have yet to understand fully. We asked for an investigation, 

and we got one. What was determined that somehow it was just a malfunction of the 

machine.

     The reason the judge declared us a winner was because the 231 votes would not have

made a difference because we were winning by 325 votes."

     Did a human do it?

     “I feel like this way - anything that’s manmade, it’s subject to the breakdown. I’ll just 

go with that.”

     The banjo picker is in the middle of a full-tilt boogie breakdown.

     “Actually we were originally talking with the Justice Department, and we were told 

that that was not who we needed to talk with. Later on SLED got involved through the 

Myrtle Beach Police Department. They asked officially for SLED to get involved and find 

out what happened. From what I’ve been told, it’s never happened before anywhere in the

state of South Carolina. It is frustrating. It’s a little discouraging to be a first-time

politician. I don’t consider myself a politician. I consider myself an advocate for the

people, especially mom-and-pop people because we live here. We should have a voice in

what goes on in our city and our county. We need some more people on council who

recognize that."

     Rep. Jim Clyburn wore a suave brim hat and short sleeve - no tie - in the store. "I think 

it's going to be a very interesting season. Of course, we don't have a gubernatorial race 

this time, but the presidential thing is going to be very interesting because I think that Al 

Gore has sort of a presence in the state that Bill Clinton did not have. Therefore, there's a

possibility with all that's going on with the Republican presidential primary, that Al Gore

could get to be competitive in the state.

     "I've been hearing more and more every day that he looks better and better to people, 

so we might have a very competitive race in the presidential thing for the first time since

Jimmy Carter."

     Clyburn wanted to join Clinton in Whiteville last week, but it’s a good thing he missed 

the Prez call King Jim Hunt of North Carolina the best governor in the nation.

     "I was on the president's very first new markets trip when we just started talking about 

this digital divide business," Clyburn said. "I do believe that this president is the president 

who has meant the most, thus far, to the technology in this country. He understands it, and 

he has been very good for it. I do believe that he will be remembered as a real modern day

president in more ways than one.

     "My mind is on that thong and Clinton's expressions in Whiteville. When the flag 

business is over, he will be happy.

     “I will be. I would be. I wish that we could get that behind us. But I am very fearful,

though, that what seems to be coming out of the House, as far as the Senate compromise

concern, will not bring closure to this issue. I've talked to a lot of people today who are

very upset. They wish that the flag would be placed somewhere outside the Capitol so it

would bring closure to it. I would hope that what we will do in the final analysis will bring

closure to this issue so we can get it behind us, but I'm afraid for what the end result is

going to bring.

    "What's going on up in Washington right now is we're trying get a budget passed. As 

you know, we are in that season. There is not going to be much outside of that because of 

the presidential election looming over everything and the House race being so close. There 

are only five votes difference between the Democrats and Republicans in the Congress, so

therefore, I think we are going to have a very interesting year. It will just be the budget

though, not much more than that. We may do something on health care. The patient's bill

of rights is very important to a lot of people. I don't think we'll do anything with campaign

finance reform. There is too much money out there on both sides to do anything about

that."

     What about video poker leaving soon?

    "I wouldn't be a bit surprised to see something revived in that area. I do know it is

scheduled to expire, but I don't see that many people with that much riding on that

industry going too quietly in the night. I expect to see some noise between now and the

first of July."

     In the store’s bathroom carved in the wood wall is "DEMOCRATS RULE" and 

"You stupid young punks will pay! You stupid bastards!" Beside that is written: "You're 

mad because we get white pussy."

     Bea Catalano, chair of the Horry County Democratic Party, drove in a Rolls-Royce to

Whiteville, N.C. the week before to see Clinton. My first cousin, Joanne Sanford, N.C.

Utilities Commissioner, was there at a roundtable Internet discussion with Slick Willie.

     "I said to him, I said, 'President Clinton, you are the best president we ever had,' and he

laughed,” Catalano said. “What happened was I went to Whiteville and went to see him,

and I was so far back, I couldn't see him, I said there has got to be something better than

this. So I read the itinerary that you gave me, and it said he was going to be at the

Columbus County Airport. So I said, let's leave now. When I got there they had dogs

everywhere, and they helicopters flying. I pulled up in a Rolls-Royce, and those guys saw

me. I showed them your press release from The White House on it, and I said, 'That's

what got me in.' I said, 'I really need to see President Clinton. I'm the Horry County

Democratic Chairman. I need to see President Clinton. I'm here for that. Please let me in.

They said, 'Just a minute.' Here they all come, escorted us in. We waited an hour for

Clinton. When he came up, he came straight to me, shook my hand. I told him I was going

to help Gore and that I was proud of him. He turned around and walked away.

     "I talked to him. I talked about what a fine job he had done," said J.D. Barnes, who 

went with her. "It made me feel good. I really liked what he had done, just hearing him on

television."

     "It's great to be here today," said Harold Bessent, owner of Fat Harold's Beach Club

where there hangs in the S.C. Shaggers Hall of Fame a black and white photograph of

Nick Theodore shagging - with black hair. Bessent was at a meeting of Carolina

Entertainment video association at the Holiday Inn West when this guy who shows up at

Democratic functions here threatened to take my camera from me in the hallway where

they had tossed me out of a meeting in which they were handing out Hodges signs in

October 1998.

     "I tell you what, this is one of the highlights of my life while running for office,” said

Bessent, nemesis of Rep. Tracy Edge. “It's an honor for me to be here. This is one of the

most historical things in our country that's left alive today, that people can enjoy, get

together, eat a little chicken bog and talk a little politics and decide how they're going to

vote.

     "I feel very confident in it. I feel more confident this year than I did when I first ran. I 

feel like there's been a lot of things done and a lot of things that haven't been done and a 

lot of things that should have been done. I think I'll beat my opponent on his mistakes 

rather than his accomplishments."

     Bessent, 66, is a former police officer born in Little River in 1933. "I was raised in 

Little River," he said.

     "My daddy was the oldest living boat captain in Little River."

     How does it feel to be a Democrat?

     “It feels great. I enjoy it. I'm not going to switch. I enjoy the philosophy of being a

Democrat," said Bessent.

     Benjie Andrews, vice chairman of the Horry County Democratic Party, is a former 

agent with the S.C. Law Enforcement Division.

     "Well, the stump meeting is a 120-year-old tradition carried on by the Holliday family. 

It gives the Democratic party their first chance to flex their muscles and show off what

candidates that we have. If you'll look out mingling in the crowd, there's a lot of

Republican candidates out here. If you think the Horry County Democratic Party is asleep,

you're wrong. The Democratic party is alive in this county, and the last gubernatorial race

will show you that."

     Andrews was born in Galivants Ferry, is happy with what the governor is doing for

tobacco farmers.

     "He's looking out for the farmers. Up here in Galivants Ferry and Aynor and Green 

Sea, it's a farming community. They're getting stepped on. They're getting the raw end of 

the deal, and thank goodness we've got somebody in Columbia who's doing something 

about it. It feels good to be a Democrat. When these primaries are over in June, you're 

going to see that we are alive and kicking in Horry County. At lot of this that you're 

hearing about Republicans having a stronghold in Horry County, well that's wrong.

     "I say hi to Republican Horry County Council member Liz Gilland, who has taken on

Burroughs & Chapin Co. Inc. on their multi-county business agreement and the loss of

school tax funds to private infrastructure.

     "I didn't know the Antichrist was going to be here," I said. "He's on the schedule to

speak."

     "Who?" she asks.

     "Dick Harpootlian." She starts laughing. I ask Rik Dickerson of Encore Video to let 

me know if 666's image shows up on video later.

     "I think it's a quintessential slice of southern Americana. Get your thesaurus out for 

that," says Gilland. "The event is great. The campaign is going great. The music's great.”

John Jenrette’s here, and he reads POINT.

     "I think the Galivants Ferry Stump is history in the making. It has been for over 100 

years now, and it's still in the making," said John Jenerette. "It's something that I hope 

never ends because it gives us a chance to see people we haven't seen since the last 

election cycle and tell lies and enjoy one another's company. I think it's a great, great 

tradition for the county. You see people here from all over the state because it's the last 

pure political function in the state. All of it else is canned and staged in some way. You 

can get up there and make just as many mistakes and you want to. It's not scripted as most 

places are. So I love it, and I'm glad to see you here." John’s still a god here.
     Former Bob Jones University student Lee Bandy, political writer for The State, recalls 

the flak he caught with phone calls when I snapped his photograph in a Myrtle Beach 

weekly tabloid, him kissing Mary Eaddy, a local P.R. person. Dan Rather calls him on the 

air, “Mr. Bandy.”

     "Well, it's really kind of early to tell. If I look at the congressional races, the one that is

going to be the most interesting to watch will be the 5th District between John Spratt and

Carl Gulledge. That'll be a tough race for John Spratt, but my guess is being the

incumbent, he will probably pull that out. Then the 1st Congressional District Race, but to

me, the person who wins the Republican primary in that race will probably be the next

congressman. Andy Brack differs with me on that.

     "It is a Republican district. It has been known to vote Democratic, but for the most 

part, especially in a presidential election year, it will be more Republican than usual. That 

means that Brack's got an uphill fight."

     Sen. Dick Elliott said, "Galivants Ferry is sort of a special event in the fact it's the 

longest running program in the country. Today will represent the 120th year that it has 

been here. I suppose it's the last outpost of real stump speaking where candidates can look 

their citizens directly in the eyes and talk about issues that will effect them in the future.

     "I like this process, quite frankly, as a public official, a whole lot better than 30-second 

TV ads and radio bites."

     Kent Williams, brother of conservative talk show host Armstrong Williams, drove from

Marion County with another brother. "I think it's good fellowshipping and a good place to

come and meet folks and hear what the candidates have to say,” Kent says. “It's kind of

like a reunion. You get to see a lot of old friends who you haven't seen in a while and

catch up on the latest and find out what's going on, man."

     Dr. James E. Dunn, who gives marriage and family counseling and headache 

biofeedback, blasts his opponent Rep. Tom Keegan, who will soon give "48 Hours" his 

first interview on the Martha Moxley murder case investigation, which he first supervised 

as police chief of Greenwich, Conn.

     "Tom seems to be doing everything that the Burroughs & Chapin people want and the

tourist industry wants," said Dunn. "I'm going to represent the people. The major issues

can be what the Sun News wants and what Tom Keegan wants. The retired people want a

way off the strand during a hurricane, and the last leg of the Carolina Bays Parkway is the

one that is going to be built for them, and it's got to be turned around. The other thing is

education. Tom Keegan vetoed the governor's bill to get us out of last place statewide, but

Tom Keegan also supports building a new football stadium at Coastal Carolina University,

and I'm against that."

     About that time Marion County Coroner Jerry Richardson, a Darryl Waltrip lookalike,

jokes, whispers in my ear: "Somebody told me to tell you, screw you," and I lose it,

laughing loudly in mid-interview.

     Crickets are chirping in a box on the porch.

     "This is a wonderful piece of Americana," said Charleston Mayor Joe Riley. "I wouldn't

miss it for anything. It's hard to describe the people on the porch of a general store where

the governor can be talking out in front of the building with people doing business inside

the general store. I just appreciate the Hollidays keeping this tradition alive. It's a

wonderful thing for our state, and it's a great thing for our country. It's like politics how

they used to be and how they ought to be, one-on-one, personal, handshaking, hearing the

candidates speak live, not just on television and radio. It's terrific."

     This hurricane season will be different.

     "Much to Governor Hodges's credit. He's put a czar in charge of evacuation, and I 

think we're in good shape, and we'll be prepared. I hope that we don't have to use it, but 

we've got it in place, and we'll be ready. The thing is, if a hurricane comes, we've got to 

leave. We can't gamble with these things. We deserve an easy hurricane season, and 

hopefully this year will be one."

     Gov. David Beasley was beside him on during the flag rally after losing an election 

some feel due to changing his view.

     "I commend him for that, and I commend him for coming to the march. He showed 

that he was the first and the principle. We've got to resolve the flag issue. The flag needs 

two flags above it, the flag of our country and the flag of our state. The General Assembly

cannot leave this year without finding a common ground solution that the people of our

state feel good about, and we can move on. We've got lots of important issues before us."

     "This is the biggest ever," John Monroe Holliday is telling the crowd at the podium.

Gov. Jim Hodges is up to bat in the seventh inning.

     "I went down to Marion where they have lost over 1,000 jobs with the Russell Stover

plant and went into the tobacco warehouses during the tobacco sales this year, and I could

look into the eyes of the farmers of this region and see that they are hurt. These

communities are hurting down here.

     "I've taken that message back to Columbia. Now I've got to tell ya, some people don't

seem to hear it back there. They don't seem to understand how important it is to reinvest

in our rural communities, particularly our tobacco communities in South Carolina.

     "They don't seem to understand that tobacco farmers are hurting, and they've borrowed

money on their allotments over the years, and they need some help to go through this

tough time. They don't seem to understand that when you lose 1,000 jobs in Marion

County, that you've lost a lot for your economy.

     "They don't seem to understand that when these jobs go away, you've got to do 

something to rebuild the economy of rural communities. I am governor who does 

understand that, who understands the needs of tobacco farmers, who understands the 

needs of tobacco communities, who understands the needs to reinvest in your communities 

so good jobs and good opportunities to come along for the families of rural South 

Carolina."

     Big applause.

     "My friends, I tell you, we've got some of our Republican friends who are here tonight. 

I saw some of them out in the audience, and I'm glad they came because maybe they can

learn something from us. I've taught them two lessons this year. One, I've introduced a

public school classroom to them. They know what it looks like again. The other is I have

showed them what an empty bottom of a prescription bottle looks like for a senior citizen

who can't afford to pay for their drugs."

     When Hodges mentions the "Ma'am" and "Sir" issue, part of his education policy 

reforms where kids are supposed to talk to teachers with these titles, I remember 

Monsignor Thomas Duffy in Garden City writing a letter to the editor, equating the idea 

to how uncomfortable black children might feel before a white teacher with the salutation.

     "I look forward to representing you as your governor, for at least two more years, and

God-willing, maybe a little beyond that."

     It's Hollings' turn, the patrician drawl.

     "You name it - We like Myrtle Beach because I used to work there as an assistant to

lifeguards at the Ocean Forest Hotel, so I feel like I'm home when I get here," he said.

     "We have the courtesy and the loyalty and the dedication of the Holliday family," said

Hollings. "They're having one of the finest meetings in the world, these stump meetings."
                                                      ***********

     Durnit - I have the CD player in my lap. It’s been a  crappy day, week, month. The 

crazy boss has been giving me hell all week, pitting me against the executive director of 

the North Myrtle Beach Chamber of Commerce which has been jockeying against the all-

mighty Myrtle Beach Area Chamber of Commerce. Both chambers are hell on wheels with 

spies out the ass. 

     The Sun News reporter is tight with the new chamber, the North Myrtle Beach 

Chamber of Commerce, which formed because of an alliance which was mad there was 

not enough money from taxes coming back to the area.

     The day started with a Loris Bog-Off press conference in the small town which is like a 

red-headed stepchild starved for attention. I have to treat them with kid gloves. There are 

four newspapers in this small town. The Loris Scene. Us, the Loris Times. And the Tabor 

City Tribune. I’ve never seen anything like it. The news conference was more like Andy of 

Mayberry meets Otis. Me being Otis. My wife is out of town tonight, so I can tell it like it 

is. From there I boogied on to North Myrtle Beach to the office where a list of screwed up 

messages awaited me. But before I went to the office, I went over to North Myrtle Beach 

Elementary School where a teacher I did a story on is still mad at me for getting her name 

wrong. I wrote an apology in my column this week. She’ll probably sue. She’s mad I put 

her age in, saying she told me not to, which she did. She said her boss daddy, the preacher, 

is concerned about my Blair Witch reference in the story about her research about New 

England cemeteries. I’m screwed any which way but loose. Watched Clint special on public 

TV last night, and it was great. I can relate to an Americano stuck in Italy. I’m stuck in 

Redneckland here. The teacher is not mad anymore I hope because I apologized. I’ll be 

asked to cover their school for eternity.

    Today I went and found a most interesting story. I’m listening to “Free Bird” live. I 

took a killer pic from 12 stories high above the shagging convention, SOS, two weeks 

ago, and last week when it came out, it was great, showing how a guy was in the middle 

of the Ocean Boulevard directing flooded traffic. The governor, Jim Hodges, had vetoed 

stormwater drainage relief here, but today, we got a fax saying he had okayed $1 million

in aid for the  crap. Wonder what turned him around? I asked the local senator. He said the 

guv baby saw the “gravity” of the situation. When the paper came out I told the publisher, 

Polly Lowman, I hoped the governor saw that picture.

     That front page picture was followed this week by the little weekly’s photo I took on 

Main Street right in the middle of the shagging holiday. It was 4:05 when the call came in.

I was coming back from trying to snag Linda Angus, former county administrator, from 

her new job as town manager of Atlantic Beach, the black beach. She was not in. I was 

heading toward the office and saw a police car heading down Main Street toward the 

Ocean. There was a motorcycle cop following. Then a meat wagon.

     I slid down the side street and caught up with them before they hit Hoskins Restaurant, 

a local family establishment where I vomited as a child after a mild concussion. I felt like 

puking again when I got out of the car and saw the guy, laying there. It looked 

conspicuously like an accident, but his arm, laying out in the street, was covered in blood. 

     There was no vehicle parked in a vicariously awkward position in the road. A woman 

was crying. I knew something was awry.

     When the cop started barking at me, I knew I was in the right place. The first tendency 

is to drop the camera and leave. I kept snapping. I felt him not moving toward me. He was 

pointing, barking like a porch dog. There were several other women weeping by this 

point. The depression hits you a few hours later. It’s like a delayed hangover.

     I obeyed the cop, dropping my camera, and slipping off to the car. I hid my film, a 

mistake I’ll never make again. I was scared he’d take it. It was my 400 film, not the 

newspaper’s film. I had been shooting the shag festival in hopes I’d freelance it. Today I’m 

covering court in Charlotte, and two cops kept hassling me, four time taking me outside and 

demanding to know who I was freelancing for.
     My hopes came true when Carolina Country’s editor said he’d be interested for $400. 

My stomach was churning for $100 a minute. I needed a joint. I knew he was dead. Two 

blinks told the story. He wasn’t moving. There was more movement in a flower that had 

missed out on watering for 2.4 years.

     I called the boss. I made her admit later that I was the first one to call her with the 

news. Hammering this in makes my existence there longer. She’s not paying my taxes. I 

have to pay that. I’m going to have to be published soon. A bill collector called my 

brother’s house this weekend, scaring my sister-in-law, which was more embarrassing than 

the Watauga Democrat photographer Terry Ketron and the Jehovah’s Witness Watchtower he 
offered Arlo in Blowing Rock while I was interviewing him or the dreams I have of me being 
naked in an elementary school classroom as a child. It’s been rough. I’ll fill you in.

     Frigging spies.

     Somebody was checking out my bumper stickers. I put a Luke Rankin for Senate 

sticker on my car, paid for by now, and his GOP opponent called, bitching. I felt like 

saying, screw you. It’s my frigging car. Screw you mother raper. I’m an adult. It’s none of 

your durned business. I said, “That has nothing to do with editorial content.”

     The hell it does not.

     I’m on a roll. I’m on the hunt, baby, and every night I’m hunting. I feel like a raptor.

     First it’s election time. People pay people with liquor to vote. ABC stores are closed in 

South Carolina the day you vote.

     Today I called the Governor’s Office and told Courtney, the press chick, that I 

appreciated the $1 million because my foot was infected. My doctor has told me to 

monitor my diabetes for a week. My wife is out of town to Columbia on a conference, and 

I am playing Skynyrd full blast drinking a case of Bud. They may cut my toenail off. It 

may be my foot. Then the leg. There’s not much more they can cut off.

     My buddy told me he tried Viagra today. Sounds good. The trick. I’ll try it. It flushes 

your face. It makes your blood pressure rise. After 50 nothing works anymore.
     Tomorrow I will bowl like a mighty warrior, the X-Men factor, at North Myrtle Beach 

Bowling Center where professional women bowler will come to wipe my ass up with the 

local media in an exhibition. The guy cut holes in a brand new Ebonite bowling ball for me 

today.  I’m trying to calculate how much money I made. A free ball. Let’s see. About $50 

bucks? Maybe. You tell me. Some of those bowlers are cute as hell.

     What will be the joke is me bowling beside a professional female bowler. My boss 

asked the guy who works with us, Lynn Bellamy, a great guy, to bowl. He has done it in 

the past. I hope he pulls us through. Our boss berates all of us when we’re not there, so I 

hate to imagine what she says behind my back. Jesus. The local media will be there, 

including the new Jake covering for the Myrtle Beach Herald. Please take my place. I’d 

pay you $500. What’s your address? Turned out the Herald guy was likeable, which I just 

couldn’t stomach, almost even nice. He bowled like hell and beat the pro in our group. 

Sucked. He won a bowling pin signed by all the pros. He ended up being the “editor” of the 

Loris Scene and getting Journalist of the Year from the S.C. Press Association, bragging about it 

at 1 million decibels everywhere he went. I’m still sore a week later.

                                                             ****************

     The day Gore was to announce defeat, I wrote an e-mail to Beasley which I later 

turned into a column.

     As Santa Claus, a Loris lawyer, made mentally challenged children laugh at the Methodist 

church here an hour ago, the joy of Christmas evades me now as the quantum weight of defeat 

sinks in here at the Loris library. 

     I just learned about Gore becoming a quitter, like Nixon, at www.cnn.com, and I now 

know the waitress at Shorty's Grill downtown will be happy - she cast her first vote ever 

for president this time and was all smiles Election Day, groaning and grousing ever since. 

It's hard to describe how a real Democrat feels after pulling for a candidate, supporting 

one and fighting up until the end, but I'll give it a try because this will probably be the first 

inaugural with protesters. 

     It's a bitter, foul feeling. the disgust at the election process has passed, and now the 

feeling of betrayal I feel is toward the highest court in the land. just yesterday as I took 

photos at a Christmas play at north myrtle beach primary school and watched our GOP 

solicitor Greg Hembree filming his kid, i asked him how he thought it would all play out, 

hoping for a non-partisan jurist treatise, unbiased. everybody's biased, it turned out. The 

Supreme Court is the final infinitadi, it appears, or thereabouts, and us democrats feel 

powerfully pitiful. 

     When I saw the N.Y. senator reveal his turncoat Brutus sword last night on CNN, I 

realized who are real Democrats and who are not. Somebody needs to call out the yellow 

dog catcher. After attending the funeral of John Monroe Holliday, it’s hard to grasp what's 

left of the party. 

     We feel winded, like a boxer sucker punched; it's like you feel when you read an obit of 

a neighbor or the feeling you get after the midnight thump of a dog on your bumper at 55 

mph. I guess you're the only one in S.C. who knows the feeling of political defeat that is 

the freshest in memory, so at least somebody can feel good about supporting bush with 

good reason here. 

     Losing is okay if you know how you lost. if you're not sure you lost, it's even more 

disappointing, like the time my family drew for Christmas names last year and my name 

was left out. you feel guilty, embarrassed in public with the chiming negativism, to admit 

you're in your own party. Like Simon Peter. ("Never knew him.") 

     I think Gore should have fought it to the end. he's a sad case, and he should have 

stayed longer in Vietnam. That's the way we feel on this side of the aisle. he should have 

sailed the ship through that narrow harbor like Jason & the Argonauts or Cecil Chandler 

(of WBTW) up the Pee Dee River in a souped-up gravyboat. I feel like it's the end of this 

country as we know it. I had hoped the Supreme Court was not political. democrats are 

fools, naive puds. World government, here we come. 

     My immediate remedy is to pull out the book I spent money I don't have on a Simon & 

Schuster newbie by Hunter S. Thompson, and I hope to find plenty of anti-Nixon tripe to 

feed my morose Democratic mourning. Hopefully republicans will pity us; remembering 

what it's like to lose and be cheated. I don't see any reason for bi-partisan unity for at least 

four years, but I hope there will be plenty of entertainment to take the place of two-faced 

politics in this venal, feral world of government. 

     I'm going to try to get over it. i hope over democrats try for a while, but for the time 

being, it's nice to have a few Republican friends left, ones who appreciate a vote cast for 

them, votes that are heartfelt, votes that are patriotic, votes that are American, votes that 

mean nothing at all in the long run. Merry Christmas. Take it easy. 

                                                                    ****************

     My breath smells like Onion Rings from Dairy Queen in Conway. My beeper went of at 

5 p.m. Vanna. In an hour Vanna White was to pay a visit to her old high school Friday, 

Oct. 20, reuniting with members of her Class of 1975 cheerleading squad in South 

Carolina.

     At a North Myrtle Beach High School football game White appeared with members of 

her original cheerleading squad and other girlfriends who met for the weekend.

     White signed autographs and talked with members of the current high school squad as 

fans and old friends talked with her at the 50-yard line before the game. I left my wife in 

the car, and a cop stopped her to see if she was drinking in the parking lot.

     “It feels great,” she said of the reunion.

     From Texas, Atlanta, Ga. and all over her classmates traveled to see White.

     “It’s kind of weird,” said a classmate. It’s a strange feeling 25 years later. It really 

seems like maybe five years ago, not 25 years.”

     The cheerleading squad and friends stay in touch, according to classmates.

     “It seems like yesterday, actually,” said one classmate from Atlanta, Ga. “It’s 

wonderful. We’re having a wonderful, wonderful time. It‘s a strange feeling 25 years later. 

It really seems like maybe five years ago, not 25 years.”

     Squad members said they all shared memories from high school years when they 

enjoyed the state dance, the shag, to beach music at the Spanish Galleon, a famous beach 

music nightspot on the oceanfront.

     Some of the classmates’ children watch “Wheel of Fortune.” White saw a lot of old 

friends at the game.

     “A lot of people. There’s six girls who flew in from around the country that I went to 

high school with. We’re having a high school girlfriend reunion.” White said “relaxing” 

was her major plan for the weekend.

     “I have wonderful memories of the beach. Growing up in this town was great. My 

roots are still here, and I love coming back and so do my kids. It was fun in high school.”

     The television show is going well, according to White. “I’m just being a mom right 

now,” she said.

     Getting back together with old friends and seeing old friends was enjoyable to her.

     “It seems like we were just here yesterday, and it’s been 25 years,” said White. “It’s 

great. We remained friends all these years, which is great. We’ve known each other since 

we were kids.”

     The hometown team, the North Myrtle Beach High School Chiefs, unfortunately lost 

the game against the Myrtle Beach High School Seahawks.

     Some in the crowd didn’t even know the star was there. The classmates may make it an 

annual event, and some of them already vacation here in the summer. Next year they may 

do a cheer at a game, according to a local newspaper article. White posed for photographs 

with the cheerleaders and signed many autographs.

     The former classmates know how to shag, the state dance of South Carolina which is 

famous for its beach music history in this city. I called Star Magazine and made $500 

bucks for a tip. That’s two Florence Morning News paychecks made up for.

                                                    **********************

     It’s been a wild week anyway. Some days when it got too hectic, and my mind was 

spinning from lack of sleep and stress, and this may sound funny, but I’d get a sudden 

calm. It would seem like a pair of hands on my shoulders, causing me to chill out and 

sending a calm through me from my mind through my body. It felt like a ghost behind me. 

Although I knew it wasn’t possible, it felt like Gene, my friend, who had died from AIDS. 

He helped me through a tough time in 1976 when my brain was malfunctioning, and I had 

to go on the in-patient unit in Pinehurst for a few months to sort it all out.

     You see, after six years of e-mails, conversations, letters and agony, finally someone 

was listening. About three weeks ago I got an e-mail from a woman I sent a message to, 

asking her to do a story. She works for Village Voice and writes the “Press Clips” column. 

At the North Myrtle Beach Library I was able to take copies before my diverticulitis 

operation a year ago, and recently I read one of her columns and saw the e-mail at the end 

of the column, so I gave it a shot.

From:  "Cotts, Cynthia" <ccotts@villagevoice.com> 

To:  'tim bullard' <bulltim87@hotmail.com>

Subject:  spiked story

Date:  Wed, 21 Mar 2001 13:14:15 -0500

Tim,
Sorry to hear about this. I just tried to log on to your web site and
couldn't get there.
What's your phone number and can you send me any documentation, like a copy
of the story that got spiked, numbers of people who could confirm or comment
on your account, key players involved?  I'd be interested in looking into
it.
Cynthia Cotts
212-475-3333 x3208


     It’s been hell at work fighting the battle of the two chambers of commerce, the new 

one in North Myrtle Beach, and the old one in Myrtle Beach. The past few months I’ve 

grown so fickle and sick of my job, but after talking with Cotts, I feel invigorated, not like 

the bone grinder at a funeral home. Last night before a safety forum at the high school 

where cops answered questions from concerned parents, I actually broke a sweat trotting 

to the baseball field to shoot a game since I had some extra time. Prep sports has always 

been the pits for me. 

     I mailed Ms. Cotts the package I had faxed from here to eternity for six years, the first 

whorehouse story, the follow-up, the subsequent bust stories of Glenn’s, my House and 

Senate awards, the referral from the governor’s office to SLED and other stuff.

From:  "Cotts, Cynthia" <ccotts@villagevoice.com> 

To:  'tim bullard' <bulltim87@hotmail.com>

Subject:  RE: hope you got my stuff in the usps....thanks

Date:  Tue, 27 Mar 2001 19:44:49 -0500

Hi, I got the package, have been swamped, will look into it tomorrow, which
functions as the first day of my work week. 

 From:  Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> 

To:  tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com

Subject:  Sat am

Date:  Sat, 31 Mar 2001 06:38:35 -0800 (PST)

Tim,
I know it has to be upsetting to have this matter revisited but please
understand why I asked that question. I didn't mean to imply wrongdoing
on your part, and no one put the question in my head. I was just
thinking, as a reporter, that part of reporting on a whorehouse would
be witnessing it firsthand, and that wouldn't have to require paying
for a sex act or receiving it. It seems like you could hang out at the
bar and talk to people and try to get evidence based on what they said.
Not knowing the place, I would think that would be an option for an
investigative reporter, but it sounds like you got the impression you
were unwelcome there, and I can see why now you would be hesitant to
show your face.

Any way I was also wondering if you or someone you know couldn't just
drive by there this weekend and establish that the place still exists.
Not necessary -- but it would help, since the place doesn't have a
phone number. I have not yet put in a call to the Tillers, but I did
get their numbers. I'll call you by Sunday to go over this.  I do think
I'll write it up for Monday, which is when we close the paper.
Or feel free to call me at home.

Best, Cynthia

 From:  Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> 

To:  tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

Subject:  RE: hope you got my stuff in the usps....thanks

Date:  Sat, 31 Mar 2001 06:45:26 -0800 (PST)

Hey I was just sending you an email as yours came in . The sex guide
listing is good. Do you have any  way to tell how recent it is? Again,
what I'm looking for is some fresh evidence, circa 2001, that this is
still going on. And I'm doing it to make this an airtight case.
For better or worse, these columns I write get a lot of attention and I
need them to withstand  scrutiny. I have been writing about some pretty
controversial stuff lately, and have a magazine story coming out in a
few weeks that the subject won't like one bit. So I'm being extra
careful.  I want to report your story, but want to get it right.
That's my motivation.
Best, Cynthia

 From:  Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> 

To:  tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

Subject:  Re: Sat am

Date:  Sat, 31 Mar 2001 15:13:44 -0800 (PST)

Tim,
Thanks for your note, your talking to  the sheriff in your county
sounds good.

As I think about this, I 'm feeling like it might be better if I wait a
week to make sure I cover all the bases. That would give you more time
to marshal any supporting evidence , and  me more time to frame it
right and get responses from Sayles, SLED,  and the motel owners.

As for your living there a week, definitely something worth knowing,
though I'm not sure how it effects the story. The point is still, did
you see anything there that led to your conclusion. And is it possible
somebody's going to come forth and say something along the lines of,
the story is flawed because Tim Bullard got this information by
participating in an unlawful sex act? Let's talk about that off the
record, or not at all if you don't want to. I just want to be prepared
for  anyone who might try to impugn your credibility.

I'm by no means backing down, but do think I'd better give it another
week.

Cynthia


 From:  Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com>

To:  tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com>

Subject:  Re: Sat am

Date:  Sun, 1 Apr 2001 11:33:42 -0700 (PDT)

Hey this will be quick because I'm extremely late starting to write my
column which is due tomorrow morning, and I'm going to have to wing it
with some less exciting stuff. From everything you say in this latest
email and others, I sense your heart is in the right place and that
this is a really important story. You're totally right that I write
about stuff other media reporters won't touch. I've made a lot of
people enemies and myself a pariah of sorts in some circles in New
York. (No one's jumping up to nominate me for anything.) But we have to
stand up for what we think is the truth. So... let's put our heads
together through next week and make sure I get this story right, with
the emphasis in the right place. You should be depicted just as you
are, which is willing to take risks to expose some uncomfortable
truths. In my book those are the people who should be supported.
Talk soon Cynthia

PS Ask your camping buddy and anyone else if I can call them. Another
person I'll try to reach in the next few days is the ex-governor.

--- tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

wrote:
> great. i'm glad you like to work quick, but i'm glad you want to talk
> to my
> old boss. as much as i hate to say it, i think more of him now than i
> did
> back then because he did what he had to do.
> > at a certain point after i got fired, garnering financial stress,
> emotional
> upheaval and an inability to pay for a diverticulitis hospital visit
> my
> company insurance pumped up before i was fired for a week's stay, i
> came to
> the conclusion that it was not a story about me, but one of how libel
> > affects the press.
> > i talked to a camping buddy of mine, a u.s. postal worker in
> laurinburg
> tonight after your e-mail, and he said it is still open and
> prostitution is
> still going on, by the way.
> > the undercurrent is this....south carolina is crooked as frigging
> hell. my
> second day on the job at the florence paper i was buying beer at a
> mccoll,
> s.c. store at 9 a.m. and found out about a body found in pea swamp,
> and
> called in the first report of michael jordan's daddy. video poker had
> a
> fierce hold in this county until it left. it's the county where
> Blenheim
> Ginger Ale was born.
> > the rest of the story that was left unturned by my article story
> being
> killed by the fear of an old libel case's fury could include that
> swampy
>  crap that god-fearing s.c. journalists don't have the balls to
> tackle.
> i am at the same time very excited about you doing a story in village
> voice
> about this, and at the same time the fear i have is the same fear my
> mother-in-law just shared with me that i'll get people mad at me
> again. this
> type of publicity is poor p.r. for south carolina. i consider myself
> a tar
> heel. my mother was a Sanford, related to former S.C. Gov. Terry
> Sanford,
> but i have grown to have a respect for the palmetto state even though
> it is
> so frigging redneck here with the flag thing here. i made the video
> poker
> people mad when i did story after story about the methodists and
> christians
> in myrtle beach.
> > reading your stories makes me feel like you should get a pulitzer
> some day
> because your column delves into stuff that editor and publisher and
> gloria
> cooper's CJR would never touch. i love michael musto's stuff. with
> the s.c.
> senate plaque and s.c. house plaque i have, i'm not at all worried
> about my
> credibility. that note from the fbi guy has carried me through some
> rough
> times....
> > the bottom line is i love writing, and journalism, even though every
> week i
> know that my firing has placed me at the frigging prep sports games i
> shoot
> now which makes me feel lower than a bone grinder at a funeral home.
> but
> when i look at those plaques, and the s.c. press association award i
> won
> last year for feature writing, it is a balm. since that POINT story,
> there
> have been only about three or four people who have told me it was a
> good
> story. there have been a whole lot of people who have said it sucked
> and i
> shouldn't have written it.
> > there have been days i wish i hadn't written it, days my car payments
> were
> late....days i puked from too much drinking, the day my unemployment
> ran
> out......the day my nephews asked me about being fired thinking it
> was
> something bad and crying like a baby when i got home....
> > but the day last year when i walked up at kiawah island, cynthia, and
> the
> head of the s.c. press ass. handed me a feature writing award, it
> made me
> feel good that day, the same day i saw richard whiting, the guy who
> emailed
> you with no comment and saw the "lawyer" you talked to, and gave
> them both
> the finger.
> > > the only fear i've had about your story is me looking like an eagle
> scout
> who committed some kind of zany larceny. oh well, i hope this is
> cynthiacotts@yahoo.com..... and not somebody else...oh well....back
> to
> painting the den....
> > >From: Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> > >To: tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> > >Subject: Re: Sat am
> >Date: Sat, 31 Mar 2001 15:13:44 -0800 (PST)
> > > >Tim,
> >Thanks for your note, your talking to  the sheriff in your county
> >sounds good.
> > > >As I think about this, I 'm feeling like it might be better if I
> wait a
> >week to make sure I cover all the bases. That would give you more
> time
> >to marshal any supporting evidence , and  me more time to frame it
> >right and get responses from Sayles, SLED,  and the motel owners.
> > > >As for your living there a week, definitely something worth knowing,
> >though I'm not sure how it effects the story. The point is still,
> did
> >you see anything there that led to your conclusion. And is it
> possible
> >somebody's going to come forth and say something along the lines of,
> >the story is flawed because Tim Bullard got this information by
> >participating in an unlawful sex act? Let's talk about that off the
> >record, or not at all if you don't want to. I just want to be
> prepared
> >for  anyone who might try to impugn your credibility.
> > > >I'm by no means backing down, but do think I'd better give it
> another
> >week.
> > > >Cynthia
> > > >

	From: 
	Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> 

	To: 
	tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	Re: thanks

	Date: 
	Sun, 15 Apr 2001 06:15:10 -0700 (PDT)


About you living there for a week, it's interesting but since

no one else has brought it up as a disqualifying factor or

whatever, I don't think it's essential and will leave it out.

I think you're a reporter who had a lot more invested in this

particular story than your bosses did and who felt their stated

reasons for killing the story and firing you were not a true

reflection of what was going on. If you did anything "wrong,"

I guess it was insubordination by defying your bosses' orders

to stop talking about the Trucker's Motel. Seems like you

were inviting trouble with the bosses by pursuing it and

giving the story to the Point. Also your style was

apparently not the go-along-to-get-along style some

newsrooms and corporations like.

But you did

right by trying to write a true story that made a lot of

people uncomfortable, and continuing to point out the

hypocrisy of a state that seems to enforce its prostitution

laws selectively. Anyway I got to go to Easter service with my mom and

then get on a train and turn my notes into a narrative.

Don't worry about it, I'll walk you through it tomorrow.

Take care, Cynthia

--- tim bullard > wrote:

>

> hope ya don’t feel the need or space to add about me living there for

> a

> week....i appreciate it.

>

> am i a bad guy or semi good guy?

>

	From: 
	"Mark Kreuzwieser" <markk@lowcountrynow.com> 

	To: 
	"tim bullard" <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	Re: Re: thanks

	Date: 
	Sat, 14 Apr 2001 18:27:49 -0400


She's sendin you a fat check???

 From:  "Cotts, Cynthia" <ccotts@villagevoice.com> 

To:  'tim bullard' <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

Subject:  update

Date:  Thu, 5 Apr 2001 15:43:26 -0400

Hi, Tim,

Well I'm back on the story today -- left my third message for Hugh Munn.
Found out that Sayles was at  a conference end of last week and has been out
all week on account of a death in the family. Found out that Bill Kinney is
out of the office until Monday. So I'll come back to it Monday. One benefit
to your story not having a news peg is that I can take time to get it right.
Have not given up.

Cynthia

thanks!

	From: 
	"Cotts, Cynthia" <ccotts@villagevoice.com

	To: 
	'tim bullard' <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	RE: hope you're fine

	Date: 
	Wed, 11 Apr 2001 11:18:58 -0400


Tim, Truly, I have not given up on your story yet. Usually I look into

things week to week and dispose of them , but because this one doesn't have a news peg, I have the luxury of letting it ripen (or rot) on the vine. I'll let you know what comes up this week. I'm cutting out of here on Friday to spend Easter in Maryland with my mom.

Best, Cynthia

     I had to ask Mark what a news peg was, in jest. I had heard of this elusive creature, but 

never had I encountered one in real life on terra firma. Sheila Noone sent me an e-mail 

today asking me for my Social Security number, saying that the accountant for American 

Cheerleader magazine had cut my check of $35 for the Vanna White story and picture but 

that she’d send it when I gave her the number. Right away! Money in the mail!

	From: 
	"Mark Kreuzwieser" <markk@lowcountrynow.com> 

	To: 
	"tim bullard" <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	Re: RE: update

	Date: 
	Fri, 13 Apr 2001 12:37:38 -0400


Well, she says she hopes nothing will derail her this time, so I guess she's

planning on writing and turning something in.

You haven't summed up your feelings about all this for her??? I can't

believe that!

----- Original Message -----

From: "tim bullard"

Sent: Friday, April 13, 2001 2:51 AM

Subject: Fwd: RE: update

> just got this....what does it sound like to you....a go ahead or kill

story?

>

>

> >From: "Cotts, Cynthia" > >To: 'tim bullard' > >Subject: RE: update

> >Date: Thu, 12 Apr 2001 16:55:43 -0400

> >

> >

> >Tim, I'm trying to wrap up my investigation, having decided that neither

> >Frank Sayles or Hugh Munn is going to respond. Talked to Bill Kinney

today,

> >he was helpful. By the way, Kinney says that Buddy died. So I put in a

call

> >to the number listed for Joel Tiller in Hartsville. Also put in a call to

> >C.M. Patel, owner of the Bennettsville Motel.

> >

> >Here's a couple more questions:

> >Did you ever talk to the Scotland County sheriff?

> >Can you tell me exactly what you heard when you talked to Marlboro County

> >deputy sheriffs -- I think you had said they told you at a funeral that

the

> >place was still operating as a bordello.

> >Kinney says that he remembers you had written about an interstate network

> >of

> >prostitution. Is that right? Was that for the FMN?

> >

> >That's about it for now, except that I'd love it if you wrote me a couple

> >of

> >sentences that really sum up your feelings on the matter.

> >Sorry to have taken so long, and I hope nothing derails me this time.

It's

> >a

> >tightrope act writing this column from week to week.

> >

> >Respond to me at both of the following email accounts, if you will:

> >Take care, Cynthia

> >

TO: Ms. Cotts:

i couldn't get in touch with the scotland county sheriff in laurinburg, n.c.

the marlboro county deputies told me at the funeral of a cop shot to death in the line of duty here

last year that it was still open. i asked them if the whorehouse was 

still open, and they smiled, laughed and said yes.

kinney was talking about me telling him about the POINT story at the s.c.

press association winter meeting last year when i got a feature writing

award.

and comments........

alternative publications are a drowning journalist's last gasp of oxygen in

the suffocating plastic bag of u.s. corporate media. libel suits stifle

the news, bottom line. journalists and editors sit on stories every

day in America, and maybe if somebody threatened all of them at one

time, then you'd see the big stories in print.

another bottom line is that if you are a reporter and do your job

correctly, you're going to get in a landslide of trouble, not the

ersatz type from bitter garden club retractions, hostile politicians

ill over a misquote created by an editor's mistake or incorrectly

spelled names in paid Sunday night obit typos on deadline.

the feeling you get when you step on a story is like the sickening

eruption of nausea before vomiting - constricting neck muscles,

watering of the mouth, burning in the stomach and acid bile spewing.

you can't look at yourself in the mirror when all you see is

a Hulk-Dorian Gray gargoyle. when you are forced to commit the sin

of censorship or First Amendment forfeiture, the gastric torture

and involuntary psychological reflex of guilt is identical. 

i'm not sure if i would publish that story again or not. today i would

have.

tomorrow is another story. i would hope that i would publish it. The article

crippled me financially, and i lost my hospitalization

insurance when a diverticulitis operation was necessary in 1995. i just

got the operation last year, and they found a grapefruit sized growth,

benign.

i knew there was a risk i would be fired. i've tried to come to terms

with it. journalists are not policemen, but community policing is a crock

and it's superb that Bush is cutting COP grants because with the

lame journalists in America capitulating to authority,

there's no hope for real journalism anymore. Respect the half-life

of a real story, if you want readers' respect. Blue Cross doesn't

cover lost trust. I'd trade my Eagle Boy Scout badge for the paychecks

I lost over getting fired.

except for alternatives like village voice. alternative publications

are the real newspapers of America. the village voice columns on 

the media deserve a pulitzer prize. i respected the readers who are 

addicted to the truth like crackheads. we work for the public.

There's a Doc Watson song about hiding your head in shame, and that's

how a journalist feels when he or she is forced to step on a story.

i appreciate PRESS CLIPS' value in american journalism, for uncovering

corruption, for popping the zits of journalism that columbia journalism

review, the national press and editor & publisher fail to cover.

	From: 
	Cynthia Cotts <cyncotts@yahoo.com> 

	To: 
	tim bullard <bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	Re: thanks

	Date: 
	Sat, 14 Apr 2001 05:08:36 -0700 (PDT)


All right, well said. The ball's in my court. Let me know where to

reach you on Monday and expect to hear from me or a fact checker. The

paper closes Monday night.

Cynthia

     It’s been a hassle pasting the raw HTML code on my web page to get a counter on. It’s 

malfunctioning, so I’ll never really know how many hits I’ve been getting.

    I’ve been playing Bruce Springsteen’s new live CD recorded in New York all week at 

full blast, “Prove It All Night” and others as the weight of what I’ve done has been sinking 

in. I find myself staring at clouds and the sky this week where usually time is tight, and I 

don’t have enough seconds in a minute during an hour to notice how beautiful the day is, 

how azure the sky looks and the smell of the ocean air.

	From: 
	"alex todorovic" <alextodorovic@hotmail.com

	To: 
	bulltim87@hotmail.com

	Subject: 
	Re: yo yo yo

	Date: 
	Thu, 19 Apr 2001 13:06:53


Hey Tim, 

That whorehouse story just keeps on keepin on. You ever talk to the folks at POINT? I haven't been in touch with them in a long time. 

I'm presently in Montenegro covering the elections/drive towards independence. The vote is on Saturday and is a barometer for attitudes about independence. Whoopee! 

Otherwise, I'm alright, living in Belgrade, doing my thing, writing for British papers, travelling around - it ain't bad. Not married yet, no kids, etc... 

What about you? 

later, 

alex 

> I had written Alex:

>how are you? cynthia cotts of village voice is doing a story on the 

>whorehouse story.....i think it's running maybe tuesday-wed..... 

	From: 
	"Cortney Owings" <cowings@gov.state.sc.us> 

	To: 
	<bulltim87@hotmail.com> 

	Subject: 
	Re: thanks for the great job you and the staff do

	Date: 
	Tue, 17 Apr 2001 16:08:52 -0400


Tim,

Thanks for forwarding the link and info on the Village 

Voice story.  I appreciate it.

Best of luck,

Cortney

     I had written to the governor’s press spokesperson the day before the story ran.

>>> "tim bullard" > 04/16/01 09:30PM >>>

when a baseball player pops a ball up into the stands where the children are at, it is customary to hollar out something to the effect of "heads up!"

read the village voice tomorrow online around 3-6 p.m. at

and look for the "press clips" column by cynthia cotts.....i think you'll find it very interesting.....

thanks. take it easy, and good luck on the lottery stuff.

	
	

	To: 
	bulltim87@hotmail.com .

	Subject: 
	RE: here it is! check out cynthia cotts "press clips" column on t he whorehouse

	Date: 
	Tue, 17 Apr 2001 18:30:11 -0400


Hey, that's my " crap hit the fan" quote.

-----Original Message-----

Sent: Tuesday, April 17, 2001 6:24 PM

To: Meadows, Andrew F.

Subject: here it is! check out cynthia cotts "press clips" column on the

whorehouse

	From: 
	"mark kreuzwieser" <kreuzwieser@msn.com> 

	To: 
	"bulltim87" <bulltim87@hotmail.com>

	Subject: 
	Re: READ VILLAGE VOICE PRESS CLIPS COLUMN on s.c. THIS WEEK/(TUE.)!!

	Date: 
	Tue, 17 Apr 2001 17:28:25 -0400


It's on my web page! 

I am thrilled for you, old pal. 

Finally! RETRIBUTION! 

Mark

     Well, some kooky lady wanting to save the animals at the North Myrtle Beach shelter 

and the Myrtle Beach Grand Strand Humane Society which runs the shelter just beeped 

me at 11 p.m. to tell me to cover a frigging event in the morning, Saturday, at 10 a.m. 

Most likely. Not! 

     It’s getting worse and worse. Two Saturdays ago the chamber chick called, wanting

me to cover a Jon Benet Ramsey pageant where two-year-olds were in evening wear. It 

never ends. 

     Former NCSU star Cozell McQueen laughed his head off when I showed him the 

Voice story in the parking lot after I interviewed him this week. He’s from Marlboro 

County. He tells me Valvano stories.

     This morning started out as a Saturday around-the-clock, 75-mile run from Conway to 

Loris where a group of nursing home residents were drooling at a March of Dimes 

WalkAmerica thing. I shot some high school kids washing cars for the Beta Club en route 

and drove to Little River at the beach for a Health Fair. After taking photos of the cops 

fingerprinting the children, I bopped from clinic to clinic, getting my blood pressure, 

cholesterol checked at 235 and my lung capacity checked by blowing into a tube, all free 

of charge, until it got to Dr. Dover. By the third stab, blood was all over my arm as 

the second nurse took a needle and probed my vein. This week I’ve felt like I could do no 
wrong after the big story came out. I’ve been going the extra mile again, however, I’m not sure 
how long that will exactly last. Today, just like a year ago, I shot out to Loris to Playcard 
Environmental Center in the sticks, a swamp with a beaver dam, to take pictures of the Annual 

Baby Animal Day where I took photographs of primary school pupils petting baby chicks, 
holding turtles, petting a goat and some who rode a horse for the very first time in their life. 

While my jaded perspective usually has whittled down my excitement of covering such a 

mundane event, the verve was back as I realized this was a youngster’s first ride on a pony. I 

asked the teacher if she remembered her first, and she did. It was on her parents’ farm.

     “Whoa, boy!” the kid next door from my Grandmother Sanford’s home in East 

Laurinburg  yelled. I was knee-high to a grasshopper, and the tiny pony looked a mile 

high.

     “Sure, I’ll try it.”

     “Just put your foot in the stirrup, right there. Don’t be afraid. Are you a scardycat?”

     I don’t like dares anymore than I liked monstrous beasts who could fart and blow me 

away, step the wrong way and squoosh me.

     The first try was a mishap waiting to happen. My small foot missed the hole, and the 

pony surged forward. Nobody was watching. We both could have been killed, I figured. 

     Grandmamma was inside watching “As The World Turns” as the clunky window air 

conditioner dripped. She always loved “The Lawrence Welk Show” on Saturday nights, 

and I watch it religiously now at 45 on PBS, same night.

     “Try again. Remember - when you get up, hold on tight and go with the flow.”

     He placed my shoe in the hole, and as the pony moved, I was scared it would pull me across 

the small fenced in field near the railroad tracks my mother had pulled me off of

when I tried to stop a train that time. I could hear the wasps buzzing in my ears again, and 

the sweet smell of magnolias was guiding me on that horse. Contact! After sitting in the 

saddle for a minute, the pony jumped, and I went sailing to the ground for my first horse 

ride ever.
     “You scared of riding that horse out there?” I asked a young black youth as he gazed 

at my arm, a small crowd gathering, including his mom. His mom wanted me to take a 

picture of him outside with the games.

     “Nope.”


     “I’m scared. I’m scared right now of this nurse her. By the way, my name is Vlad the 

Impaler.”

     In the examining room I’m waiting for Dr. Dover (Ben) , and as he enters, his latex powdered 

glove snaps as I drop my pants and white cotton jockey briefs to the floor and bend over 

against the table.

     “I hear they used to bust it at election time,” he said. Even this doctor has heard of the 

whorehouse as his thick digital probe makes me wince and my hemmies react.

     “They never bust it at all.”

     “Do you eat enough fiber?”


     “Yeah, I had a diverticulitis operation this time last year.” I got some free advice, and 

with a fanny full of Vaseline, I attempted to slide out the door to shoot the kid at the 

horsie ride. A cowboy has the pony by a rope, and at first, when the horse jumps, the 

boy’s legs send him in the air, backwards a foot, but his mom boosts him into the saddle, 

and by the time my F-stop reaches 8, the dial on 250 with 200 ASA color Family Dollar 

brand in, I click off the film’s capture of the broadest, fastest smile he registered with 

pride, overcoming his anxiety as his mother’s arm assures him. It is his first pony ride ever, 

and I’m as happy as I can be for him. Ride on Lone Ranger. And away.

+++++++

     Here’s the part I have dreaded to tell you about because it is still very painful to think about. 
I’ve always respected readers, feeding them the truth, so open up wide. The last time I had any alcohol was May 23 two years ago, and today is Dec. 6, 2007. I was in a North Myrtle Beach 
Planning Commission meeting. Suddenly I got a wild hair and went off drinking. I think I went 
to a bar, and I definitely went to a liquor store, buying a half-pint of Jim Beam. My modus 
operandi was the same, buying a six-pack of Bud, tossing every empty out the window so there 
wouldn’t be an empty can in the car, which would mean another charge. I found myself heading 
up U.S. 9. I called the Marlboro County Sheriff’s Department several times after getting their 
number from information on my cell phone. By this time the alcohol was triggering a response 
from my medications, blood pressure meds and a Valium I took the day before.

     “I’ve got an emergency,” I mumble to Mark long distance. He claims he taped it and saved it, 
all the incoherent words. I suppose I expected him to talk me out of it. This is after we adopted 
our new 10-year-old son.

     When I finally reached the sheriff’s department again, I said something like, “Well tell the 
sheriff to meet me out there. I’m going to show you all how to close that place down.”
The next thing I recall is being pulled over by two Dillon County Sheriff’s Department deputies, 
and me pouring out of the car on wobbly rubber legs as they caught me, standing me up against 
the car while they called a S.C. Highway Patrol officer. My cousin is a motorcycle patrolman 
reaching retirement, and he picked me up thumbing in the rain once in Marlboro County.
The next 12 hours were a blur being booked. I remember smiling. Why do people do that? I was 
trying to recall if I killed anyone on the highway. From 1 a.m. to 5 a.m. I was plunging my fist 
into bulletproof unbreakable glass in a holding cell as different prisoners drifted in and out 
throughout that stupid night.

     “I’m not going to fight George Bush’s war no more,” said an African American soldier 
caught for AWOL. Later he disappeared. I think I slept a little. One mean guy came in. My knuckles were sore, swollen, my hand hurting for months later.

     My publisher at the newspaper, Polly Lowman, was so kind to work with me through the 
period in which I had to thumb and take a bus. Finally I got a license, but I had to go through the 
hardest test of my life, the outpatient night therapy offered by a company contracted by the S.C. 
government.
     You see, I pleaded guilty. I refused to blow that night. Nothing seems like a smart thing to do 
after you drink and drive and get caught. I have been extremely remorseful. My wife thinks my 
bi-polar side needs addressing. I got back on Deprakote and Paxil, and my lows seem higher and 
my highs lower, to lower manic shifts. I seldom cry anymore. I find I seldom smile, so I miss out 

on a lot of positive feelings. I do smile when folks ask me if I work for the daily paper because 

I’m usually at the smaller weekly community paper. They usually walk off like I’m a zero. You 

ought to see folks stir when the TV cameras arrive, preening like ostriches, shooting cuffs, 

adjusting ties. Meetings seldom start until TV arrives. That makes me smile.
     Oh yeah. Two weeks after I got the DUI, the whorehouse got busted again, netting charges 

against a bunch of people, including the ex-coroner of Marlboro County for running it and 

others. They seized money and coke. It was on TV, some hookers almost naked, some johns 

extremely surprised.

     By the way, the whorehouse is not still open.
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