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‘K got fired, and all I got
was this lousy T-shirt!”

In last month’s POINT, Tim Bullard wrote a story about a truck stop In
Maribora County suspeciad of being a bordelln. Bullprd, a reporter of the Florence
Mornitg News, submitied the plece o POINT after his editor pulicd him off the
&tory. Afier the story ran in POINT, Bullard was fired.

Meanaging Editor Frank Sayles sutd that Bullard was fired for violating com-

. pany policy, since Bullard gathersd the Information for the story at the expense of

the Flovence Morning News and gave If fo another publication,

BY TI1IM BULLARD

Bullard, a certifiably free spirit, worried that he might be terminated for giv- |
tng the story ta POINT, but he felt that (elling the story was worth the risk.

“I don’t want to werk for a paper that is afraid o tell the truth,” ke said,

The truth {n this marter is a tangled web that POINT was better positioned 1o
untangls than was a small-town daily—especially ons recently sued jor libel.

In retrogpect, Wwhat FOINT has learned since runiting the siory supports the
decigion (o Fun if. Bullard’s thoughis on the matier aré reflected below,

Rotting ham hocks masked the purrid smell of two
brathers' corpees biried beneath the shack, and the secret of a
eack addict, as beer crdled my id, The murderer had nerly
cut off 8 woman's head after she grabbed at a kg of crack last
Janpary, The sheriff had miled me to the acene oo my day off:
the suspect had confeoed, _

As 1 it in the unemployment line, I re@ml! the wanmth
of my ¢rackling black Rockports the coroner said to burn
gince a corpee there had AIDS.

I'm here beregisse of “Pro's & Cons® a story that @n in
the February POINT.

+ Primordial tecsiom, shame doaked
in ersatr confidence; a black guy behing |
me bteaks in line ahead of me like §; |
there's no tomorrow.
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(February 1994]
“Goddamnit! What is this talk
hack shitl™

There ix a big lump i my throat,

the ime [ I[ways ek when I'm on the .-;,,:' . :.:"::'i F

verge of being fined. Swallowing will tale.
graph wakness, There's a thoriness of
bireath, 8 constriction of facial muscles
and the sphinder. Somehody holding my
ficad below water, Drowning in the Ithy
Street office of Florence Morning News'
- Mangging Bditor Frank Sayles.

I ask why he Is cursing me, to
hint that continuadon would mean
touble, Nobody cumes me.

“Gnddamnit, becaouse T want to,
thnt 5 whyl”

' (Good enough reason, Skesho, you l'.'ﬂlt'lﬁnn-l.'-l':l.‘-l:lil:d
Jabba the Hut Roger Eberr lookalike.)

. “Let me tell you something ltnﬁ'fnumlhhﬂm:
tnml:ﬂ:ldngrnumltuftheh:ddmg i thought you were g
team player. {(Long pause.)

“You're off the whorehouse story. I'm assigning it to
sopwnne else, You'll get some credit. But from here on you
mtnmnkcnumarerelephunccﬂhnnduknnmﬂrequu-

tions about the Trucker's Motel. You got it!”

I wasn't getting fived after all. He was just bu&tma my
r.hnps, Trying o look confident and nonplussed under njhil
istic circtmutances is virtually impossible, like 2 blind man
trying to cheat at poker. You see, & $1.5 million libel 2uie

againt; our paper was in appeals. My head was throbhing like

lﬂmuth:hlm\fkwﬂutTmckSpudwylftﬁrlnightnf |

drinking snd vomiting. - - & 1

phote by Mark Ochat

h'l.".' |

1 had called the WBTW TV:13 lkin show Talk Back

to ask Democmtic gubematorial candidates what they thonpht
about prostitution, since [ was doing an investigative story on
it in Marlboro County. This waa not Georgetown's Sunsat

. Lodge.

I had first seen a lotter from a shate prisoner on an Sesis-
tant editor’s desk. Sayles worked with me for several weeks
but began to drag his fzet when it came to rrotiing my wo
stories bo the company lawyer for review. Having called the
bordello owner, now 1 was our on a gnapping limb my boss
was gawing off at the trunk. A photographer had taken a

Florence Moming News publisher John Miller had told me,
. “The unemployment line iz full of comedians”

A blue cap perched on his head, Horace Page of Dillon
County eries to smile as | repeat that last sentence, but his
mind at %15 am. ik on his former job at Dixiana Inc

“T'd rather be working, I mis the cowd too. When you
get wed to a job, you nm:-talnwffrgn:h. It was a temyporary
layoff, I never had lost a job.”

With 34 years at Dixiana, Page admirs to no fancy edu-
cation, Now he fishes. "My nephew alway: goes with me,* he

E .,_#:l”lplﬂyment Insurance Service
o Marion, 5.C.

color phota,  Story tagline: *MAIN  STORY.

SUNDAY.DNELS.?

Reprimand: I wrote an ediworial ealumn on the killed
bordello story, Metro Editor Bub Pepalis said to ask po more
quegions of “out the door.”

Three days after the POINT story ran, I was fited.

*Information an a news story which My, Bullard gath.
ered while on Florence Morming News tme and while act-
ing 83 a Tepresentative for the Flerence Morning News was
given without authorizetion to another publication,” Sayles
wtote the Employment Security Commiaxinn,

I was & bad man after Reprimand #1 and six more

wWarnings,
We were told we could freelance

0 oAl dondt want to-see apy df-this ontyour expenise sheet,

‘lcyment Security Commission
R '_'. . :-tate Employment Service

brags. .

A threesyesr-old's blond hair falls
softly as her mother combe i, and Dad’s
chin 15 in hk hand, leaning over the Em-
ployment Secturity Commission counter.
A black dudes in shades has a Fighting
Irish, sweatshim o

Groans, 12.deep in line. Ten-
minute courtships, fake pine panel decor,
long faces, blurping phones, a pregnane
womat), 8 short-staffed clderly clerk taking
on acidtonpued jobless 16 like 3 docior's

-office.: P
Most-toyls appear calm and quiet,

pathos, angst and phiful, webbed dignicy,
proletariat stench, the weary aura of des.

perate despair and the abbreviated eye
contact of ciged deer.

Eager to hock my Eagle Scout
medal, a Ford Repo Man hovers. A men-
tal health visit; the first $174 Employment
Security Commission check ardves—I poy
vy landlady, “Got a job yer?” at the bar;
E.mplnynm: Security Commission sign reads “Disturhing be-
havior will ant be tolerated in this office, viclators prosecuted
enforced by the sherff.”

[haty, honor, nability,

My career strobes,

Givegory Allman's mid-interview powder break: Merle
Watson squeezing a cuttet, slidng the Warauga Democrat
van's stuck foot brake cable outside 3 mountain studio 5o 1
can get the unchecked-out van back; a Jesse Helms interview
about & death squad leader; helping EM5 on a Boone trucker
suicide story; Tiny Tim singing “Tiptoe” over the phone; blaw.
ing druniken smoke over Sam Donaldson's on<amers shoul
der at Wake Forest's Bush-Dukakis debate; Patighg Zeto;
David Beasley's off-therecord arawer about the bordello; the
cathouse owner telling me onee Randy Travis had visteed,
False advertising is better than sone at all, as busines booma

No oné hes a franchise: on the trythy dxcepos Bae 1+

tmiles absent, raging brains popping with r
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