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FOR more than thirty years, 
Garland Bunting has been en
gaged in capturing and prose

cuting men and women in North Car
olina who make and sell liquor ille
gally. To do this, he has driven taxis, 
delivered sermons, peddled fish, buck
danced, worked carnivals as a barker, 
operated bulldozers, loaded carriages 
and hauled Jogs at sawmills, feigned 
drunkenness, and pretended to be an 
idiot. In the minds of many people, he 
is the most successful revenue agent in 
the history of a state that has always 
been enormously productive of moon
shine. 

Garland is fifty-nine. He is of 
medium height and portly. He has a 
small mouth, thin lips, a nose . that is 
slightly hooked, and eyes that are clear 
and close-set and steel blue. What hair 
he has is bristly and gray. A billed cap 
bearing the emblem of a fertilizer 
company or a trucking co,p_cern or an. 
outfit that makes farm equipment cus
tomarily adorns his head. He has a 
splayfooted walk and a paunch like a 
feed sack. He possesses what he calls 
"that sweet-potato shape-small at 
both ends and big in the middle,>' and 
he says, "It's hard to keep pants up on 
a thing like that." A few years ago, he 
walked into a clothing store to buy a 
suit, spread his jacket wide for a sales
man, and said, "I'd like to see some
thing to fit this," ,and the salesman 
said, "l would, too." 

To trai1 a man by car, Garland will visiting, I walked outside for some air 
sometimes wear a disguise-usually a and heard him plainly through the 
IllUStache or a woman's blond wig. walls. Another time, driving with him 
'truck drivers occasionally flirt with in ,hls pickup, .I heard him speak with 
their horns at the sight of him wear- such emphasis that he raised a sym
ing his wig. ' 11 put on my wig , and pathetic vibration from the dash
some glasses," he says, "and those board. His delivery is oratorical, and 
drivers think I'm Sweet Mama Tree- he has the habit of closing one eye 
Top Tall.» Garland wears glasses for ancL leaning toward his listener. If 
close work and owns two pairs, one a story is long and active, and espe
bought at a flea market and one at a dally if it contains any exchanges 
drugstore that sold them from a re- of threats, he often forgets himself, 
valving display; he tried several pairs and has no idea how loud he is talk
before he found what appeared to be ing. 
his prescription. He has never had his · In the company of a bootlegger, 
eyes checked, and, in fact; r-arely con- Garland talks constantly, because he 
sults doctors at all. He enjoys rude feels that it distracts the other man 
health; he has never had headach-es. from thinking about who he is and 
As a young man, when he heard peo- what he's up to. "I let him think when 
ple complain of them he thought they Pm gone,» he says. He has developed 
meant that they were having personal a kind of split attention that allows 
problems. Several summers ago, he fell one part of his mind to improvise a 
quite ill, concluded that he had Rocky monologue while another c;irries forth 
Mountain spotted fever, and cured his intentions. When he doesn't have 
it with medicine he had on hand anything to say that pertains to the 
for the coon dogs he keeps in his transaction at hand, he talks a ran
yard. dom streak , of nonsensical, scurrilous, 

Garland almost never stops talking. imaginative, blustery, and occasionally 
At times, he seems to say every single rhyming patter he calls trash. The 
thing that comes tb his mind. Anec- bulk of it comes to him spontaneously; 
dotes abound. His voice is raspy, and it some of it he remembers and repeats. 
also has considerable force. It is some- An example of trash is 
times so loud that .. I flinch. I have I asked my girl just the week before last 
heard it reflected from trees, from the Don't you shim-sham-shimmy just a little 
surface of still water, from buildings, too fa5l? 

from rocks, and from hillsides. One Another ·is "I used to be a welder, 
night, at the house of a man we were and I was such a good· welder that I 
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"My husband and I are tired of the living room. We'd 
like it to look more like Vermont." 

could weld anything but broken hearts 
in the break of day." 

In a restaurant once when I was 
with him, he startled the waitress by 
ordering- - - -

Pork chops, chicken chops, cabbage, and 
ham, 

Beefsteak, stew beef, roast, and lamb. 
Green tomatoes and black-eyed peas, 
Sweet potatoes and all kinds of teas. 

Bootleggers unaware of who he is 
often like to have him around their 
outlets as a source of entertainment, 
because his presence stimulates sales. 

Garland works for Halifax County, 
on the coastal plain, where he is the 
Alcoholic Beverage Control officer. 
Under North Carolina liquor laws, 
counties a'.nd incorporated towns de
cide by popular vote whether to be dry 
or wet. A town within a dry county 
can elect to be wet, but a town within 
a wet county cannot vote to be dry. 
Towns with at least five hundred 
voters are allowed to have liquor 

• • 
stores. The sale of liquor is overseen lived in Scotland Neck and represe_nted 
by a county Alcoholic Beverage Con- the interests of Halifax County for 
trol Board, which must devote at least twenty-five years. He began working 
five per cent of its gross r~~nuu .o liquor i n 19 53, and- over time, as- he 
t e support of an A.RC. officer, like was carrying out his responsibilities to 
Garland, whose job is to protect the the county and the state, he was often 
county's income by putting a stop to invaluable to the federal Bureau of 
illegal competition. (In the case of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms, and 
wet towns, the revenue is often too he made a lot of friends there. A while 
small to support a full-time employee, ago, they threw him a party. They 
so the five per cent is given to the called it a keep-on-working party, 
police department, which appoints one since they knew he wasn't anywhere 
of its members to the job.) In most of near retirement. It was a surprise to 
the forty-sh counties and the hundred him; he knew he was going to a party 
and one cities and towns that are wet, but had no idea that it was being held 
the sale of beer and wine at a bar is in his honor. The party took place one 
permitted. Hardly anywhere, outside a evening in the conference room of a 
few cities and resorts, is it legal to sell motel in Williamston, North Caro
liquor by the drink. Elsewhere, a res- lina, and in the pictures I have seen of 
taurant that seats at least thirty-six it Garland looks handsome in a coat 
peop}~ and. can jirove that it does and tie and is beaming. So are his wife 
more of its business on food and non-- and daughter. So are the rest of the 
alcholic beverages than' on beer and people in the room, for that matter, and 
wine can sell ·setups to customers who I am sorry I wasn't there, but I didn't 
bring their own spirits. Garland has know him then. The party gave rise to 
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IMPORTANT 
It's your appearance 

that counts. 
Because elegance 

is next to style. 
On or off the court. 

The DIANA by Ellesse. 
Don't confuse it 

with any other shoe. 
We could tell you all 

the technical features 
we put into it, 

but, we'd rather you 
just look at it. 

Imagine yourself 
in it. -

This is truly 
the most elegant 

shoe you can wear anywhere 
and feel like a 

pnncess. 

Light. And years ahead. 

To receive the current EUesse portfolio send $5 to 
EUesse U.S.A., 1384 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10018 
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several newspaper stories, and after 
reading one I called him up from New 
York City and asked if I might come 
talk to him. 

He asked how long I planned to 
stay. 

I said it depended on his schedule, 
but what about a week? 

He said, "A couple of days, maybe, 
but nothing like no week." 

A few days later, I flew to Raleigh 
and got a car and drove northeast to 
Roanoke Rapids, which was where 
Garland had recommended that I stay. 
I spent most of a day by myself in a 
motel room, watching television and 
waiting for Garland. I had called his 
house when I arrived, and his wife 
had told me that he was working and 
couldn't be reached but would get up 
with me when he was able. When he 
finally did, around eight, his manner 
was reserved. He stood in the door
way, wearing a cap and with his hands 
in his pockets, and-§aid he would take 
me out and show me some things. I 
had a map spread on a table, and I 
asked him if he could poinr out where 
we were headed. 

"You don't need no map," he said. 
"Let's get going." 

After we had driven for an hour, 
and I had been shown a pulp mill, a 
logging tract, some woods, and some 
fields, and he had said "Seen any 
mules lately?" and taken me to a 
barn where he shone the headlights 
through the doors to illuminate three 
of them standing in a stall, and I had 
begun to wonder what he had in mind, 
if anything, he said suddenly that the 
reason he hadn't been so enthusiastic 
on the phone was that after years of 
dealing with criminals and liquor syn
dicates and informers and double
crossers and trying to scent out am
bushes he just assumed when he got a 
call from New York City that some
thing he had done had involved him 
with the Mafia, and that I was perhaps 
one of its people trying to carry out a 
contract on him. 

I VISITED Garland several times, 
and came to feel an attachment for 

Scotland N eek. It is a town of three 
thousand inhabitants. It has two 
weekly newspapers and two grass-strip 
airports. All its neon signs work. 
H ighway 258 runs through_ the center, 
is the main street, and is very soon 
running through farmland again. The 
fields are flat and edged by swamps and 
woods and windbreak stands of trees. 
The woods are sometimes so distant 
that they have the remote, secret-keep-
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ing look of a coastline. 
·when you drive by them 
fast, the crop rows in 
between spin like spokes 
on a turning wheel. 

The center of Scot
land Neck is old-fash
:oned in appearance. 
The buildings are low 
:i.nd of brick, with sim
?le, handsome fa\;ades. 
Some have commemo
cative names on their 
c rowns: the Biggs 
Building, the Josey 
Building, the R. C. Jo
,ey Building. Among the 
?nterprises in the mid
Ue of town when I was 
'ast there were the Free 
_ emple Revival Cen
~r, a storefront church, 
;u n t ing's B-ar-.B-Q 
,,wned by a cousin of 
iarland's ), the Great 

--;nuthern Finance Com-
-:my ( "Loans While 
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,-ou Wait"), and Smith's 
?oolroom. Garland' s 
·,,ther was opposed to 
. 1oolrooms and used to 
dl his children, "I'm 

:to t saying every person 

"I don't think it's supposed to have any special plot or anything. It's just about 
a bunch of rich, neurotic people who are hypnotized by money." 

111 a poolroom is a son of 
·1 bitch, but when a son 
of a bitch hits town that's 
place he goes." 

the first 

Garland lives on West Tenth 
;treet, in a neighborhood of small 
houses, no one of which resembles an
otl1er. Some of his neighbors dry 
i ourds and cut a two-inch hole in the 
face of each and paint them red or 
rellow or white or blue or green and 
hang them like lanterns from the trees 
to attract purple martins to nest during 
the ir spring migrations. The same 
martins return each year to the same 
nest, and when a person in that coun
try wants to e.>..'Press how directly he 
went from one place to another he will 
s?metimes say, "As straight as a mar
t111 ever went to his gourd." 

Garland and his wife occupy a 
wh ite shingle-sided, stoop-fronted 
house set back .from the street. Three 
pines, two dogwoods, and a glossy 
camellia shade the lawn. The blinds 
;; re pulled on all the windows facing 
the street (in the living room behind 
them it always seems like late after
noon), and I have never seen anyone 
g? or come through the front door. A 
d i~ t dri,-eway that Garland shares 
wah a neighbor runs beside his lawn 
:i nd p:ist his house, and enters his back 

• • 
yard throt1gh a break in a hedge. Gar
land owns more things than he is 
conveniently able to store, and a num
ber of his possessions are permanently 
on view. This is partly because his 
quarters are restricted, and partly be
cause he is more than normally acquis
itive. Visiting a friend in his basement 
or toolshed or workshop or garage, he 
is likely to look around and say, "How 
much you take for that?"-set of tires, 
sewing machine, axe handle, televisi9n 
set, battery, shovel, radio, fan, drink 
box, paint can, refrigerator, anvil. "I 
got to have me one of them." 

Sometimes the arrangement of 
things in his ya.rd composes unusual 
studies. Two sinks and a car bumper. 
A washing machine in the bed of a 
child's red wagon . At the rear of his 
yard, beyond the garden, is a ware
house belonging to a neighbor. It in
trudes, with Garland's permission, 
three feet onto his property. It is a 
prefab and came knocked down, and 
not till it an;ived did the neighbor 
realize that it was too big for his lot. 
Garland uses the portion · that sits on 
his land to store things in, and some
times chains a dog to it. 

Usually, Garland has four or five 

coon dogs. They live in identical 
houses set in a row, like cottages at the 
seaside, and have paced to a polish the 
ground within the limits of their 
chains. In summer, they dig deep 
trenches in the shade and flop down in 
them and rest their chins on the edge, 
so that all you see of them is the noses 
and the eyes staring at you and the 
ears twitching off flies. When they fall 
sick, Garland attends thero; it seems 
that he is constantly doctoring ear 
complaints. Raccoons are nocturnal, 
and coon hunting is a nighttime sport. -
The dogs sleep all day and, as evening 
falls, grow restless and follow every 
movement with their eyes. 

Garland generally trades for his 
dogs, but he occasionally pays cash. If 
he has the time to train one, he will 
buy a pup cheap, run it for a season 
with one of his more capable trackers, 
and, if it turns into a reliable and 
accomplished trailer, sell or trade 
high. He sells two or three dogs a year 
to break even on feed bills and mecli
cine and the gas he spends travelling 
to hunts. In terms of expenses, he says, 
raising a coon .dog is "about like rais
ing a child." They sell for as little as 
five hundred dollars, for a young dog 

I 
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with promise and a decent pedigree, just do some looking around," he said, 
and upward of two thousand, for an wiping his_ hands. "I don't know for 
exceptional one of proved abilities and sure what we'll do." 
breeding. Garland trades principally What we did was drive aimlessly for 
in five breeds-treeing walker, red- a time, and then Garland turned to
bone, bluetick, black and tan, ancf high ward Roanoke Rapids, to check on a 
tan-and prefers the look of a black man who he believed was selling at his 
and tan. house. "I just want to see if he's ac-

Garland parks six cars fanwise in tive," he said. We drove through the 
his yard. Three are his own-a sta- center of the city, which was empty
tion wagon, a small pickup with a box Garland said, "Ain't this dead?"
in the bed for carrying dogs, and a van then along some back roads, then 
he came by in a dog trade-and three along a street through a development. 
belong to the county: a sedan for his At the end of it were several cars and 
day-to-day work, a fairly trucks parked in the drive-
new pickup, which he often way of a small, single-story 
takes into the woods, and an house with a porch in front. 
old pickup seized in a liquor The lights were on inside 
deal. The old pickup he uses and the front door was 
as a prop in undercover work. open, and through its frame 
It has rounded fenders, a and a window beside it we 
rounded hood, and a high, could see men and women 
rounded roof. The blue watching television and talk-
paint is faded and splotchy ing and drinking. Under _ a 
and weathered to the texture of worn circle of light on the porch, three men 
enamel. In .the bed is a dog box with stood with their backs to us. Garland 
room for two men to sit side by side pulled into the driveway, and they 
and hold rifles. Garland broke the turned around suddenly. G arland said, 
steering wheel and replaced it with " Now I know he's selling liquor." He 
one from a junk yard. The replace- backed out and drove away ,slowly, 
ment is big and black, like a steer- leaving the house behind like some
ing wheel from a school bus, and thing you pass on a river; 
slightly out of kilter, and he has never "Should I tell you about a deal I 
been able to get it quite clean; his pulled with the help of this truck 
hands are always dirty when he drives down in Elizabeth City?" he said then. 
the truck. In addition, the doors creak, "The A.T.F. called me and said they 
it is scratched up and rusted and had a place out in the Hall's Creek 
banged up here and there, the gas · section selling to minors and selling 
gauge is broken and so are the speed- illegal whiskey and just generally op
ometer and the odometer, and it pulls . erating without a license, so that's re
to the right when it brakes. Neverthe- ally what I went to work on, and 
less, it runs well ,md has been reliable, when I got through with that the 
and Garland likes to say, "This damn sheriff asked Bennie Halstead, .who 
vehicle probably caught more violators was the A.B.C. officer in that terri
than any other in the state." tory, did he reckon I could catch one 

I went to Garland's house one eve- in a section where they hadn't ever 
ning, and he took me for a ride in the had any luck before? Bennie told him, 
truck. The dogs were howling, be- 'I don't know, but he'll try for you.' So 
cause it was time to hunt and Garland they contacted me and said, 'You 
was making preparations to leave. He reckon you can catch Tango?' He was 
kept shouting, "Shut up, M innie! Shut a liquor seller and he had a bar in his 
up, J ake! Shut up, Bigfoot!" When house, from what they told me. Well, 
one of them couldn't bring itself to I said it was strictly cold turkey; I 
stop, G arland walked over to a pine mean, I had never seen the man, and 
tree beside the dog's house and pan- could I talk to them about him and see 
tomirned breaking a branch to swat if I can come up with a plan, do I have 
it. The dog crouched and fu rrowed its · that much time? They said sure, so I 
brow and laid its ears back and looked started asking who his friends were. 
left and right, and as soon as Garland Did he have any friends in jail that he 
turned away it started howling again. couldn't get back to right away? And 
"That dog wants to go bad," Garland Bennie s"aid, 'Yeah, we carried one to 
said. "I got to get out of here or the an alcoholic ward the other day and he 
neighbors will raise hell." He poked a had Tango's card on him,' and I said, 
stick into the gas tank and read the 'You give me that card and I got 
level, pulled the hood and added some something to talk about.' 
fluid, and started the truck. "We might "I went down to Tango's house 

that night, and he was upstairs asleep,• 
and when I walked through the door 
there was a long, slim guy at the end 
of the bar, and T ango's wife met me • 
anci asked to know what I wanted. 'A 
pint of whiskey to go,' I said. That 
made it hard.er, to get it to go, but_! 
needed the evidence. She said, 'Do you 
know T ango?' I said not really, but I 
called this man's name on the card and· 
said, 'I've been up here with him sev- ~ 
eral times, but I always stayed in the 
car.' 'Well, I don't know,' she said. 'I" 
better call T ango, because I really 
don't know you.' And when .he ap
peared I said, 'Hey, man, what you · 
putting down ?'-meaning what you 
have for sale? He said, ' I don't know. 
It depends on who I~m putting it down 1 
to. I don't believe I know you.' 'Well, 
you don't know me, exactly, but I'm 
here through a mutual friend. He gave 
me your card and said if I ever needed 
anything to drink to call you and I . 
won't have any problem.' About that 
time, the long, slim guy at the bar 
says, 'Tango, I wouldn't sell that son 
of a bitch nothing, you don' t know 
him.' N ow it was my move. I said, 
'Let me tell you one thing, Tango-I 
cam e here to talk to you and do my ' 
business, and I don't let no man call 
me ·that in another man's house, and 
don't you let him call me that, either,' ~ 
so Tango told his friend, 'Cut that ' 
out. You let me deal with this.' He 
turned around and started to question 
me about where I worked at. Well, I 
had talked to the agents about what 
part of the country T ango came from 
and where his wife's people were, and 
it happened that she had come from 
Hall's Creek, where I had just made 
that buy, and also there was some con
struction work going on there, -so I 
told him I was doing that, and pointed 
at his wife and said, 'I believe I saw 
her there the other day, too.' Now, I 
hadn't, but it wasn't that far away, -
and you know how people travel. And 
she came back with 'You know, I 
believe I saw him the other day, too. 
What were you driving?' 'I was driv
'ing an old, beat-up International 
truck, kind o_f blue-gray-looking.' She 
said, 'That what you driving tonight?' 
I said, 'Yeah, that's my truck, that's 
not a company truck.' Now, Tango 
still hadn't sold me anything, and it 
didn't look like he was going to tum
ble. He left the house and walked 
down to see where my truck was 
parked, and stared at it, stayed a min
ute or two, and came back in. He said, 
'What do you want? You can have 
anything you want,' and he: started 
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into the back room to get my pint. 
The long, slim guy at the end of the 
bar came off the stool then and started 
following him back there trying to 
convince him not to sell me anything, 
said he didn't like my looks. So Tango 
says, 'You go out and look at what 
he's driving. He ain't nary time'
meaning he's nothing, nary time. He 
brought me my pint and said come 
back whenever I want. To set him up 
for my second buy, I said, 'I'm going 
to Hall's Creek fishing, and I haven'f 
got the money for two pints now, but 
I'm going to a poker game later, and 
I'm going to chip the pot for some 
more whiskey, because I'll need some 
for myself in the morning.' I wasn't 
going to a poker game. I wasn't talk
ing nothing but trash. He said, 'You 
come anytime. If I'm not up, wake me 
up.' I said it would probably be kind 
of early. I wanted it to be early, be
fore the population began to stir, be
cause I had been raiding stills and buy
ing liquor in that area for years, and it 
was a real, real cnancy thing for me 
to be in that neighborhood at all. 
Someone might recognize me. I left 
the house and went back and told Ben
nie and the sheriff I made the buy off 
Tango, and the next morning I went 
back at five and made my. next pur
chase.'' 

n ·EVENUE agents regard the secret 
.I'\.. making and selling of liquor not 
as a criminal offense but as a tax viola
tion. Garland pursues violations con
cerning two kinds of liquor-white 
and red. Red liquor is a catchall term 
for legal spirits. Usually, it means 
whiskey. (The amber color of whiskey 
derives from the charred oak barrels in 
which it is aged.) The most common 
red-liquor violation is a man buying 
spirits at a store and reselling them 
Sundays or at night after the liquor 
stores are closed. White liquor is pri
vately made whiskey, and occasionally 
brandy, on which no taxes have been 
or are likely to be paid. Garland puts 
in from sixty to eighty hours a week 
and almost never takes vacations, and 
he devotes the bulk of his efforts 
to working white liquor. It has 
passed in his time through sever
al cycles of prosperity, and al
though recently in decline it has 
lately been returning, according 
to Garland and several officials 
at the A. T .F ., in Washington, 
and to A.B.C. officers around the 
state. "The government is brac
ing for a rebirth of the white
liquor industry" is one of the 

first things Garland told me. "When
ever times get tight," he said, "people 
go to making whiskey." 

Illegal liquor is produced mainly in 
the Southeastern states, and especially 
in Georgia and North Carolina. The 
last boom in white liquor was during 
the nineteen-sixties and early seven
ties, and it collapsed partly because of a 
rise in sugar prices and partly because 
merchants were required by the federal 
government to report all large pur
chases of sugar. While the boom was 
on, Garland sometimes found a still a· 
week. No reliable figures on the pro
duction of illegal liquor are kept na
tionally, or even statewide in North 
Carolina; however, Garland and sev
eral of the A.B.C. officers in the ad
joining counties had found more stills 
the year I was there than they had in 
the one before it. The average was 
about one a month, per county. For 
Garland, the peaks and valleys on the 
graph of the making of white liquor 
are irrelevant. In his mind, it has sim
ply always been a problem. He works 
as ferociously now as he ever has 
worked. 

White liquor is clear and colorless. 
Some of it smells gamy, some like 
kerosene, some like a doctor's office, 
and some has no scent at all. It is 
customarily in the neighborhood of 
one hundred proof; it tastes raw; and 
it is riddled with impurities. Recipes 
vary, but in North Carolina it is com
monly made with cornmeal, sugar, 
water, yeast, and malt. An enzyme in 
the malt converts the starch in the 
corn into sugar, and the yeast converts 
the sugar into alcohol and carbon di
oxide. The mixture of ingredients is 
called mash. Mash reduces to whiskey 
in proportions of between five and ten 
to one; the amount depends on the 
recipe and the speed at which the mash 
is cooked. Fifty gallons of mash might 
include forty-five pounds of cornmeal, 
thirty pounds of sugar, a one-pound 
cake of yeast, and two pounds of malt 
-and, of course, water. The water, 
poured over the sugar and meal, is 
heated, to kick off fermentation. Be-
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cause cornmeal is expensive, bootleg
gers often start their mash with scratch 
feed-hog feed or chicken feed
which has cornmeal in it. Two pop
ular brands are Red Dog and Daisy 
Three Times. Some bootleggers add to 
the mash portions of urea or ammo
nium nitrate-chemical fertilizers
as catalysts. · 

At a small still, the mash will likely 
be left to turn in an oak barrel or a 
fifty-five-gallon metal oil drum cov
ered with a board or a piece of burlap. 
If the still is of any size, the mash will 
sit in open vats, ideally of poplar or 
cypress but more often of pine or ply
wood, which are cheaper. In the case 
of pine, alcohol in the mash leaches 
pitch from the wood, which makes the 
liquor smell and taste faintly of tur
pentine. 

In hot weather, mash will turn in 
three days. The yeast makes it boil and 
spit. Sometimes it sounds like a bee-

. hive. It attracts the attention of in
sects, who add themselves to it. In cold 
weather, it may take six or seven days. 
To keep the mash warm, some boot
leggers pack horse manure around the 
vat or fill a pillowcase or a burlap sack 
with manure and lower it into the vat. 
Some punch holes in a can of lye and 
drop it in; when the water hits the lye, 
the can heats up. While the mash is 
fermenting, the still is unattended and 
vulnerable. Agents watching a still 
they know to be bankrolled by a big
time bootlegger will sometimes sneak 
in and add a small amount of salt to 
the mash to prevent fermentation, in 
the hope of bringing the big man 
down to see what went wrong. Mag
gots spawn in mash. Rats, snakes, 
owls, possums, foxes, and other small 
creatures find their way to it and 
drink it and get drunk and fall in and 
drown. Sometimes the bootlegger 
puts his own wildlife in it to dis
courage mash hounds-alcoholics who 
discover the mash and sip it through 
reeds. 

Initially, the mash tastes sweet and 
is sticky; fermented, it is tangy and 
sour. While turning, it has a snowy 

collar two or three inches high, 
and when ready it is clear on top 
and is the color of dark beer. It is 
called still beer or meal beer or 
meal mammy. "They call it meal 
mammy because after it's pro
_cessed it's so strong it'll make you 
fight your mammy," Garland says. 
A liquor agent of any experience 
can trail his fingers through a 
barrel of mash and know from 
how it feels and the way it tastes 
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approximately how soon it must run. 

In a still, the beer, once it is sepa
rated from the grain, is heated over a 
fire to about a hundred and seventy 
degrees at which point the alcohol 
vaporizes; the vapor is cooled_ and con
densed into liquor. The grain left over 
is called the slops. To it, most boot
leggers add more sugar and meal and 
malt and water ( the original yeast is 
still active), and this is called slopping 
back. The initial run makes sweet
m ash whiskey. Subsequent runs, 
slopped back, make sour-mash. To 
save money, some bootleggers continue 
slopping back until the meal is worse 
than rotten, but many will start fresh 
after about eight runs, of which the 
fourth is generally the best. 

Bootleggers commonly encircle 
their stills at a distance with a strand 
of cotton thread, usually green or 
black. The thread, strung several 
inches from the ground, is invisible in 
the underbrush. Liquor agents ap
proaching a still for the first time wave 
ferns gently before them and just above 
the ground to locate the thread. 

A working still makes a sound like a 
blowtorch and gives off an odor that 
Garland describes as sometimes like a 
bakery and sometimes like a hogpen. 
The scent is .a hazard to bootleggers. 
It collects and lingers on the leaves of 
nearby trees, and it drifts on the wind. 
Garland was once driving down a 
road in Halifax County with the car 
window open when the aroma of a still 
came to him. He pulled off the road 
and hiked into the woods, following 
his nose, and found a still where he 
never expected to. 

In North Carolina, three kinds of 
stills are most often found: the pot, the 
submarine, and the steam plant. Me
chanically, they are more or less alike; 
the difference is in size. The pot is the 
simplest-an airtight kettle with a cap 
on it, in which the mash is heated, and 
a coil running from the cap through a 
barrel of cool water as a condenser. 
The coil is called the worm. The pot 
is the most common and has the small
est output. It is likely to run once a 
week and be operated by someone who 
will have anywhere from fifty to three 
hundred gallons of mash and make 
whiskey for himself and to sell to his 
friends. 

A person making liquor as a living 
might use a submarine still. It is long 
and narrow, with a metal bottom ( of
ten of shiny galvanized tin) and a 
Wood top and sides. A submarine still 
sits low to the ground, with a fire or a 
propane burner in a trench underneath 
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it. It is sometimes large enough to who will mix the first arid the last and 
hold a thousand gallons of mash, and leave the middle as it is. Nearly all 
there may be several submarine stills at bootleggers tamper with the taste and 
one site. In a remote clearing sur- the proof and the appearance-of their 
rounded by forest, Garland once found liquor in order to make.it more valu
twenty-two- of them arranged in two able. There is a simple test to verify 
lines. Each had a capacity of nine the approximate proof of any pure dis
hundred and eighty gallons. There tillate: shake it. The bubbles that form 
was one cap and coil and one con- are the bead. In liquor of a hundred 
denser in the middle. The mash was proof, the bead sits exactly halfway in 
fermenting sequentially: by the time the liquor, half out. It sits higher if 
one batch had run, the next one · was the liquor is less potent, and lower if 
ready. A submarine still is unusual in it's more. White liquor is customarily 
that the mash ferments and is cooked a hundred proof. Bootleggers, how-
in the same container, and ever, know· about something 
there is a risk of scorching a f = called beading oil, which. has 
the grain while heating the ~~ its proper use in the textile 
mash. Scorched whiskey is yel- _ = industry and is not meant to 
low and has a bad taste, and ~ be drunk. Added to a quantity 
no on_e :Will buy it who knows • • o_f sixty-proof or seventy-proof 
what 1t 1s. hquor, · a few drops of bead-

Not many people have ever ing oil will sit the bead prop-
seen steam plants. They are remote and erly. A bootlegger wanting to enhance 
closely guarded, and before you ever the proof of his liquor might ,use 
got to one someone would probably rubbing alcohol-one or two pints to a 
intercept you, or you might find some- gallon-or paint thinner, which has 
thing to give you pause. On a path methyl alcohol, or wood alcohol, in it. 
leadii:ig to a steam plant Garland once Liquor doctored with wood alcohol 
found a small bouquet of flowers, such will have a fiery taste, and will result 
as might be placed on a grave, and, in a long drunk followed by an ex
leaning against it, a hand-lettered sign tended and belligerent hangover. A 
that said, "Take Warning, Because by-product of the body's oxidation of 
if You Come Up Here, You Aren't methyl alcohol is formic acid-the 
Corning Back." Steqm plants. are big stinging venom of some ants-which 
factory stills, and they turn out thou- attacks the optic -nerve and sometimes 
sands of gallons of liquor. Some of results in blindness. 
them are as large as legal distilleries. Bootleggers occasionally add lye to 
Garland has seen one so big that it had their liquor to give it more bite. Also 
a whistle on it to summon h::mds from embalming fluid. Also .formaldehyde. 
breaks. Steam plants may have many Sometimes the liquor runs cloudy from 
thousands of gallons of mash ferment- the still for no apparent reason, and 

' ing at one time. They work con- the only way to fix it is by the addition 
stantly, they are often camouflaged of Clorox. Moreover, white liquor 
against being sighted ·from the air, contains concentrations of what are 
they have low-pressure boilers to force called fusel oils-by-products of the 
steam through the mash, they use car distillation of _grain. Commercial dis
muffiers and truck radiators soldered tillers remove most of them; trace 
together and buried in dammed-up quantities lend taste and aroma. Fusel 
streambeds for condensers, and, since oils have industrial applications as sol
everything is haste, .they make the sor- vents in the production of lacquers and 
riest liquor. plastic coatings. In large doses, they 

A refinement in illegal distilling is ;i.re a nerve poison and cause convul
the doubling keg-a small barrel that sions. Small doses cause headache and 
sits between the cooker and the con- thirst. 
denser. Heat builds up in the doubler, The most pervasive pollutant in 
and the vapor, passing through, sheds moonshine is lead. Windborne yeasts 
any residue of meal husks and debris volunteer in the .mash, converting a 
and, more important, sheds water, portion of the alcohol into acetic acid, 
boosting the alcohol content and elim- or vinegar. Alcohol and acetic acid 
inating any need to double-distill the vaporize at approximately the -same 
run to increase its proof. temperature, and when the acid hits 

The first part of a run can be as the lead in the solder that is used to 
high as a hundred and seventy proof. join seams or runs through the lead
The middle might be from eighty to a filled car and truck radiators that the 
hundred, and the last from thirty to big stills use as condensers it dissolves 
forty, or less. It is a rare bootlegger some of it and forms lead acetate, or 
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lead salts. Clarence Paul, the former 
head of the A.T.F. lab in Atlanta, 
says, "The U.S. Public Health Service 
has decided on fifty parts lead per bil
lion as being toxic-not that it could 
be lethal, but beyond that level it is 
dangerous. Eighty to eighty-five per 
cent of the white liquor we got for 
testing contained some level of lead 
salts, and twenty-five per cent of that 
had more than one part per million. 
We would get moonshine that ran 
from that sometimes up to several 
hundred parts per million, and some
times right off the scale of our instru
ments." 

Lead is a cumulative poison and if 
enough is consumed the body is un
able to shed it. It finds its way into the 
blood and circulates, and works its 
effects mainly on the nervous system 
and on muscles. Symptoms range from 
failing appetite, constipation, and colic 
to total blindness, paralysis, convul

ers who understand its ongm. "I'm 
told that if you're drinking whiskey 
you can't tell the difference after a 
couple of drinks," Garland says. "So 
the first few you'd get would be Jack 
Daniel's, and after that they'd serve 
you North Carolina corn." It is called 
corn liquor, white lightning, sugar 
whiskey, skull cracker, popskull, bush 
whiskey, stump, stump hole, 'splo, 
ruckus juice, radiator whiskey, rotgut, 
sugarhead, block and tackle, wildcat, 
panther's breath, tiger's sweat, sweet 
spirits of cats a-fighting, alley bourbon, 
city gin, cool water, happy Sally, deep 
shaft, jump steady, old horsy, stingo, 
blue John, red-eye, pine top, buckeye
bark whiskey, and see seven stars. In 
times when the price of sugar has risen 
high enough to make the use of it 
unprofitable, bootleggers have substi
tuted molasses. Moonshine made with 
molasses is called monkey rum. 

sions, and death. Bootleggers say they GARLAND speaking: "Do you want 
don't make whiskey to drink, they to know how I got started? I 
make it to sell, and if they wanted worked liquor in Martin County with 
any to drink they'd go to a store and a man named Wiley Craft. The other 
buy it. agents would drop us off in a piece of 

Now and then, a bootlegger, believ- swamp or some scrap of woods where 
in.g that exposure to air helps age Ii- we had information, and we'd cut the 
quor, will pour it from a roof into a area-zigzag back and forth-and 
barrel on the ground and let it sit maybe find a sugar bag, a mason-jar 
awhile in the barrel, but most white lid, a shred of a pasteboard box that 
liquor finds its market within a week got away in the wind, any old scrap of 
of being made. It costs from ten to telltale evidence that fell from the 
fifteen dollars a gallon, and as much as . truck, and eventually we'd locate the 
twenty in places where it is a novelty. still path and ease toward the still. Still 
Garland was recently asked to pay guards would circle the woods and 
sixty. As a rule, it is sold only on check for our tracks, and sometimes 
Sundays and at night after hours, they'd even have dogs, so we had to 
when it can command a higher price. stay way back until they were dis
A bootlegger meeting a man who tracted with other work. How we 
wants to buy at any other time-that could sneak up depended on the 
is, a man who appears to prefer rotgut weather-if the leaves were damp or 
and a virulent hangover-assumes he dry or green, and if there was a wind. 
is dealing with either a fool or a liquor A real quiet, dry night with no wind, 
agent. Moon.shine is sold by the drink it was almost impossible· to move. You 
in white-liquor drink houses-small, only have to crack but one stick. You 
secret, private bars. It is sold retail in make a sound at a liquor still and you 
pint and quart jars and in half-gallon let yourself in for a load of buckshot 
and one-gallon milk jugs. (Garland is and no flowers on your grave. Still 
occasionally able to catch a bootlegger 
by learning from a supplier just who is 
stockpiling jugs.) It is sold out of 
houses and apartments, at crossroads 
stores, at filling stations, at the back 
doors of hotels, at rendezvous in the 
woods, in parking lots, practically 
anyplace you can think of. Factory 
stills ship it north to Baltimore, 
Washington, Philadelphia, Detroit, 
Buffalo, Cleveland, and New York. 
Bootleggers sometimes add to it Pepsi
Cola or tea in order to turn it the color 
of bourbon, and then sell it to bartend-
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people used to say that if they ever got 
a shot at an agent he might get better 
but he'll never get well. 

"In 19 53, I went to work for the 
state and commenced my first under~ · 
cover campaign. There was a bunch of 
wild people who had moved from Vir
ginia into Camden County, in the 
eastern part of the state, and put up a 
bar in an old motel on the Pasquotank 
River. They would sell you liquor by 
the drink, and when you got com
pletely drunk they had tanks of pure 
oxygen and they'd slap the mask on 
you where you stood and sober you up 
just a little. They did this to sell you 
more liquor, and after you got drunk a 
second time and passed out they'd 
carry you to some cabins they had out 
back and roll you-strip you of all 
your belongings-and that's where 
you'd wake up, not knowing how :i 

you'd got there or what had happened. J 
It was a real liquor house, and it was i 
absolutely illegal at that time to sell t 
whiskey. So I went down there, and ~-' 
inside my coat, under my arm, I car
ried a little syringe on a rubber band. I 
had a vial in my pocket and when _no 
one was looking I'd soak up some 
liquor and squeeze it into that vial. I 
put on I was drinking-I growled and 
shook and made some water come out 
of my eyes-and by and by I played off 
to be drunk, picked up my talk, and 
got loud. Now, you know I can get 
loud. I'd get loud and then l'd get 
weak-and went through the proce
dure with the. mask. And after they put 
me off in the cabin and took the few 
dollars I had with me from my pocket 
I got up and left. I don't know what 
they thought when I was gone. I sup
pose they could just as easily have laid 
me down in the Pasquotank River, 
because we weren't but a few steps 
from it. And they would have if they'd 
known what I was up to. I'd have been 
catfish bait. 

"For the next four years, I worked 
exclusively undercover for the state. 
I'd he assigned to a county that was 
having liquor problems, and I'd report 
on the phone to one of their men, and 
we'd arrange to meet outside the 
county, so I wouldn't be seen with him 
by any bootleggers, and he'd tell me 
where to go, and furnish the money to 
buy the whiskey and pay my motel and 
car bill, and give me some directions, 
and maybe late at night drive me 
around and point out what homes were 
selling. Then it was up to me to get in 
with them. I used to do whatever I 
had to do to get along. If I had to 
sing, I sang; had to dance, I danced; 
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had to preach, I preached; had to 
drink liquor, I pretended to drink li
quor. 

"I'd wear overalls in some sections 
and drive my old beat-up piece of 
pickup truck that the average person 
wouldn't drive. If it was a rural town, 
I'd make like a farmer or a fox hunt
er or a coon hunter-whatever was 
around. If a man was selling from his 
house, I'd try to meet him first at the 
store. If it was at a garage, I'd borrow 
some tools. I never went into a place 
cold turkey and said, 'Hey, man, 
where can I buy a drink?' Before I 
ever made my move, I tried to make 
sure the man was relaxed in his mind 
and didn't doubt me. If he asked my 
name, I wouldn't tell him, and if he 
got suspicious and asked why, I'd say, 
'Well, you think it out for yourself: I 
might be wanted somewhere, or I 
might just have left my wife and she's 
after me, or I might be here with 
another man's wife' -something like 
that-'and there might be a lot of 
reasons why I don't want you know
ing who I am. Besides, I'm just as 
liable to get into trouble as you are. 
I've had fellows sell to me and then 
turn around and set the law on me, 
just to stay in good v,ith it. I've had 
them selling and telling. You're ask
ing me so many questions you've got 
me scared of you.' I'd put them on the 
defensive. 

"Sometimes I'd show up to make a 
second buy from somebody and they'd 
grown distant toward me, and I'd say, 
'You haven't been bothered yet, have 
you? The law hasn't been here, has it? 
If your conscience is troubling you, 
I'll go down the road and buy from 
So-and-So,' and I'd name ten or fifteen 
bootleggers in the area, and he'd fig
ure, Hell, if he knows all of them he's 
bound to be local. When you get right 
down to it, a bootlegger wants to sell 
you whiskey a whole lot more than he 
wants to turn you down. . 

"They'd try to deny me completely 
every once in a while, and I'd say, 'I 
know what happened-my boss man 
been down here and told you not to 
sell me no more liquor. He told you I 
didn't have no cash, right? Well, I got 
some money, look here, I got fifty 
dollars-you want to see it?' And he'd 
say, 'No, no, no, that's not it; it's just 
that I don't know you.' 'Don't know 
me!' I'd shout. 'I've been here before; 
don't you say you don't know me.' 
He'd say, 'When you been here?' I'd 
say, 'I've been here daytime, dinner
time, nighttime, suppertime; I've 
been here Thanksgiving, Halloween, 
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Christmas, and Easter; I've been here 
April, May, June, and July; I've been 
here this year, last year, and the year 
before that.' I'd raise a fuss, and many 
times they'd sell to me just to get rid of 
me. 

''What I'd do, I'd buy in one sec
tion in the early part of the night, 
another in the middle of the night, and 
a third in the early morning, to keep 
any of them from getting suspicious. 
You buy too much in one place, they 
know you can't be drinking it. 

"Sometimes, in order to make a case 
or Joe.ate a still, I'd hang around a 
drive-in restaurant-a place with curb
side service-and maybe I'd find a 
young boy who'd just managed to land 
his first job driving a truck for a still, 
and he'd be so proud, and I'd talk 
about how many trucks I'd hauled, 
and how many cops I'd outrun, and 
when I got through he had to tell me 
some of his feats-you know a young 
man's got to brag-and I'd hear 
enough and say, 'I believe you're ly
ing. I can prove mine, but I believe 
you're lying,' and many times he 
wound up taking me to the still. 

"I also worked at sawmills a lot. 
One time, I was looking to get into a 
sawmill, and I watched a man at work 
loading boards- rolling logs onto the 
carriage to be cut-and I went up to 
the supervisor and said, 'That man 
you have is no good. He's slacking on 
the job.' The supervisor looked at me 
and said, 'You think you can do bet
ter?' I said sure. Well, it turned out 
that the other fellow had been loading 
seventeen thousand feet a day, which 
is a natural-born load for any man, but 
I did twenty-two thousand. I had to 
get myself established, and I had to 
strain my neck and stomach to do it. 
My boss at A.B.C. called me Bunny 
Rabbit, and when I next saw him I'd 
lost so much weight he said, 'Bunny 
Rabbit, are you sick?' I said no. He 
said, 'I think you better go see the 
doctor. I think7ou got the t.b.' I told 
him what I'd been up to, and he told 
me, 'Hell, Bunny Rabbit, we can find 
something easier for you to do.' I 
didn't want anything easier, though. I 
wanted to make my deal. I had eighty
five or ninety legal cases in that saw
mill. 

"If I didn't want to work, I could 
just clown. I had a guitar and a mouth 
harp, and I'd seek out a place-might 
be a store, might be at a cross-roads, 
might be anyplace you find a small 
crowd. There'll often be a gathering 
around a bootleg joint, where there are 
maybe ten or twelve cars and people 
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sirting around on the lawn drinking 
lemonade and whiskey, and you don't 
walk in there bashful, you walk in 
looming . I'd step up and say, 'Right 
well, thank you, how y'all?'-you. 
don't wait for them to say, 'How you 
doing?'-and I'd be talking loud, and 
if I had to I'd cross my eyes and grin 
::tt them, because if you go somewhere 
for the first time and you're standing 
:, round qu.iet, people are going to 
.vonder what's on your mind. I tried 
o pretend I had no sense at all, so they 
lidn't pay any attention to, me. I'd get 
t little crowd and talk trash, maybe 
d l them I was going to sing 'The 
•armer's Daughter Was a Red Hot 
1fama, but the Ice Man Cooled Her 
)own.' Or 'The Rooster Does the 
:ackling, but the Hen Delivers the 
}oods.' I never really knew what I 
:as going to say until I said it. I'd 
· ork up some little number and dance, 
nd maybe after that I'd say, 'This 
ne's called "Sweetheart Take Your 
ips from Mine so I Can Spit." ' It's 
1,e a medicine show, really. If you go 
:to these rural areas, you can't get 
>thing out of these people unless you 
art something for yourself. You've 
:J t to disarm them. These folks are 
!Spicious, and they'll kill you. 
'hey'll shoot the grease right out of a 
·,cuit and never even break the crust. 
d start singing: 

"alking down the street with my head 
hanging low, 

,·, bottle is empty, I ain't got no dough . 
·2.ot to go, 
~ot to go and lose these mean hangover 
blues. 

.-\in't got no hat, done lost my lonesome 
,hoes. 

"Then you start to yodel and you 
rear back and holler and come up with 
some damn off-the-wall noise, maybe 
shout: 

l could have told you, but I thought you 
knowed 

There ain't no heaven on the county 
road. 

"Once in a great while, but not 
many times in my life, did they tell me 
to get lost. 

"Often, I've gone to people I've 
never seen before and bought liquor 
from them. One campaign, I went to a 
liquor joint, and a guy at the door 
.1sked me where I was from, and I lied 
and said Charlotte, and he said, 'I 
don't believe you, let me see your li
c-ense.' I didn't hesitate, because it had 
already flew into my mind that he was 
uneducated and wasn' t going to be 
able to read it anyway-he was just 
trying my nerve. So I gave it to him, 

and it said Oak City, and he said, 'All 
right, I see you're from Charlotte.' I 
took a chance, and if I'd faltered I 
guess I'd have been in trouble, but if 
he had said, 'It reads Oak City,' I 
would have told him I was just two 
weeks in Charlotte and wasn't going. 
to spend the extra money on a new 
license until this one expired. 

"The thing about all of this is, the 
other people always have to guess 
what I'm about, and I know what I'm 
up to. Every time the other 
fellow makes a move, it's 
my move next. To tell you 
the truth, it gets to be a 
game with you. For in
stance, in Fayetteville, in 
Cumberland County, a good 
while back; there was a man 
named Asia, and the county 
man told me, 'We'd like to 
have him, but I don't know 
how in the world you'll ever 
get in there.' I decided to 
scope it out, and what I did, 
I kept riding out by his 
home and in the country 
around it on Sunday morn
ing-because that's when a lot of peo
ple sold, you know, when the store was 
closed-and one morning a few miles 
from Asia's I saw this guy sitting 
on the porch of his house on the high
way, and he looked like he'd had a 
rough time. It was six-thirty or seven, 
it was light, and that's when those 
alcoholics stir, because the liquor's 
wearing out in them. I knew he lived 
close enough to know about Asia, 
and I pulled into his yard and said 
didn't I know him, weren't we 
together in some house yonder? He 
said, 'I can't remember.' He seemed 
about half lit up then, and I said, 'You 
about ready to get a drink?' And he 
said, 'Hell, yeah. You got some 
money? Let's go.' 

"So I made a beeline to Asia's 
house, and when we pulled in the 
driveway I said, 'I sure hope Asia's 
got some,' and he said, 'Hell, yeah, 
he's always got some,' so I knew I was 
in luck-the man was known to Asia. 
Leo was the man's name. I bought 
Leo a drink, and I ordered a jar for 
myself-but I didn't open it, of course. 
Asia said, 'Aren't you going to take a 
drink?' And I said, 'No, not right 
here. I have to go back to Fayetteville, 
and when I came over there were two 
or three policemen out there, and I 
don't want them to stop me on the way 
home and smell it on my breath.' I 
could tell it didn't set well with him, 
but I had the jar of liquor. 
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"Leo was running his mouth and 

wanted to hang around and have an
other drink, but I said I had to go, and 
when I was out the door I heard Asia 
ask Leo, 'Who was that man you 
brought?' Leo said, 'I don't know 
him,' and Asia said, 'Well, you're 
going to have to get that jar of li
quor back.' Leo said he couldn't, so 
Asia came to the door and said, 'I 
can't let you leave with that jar of 
liquor. You didn't take a drink, and I 

don't know you.' 'Well,' I 
told him, 'this is my jar. 
I bought it, and if I leave 
here living, I'm taking it 
with me.' So he ran into the 
house and came back with 
a damn old Owl's Head 
pistol-a cheap, worthless 
brand of gun-and I saw an 
alley apple lying there. You 
know what an alley apple 
is, don't you? A piece of 
red brick. And I reached 
down and grabbed it. I said, 
'You can't hit me with 

.....,.., that Owl's Head- I know 
because I've had two or 

three of them-but close as I'm 
standing to you, I'm not going to miss 
with this brick.' Then I got in my car 
and I took Leo with me. I backed out 
of that yard, and Asia just stood there 
looking at me. Leo came alive and 
said, 'I'm going to have to drink that 
liquor,' and I said, 'Go ahead, Leo,' 
because I knew he couldn't do it. He 
drank two or three shots of it and 
passed out, and I took him back and 
laid him out on that porch where I got 
him." 

Where Garland is sitting while he 
talks is in the kitchen of a farmhouse 
not far from town. The house and the 
land that goes with. it have been leased 
by an elderly man named Franklin 
Whitehead, who has another farm, 
several miles away, which he owns, 
and where, in a reasonably straight 
row among other garden rows, Gar
land plants melons. Mr. Whitehead 
has a high regard for Garland and 
allows him to use the house, which 
otherwise would stand empty, and to 
lend it to certain of his friends. It is 
used as a hunting lodge during deer 
season, from mid-October to January, 
and Garland's friends who come there 
are almost exclusively former or still 
active liquor agents. 

"The first campaigns were easy, be
cause undercover men were uncom
mon and nobody was used to seeing 
them around," Garland says. "But af
ter a few years people got cagey, and 
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so 
that's when I started coming up with 
hide-behinds: fish peddling, carni
val working, taxi-driving, preaching, 
buck-dancing-whatever seemed to 
fit. You just had to con your way in 
later on, and it was more demanding. 

"For the fish man, I'd buy what we 
call trash fish: gizzard shad, catfish, 
carp, and eel-really the cheapest fish 
there is. I'd get a hundred or a hun
dred and fifty po.unds at a · time, then 
I'd go to the house next door to the 
bootlegger, and the one across the 
street, and after I'd hit the bootlegger 
and made his acquain
tance I'd jump all the 
way to the next man I 
was interested in. Short
ly, though, people at the 
houses in between start
ed flaggin' me down on 
the road and saying, 
'Why don't you stop at 
my house?' And I'd have 
to tell them I didn't have 
too many fish and I had 
regular customers. And 
they'd say, 'How about 
letting m.e be a regular customer? ' 
They got me into a bind. I'd let them 
have some, and skip on till the next 

, person waved me down. -I'd usually 
pick five or so bootleggers in a section, 
catch them all, and move along. That's 
the way I worked in rural areas. 
When I got into a town, I'd choose a 
spot where a lot of fish eaters would 
hang out. I had a box on the back of a 
'50 Ford where I iced down the fish, 
and a platform beside it where I could 
stand up and play my guitar and dance 
and holler, 'Fish man, fish man!' Two 
or three times, you know, real loud, 
and I'd yell, 'String out your dishpans, 
here come the fish man. I got gizzard 

• shad, catfish, carp, and eel. The more 
you eat the better you feel. I ain't got 
but a few more left. If you don't come 
get 'em, I'll eat 'em myself.' Then 
I'd holler, 'Fish man, fish man! 
What'd the catfish say to the trout? 
I got my load and I'm backing out.' 
Just something to make them laugh. 
W hat I was doing was getting known. 
T hen, if I went later to the boot
legger's house to make a buy, he knew 
the fish man, or he'd heard of him. 
I'd only have to go three or four times 
making that kind of racket and I'd be 
known to the whole town. 

"The last time I used the fish man 
was some time back, in a campaign in 
Edgecombe County, which is next 
door to my own. People told me it was 
working too close to home, and they 
didn't think I could be effective, but I 
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wanted to show them. Right at the end passage. All around it are fields of 
of that campaign, · I went around to tobacco and corn. Deer, foxes, and 
some bootleggers to pick up a few raccoons leave their prints in the sandy 
loose ends, and I didn't really have to tracks of a farm road that runs back of 
make another buy off this one fellow, the house, through the fields. Here and 
but I went again to him for some there along the road stand tobacco 
reason, I don't know what. I drove sheds on stilts. The first one you come 
around behind his house into the back to has been made into a place for 
yard, and he met me with a shotgun. hunters to dress their deer. In winter, 
His name was Alphonso Exum, and he the . sky overhead is frequently the 
pointed that gun at trie and said, color of chalk. 
'You're going to have to bring back all The key to the farmhouse is kept 
that liquor I sold you.' He said Nor- above one of the porch beams, or else 
man Fields had told him that I was a under a loose brick in the foundation. 

secret man. Now, Nor- In the kitchen are a folding table with 
man Fields was from a Formica top, several chairs, an arm
Martin County, not far chair in the corner, where Garland 
from the Halifax Coun- likes to sit, a gas heater, and a televi-
ty line, and I had ar- sion set on top of a refrigerator. (In 
rested him several times. the freezer the agents keep slabs of 
I asked Alphonso how venison and bear;) A sheet of linoleum 
long had I been hauling is laid like a rug on the floor. Tacked 
fish, and he said, 'I reek- to the wall above the fireplace are the , 
on it's been some time.' · room's only adornments-three Polar
I asked him hadn't I al- oids of men on the lawn posed with 
ways treated him right? trophies of the hunt, their faces radiat
Hadn't I been a good ing pleasure, and, next to them, a 

..,..,,._ fish man to him, given dipping from the Raleigh paper an-
. his family credit when he couldn't nouncing the death of Percy Flowers, 
pay? And he said he reckoned so, and I a regionally famous and admired 
asked hadn't he heard that Norman North Carolina bootlegger. 
F ields was trying to open up a fish Beyond the kitchen is a small bed
route? 'He's trying to mess me up,' I room and beyond that a living room, 
said. 'Ruin me. Get me out of here so which also serves as a bedroom. The 
he can sell some fish.' Alphonso said, kitchen and the small bedroom are 
'You know, there might be something lean-to rooms; one wall of each is the 
to that,' and he let the shotgun drop clapboarding of what used to be the 
and got calmed down and we talked on outside wall. The activity of the house 
awhile, and he finally said, 'You better · is carried on in the kitchen, because 
let me go with you on your route, there are no lights in the living room. 
because folks around here has heard The view from the window over the 
from Norman,' but I said that won't sink is of fields, the sheds, and distant 
be necessary because I'm about to close woods, and from the window by the 
out anyway. table of fields and the road, another 

"A few days later, I rode out with house, and then the woods. In deep 
the sheriff's deputies to collect all the summer, currents of.heat stir the corn 
people I'd made cases on, and there in the fields. Wasps patrol the eaves. 
were so many that while they waited At night, you can occasionally hear 
to make bail they were kept outside, with a strange clarity the voices of 
back of the courthouse, in a bullpen. children on the next farm. 
Whenever a car arrived with new Tractors and farm trucks and com
prisoners, everybody crowded the fence bines pass on the road almost as fre
to see who was next. Late in the after- quently as cars. Mr. Whitehead likes 
noon, when it was nearly full, I drove to stop by and sit at the kitchen table 
by sitting in the back seat between two and talk to the liquor agents. If he has 
deputies. I was wearing old clothes seen an unfamiliar car in the neigh
and a shabby hat and had the window borhood, he reports it to them and 
cracked for a breeze, and as we passed stops back later to see what their in
the rows of faces lined up against the vestigation has turned up. He is digni
fence what! heard was a whistle and a fied, slow-talking, soft-voiced, and 
woman's voice go, 'Lord Almighty, if suspicious. He has a long face, watery 
they got the fish man they got us all.' " eyes, and large ears, and he wears a 

I N profile, the farmhouse looks like 
two Monopoly hotels standing 

parallel and joined at one end by a 

fedora. He drives a·big car, as an old 
landowning farmer should, and sev
eral times a day he passes slowly up 
and down the flat, straight road before 
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the farmhouse, looking this way and 
that over his fields. The agents are 
grateful to him for letting them use 
the house, and when they see a wasps' 
nest that needs removing or a board 
that needs to be nailed in place they do 
it. 

The most frequent tenant of the 
farmhouse, and a companion of Gar
land's for many years, is Michael 
Zetts. Garland calls him Zetts, and so, 
apparently, does everyone else. Zetts, 
now retired, was first the head of the 
A.T.F.'s R ocky Mount and then of its 
Raleigh post of duty. In the late nine
teen-fifties, principally through his 
and Garland's effo rts, the Rocky 
Mount post of duty led the country in 
known-still seizures. A known-still 
seizure is one in which the operators 
are captured at the site. The daybooks 
that Garland keeps have many entries 
mentioning Zetts: "Met with Federal 
Officer Zetts .... Assisted Federal Of-
ficer Zetts .... Accompanied Federal 
Officer Zetts. . . . " . 

"Me and Garland have probably 
made more distillery captures than 
anyone else in the country," Zetts says. 
"And I mean steam plants. Big as a 
damn old lumberyard. When I first 
got down here, bootleggers were im
porting sugar by the boxcar." 

W hen Zetts first arrived, in the fif
ties, he didn't know much about li
quor, Garland says, but he soon be
came a No. 1 still man. Zetts says, 
"When I met Garland, he was work
ing undercover, and he helped me 
catch some people we couldn't get to. 
He had a Pontiac and some scrappy 
overalls and a damn old guitar, and he 
was singing 'Mabelline,' -and you 
could hear him for about a 

"I always wanted a train,'' he says. 
Zetts is enormous. At the Universi

ty of Maryland in the nineteen-for
ties, he played football under Bear 
Bryant and was also a successful 
boxer. He has silver hair cut like a 
child's-brushy on the sides and in 
back and longer on top. His face is 
small and round and ingenuous and 
engaging. When he is surprised, his 
eyebrows arch, his eyes bug, and his 
mouth drops open. His smile is broad 
and welcoming . He keeps a deck of 
cards at the farmhouse and plays sol i
taire compulsively at the kitchen table. 
He also wor ks crossword puzzles-the 
kind sold in collections in drugstores 
and supermarkets and airport gift 
shops. He is rarely doing nothing. 

Zetts lives in Raleigh but is not 
often there. He has a cabin in M aine, 
where he fishes and tracks bear, and he 
spends deer season at the farmhouse, 

__going home to his wife on weekends. 
He has the permission of a local 
farmer to hunt on his land. Just before 
dawn, and again before dusk, Zetts 
climbs a tree at the corner of a peanut 
field and sits on a stand, waiting for a 
buck to overcome its natural fear of 
open, daylit spaces and join the does. 
Zetts says that sometimes when he is 
watching the does he knows from the 
way they turn their heads back over 
their shoulders that a buck is near
by, and that they are trying to tell it 
that the coast is clear. Each year, 
Zetts gives a buck to a local black 
farmer, who has come to count on it. 
Because Zetts was having bad luck 
this year and had gone longer tnan 
usual without killing one, the farmer 
assumed that Zetts was not intending 

Garland: "About that -~\~~ 

mile and a half. I thought J 
he was drunk." 

time, I was playing 'Mabel- _ l- J.-:-4h~ {~.J 

to make his anriual present, 
and shunned him when they 
met. 

When Zetts is in resi
dence, Garland is constantly 
in and out of the farmhouse. 
Sometimes Garland's wife 

line' in the center of a town, 1:1 ~•L-P9 
and I was playing the hell -
out of it, and this one guy jumped up, 
and I said, 'You got anything to 
drink?' He said, 'Sure I do. I got 
something to drink, and not only that, 
I got a still.' I said, 'You don't. ' He 
said, 'I do, too, and if you play that 
"Mabelline" one more time I'll take 
you down there and show .you,' and I 
did, and he was good to his word." 

For Zetts, the principal pleasure in 
raiding stills was the opportunity to 
seize property. He especially prized 
rolling stock. In his career, he seized 
many cars and pickup trucks and 
several semitrailers; he ret ired frus
trated in his main ambition, however. 

will start a beef stew and mix dough 
for biscuits, and Garland will drive to 
the farmhouse with the stew in the pot 
and the dough, · and chop up potatoes 
and hot peppers and onions and add 
them to the stew and make stove-top 
biscuits, and the two men will open 
diet sodas and have a big dinner. 

Zetts is enthusiastic, and he enjoys 
recalling bootleggers and cars and 
stills with Garland. He sits on the 
edge of his chair and laughs and slaps 
his big mitts on his knees. In an effort 
to retrieve a name or a scrap of infor
mation, he knits his brow, and if he 
fails he shakes his head. They always 
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dispute details. Zetts will say, "Gar
land, who's that little guy in Scotland 
N eek used to keep a still behind his 
house, and I took the mash to Raleigh 
to have it analyzed?" And Garland 
will reply, "Now, Zetts, you know I 
took the mash to Raleigh." Zetts ac
knowledges that Garland has the su
perior memory. Zetts' own memory 
has backwaters. It is not fine-tuned. 
He remembers the big picture. I have 
often heard the two of them have an_ 
exchange like this: 

"Garland, who is that guy that 
drove for Champion?" 

"Perry?" 
"No, not Perry." 
"Branch?" 
"Not Branch." 
"Cotton?" 
"Not Cotton, either. Anyway , we 

could have got enough liquor just by 
squeezing the mat in his trunk to. send 
him to the federal pen." 

Here is Zetts at the farmhouse one 
evening, remembe: ing a bootlegger 
I'll call Elmer · Simpson: "Every state 
with any liquor traffic has a major
violator list-two, in fact: the ten 
worst, and the reserve ten worst, who 
move up as the first guys are caught 
and sent to the pen. We generally 
worked the top guys, because they in
volved the biggest tax fraud. "Elmer 
Simpson, then, was a major violator 
who had a big steam plant in Wilson 
County in the early and middle fifties. 
At that time, also, there were a couple 
of agents working Wilson County, 
and neither of ·them was worth a 
damn, they were both so old. There 
was one that every time we stopped 
anywhere-a filling- station, a drug
store, a soda fountain-he'd jump out 
and get a Coca-Cola and a BC head
ache · powder. I guess it was just a 
habit." 

He picks up a deck of cards. "So 
there we were one time in Wilson 
County, the three of us, watching a 
big still, and around two o'clock in the 
morning here come a two-ton truck 
with bran, sugar, jars, meal-every
thing you need to make and market 
liquor. Three still hands came off the 
truck in the dark and started unload
ing, and we each got one. We all had 
to fight-you don't always, but we had 
to fight-and I was having trouble 
with mine. He kept swinging on me, 
and all .my front teeth are plastic from 
boxing and football, and they cost me 
a damn hundred dollars apiece, and I 
asjced him, but he wouldn't quit jt, and 
after several swings I thought, The 
hell with that. I hit him with the 
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flashlight 1 had. I wasn't too hiJ.ppy about it a few days and then said he 
about it, but I figured enough was would take me to meet a man I'll call 
enough. 0£ course, he went down, and Cletus Joyner. "I'll stop by and see if 
I was astraddle him, with my hands on he'll talk to us," he said. "He wasn't. 
his neck, and one of the other agents too fond of being caught." 
came over and shined his light on him, Cletus Joyner was a farmer-well 
and I saw it was Elmer Simpson, the off, from the size and look of his farm, _ 
major violator, and I thought, Here's which was outside Hobgood, on a 
that damn fool, I got him right by the piece of broad, Bat land bordered in the 
neck! I was elated, because you don't distance by woods. We drove through 
very often catch a big man like that at the yard on a dirt track and parked 
a still. beside a long, low ·red chlcken house. 

"They had a liquor car down there Inside the chicken house, a black man 
-what you call a lead car, because it on a tractor was laying a fresh bed of 
runs fast ahead of the trucks as a, peanut hulls. "That ain't Cletus," 
decoy, and i£ you chase it they'll draw Garland said. He turned to scan the 
you here and there and, finally, when fields, and while he did another black 
they figure the trucks are safe, maybe man came from the chicken house and 
let yon take it. So we seized the car and reached us before Garland was aware 
the truck and delivered the prisoners, of him. 
and then worked most of the night "Say, Bubba, where the hell you 
taking inventory and destroying jars come from?" Garland said. "You ain't 
and mash barrels and the still. It was logging anymore, is youl" 
summertime, but it grew cold, and "Naw." 
none of us had a jacket. I had an axe, "You ever get down to Tarboro?" 
and I was chopping up the mash bar- "Once in a while." 
rels-you cut the bottom two hoops Bubba was solemn and morose and 
and then just smash them in. This was suspicious of Garland's arrival. He 
in the days bdore we used dynamite stood with his hands in his pockets and 
much, and when all we did was chop glanced now sideways at us, now at 
stills. Chop, chop, chop, chop, chop." the fields, now at his shoes. In a mo-

. ment, Garland said, "Cletus around?" 
AS many of the people Garland ar- Bubba turned his chin in the direc

.n_ rests are black as are . white. tion of the fields and said, "Here he 
Sometimes a white man will bankroll a comes yonder." 
still and a black man will work it for Cletus arrived in a pickup. He was a 
him. lf the hand is caught and sent to small black man wearing blue cover
jail, the big man will continue to pay alls, a red flannel shirt, bifocals, and a 
his salary to his family, and when he hat with "Watson Hybrids" printed 
has served his ti.me and is released he across the brim. He stepped from the -
can resume his work. This is intended cab and collected a rake from the bed. 
to prevent cooperation between the He nodded to Bubba and he nodded to · 
hands and the law. Small bootleggers Garland. 
are tried locally; ·rhe fines they pay Garland said, "Cletus, are you 
.finance sehools. Big men are tried in busy?" · 
federal court, to prevent them, as "Oh, no," Cletus said. "l always 
much as possible, from buying influ- keep something to work on." When 
ence. he spoke, a gold tooth flickered in and 

I asked Garland if he was friendly out of sight between his lips. 
enough with anyone he had ever ar- "Anything here I ought to know 
rested to introduce me. He thought about?" 

"·, t..i._ \ 
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"Well, we got peanuts, corn-" 
"I said, 'Is there anything here I 

ought to know about?' " 
"Oh. Oh. Oh, oh, oh." He stood 

the rake upright, tines to the ground, 
and placed his hands, one fist above the 
other, on the handle below his chin. 
''Not really, .no. I did go to making 
some once upon a ti.me. I guess jt was 
1971, and that year I had a bad crop. 
A terrible crop, and a friend got me 
into the business. He insisted that I 
buy in, and I did. I had all them bills 
-I had the fertilizer bill, the herbi
cide bill, the seed bill-and I didn't 
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know how to make whiskey, but my 
friend Elton did. He felt . he could hide 
it here on the farm." 

"I had heard he talked you into it." 
. "That's right, sir." 

"In fact, he sent a man to me to see 
if I could agree to letting you do it. 
Turn my back on it." 

Cletus nodded. "Well, it's in the 
past, it's in the past," he said. "It's 
been a long time ago, but I always did 
wonder who signified on me." 

"No one signified." 
"Well, then, how did you find me?" 
"I followed Jim, the man you had 

working for you." 
"Is that right?" 
"Then I followed you when I saw 

you were about to dump the mash." 
"Is that right?" Cletus said. He 

· tapped the dirt before his feet with the 
rake. "Well, that was the second time. 
I had dumped it once before. I didn't 
even get to the spot where I was going 
to leave it, and I'll tell you why I 
stopped. There was a hole in the road 
-you remember it was winter-and 
the hole was covered with snow and 
ice, and I got out to look at it, see if I 
could make it through, and when I got 
back around to the door of the truck 
you were there. I didn't know what 
the hell to say." 

"Well, I saw you and I thought, 
Now's the time." 

"Now's the time, I agree," Cletus 
said, working a little patch of dirt. 
"Well, now, why'd you go so far? I 
mean, why didn't you just find the still 
and arrest me?" 

"I had to get all the evidence to 
treat you fair." _ 

"Well, you treated me fair. I tell 
you what, Mr. Bunting; I didn't rec
ognize you just now. Since I last saw 
you, you got a little punch on you." 

"Oh, me," Garland said. He lifted 
his cap and resettled it above slightly 
redder ears. 

"Well," Cletus said, "I started 
messing with that whiskey about six 
months before you got me, and, I'll be 
frank, I done pretty good." 

"Y ciu had a splendid reputation 
other than that. You weren't stealing, 
or cutting up, or going up and down 
the road drunk." Cletus shook his 
head. "I got you just when you were 
about to move some more of it, too," 
Garland said. "You had ten barrels of 
mash stored in there." 

Cletus disagreed. "Now, I ain't 
never had but three, and the cooling 
barrel made four," he said. "I was 
just about to quit the business, too. 
What happened, my wife got on me. 

Churchwoman. When you're married 
to a man, you're going to find out 
what he's up to, and she objected." 

"Well, I see you're doing all right 
now." 

"I'm doing all right now." 
"We won't take up any more of 

your time." 
Garland and I returned to his truck 

and drove off. Cletus and Bubba stood 
as motionless as stones, two sombre 
figures beside a big red barn, and 
watched. us clear out of sight. 

SOME lawyers: 
"Garland does an excellent job 

in court. He's well prepared and very 
believable." 

"Garland testifies straight down the 
line, always. Nothing but the absolute 
truth." 

"Garland's always one step ahead, 
and it makes it pretty difficult to fight 
him." 

'!I'd rather sit back and liste~ to 
Garland talk than go to the bank." 

"You can't put Garland in a posi
tion where he's scared." 

"Garland can change from one kind 
of person to the other like you can 
snap your fingers." · 

"Garland's the type of person that 
will just kill you in court." 

Garland himself: "I'm not highly 
educated, but there's not a lawyer that 
can do anything with me. I'll cut the 
props right out from under him. In 
1954, in Gaston County, near Char
lotte, one time I had a hundred and 
seventy-sev:en cases-me and another 
fellow, actually-and we convicted a 
hundred and seventy-six. One died. 
A Bible seller, her name was Ma 
Stilwell. Selling Bibles and liquor. 
When it came to court, some of the 
violators met me on the courthouse 
steps and wanted to know where I was 
going to eat dinner at. I told them I 
was going to eat at the Busy Bee Cafe, 
and I said, 'Anywhere between here 
and there you desire a confrontation, 
you can have it, but it is my duty to 
inform you that I am slick with a gun. 
I don't want to meet you in the Great 
Beyond and have you telling me that I 
didn't warn you ahead of time.' They 
moved off, and I stood there a moment 
in the sun, and then a lawyer came out 
of the courthouse and requested to 
have dinner with me. I said, 'Well, I 
just had three violators ask me where I 
was going to eat dinner, and if you 
want to take the chan_ce you can walk 
over with me.' He said., 'I don't know 
if I should or not. You reckon you can 
take care of yourself?' I said, 'I'll be 
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all right.' I could see in their eyes I 
had bluffed them. They melted like 
the driven snow, and I didn't even 
have a gun with me. 

"We started over, and I told the 
lawyer, 'You know I can't discuss any 
cases with you.' He said, 'I know. I'd 
rather not even talk about court, pe
riod.' So we went to the Busy Bee, and 
no one showed up on the way, and we 
started eating. This lawyer was sharp, 
and all the law-enforcement officers 
had told me what a terrible thing he 
would do to me if he ever got me on 
the witness stand, but I wasn't too 
worried. We talked about the moun
tains and the country around Char
lotte, and he asked me a few questions, 
and I answered him like a lawyer. 
N ever directly, you know- you just 
hint at the answer. He was testing my 
knowledge of t he state, but what he 
was really doing was testing my ability 
as a witness, and I knew it, so I tried 
to figure some lawyer answers for him, 
and finally he said, 'Well, what I 
really wanted to ask you, what I'm re
ally interested in, is what percentage 
of your cases you win or lose.' I said, 
'I told you I couldn't talk about court 
with you, but I will tell you this: if I 
lose yours and one more, I'll be lost 
two,' and he said, 'That's exactly 
what I thought,' and he went back and 
pleaded all his cases guilty, every 
damn one of them, and asked for the 
mercy of the court.'' 

IN 1961, in the Marsh Swamp Free 
Will Baptist Church, Garland 

married Helen Colleen Murray. 
When they met, he was the A.B.C. 
agent in Wilson County and had an 
office in the county courthouse, in the 
town of Wilson. Colleen worked next 
door, in the professional building, for 
a lawyer with an office near that of 
the justice of the peace, who was a 
woman. When Her Honor was at 
lunch ·or having her hair done, Col
leen would answer her phone. The 
A.B.C. officers and the policemen and 
people from the courthouse were in 
and out of the justice-of-the-peace of
fice all day, getting warrants and hav
ing cases arraigned, and Colleen knew 
them all by sight, including Garland. 
She and Garland were introduced 
shortly after he .came to town, by an 
older officer, who took him through 
the building, stopping at every office. 
The man had known Colleen's grand
parents and her parents, and when he 
reached the lawyer's office he gave the 
names of the other people in the room 
and introduced her last-as Slim, 

which, she told me, made her want to 
go right through the floorboards, be
cause she was quite slim. Garland had 
a room in a house on the main street, 
which Colleen had to walk past on her 
way to work, and he used to peer 
through the blinds for a glimpse of her 
as she came along the.street. 

Colleen is a thoughtful, sad-eyed, 
soft-voiced woman, tall and large
boned, with a small, handsome face. 
She is shy about starting a conversa
tion, but once she has begun is talk
ative in the kind of friendly, discur
sive, meant-to-put-a-person-at-his
ease style that is typically Southern. 
She is self-effacing, and plays down all 
her accomplishments past the point of 
modesty. When a person pays her a 
compliment, she can hardly bear to 
look at him. 

Because Garland is so diligent in his 
work, and so fond of running at night 
with his dogs in the woods ( he once 
hunted on Chr istmas Eve), Colleen is 
often by herself. She plays the piano
mainly hymns and gospel songs. Their 
daughter, Joan, is in college in Ra
leigh, and Colleen and Garland sel
dom make the trip to see her without a 
dress or a skirt that Colleen has sewn. 
She is a 4-H leader, and a popular 
substitute teacher in the local schools. 
She also writes a society column _that 
appears simultaneously in two papers 
- in the Scotland Neck Circular, as 
"Around Scotland Neck," and in the 
Scotland Neck Commonwealth, as 
"Scotland N eek People." To the 
Commonwealth and the Enfield Prog
ress she c_ontributes features. She also 
writes letters. Garland doesn't. If you 
send him a letter, you will get one 
back from Colleen. Long ago, she took 
over his correspondence. 

There are resources of strength 
within Colleen that she is able to in
voke, and this has been fortunate, for 
if there is a disaster she has escaped in 
her life I don't know what it is. She is 
the sixth of seven children, two of 
whom died in infancy. When .she was 
four, her father got sick, and her 
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mother, poor and in frail health her
self, was unable to keep the family 
together. Her father died when she 
was six. A year and a half later, a 
cousin of her father delivered her to 
the Methodist Orphanage .in Raleigh, 
where she Hved for nine years. She and 
Garland have had two children, Joan 
and a boy- Garland's nao_1esake
who died from an accidental fall when 
he was seven. 

Part of what I know about Colleen 
is from talking to her, and the rest is 
from a photograph album in which 
there are pictures of her as a small 
child, as a girl in the orphanage, as a 
young woman on her own, as a bride, 
and as a mother. There is a snapshot 
of her father sitting on the side of a 
hospital bed. While I was looking at a 
picture taken when she was four years 
old, she said, "Even that young, I was 
conscious of my c_oat sleeves' being too 
short, and I did what I could to hide 
it. That is why one arm is bent, hold
ing the corner of my coat, and the 
other is bent with my thumb in the 
crack of the bench. I remember well 
when this picture was taken. I am 
almost sure that my daddy took the 
picture, and that is his shadow.'' And 
of a snapshot taken when she was 
seven she said, "lt was July. My fa
ther had died in August of the preced
ing year. My mother was in the .hospi
tal, and I was living with my mother's 
sister. The child on the left is my 
cousin. I think I can remember even 
then feeling that I didn't belong any
where. I coped as well as a child 
could.'' 

Garland is proud of Colleen. When 
he praises her, she will sometimes say, 
"Keep bragging on me. I love it.'' 
They own a Polaroid camera, and one 
night when I went to their house for 
dinner I took some film along and we 
took pictures. I took Garland here and 
there in the yard, around the house, by 
his pickup truck, with his dogs, and on 
the couch in the living room, and he 
looked nervous and stilted and com
pletely uncomfortable in all of them. 
Not until I took him standing next to 
Colleen did I get his face wide open 
and smiling. 

A LIKELY place for Garland to 
hear of a still is a coon trial. 

Coon trials are competitions involving 
a showing of dogs and a hunt. They 
are sponsored by hunting clubs and 
held at their quarters, which generally 
verge on the big woods. The clubs 
lease exclusive rights to the woods, 
and a hunter trespassing is considered 



THE NEW YORKER. 
a poacher. In Garland's territory, 
woods of any size probably belong to a 
timber company or a paper company 
or, occasionally, a farmer. The Rain
bow Gun Club, not far from Scotland 
N eek, occupies a flat, narrow clearing 
on the north bank of the Roanoke 
River. Surrounding the clearing is an 
immense forest belonging to a pair of 
timber companies. The club consists of 
ten cabins and a clubhouse-all on 
stilts, because the river is given to 
flooding. They are tightly built, of 
pine, and each cabin has a porch from 
which to contemplate the swift-flow
ing river. Most clubs, however, have 
only a clubhouse. Schemes of decora
tion vary. Usually, there is a kitchen, a 
snack bar, a selection of the magazines 
American Cooner and Full Cry, some 
trophies, a calendar with an illustra
tion of a coon dog or of fall in New 
England, and a couch or two, on 
which the members sit and brag and 
blaspheme and dispute and spit tobacco 
juice into white-plastic coffee cups 
they hold in their hands. 

Garland is not a member of any 
club, but he is connected by friendship 
to several and receives invitations to 
their trials. He usually takes a dog to a . 
trial, in the hope of working a trade or 
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a sale, but he does not take part in the ------------------------------
competition, because he believes that a 
dog hunting unfamiliar woods with 
unfamiliar companions can too easily 
become overstimulated and lose him
self permanently. 

The club members tie their dogs to 
trees or the bumpers of their pickup 
trucks and then wander along them 
like horse buyers visiting stalls. Once, 
I heard a man ask another what kind 
of dog he had, and the second man 
pulled out a cassette recorder and 
played him a tape of his dog barking. 
It is unusual to see any kind of vehicle 
other than a pickup truck at a hunt. 
Occasionally, your eye wanders along 
a row of pickups and is brought to a 
halt when, through the windshield of. 
one, you see a woman reading or lis
tening to the radio or holding a child. 

The dog show takes place in the 
afternoon, the hunt in the evening. A 
dog that excels at one event is not likely 
to be any good at the other. Show dogs 
walk a runway and pose while their 
owners prod their bellies to make them 
assume a more picturesque stance. The 
hunt follows dinner. In groups of four, 
the dogs are driven by their owners 
to territories that have been assigned 
them. The first to strike the track 
earns the highest number of points. 

The main danger to a still in the 
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backwoods is a hunter coming upon it. 
Following the calls of his dogs one 
night, G arland found five stills. I once 
went with him to a trial held forty 
miles from Scotland N eek. He over
heard a man say that he had been 
hunting near a place called Sandy 
Cross and asked, "Where near Sandy 
Cross?," and the man threw up his 
arms and said, "I ain't seen no stills, 
Garland." If a trial is in Garland's 
territory or nearby, he likes to meet the 
hunters returning in the early morn
ing and listen to their conversations 
for mention of a still. 

Garland hunts in a pair of heavy
weight, triple-stitched, double-rein
forced, copper-riveted, snagproof, 
wind-resistant brown duck overalls, 
bought some years ago at a hunting
supply store and now worked thin at 
the knee. He wears a cap and an extra
large flannel shirt, heavy socks, a pair 
of hip boots, and a brown duck coat 
with a game pouch in the back. He 
carries a rifle and, attached by a cord 
to a six-volt battery at his waist, a 
small, expensive rechargeable spot
light, like a miner's lamp. Once 
dressed, he is visibly excited. 

Coon season in North Carolina runs 
from late October through February, 

and Garland hunts on as many nights 
as he can. Sometimes he is home by 
midnight and sometimes by -five in the 
morning-it depends on how far afield 
the dogs go to tree. He prefers having 
company when he hunts, but he will 
also hunt alone. He likes to reach the 
heart of the swamp and lie down on 
his back and watch the stars. 

I went hunting with him the first 
time on a November night . Just before 
that, I had talked to Joseph Kopka, a 
federal agent in W ashington and a 
close fr iend of G arland's from the 
years when he worked liquor under 
Zetts out of Rocky Mount. Kopka had 
gone hunting once with Garland, and 
he asked me if I had, and I said no but 
Garland planned to take me, and he 
said, "Well, let me tell you, he's going 
to get you out in the swamp chasing 
those dogs and trail you through 
briars, and lead you over stumps, and 
drop you down on the other side into 
water and muck and mud, and have 
you fall all over saplings, and get stuck 
with thorns and wet up to your neck, 
and then he's going to turn around 
and grin at you and say, 'Aren't we 
having us a time!' " 

Garland told me that Joe had by 
chance been on an especially rigorous 
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hunt, and that he felt bad about it. 
" That was a rough hunt," he said. 
"We went to a place where there were 
a lot of stumps and sharp dropoffs, and 
you go up over the top and come down 
and you're half up your legs in water, 
and it was something terrible in this 
world, and I didn't really want to go 
in there, but the coon went in, and the 
dogs went after the coon, and we had 
to go, too." 

I had a gentleman's hunt, and 
didn't even really get wet. Colleen 
made us a big dinner of steaks and 
black-eyed peas and tomatoes and 
corn, and then, while we undressed 
and changed in the front room, played 
the piano in the parlor. When we 
finished, she came in and said, "That's 
so you'd know where I was." 

Garland chose Bigfoot, a five-year
old, and Spike, a yearling, to hunt 
with the older dog, for experience. He 
opened the door to the dog box in the 
bed of his pickup and pointed inside, 
and Bigfoot jumped in first and Spike 
immediately after, and we left the 
others behind, howling. We hunted 
first in Beech Swamp. Garland loosed 
the dogs in a peanut field, and they ran 
-two dark, sprinting forms-for the 
trees. After they disappeared from 
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sight, we heard their paws slapping 
the field and then lost the sound of 
them altogether. It was a cool night, 
with a clear sky full of stars and a 
shade of a moon. The woods in the 
dark looked solitary and strange, like 
blue hills, and the fields like the sur
face of a lake. 

We walked down the crop rows 
toward the woods. The peanuts had 
been harvested several days before, and 
those left behind by the combine lay 
spread on the dirt. Garland shelled 
some, and said that at the age of sev
enteen he had apprenticed at 
a welding school in New
port News, and there, with a 
boy from West Virginia, had 
had one of the biggest argu
ments of his life. "His posi
tion was that peanuts grew 
on trees, and I said they grew un
derground. He said if they grew 
underground they'd be so gritty you 
couldn't eat them. We fought all up 
and down the top of a big old pile of 
scrap iron. That boy was tough." 

Soon we could hear the dogs cir
cling back in the swamp- running 
over dry leaves, splashing through wa
ter. We heard Spike bark. Garland 
said, "I hope he's got a coon." He 
listened intently, and when Bigfoot 
paid no attention he decided that Spike 
was simply overstimulated. Every few 
minutes, Garland snapped on his light 
and swept the treetops for a coon that 
might have heard the truck and some
how eluded the dogs. Spike kept up a 
steady call. Garland heard him out, 
listening for changes in cadence or 
rhythm or urgency, but none arrived, 
and finally he yelled, "Hush, now, you 
ain't found a coon!" Bigfoot had 
hardly made a sound, and Garland 
said that for the time being, at least, he 
wasn't likely to. "He's a semi-silent," 
he said. "There's also a silent and an 
open. A dog that's an open barks as 
soon as he strikes the track. He'll run 
you farther, because the coon hears 
him and flees. A silent can sneak right 
up on him." 

Because Garland felt that Spike was 
distracting Bigfoot, he went in after 
him and hauled him back to the truck. 
We stood at the edge of the field' then, 
listening to Bigfoot tramping down 
brush at a lope in the swamp. An . 
advantage of a talky dog like Spike is 
that you always know where he is. A 
quiet dog can slip away from you and 
sometimes get so far off that you can't 
even hear him when he trees. Garland 
decided he had left Bigfoot long 
enough. He called for him, got no 

response, and let Spike go to see if he 
could bring him back. While we 
waited, he said that the most coon 
dogs he had ever had was nineteen, 
and that he had reached that number 
as a boy by collecting strays and rais
ing puppies. He fed them corn bread 
his mother made for them until the 
day she rebelled and went out and 
counted them up and said he'd have to 
get rid of them. He walked out to the 
neighbors' farms and gave each of 
them two or three dogs and said, 
"This thing's going to die down in a 

few weeks, and when it 
does you let them loose and 
they'll wander home." 

Spike had by now come to 
rest. Following his call, we 
found Bigfoot staring into 
the branches of a persimmon 

tree. Garland scanned them top to bot
tom with his light and decided that it 
was a tree where a coon had been. He 
took hold of Bigfoot's collar. "I got 
some good le·ashes," he said, "but a 
policeman's got one, colored fellow's 
got another, I lost one, and another's 
tied up with a dog in the yard." 

We got back to the truck without 
Spike. Garland leaned against it and 
called, "Hey~yuh! Hey-yuhl Spike!" 
He started the truck and drove it a few 
yards down the field to get Spike's 
attention. He blew the horn. When 
Spike finally appeared, Garland loaded 
him up and said, "I'm going down 
that further pea patch beyond the 
creek." We left the state road by a 
farmhouse and drove into a field. 

"What we're doing tonight is spot 
hunting," he said. "Going from place 
to place, field to field. When. you go 
real coon hunting, you · just loose 
the dogs in the swamp and stay with 
them half the night." Garland parked, 
and freed the dogs, and they started 
bawling immediately, disappeared in
to the woods, and announced that they 
had treed. Garland stormed into the 
woods. Vines trailed after him and 
snapped. Ferns collapsed. Saplings 
bent before him, sprang back up, and 
shivered in his wake. We went down a 
short slope and crossed a creek and 
came to soft ground. Garland shone 
his light ahead and found Bigfoot 
standing with his front paws on the 
trunk of a gum. Garland was skep
tical. Re said, "That's a mighty 
shabby-looking tree, Bigfoot." 

He circled the tree, shining his light 
in the branches and squalling to imi
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with the light. Garland pointed out put five tons in it one time to make less 
the coon among the upper branches. trips-just boys trying to unload it 
"Now you've seen a coon up a tree," fast, taking a chance. There weren't 
he said. "I've been to a tree one. time any restrictions on the roads then, be.a. 
and seen a bear up there like that." He . cause they were dirt, but mostly we 
shot the coon and let the dogs ·collect it· kept the weight down, because in the 
and savor the scent; Then he wrestled spring the ground was soft and slick as 
it from them and stuffed it into his grease and you could get stuck mighty 
game pouch. We left the woods by his bad with a heavy load. I have three 
compass, and as soon as we reached brothers, but the one next to me is 
the field Bigfoot had another, and we dead, and two sisters, one of whom 
turned around and went back in. This died in infancy. My sister is in 
coon was invisible among the upper- Tarboro, about fifteen miles west of 
most branches of a cypress. Garland Oak City, and my two brothers are in 
circled the tree three times, working Oak City. 
his light among the branches, and "As a boy, I hunted coon, fished in 
then gave him up. _. the creeks, and, come the last of Sep-

We drove to another field. The dew tember, when the weather began to 
had fallen, and the dogs, racing back turn, set steel traps for fur in the 
and forth in the wet grass, made a swamps. I had about five dozen traps, 
sound like a flock of birds flying low and I'd lay them out over three or four 
oyerhead. They led us eventually to a miles, and I remembered what creek 
coon up an oak in the middle of the and what log every single one of them 
swamp. Garland had the light, and I was at. I used to have the best memory 
had to keep my eyes on his feet to see your eyes ever fell on-I still remem
the trail ahead. Because I was wearing her bootleggers' phone numbers; I 
shoes and needed hip boots, Garland even recall their license plates-and 
carried me on his back across a stream out in the swamps is where I learned 
of slow-running water to a patch of to use it. What I'd catch was mink, 
ground beneath the tree. The dogs muskrat, raccoon, and otter-mostly 
splashed up to their chests in the water mink. I'd take them to buyers in 
and bent their heads to drink. It was Tarboro, Greenville, and Williamston 
several minutes before the coon would -wherever I got the best price-and 
turn .his head. I shone the light, and they'd ship them up north. 
Garland found him sitting in the fork "Another thing I'd do for a pastime 
of the tree. On the way back to the was ride a horse. I had my own horse. 
truck, he said that he was going to He was a big black horse with a blaze 
stop off the next day and deliver the face, and his name was Bob. The fer
coons to a black friend, who made tilizer companies put out teams to the 
extra money on the pelts. · farmers during the year, and if they 

GARLAND: "My daddy's people 
came from Pitt County, around 

Greenville, North Carolina, south of 
Oak City, where I was raised, and 
about forty miles from Scotland N eek. 
They were farmers, and they had the 
usual crops-tobacco, soybeans, pea
nuts, cotton, and corn. My daddy him
self had several small farms, around 
two hundred acres apiece,. but it wasn't 
his land. He paid solid rent-which 
means that he gave a · flat fee for the 
farm and kept the yield. He also did 
custom work, picking peanuts at har
vest, and during the season he did a 
little trucking-hauling fertilizer in 
two-hundred-pound bags from the 
railroad boxcars to the various farmers 
for so much a ton. Me and my eldest 
brother, Frank, often did it for him
carried the bags on our backs and 
stacked them five high in the farmer's 
barn. My daddy had a ton-and-a-half 
flat-body GMC truck, and with it we 
could haul two tons, although we did 

couldn't pay for them by the fall the 
company would bring them in for a 
sale. TrappiJ?-g furs and hauling fertil
izer and stacking peanuts at harvest, I 
had saved up fifty dollars cash money. 
The man from the fertilizer company 
said he'd take fifty-one, and I bor
rowed a dollar from a man standing 
next to me who knew my daddy. I was 
so proud. The horse looked like a coat 
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hanger, though I really didn't see it at 
the time. He was so poor he'.d have to 
go twice through a place to make a 
shadow. He was tall, though, and he 
held his head way high, and in his eyes 
he looked real clear and sharp. I felt in 
my heart that he was a sturdy animal, 
but when I got him back to the farm 
my daddy said, 'What have you drug 
home this skeleton for me to feed!" 
But I grazed him, and in a short while 
Bob picked up, and I cleaned him up, 

. and he still held his head high, and he 
could natural-born run. When that 
horse went out of town, his tail 
stretched straight out and his mane 
was flying. I wish I had some films of 
him made back then. · 

"My daddy said that if Bob coul 
pull plows or wagons-that is, if he 
could work-he could stay. I starte4: 
right away to train him so he could 
kneel down and lay down, and rear u~ 
on his hind legs and go maybe twenty 
or thirty feet before he would fall. 
That was a thing they loved in town. 
It scared them. In fact, it got so if I 
saw a man in .a movie do something on 
a horse I'd have to try it on Bob. Re 
became a great work.horse, too. He 
hauled timber, he pulled plows, he 
pulled a cart, he pulled a wagon, and_ 
my daddy grew real proud of him. We 
got to using him a lot as a snake horse. 
A snake horse js one that you hook up 
to a log and he drags it to the truck. 
Tell you a funny thing that happened 
with Bob. I squirrel-hunted with him 
-that horse would do anything-and 
one time I laid the shotgun down be
tween his ears and used his head as a 
sight. You know, I didn't have any 
better sense, and when the gun went 
off he threw me one way and the gun 
went another. I had Bob about five or 
six years, and then he ate some moldy 
peanut hay. -

"When I was a boy, I wouldn't say 
I was strong, but I could handle my 
own end of things. As I got a little · • 
older, about eighteen, W. E. Early, 
the local policeman, asked me to help 
him out. One night when I was about 
twenty, Mr. Early caught three guys 
-thieves is what they were-break
ing into a store, and they jumped him, 
and as a result he became disabled, and 
as a result I became the to\-,n police
man. When I started, they had about 
five sawmills just outside town. Oak 
City was plush timber country then
pine, gum, oak, cypress, sycamore
and in those days- they cut the forest 
with portable sawmills, what are 
called ground mills. They'd move 
them right into the tract of timber and 
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then carry the green wood to market they'll stick a frog through its back 
for lumber. The guys that worked with a nail, put it in the bottom of .an 
them were the backwash of Missis- old coffeepot, and place it by his door; 
sippi, Georgia, Alabama, Virginia. or noose a doll baby, write the man's 
You know what I mean-not con- name on it, drive a nail between its 
victs, exactly, but they'd been here and shoulders, and hang it in the wind 
there, and they probably couldn't work from his porch. (I saw that pulled on a 
anyplac•e else. They'd come to the bootlegger one time. I got accused of 
sawmills and stay six months and then it, but I didn't do it. A deputy sheriff 
just drift away, and when they came did. I was talking about it, but I didn't 
into my small town on weekends and mean for him to put it into effect.) 
got liquored up to fight and saw only Conjure doctors are also called root 
one policeman they just thought they doctors, because they sell Adam-and
could run him down. You see, I was Eve roots, which they collect from 
under-equipped. I didn't have a ditch banks and bottle up in lit
radio or a car. I'd sit up in a * tle vials. Puttyroot is what they 
tree at night, and I could see • • are. A practicing conjure doc-
the whole town, and what I . tor is said to be working some 
couldn't see I could hear. If it roots, and his customer, or his 
came to it, I would have to jump victim-if he knows about it 
in front of a speeding automobile with -will say, 'The doctor is working 
a two-by-four in my hand, and the some roots on me.' Different kinds of 
driver had to stop or run me over, one. Adam-and-Eve roots accomplish dif
What I did have was just an old Owl's ferent things, but basically there are 
Head pistol. An Owl's Head pistol has love roots and hate roots. One time, 
an owl's picture on the handle, and if I caught a bootlegger who had just 
you refer to a man in this ·country as bought some roots against revenuers 
having an Owl's Head pistol what you and was keeping them at his still and 
mean is that he's got a pistol ain't was seriously cast down when they 
worth a damn. Well, I didn't just have failed to work. I told him that there 
a worthless gun, I actually had an had been a simple mistake-the roots 
Owl's Head pistol. Besides that, all I. had worked, the doctor had just given 
had was my wit and my strength to him the wrong kind. 'He gave you the 
survive by. I'd step in the door of some kind that gets you time in the peniten
rowdy joint where I had a complaint tiary,' I said. 
and shout, 'Ain't no rootin' and "Now, I have heard people tell me 
tootin', won't be no cuttin' and shoot- that they thought that if I put cat hairs 
in'.' And if that didn't bring order I'd on a man's doorstep he would come to 
shoot out the light and duck under the grief, or if I got hold of a piece of his 
counter and let them settle it among clothing I could hex it and bring him 
themselves. to harm. How it all started, I used to 

"Another thing I had to protect me do sleight-of-hand tricks. I had one 
was a reputation as a conjurer. In that where I took four nickels and put them 
country, there are people who believe under a jar and when you turned the 
in miraculous cures and spells and jar over they came out four dimes, and 
signs and omens and magic, and many another where I'd pull money from 
of them felt that I was a conjure doc- behind a man's ears. Well, people in 
tor, and nothing I could do would Oak City would wonder, with all I 
persuade them I wasn't. Conjure doc- had done, why I hadn't been killed, 
tors sell roots and herb mixtures and and when they saw me do this they 
dusts and powders and various other concluded I'd made a pact with the 
blame concoctions that they claim will Devil. I know, because I sent an in
ward off evil and keep witches out of former along one time with a man 
the house. Sorcerers is what people who was suspicious of me and was 
think they are, really. They say they seeking a conjure doctor on it. Alice 
can take dirt from a man's shoe track Wiggins was the name of the conjure 
and stop it up tight in a bottle and doctor. She had fiery-looking eyes, and 
drop it in a stream of running water, her hair stood straight up, and she 
and it will drive the man crazy-the batted one eye at a time, and she 
running water won't ever let him rest. looked just as wild as a bear to me. 
They'll take a portion of lye or some The informer took the man . to her 
flour-any kind of white powder, ac- house, and the man said, 'I understand 
tually-and with it make an 'X' before there's a man in this town putting 
a man's doorstep, and he won't cross it down stuff for me to walk on and 
for fear of death. To make a man blister the soles of my feet,' and she 
leave his house, bag and baggage, said, 'Have you got any idea of who it 
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is?' And he said, 'Yeah, it's that po
liceman,,' meaning me, and she said, 
'Well, I was going to tell you that.' 
She sa.id, 'He's got everybody's number 
in town. He knows the score, and, not 
only that, he knows it before the game 
is played.' She said, 'He went into a 
graveyard one dark night, when it was 
thunder and lightning, and had a pot 
of boiling water, and put a black cat in 
it, and boiled off all the :flesh and hair 
until they went to the bottom, and 
then took out the one bone that stayed 
floating on top, and that was the 
black-cat bone, and to be sure it was 
the right one he went home and 
looked in the mirror at midnight and 
sawed it back and forth across his 
teeth, and it made a sound so shrill it 
broke the glass. And when the mirror 
broke,' she said, 'he was sold out. He 
got the power of the Devil and the 
Lord with him both, and nothing you 
or 1 can do to stop him. You can't 
shoot him, or burn him up in a house, 
either. He can read your mind like it's 
you think~g, .and he can snap his 
fingers and pick your money out of 
your pockets.' Well, I went to a ma.n's 
house with a warrant not long after 
that, and he said, 'Lord have mercy, 
Mr. Bunting, please don't take my 
money. I know you can snap 
your fingers and take people's 
money, but, please, I need my 
money.' I said, 'Well, now, 
have I ever done anything to 
you? Don't you know me for 
an honest man?' And I told 
him I couldn't get his money, 
but he didn't agree. These are 
the kinds of things people 
were saying, and they believed 
it, and I couldn't disabuse them 
from k Country people, you 
know. They put a lot of junk 
on me. Many times, though, 
it's what kept me alive. These 
people all thought I was some
thing supernatural, and when 
I went into a damn joint to get 
them they felt they were got 
and there was nothing they 
could do about it. I told the 
man that took over after me in Oak 
City never to go to any place alone, 
and .he said, 'Oh, you just think there 
ain't anybody as tough and as smart 
as you.' I explained it didn't really 
have anything to do with my physi
cal strength or ability, just what these 
people thought, but he wouldn't lis
ten, and the first time he went in 
some place by himself they nearly 
turned his lights out. After that, I quit 
it with the magic tricks, but I never 

really shook the reputation. People 
continued to consult me. 

"A lawyer told me one time he had 
some clients and the witches were rid
ing them to death. 'They've been try
ing their best to get me to find out how 
to get rid of them,' he said. 'Can you 
help?' I said, 'Yeah, I know exactly 
what keeps witches out of the house. 
All in the world you got to do is paint 
one windowsill blue. You can paint all 
if you want to, but you only have to 
paint one.' Next time I saw him, he 
said it had worked fine, and they've 
been resting well since. 

"So that was Oak City. All my best 
memories are in that town." 

IN Oak City: "Here's what was my 
daddy's land, planted the same way 

now. Thls was called the Worsley 
Farm. Yonder was woods. My trap 
lines started in that swamp across the 
field. That was a pretty swamp in 
those days. It hadn't been logged .or 
nothing. 

"This used to be as pretty a grove as 
you have ever seen-about fifteen oaks 
and a sandy yard and a big two-story 
house with lightwood sills. There 
used to be a pecan grove beyo-nd it. We 
lived there for about three years, and 

then the wiring caught fire, 
and after it burned down we 
moved across the street. Old 
Bob was housed in that barn, 
and there was a pasture next 
to it. 

"The boy that lived in 
this house borrowed a suit 
from me one time. It was the 
first suit I ever had-a tropi
cal-wool worsted with padded 
shoulders. I got it mail or
der and he borrowed it and I 
never had the chance to put it 
on. He was courting a school
teacher, and he went off and 
burned a cigarette hole in it. 
It broke my heart, because I 
had it patched up but it was 
never the same." 

The woods crowd the fields 
in Oak City. The land is 

flat, and the streets are laid out on a 
grid. On Commerce Street, in the 
center of town, are the premises, now 
empty, of Bunting's Dry Cleaners, 
whlch Garland started in 1949, while 
he was a policeman, and had just 
got off the ground when he was draft
ed~- Elsewhere in Oak City, when I 
last visited Garland, were the W ors
ley-Bunting Milling Company, Bunt
ing's Appliance Service, Bunting1s 
Grocery, and Bunting's Tractor -and 
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Used Cars, all belonging to relatives 
Another highlight: a small, single
story house by the railroad tracks, with 
a porch, and trees in the yard. 

"I was born in t.his Jiouse," Garland 
said. "April 23, 1926. The trees have 
grown up since. 

"Mr. Early, the policeman I took 
over from, lived in this house one 
time, and that's a cotton gin, only it's 
not working anymore. 

"I lived in this yellow piece of house 
with the porch when I was three. It 
was new then, and it's where I started 
school from. I helped to build some 
barns in the back when I was a boy, 
but I don't see any of them now. 
Whew! Smell that hogpen. ' 

"I've raided all these houses in 
times gone by. I got a man lived in this 
house for a killing. What the man 
who died had done was buy some wa
termelon for a woman the other man, 
was going with. The killer stalked, 
him around town, and when he wene 
down by the railroad tracks he shot' 
hlm in a rage. 

"This old, shabby hut used to be a.t 
joint called the Greasy Spoon. That's 
the first place I ever saw people do the 
boogie-woogie. 

"Here's where my oldest brother, . 
Frank, lives. He could build a radio 
before he was out of hlgh school. That 
.house trailer in the yard is where he 
keeps his TVs. He works as a supervi
sor on the highway, but he makes 
more money with_ his TV-repair busi
ness. 

''We had a circus come to town 
when I was a boy and set up a tent in 
that field, directly where that brick 
house is now, and they brought lions 
and tigers and horses and monkeys, 
and they offered to pay somebody fifty 
dollars, which was all kindr of money 
in those days, to hold down this bear 
they had for five minutes-which, of 
course, couldn't be done. An Alabama 
black bear is what they called her. She 
went about five hundred and fifty. 
Well, this great big, tall, robust fellow 
in town, Zeke Robinson-he was a 
laborer sometimes, but mostly a log
ging hand-decided he'd challenge 1 

the bear. He'd never seen the bear
nobody had until th~t night.....:...and I 
think he thought it was some little 
old hog bear, like they have around 
here. 

"The circus built a platform in the 
tent about two feet off the ground and , 
maybe twelve by twelve, with. seats all 
around it. Zeke's standing on the plat
form, and they bring in the bear, and 
the moment he sees it I can tell he's 
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scared from his wits, but what he says hear the news, and wanted to leave, 

· is 'Bring on that bear! I'm ready for but Turner said he was thankful she 
her!' And rears back and pounds his had lived a long and active life, and 
chest and tries to stare down the bear. wouldn't let him. Garland said he was 
T here were three guys holding the showing me around and wanted to 
bear by a chain, and she gave the chain introduce me to some of his old 
a slap with her paw and llipped them friends, and Turner asked if Garland 
over like they were doll babies. T wo had told me about Bob. "He often used 
more guys rushed up and grabbed the to ride Bob bareback," he said. "With 
chain, and she did the same thing and Garland, it was a Howdy and a Hi-yo 
sent them flying, too. They got her up Silver. Bob was a wild horse, and 
on the platfo rm. She was muzzled, and Garland was just as wild as he was. 
blowing and pawing-she seemed to He didn't come from out West, but he 
be the nervous type of bear-and she did all the things the Western boys 
knew from past experience what was claimed to do. He was a real cool cat 
going on, and as soon as she hit the and a Hot-Rod Harry, and he knew 
platform she made a dive for Zeke and every tree and holler from here to the 
slammed him down so hard that the river." Turner leaned back and shook 
whole platform just rattled, and was on his head. "He's got friends all over 
top of him and had him in a headlock this country," he went on. "Whatever 
and was about to smother him, and he tells you, you can add something to 
Zeke couldn't budge the bear. He just it, because that rascal is too modest." 
about got his head free one time and Turner's remarks made Garland 
started shouting, 'You better come get shy, and while he listened he tried 
your bear. I might h urt lier! ' W ell, as with both hands to work a plastic cof
soon as they heard that, .some men fee cup between the seat and the hump 
from the circus rushed up and tried to of the drive shaft. Turner's son and 
get the bear off him- they could see brother-in-law came over, and Turner 
Zeke's predicament-but they couldn't introduced them proudly to Garland. 
move her. Meanwhile, Zeke's wile Mrs. Turner came out of the house, 
went running to M r. Early, shouting, drying her hands on an apron, and 
'You're the police-do somethi ng!' said she was happy to see him. Turner 
What she wanted was for M r. Early told me that as a friend of Garland's if 
to shoot the bear, but he didn't want , I ever came through Oak City and 
any part of the bear. The bear had needed a place to stay I could rely on 
Zeke locked up and he was shouting him. He looked at G arland again and 
and people were laughing so hard they said, "Garland made the old feel 
were falling over backward, and no- young and the poor feel rich. He 
body could do anything until some- didn't know shoes hardly, but his feet 
body got hold of the bear's ear and were so tough a briar wouldn't stick in 
pinched it real hard, and she let go. them. And I mean he stayed in the 
Zeke made it to his feet and got out his woods. Daniel Boone and Davy 
knife and started chasing the bear. Crockett, .they knew a little." 
What he wanted to do was cut her, This was all Garland could stand. 
and Mr. Early had to arrest him for He raised his eyes, we all shook hands, 
trying to assault the bear." and he said, "All right, brother, I 

think it's time we left." 

GARLAND drove along the edge of a When he spoke up again, it was to 
tobacco field near town. The to- say, "I think what I'm going to do 

bacco had been recently picked, and now is carry you out and show you the 
what was left was the rows of stalks swamp." 
and the shoots growing out of them. · On the way, we stopped fo r gas at a 
We passed the house of the friend who crossroads . filling station . An older 
had borrowed the suit, and a thought man named J ames Ayers, who was the 
struck Garland, and he said, "I want mayor of O ak City when G arland was 
you to meet some of the boys I come up its police force, was putting gas in a 
with." We turned down the driveway small red truck. He was pleased to see 
of a brick ranch house built in the Garland. 
middle of a field. Ahead, nine men in " I'm ashamed to say what I paid 
dark suits stood around some pickup him," Ayers told me. " W hat was it, 
trucks. "Looks like they're funeraliz- G arland? Fort}'. dollars a week? No ? A 
ing," Garland said. Ray Turner was month? Forty dollars a month for po
the name of the man who owned the licing the town Saturday afternoons 
house, and it was his wife's mother and nigh ts, and anyone could call him 
who had died. He leaned in the win- in between. W e didn't have any money 
dow. Garland said he was sorry to then-no federal money, zero, the 
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whole time I was mayor. We took care 
of public works, and what was left 
over we paid Garland. What I re
member is as a boy he always used to 
go down to the millpond in the swamp 
and swim." 

"I'm taking him down to the mill
pond now," Garland said. 

What light there was in the swamp 
eame through the canopy of trees and 
fell to tJ1e ground in shafts. Shad_ows 
rippled across Garland's back as he 
walked, We followed the turning bank 
of a creek. Garland said iliat 
it flowed into the Roanoke 
River, and that north of 
Oak City it was called 
Ward's Swamp, but people 
in Oak City called it Cono
ho Creek. He said that he 
would set his traps, some
times covered with leaves, 
sometimes baited with fish 
heads, in hollow logs and 
shallow water up and down the creek. 
A place he would leave a trap was 
anywhere he found a track. He said a 
raccoon leaves a clear print in the mud 
of the bank, but a mink, because his 
legs are short and his stomach brushes 
against the ground, leaves a smear, 
like the trail of a snake. 

He said that he had found stills in 
swamps, but never in this one. He said 
iliat people in Oak City never iliought 
highly of a bootlegger-although in 
some places they are heroes-and that 
was probably one thing that helped 
turn him against liquor. He said that 
he had let a lot of dogs loose after 
coons in this swamp and that it was 
home to him, and iliat he wasn't brag
ging, or complaining, or trying to sell 
me anyiliing, either. He said that as a 
boy he learned to tell the difference 
between the calls of the roosters on 
opposite sides of the swamp. The one 
on the west had a keener crow, and if 
he was lost at night he would stop and 
listen, and march out to that rooster 
hollering midnights. 

We passed a grove of hollies. Gar
land said that people from Oak City 
would come out and harvest the 
branches for sale at Christmas. He led 
me through stands of ferns and around 
the rims of kettle-shaped depressions, 
which he said filled up with rain in 
winter. We crossed over or walked 
around a number of fallen trees and 
branches. Garland said that the last 
time he was in the swamp it had been 
possible to walk in his Sunday shoes. 
Since then, logging had removed a 
number of trees and left piles of brush. 
People called them laps, because the 

treetops lap down over one another in 
the piles. 

The air was cool and damp and 
smelled of mud. Little specks of things 
floated through the shafts of light. 
There were flies. Garland put up a 
covey of quail, and we watched them 
scatter. A fish stirred the surface of a 
p_ool. Garland said the swamp was full 
of .fish-crappies, bluegills, redeyes, 
redfins, jackfish, and bream. He said 
that it was something from the cypress 
trees that stained the water the color of 

cola. (In fact, it is tannic 
acid.) He said that the mill
pond was all that he and 
his friends had ever known 
of swimming-iliey didn't 
know any river or ocean. 
Before they could swim in 
the millpond, they had to 
pound the water with 
branches and sticks and the 
palms of their hands to beat 

the snakes off it. He said that the 
snakes were cottonmouths-so named 
because of their cotton-white mouths. 
They are also called water moccasins, 
and are irascible and poisonous. When 
he and his friends arrived to swim, 
they would see the cottonmouths slid
ing around on top of the water, with 
their tongues licking out, and after 
they had stirred up the water they 
would occasionally see the snakes 
lounging against the bank, but gener
ally the snakes didn't like a lot of noise 
and would disappear. He said that in a 
straw field you could smell a snake. 
You couldn't pinpoint him, but you 
knew you were both in the same 
neighborhood. A rattlesnake smells 
like a bear. A copperhead smells like a 
cucumber or a watermelon, and some
times it will put you in mind of new
mown hay. He said that you couldn't 
smell a cottonmouth while he was in 
the water, but if he left it you could. 

We arrived then at a bluff overlook
ing still water in the heart of the 
swamp. Vines looped themselves above 
us and hung from the trees. "Garland 
stood beside the smooth, muddy bank 
on the base of an upended oak. He 
extended his hand briefly, then wiili
drew- it, as if he were pushing from 
him something on a table. 

"Here's the millpond," he said qui
etly. And, turning to face me, "Ain't 
that a ·pret.ty black water?" 

A PHOTOGRAPH in Garland's pos
session shows pinewoods and, 

among the trees, row after row of pine 
vats. Because of the foreshortening of 
the camera's lens, the vats appear to 
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stretch all the way to the vanishing 
point. Each is approximately four feet 
square and iliree feet deep. They are 
set next to one another with not much. 
clearance between rows, and what they 
amount to is a small, shallow pond, a 
marsh, a swamp, a lagoon of mash. 
The still, one of the largest that Gar
land has ever found, was discovered in 
196 2, in remote woods in Nash 
County. Nash is next to Halifax. Gar
land calls it Mash County. Over the 
years, it has been noted for its apple 
brandy, which is prized and e:,rpensive 
and counterfeit. 1n western North 
Carolina, apple brandy is distilled 
from a mash of pulverized apples, 
called pomace. Nash County bootleg
gers simply flavor their whiskey with 
apple cores. According to Garland, the 
result is practically a duplicate of real 
brandy, and, dishonestly sold as real 
brandy, is worth three times as much 
as plain whiskey. 

Garland has found stills in a to
bacco-ordering pit ( the place on a 
farm where they wet down tobacco to 
make it limp enough to pack), buried 
under a hogpen with hogs on top, in 
cow barns, in chicken houses, con
cealed among rows of corn in the mid
dle of a field, so far back in a swamp 
that he had to take a boat to reach it, 
in forests, in attics, in basements, and 
in the back of a trailer truck moving 
down the highway. One bootlegger set 
up a still in the living room of a ranch 
house, and laid down plywood on the 
floors and as high as the windows in 
each 0£ the five bedrooms and turned 
them into vats. He parked a boat in the 
front yard and tied up a pony and put 
up a swing set, and paid a woman to 
sit on the swings all day with lier little 
girl. The woman turned out to be a 
prostitute and the girl her jllegitimate 
daughter. "Your mind can't concoct 
nothing that they haven't already 
thought of to use," Garland says. 

The still I saw was in Hertford 
County, northeast of Halifax, in 
woods near Boykins, Virginia. It took 
forty minutes to drive there from Gar
land's. It was a small still, with one 
barrel of mash-fifty gallons of mash, 
which would make five gallons of li
quor. You really can't get much 
smaller. A smaller still is a chemistry 
set. 

Because the still was in Hertford 
County, I met Calvin Pearce, until 
recently the A.B.C. officer there, and 
because I met Calvin I met Earl Out
land, from Northampton County, an 
agent Calvin often worked with; both 
are now retired. Northampton borders 

.-
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Halifax. Garland called in deep sum- house. Zetts and I saw him off from 
mer, during a wave of intense heat, the porch and stood a moment watch
and said he was working on a still ing the fireflies signalling over the 
with two other agents and if I wanted fields and the road, and Garland's tail
to come see it I could. The next eve- lights finding the horizon. We went 
ning, I was sitting at the table in the back in and set up a fan in the kitchen, 
kitchen of the farmhouse with Gar- and Zetts played another game of soli
land and Zetts, who was on his way to taire, and then we got ready for bed. 
Maine. He was stopping overnight to While I brushed my teeth, Zetts tow
leave at the farmhouse a televisjon set ered beside me and said, "One time, 
he had bought for twenty-five dollars there was a bootlegger named Ernest, 
and to have work done in town on his who had a big brick house with a barn 
car. behind, where he stored mash boxes 

The light faded on the fields. Zetts and coils and barrels and cookers and 
dealt a hand of solitaire. Garland said other still materials, and for a time 
he had spent the day in Nash County Garland and I were checking the barn 
rounding up a man he · had caught. regularly, because it was obvious to us, 
several times for selling liquor on Sun- with what he had on hand, that he 
day mornings. "The sheriff in Nash was going to put up a big steam plant 
County had all kinds of complaints somewhere, and we wanted to follow 
about people raising hell around their the equipment and find out where he 
churches and keeping the farm labor was laying it down. Well, this one day 
drunk," he sa.id. "So I found the guy we went, it was just before light. We'd 
Sunday morning at his store-he has a worked all night in the area, and had 
general store-and made three buys. then stashed the car nearby Ernest's 
At nine-fifty, I drove up in my truck and taken off through the woods in the 
and bought a six-pack, and at ten- dark, and when we got to the yard 
thirty I went back and pretended to be behind his house there was a real 
just a little affected by it and bought heavy frost covering the grass. We left 
another six-pack and a fifth of wine." a trail on it, but we figured the sun 

Zetts wound up his game and went would come out and erase it. Ernest 
outside and, with a pocketknife, cut a had a barbed-wire fence around his 
blossom from a gardenia bush that yard- what it was meant to look like 
grew in view of the kitchen window. was a mule ring, except ordinarily you 
He came in and put it in a thermos cup would never make a mule ring from 
and filled the cup with water, and barbed wire-and he had electrified it, 
placed the flower in the center of the but instead of wiring it for twelve 
table. We ate fried chicken and then a volts, which would be normal, he had 
banana cake that Colleen had ma<;le. spliced into the house current at a 
Garland said that for the past three hundred and ten. lf a mule ever did hit 
days he and the other agents had been it, he wouldn't hlt it again; mules are a 
checking the still once or twice a day, lot smarter than people think. It was 
and that that wasn't the way he liked obvious, anyway, · that Ernest didn't 
to do it, but it wasn't hls territory, so mean it for a mule; he just really 
he was keeping quiet. How much wanted to catch us out there, 
time he puts in on a still de- * ancl he was mean. I went 
pends on the size, but he pre- ahead of Garland, and when I 
fers to camp out on stills. "I came to the fence and saw an 
don't spot-check," he said. "I insulator on the post and real-
take my sleeping bag and lay ized it was electrified, I slid 
on them." He said that sometimes he under it on my back, so I could watch 
had stayed so long in the woods on a it, and when I did I gave Garland an 
still that afterward he felt uncomfort-· Irish whisper. I didn't want to say it 
able in his own bed. When that hap- too loud, because we were right behind 
pens, he collects his sleeping bag and Ernest's house, and ~at son of a bitch 
unrolls it beside the hedges in hls back would shoot you. I knew damn well 
yard. "I long ago reached the conclu- he had a gun by the side of his bed
sion that I was unusual," he said. he had a gun with him everywhere 

Garland left after dinner, saying J:ie went-and over all he threatened 
that he was tired, and adding that we to kill me more than once. So I whis
should depart for the still the next pered, 'For God's sakes, Garland, be 
morning around nine. He and the careful, it's live,' and· went on my way. 
other agents thought that it might run "But he didn't hear me. I guess he 
then, but they were by no means sure. didn't hear me, because halfway across 

Garland had Mr. Whitehead's per•- the pasture, crawling o·n my hands and 
mission for me to stay at the farm- knees, I heard a strange noise, like a 
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mournful moan, and when I looked 
back at Garland fire was corning out of 
his forehead, and maybe science will 
disprove this · but each of Jus fingers 
had a lightning bolt shooting out of it. 
Real fire. I had never seen anything 
like that. He was really lit up like a 
lamp in the dark, and his mouth was 
open but nothing was coming out of it. 
He didn't want to holler, for fear he'd 
wake up the bootlegger." 

T HE next morning, Zetts and I 
had breakfast in town, and then I 

took him to the mechanic's to pick up 
his car, and he left. I went over to 
Garland's, and we took the newer of 
his trucks to drive to Earl Outland's. 
In Scotland N eek, the crepe myrtle 
was in bloom. Outside town, a haze 
covered the skyline of the woods and 
the fields, :md filled the notch the road 
cut through the woods in the distance. 
Woods follow the road much of the 
way to Earl's house. If you look at 
woods from the window of a moving 
car, the trees in- front seem to pass 
more quickly than the ones behind, 
which makes the woods appear to re
volve. 

Earl lives in Rich Square, sixteen 
miles northeast of Scotland N eek; He 
and his wife share a foursquare red
trimmed white house set among fields 
by the side of Route 561. In an alumi
num outbuilding behind the house, 
Earl has a workshop, where he carries 
on a sideline business in mechanical 
repair: fans, chain -saws, lawnmowers, 
tractors-whatever comes his way. 
Mostly lawnmowers. On the cleared 
land beyond it, he farms , He is now 
sixty-five and was a revenuer for sev
enteen years. Before that, he was in 
sales and service with a propane-gas. 
company, and, before that, a member 
of the she

1

ri.£E's department. He has 
skeptical, slightly crossed eyes, and a 
round, deadpan face full of lines. His 
voice ·is scratchy, and his accent is 
languid. "Garland" he· pronounces 
"Gah-lun." He is hardworking but 
not especially ambitious. He can fly 
an airplane; he says he never really 
wanted to know how to do this, but in 
the early seventies he rented planes so 
often to look for stills that the pilot at 
the airport tired of taking him and said 
he would have to learn to fly himself. 

When we arrived, Earl was sitting 
on a folding chair in the shade of the 
overhang of his workshop roof. Five 
lawnmowers encircled him. Beside 
him was a table made from a tree 
stump, and on the table were a coffee 
mug and a pipe and a pouch of to-
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bacco. A small, dusty, short-legged • $640,000 that was not spent on non-tax-
dog barked at Garland's truck. Earl paid whiskey. . _ 
shouted "Hallelujah brother!" The 2. 40,000 gallons _of_ non_-tax-pa1d whts-

. ' . . ' . Q key destroyed from d1stillenes and bootlcg-
greetmg was iromc. Earl is a uaker, gers. 40 000 gallons of non-tax-paid whis-
but lapsed. "I'm next thing to a hea- key at $'10 per gallon= $400,000 that was 
then," he says. not_ spent by t:he public on non-tax-paid 

Earl offered . us coffee and went whtk¥hc total of $640,000 a.rid $400,000 = 
across the lawn to the house to make c1: 1 040 000 Th. t · t 

0 • G . . . .p , , • 1s amoun reprcsen s m ncy 
1t. arland set up two chai.rs, and we spent by the public for tax-paid whiskey 
looked at the splendid sight of. Earl's in the place of non-tax-paid ~his
garden: rows of Silver Queen corn, key. 
butter beans climbing on strings, car- Earl climbed a stepladder and, from 
rots, spinach, okra, cantaloupes, wa- a high shelf, brought down a five
termelon, sweet potatoes, and pump- gallon jug, like the one in an office 
kins. Beside the garden stood a row of water cooler. It was stopped with a rag 
peach trees, another of cherry trees, and held about two inches of whiskey 
and a grape arbor. Earl brought the as clear as drinking water-evidence 
coffee and., referring to the garden, .he had seized at a still and was holding 
said, "None of it's high as last year on for trial. "I caught this about thirty 
account of no rain." miles from here, up near Garysburg," 

Garland said, "We get some rain he said. "There were two men at the 
and you'll see this whole country just still and they were making decent 
shout." whiskey, not excellent but decent, 

Earl pointed to the fields, which which you almost never find-no lead 
were planted in corn, and said they to it, and using pure water and steam
amounted to seventy-six acres and had ing it slow. They had six hundred 
been his until recently, when he sold gallons of mash, and they'd only 
all but three. ((It took me twenty-five cooked a.ff about twenty." 
years to pay for this farm," he said. Upenqing the jug, Earl wet the rag 
('And then I turned around and sold and handed it to me. "I haven't had a 
it." drop of liquor in my stomach for thir-

"Well, how long have you lived ty-nine years," he said. "But if I was a 
around here?" Garland asked. drinking man I'd just as soon drink 

"I built this little old house in that as taxi>ayers' whiskey. Well, I 
1956," Earl said. would, Garland, so quit staring at me 

"What I mean is, where were you like that. Tax-paid whiskey these 
raised at?" days, there ain't nothjng in it much 

"Next door." but chemicals." 
Earl had brought from the house a Earl poured a finger of the whiskey 

newspaper clipping about a big still he into a hydrometer, which registered its 
had captured the week before. The proof at between ninety-nine and a 
story ran across four columns on the hundred-almost precisely half alco
front page of the Daily Herald, the ho1. He said it was a year old, and 
paper in Roanoke Rapids, with a pie- offered me a taste. I had a touch and 
ture showing Earl leaning against the nothing happened, and then another 
still. W.hen I finished reading the and nothing happened, and then took 
story, Earl said he had something to a full swallow. It was smooth on my 
show me in the workshop. From a tongue and raw going down, and a 
corner he brought out a sign he uses as person who knows brand whlskey bet
a prop in delivering talks about liquor. ter th.an 1 might have been able to tell 
The sign, lettered in red and black, the difference, but I really couldn't. 
and based on statistics from 1968 to What Garland had planned was to 
1976, said: pick up Calvin Pearce and then visit 

L In the last eight years 403 stills de
stroyed in Northampton• County. Mash de
stroycd-320,000 gallons =: 64,000 gallons 
non-tax•paid whiskey. At $10 per gallon, 

the still, but since Calvin double
jobbed mornings delivering the mail 
we couldn't get him until he was 
through with his route. Instead, we sat 
in the shade outside Earl's workshop. 
Earl lit his pipe and tossed away the 
match; a circle of matches lay in the 
dirt around his chair. Birds skipped 

. along the corrugated-aluminum roof 
and -flew in and out of the corn. 

"Earl can fix anything in the world 
on a lawnmower or a tractor," Gar
land said, "and he can make anything 
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he wants-a washing machine, a 
damn furnace, a bicycle, what have 
you." 

"I appreciate your saying that, Gar
land. You're building me up." 

"If I had his ability, I'd be indepen-
dent." 

"Well ... " 
"And he's got sense." 
"I don't know what sense I got." 
"A man that has sense has money." 
"I ain't got any money." 
"You got a sturdy house and three 

acres of land. The house I'm in is 
about to fall down." 

"Well, Garland, I'm going to talk 
disrespectful to you for a minute-I 
know you know I don't mean it that 
way. But you're the kind of man who 
would pay three thousand dollars for a 
coon dog." 

"Well, I'm not saying I'll pay it, 
but I'll take it." 

When Earl decided it was time to 
leave, he went to the house and came 
back with a varnished oak rod the 
length of a cane. A few inches of tape 
wrapped at one end made a grip. He 
calls this his snake stick, and he uses it 
mainly to clear briars from his path. 
When Garland saw it, he said that the 
other evening in the dark he stepped 
on a nest of copperheads and one of 
them wrapped itself around his leg and 
he did the Watusi dance all over the 
woods until he had shaken it off. 

We climbed into the truck, and 
Garland put it in gear, and Earl said, 
"Wait a minute, I forgot my tourist 
glasses," and went back in the house 
and appeared again wearing sun
glasses. We drove north on 561 with 
the windows open and had to raise our 
voices to be heard above the wind. 

Earl asked Garland if he had 
enough gas. 

"Yeah, I was up in Nash County 
Tuesday and got some," Garland 
said. 

"But today's Tuesday," Earl said. 
"No, it isn't. It's Wednesday." , 
"Well, I'm lost," Earl said. "I'm 

just as lost as I can be." 
We passed fields, woods, houses, 

now and then a brick church. 
Garland said, "I like my truck, 

Earl." 
Earl said, "It rides good, Garland." 

CALVIN PEARCE lives in Murfrees
boro, fifteen minutes from Earl, 

in a long brick ranch house with a 
showcase lawn. When we arrived, he 
was standing in his driveway, by the 
garage, arranging tomatoes on a card 
table to ripen in the sun. Calvin is in 

his late fifties. He has black hair with 
gray in it, a rich voice, a welcoming 
manner, and the kind of handsome, 
square-jawed, sly-looking face that is at 
home under the visor of a baseball cap. 

Garland convinced the two others 
that we should eat before leaving to 
visit the still, so we took Calvin's work 
car and drove toward town, but at a 
stoplight Calvin and Earl decided that 
it was too early, and too hot, and that 
it was a bad idea to go into the woods 
on a full stomach. 

"I didn't have nothing but three 
bitty eggs and some salty ham for 
breakfast," Garland said. "And damn 
if they ain't gone already," 

Neither Calvin nor Earl gave him 
any sympathy, because a few days be
fore, after a visit to the still, they had 
stopped for lunch at an all-you-can-eat 
buffet and Garland had embarrassed 
them. "You eat like that today and 
I'm going to get another table," Earl 
said. 

G arland's eating habits are intem
perate. When he was a young man, he 
said, !us breakfast ordinarily consiste,d 
of "a setting of eggs and a dose of 
ham." A setting is fifteen eggs. Some
times he plans meals in his head. Once 
when we were together, his face had 
an abstracted look, and I asked him 
what he was thinking about. "I got 
my mind on a pork chop and some 
damn butter beans," he said. He claims 
to need an extravagant number of cal
ories to fuel his activity. "If I can't 
eat, I can't go," he says. A person 
sitting down to dinner with him and 
viewing the spread of food on the table 
has the impression that two or three 
more people are expected. 

While Garland's tastes are wide
ranging, he has an aversion to spinach 
("It's too slick. It ain't nothing but 
slick, and it's too slick for me"), oys
ters ("You can't chew him. You 
might chew at him, but you can't chew 
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Island, ready to go abroad, and the 
captain told me, 'You get a few boys 
and go ashore and have some fun. I'm 
not going to let everyone go, but I 
know you'll come back.' Sol got some 
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friends, and we went to a restaurant, 
and I made a trip into the bathroom, 
and while I was out they ordered me a 
lobster. Well, when I saw it coming 
toward me on the plate laying up there 
with all them legs and those big claws 
sticking out, I stood up and said to the 
waitress, 'Don't you put that curious 
object near me.' I didn't know what it 
was. I thought maybe it was a damn 
jumbo crayfish, but I really had no 
idea. Ami she started saying, 'Well, I 
reckon I better call the law,' and I 
said, 'Don't call the law, but don't you 
serve me that thing, either.' Sooner or 
later, she figured out I was a country 
boy and I was telling the truth. I said, 
'I tell you what, you give me that 
thing and I'll take it to my home town 
and scare every person in it.' " 

Nowadays, Garland suffers from a 
blood-sugar problem, which forces 
him to push his chair back from the 
table sooner than he'd like to. He calls 
this trouble sugarbetes, as in "If I 
didn't have the sugarbetes, I could 
wade right through that cake there." 

We returned to Calvin's house and 
transferred to Garland's truck. Since 
the cab had room only for three, Cal
vin gave me a lawn chair to set up in 
the bed. While I did, he and Earl 
skirmished for the window. Calvin 
and Earl specialize in baiting each 
other, like an old married couple. Cal
vin held the door for Earl, but Earl 
stepped behind him. Calvin said, 
"Earl, don't be messing around behind 
my back; just get in there.'' I sat fac
ing the tailgate, my back against the 
cab and my feet braced on the dog box. 
As we started, I heard Calvin say, 
"Earl, get your hands down. Lord 
Almighty." 

Out of Murfreesboro, the roads nar
rowed. We crossed the Meherrin 
River, then drove by a Baptist church 
standing beside a peanut field, and 
turned north. When Garland brought 
the truck to a stop at an intersection, I 
heard Calvin say, "Earl, don't you 
light that pipe," and then the sound of 
what I took to be Earl's pipe striking 
the dashboard after 
Calvin had knocked 
it from his mouth, and 
then I heard Earl say, 
"Calvin Pearce, damn, 
you're a sorry soul." 

After about a mile, 
we turned onto a dirt 
road and travelled 
across a plowed field, 
putting up birds and 
raising dust, and when 
we reached a secluded 

corner, by some tall woods, Garland 
parked. He and Calvin and Earl took 
cans of insect repellent and sprayed 
their necks and shoulders and arms 
and ankles and trouser cuffs. I thought 
they were spraying against mosquitoes 
and decided to wait and see how bad 
they were. As it turned out, I did.n't 
notice any. 

The interior of the woods was still 
and damp, and noticeably better than 
the fields. Calvin struck a deer trail 
and followed it, parting branches in 
his path. Earl whacked his snake stick 
at briars and vines. The others must 
have rebuked Garland for talking, be
cause he said indignantly, "I ain't 
talking to you. Y'all doing the talk
ing," and dropped back beside me. We 
walked half a mile, stopping now and 
then for Calvin to sight a landmark. 

Garland said, ''You reckon you can 
find your way back to the truck, Cal
vin?" 

Calvin said, aone way or another;" 
Calvin was leading us by the sun, 

but because the sky was overcast and 
the sun's position uncertain he slipped 
up on his bearings and brought us out 
unexpectedly into an open field. So as 
not to leave a footprint in it, we 
walked Indian file through the grass 
along its edge, and at the end of it 
reentered the woods. Garland said, 
"We're getting rural now." 

In the next half mile, we crossed 
three dry creekbeds, came to an over
grown logging road and took it, and 
stopped briefly when Earl grabbed a 
bush and said, "If it wasn't for no rain 
this would be blueberries." Beside the 
path we found a deer antler and a glass 
jug. Earl got down on one knee and 
too.k the top off the jug and smelled it 
and decided it had nothing to do with 
liquor. Then we arrived at a second 
field and walked along its edge, and 
again turned back into the woods. 
Garland said, "God damn Almighty, a 
devil's walking stick. You ever seen 
one of them? That's .it right there, 
that bush with the thorns on the han
dle. I done grabbed it.'' We foUowed a 
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road covered with pine needles, and 
stopped when we came to a path lead
ing off to the left. Across the head of it 
lay a roll of rusted fence wire. Calvin 
pointed at it and said, "That's a dead 
giveaway as far as we're concerned," 
and I realized we were at the still 
path. 

Garland turned to me and said, 
"Walk light as you can, now.'' 

Thirty yards down the path, the 
black oval top of an oil drum came in 
view through the leaves. The three of 
them crouched. Earl sniffed the air. 
There was no scent of smoke or of 
mash being cooked, and no sound or 
apparent movement. Calvin watched 
for several minutes, and then stood up 
and walked toward the still. Earl 
jigged him in the seat of his pants with 
his snake stick, and Calvin said, "God 
damn you, Earl.'' 

The still site was small and secluded 
and completely enclosed by the woods. 
A boiler made from a steel drum lay 
on its side across two cinder blocks, 
with a pit underneath it. In the pit ; 
were the remains of the fire left from i 
the previous run, and two fifty-pound 
sugar bags laid for the next. Three 
oak barrels stood in a row for the • 

' cooker, the doubler, and the cooler. 
Calvin said the barrels were charred • 
inside and had come from a legal dis
tillery, probably in Virginia, where 
they would have been used to age a 
single run and then put up for sale. 

I asked if the charred oak made 
better liquor, and Earl said, "You will 
get bootleggers will color their prod
uct and show it around and tell people, 
'Look here, gentlemen, what I got
some charred-oak whiskey. Taste of 
it. Smell of it. See what you can do 
with it.' But unless you're aging your 
liquor in one, which this boy surely 
won't do, it doesn't make a bit of 
difference." 

Earl remarked on the fact that all 
the connections were made with lead 
and soldered. Garland pulled a length 
of spiralled copper from the cooling 
barrel and said, "He's got a pretty 

worm, though.'' Cal
vin told me that be
fore working the cop
per to shape bootleggers 
packed it with sand; 
that way, it wouldn't 
crimp. 

Near where the path 
entered the still site, _ 
the bootlegger had 
sunk a well shaft and 
installed a pump head. 
Beside it were a wheel-
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barrow, an old shovel, a small pile 
of kindling, a bottle of kerosene to 
feed the fire, and a small pile, a foot 
high and several feet around, of spent 
mash. 

A second oil drum, covered with 
burlap, and with a board to keep the 
burlap in place, held the mash. Cal
vin pulled the burlap back. The mash 
was the color of shellac. Bits of grain 
floated through it, and a tiny fly 
twitched on its surface. Calvin ran a 
finger through it and brought it to his 
mouth. "That don't taste sweet to me, 
Garland," he said. "Tastes about like 
it did the other day." 

Garland tasted it and agreed. 
Earl tried it and said, "Only has 

about twenty-five pounds of sugar in it." 
Calvin replaced the burlap. The 

three of them looked around and de
cided that since there were no kerosene 
lanterns or flashlights or candles the 
man must be a daytime operator, and 
there was no point in coming back that 
evening. The mash needed more than 
twenty-four hours, so we would skip 
the next day, which was Thursday, 
and come back Friday morning. 

It turned out that what Garland and 
Calvin and Earl had sprayed against 
earlier that day was not mosquitoes. 
Thursday morning, I was petting one 
of Garland's dogs in the back yard and 
my ankle started to itch, so I scratched 
it. Immediately, the itch expanded to 
include the entire shin and calf. I 
raised my pant leg and saw a swarm of 
pinhead-size red dots around my an
kle, and raised the cuff higher and saw 
more, and grew alarmed and said, 
"What the hell is that?" The dog 
started barking. 

Garland said they were chiggers
also called redbugs. I had the heaviest 
concentration around my ankles and 
shins and knees, but I also had them 
on my stomach and chest and, espe
cially, around my right shoulder and 
armpit. In the softer flesh above the 
waist, they raised welts like spider 
bites. Garland said it was one of the · 
worst cases he had ever seen, but that 
one time, years ago, before bug sprays, 
he had laid his sleeping bag down in 
the woods while watching a still and 
got up with a worse one. 

That afternoon, I mowed Garland's 
lawn, to help him catch up on his 
chores, while he watered his garden. 
Colleen made us a meal of beef stew, 
fresh cucumbers, tomatoes, corn, 
string beans, and corn bread. When I 
left, Garland gave me a first-aid spray 
to take away some of the itch, He 
wanted me to take his pistol, too, be-
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cause he said I wasn't safe at night 
alone in the farmhouse. He said any
thing could happen. I didn't take it, 
but when I got there, instead of leav
ing the doors open for ventilation, I 
locked them both. 

T HE next morning, by a tobacco 
field on my way into town, I 

passed a dog trying to lift a road kill 
from the pavement. The asphalt was 
so hot that he could touch only two 
paws to it at a time. It looked as if he 
were dancing. I had fish roe and eggs 
for breakfast at the Idle Hour, on 
Main Street, and. then I went to Gar
land's, and we left to get Earl. Gar
land was optimistic, because it ·was 
Friday. "I always catch them on Fri
day," he said. "Friday's payday, and 
bootleggers don't like to carry liquor 
to riobody if they haven't got money." 

Earl was repairing a chain saw. I 
petted his dog and a cloud rose from 
her. "Sevin.," Earl said. "Garden dust. 
Kills parasites." 

When Earl finished working on the 
saw, he went into the house for his 
snake stick and his tourist glasses and 
came back and said, "Reckon we 
ought to drive my car? Throw some 
fishing poles in it?" 

"I'd rather drive my truck," Gar
land said. "People aren't scared of a 
truck the way they are a car. A 
twelve-year-old boy hanging around 
the road, if he sees a strange car he'l1 
know everything about it-I mean 
make, model, and serial number. If he 
sees a truck, though, he won't think 
nothing of it." 

We drove to Calvin's with the win
dows open and the warm air washing 
over us. Earl said, "The sun's coming 
out fixing to petrify this country." 
Garland told Earl I was chigger-bit, 
and I showed him my shins and he 
winced. We drove by a graveyard with 
red and yellow flowers on some of the 
graves, then a crossroads grocery, then 
a long, low red chicken house with a 
tin roof and water sprayers dousing 
the roof to keep it cool. It was nine
ty-six degrees. Two tractors worked a 
peanut field. A black man walked by 
the side of the road in red pants and a 
yellow shirt, his back spotted with cir
cles of sweat. A doe grazed in a bean 
field, and another crossed the road be
fore us, flying _her white tail like a flag 
and bounding foto the bush. Earl said 
she was headed for the swamp af
ter water on so hot a day. He extended 
his hands above the dashboard and 
touched his thumbs together and 
splayed his fingers like a fan. "You 

can point your fingers," he said. 
"We've found a still." 

Calvin had just finished his mail 
route when we arrived, around ten
thirty. It was late to be checking the 
still, but they figured that if the man 
had gone into the woods at first light 
he would just be winding up when we 
got there. 

Garland said, "Damn if I ain't 
ready to eat now," and Earl just stared 
at him. Calvin gave me a baseball cap 
in a camouflage pattern to wear in the 
woods. He had hurt his knee and was 
walking with a limp. Garland said, 
"Calvin, if they ain't in there today, 
do you want to tear it upl" 

Earl said, "It's better than walking 
in there another time." 

"I'll get my axe," Calvin said. "I 
hate to mess up the edge on my axe 
like that, though. Garland, you got an 
axe?" 

"I don't. But you can grind it back 
up." 

Since they figured that this would be 
the final trip and that it didn't make 
any difference who saw us, we drove 
Calvin's car, which was unmarked but 
known. Along the way, Garland asked 
Calvin about an informer Calvin was 
trying to get in touch with over an
other liquor case. Calvin said the man 
seemed to have disappeared. "I've been 
to his house twice," he said. "His 
famjjy's there, but they say he hasn't 
been home in three days. Somebody 
may have killed him someplace." 

"Maybe not," Garland said. 
Out in the country, opposite a 

church with a graveyard beside it, 
Calvin made a turn onto a road that 
ran through a sand-and-gravel pit. 
We would come at the still from the 
side opposite the one we had used the 
other day, and at one point would pass 
within view of some houses, but we 
could park closer to the site, so the 
walk would be shorter. 

Water had collected in small ponds 
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in the declivities where sand had been 
excavated. From the surface of one a 
great blue heron began its long, awk
ward, almost horizontal rise into the 
air. 

Garland wondered aloud why the 
mash hadn't soured in the heat. Calvin 
said that in his experience Hertford 
County bootleggers used no yeast 
when they slopped back; they simply 
added more meal and sugar and water 
and relied on the yeast already active 
in the mash and whatever fell into it 
from the air. The mixture took longer 
to tum but didn't spoil as quickly. 

Because of his knee, Calvin planned 
to let us off near the still path and wait 
nearby in the woods while we walked 
m. 
• Garland said, "Calvin, how many 
do you reckon there1U be?" 

"Two." 
"How old?" 
"About fifty." 
"You reckon they can run?" 
"I 'spect they can pick 'em up and 

put 'em down." 
· We reached the still path through a 

field of tall corn. Garland stood over 
the wire at the head of the path. 
"Somebody's moved that wire," he 
said. "I know they have." He led us 
toward the still, with Earl behind him. 
Earl sniffed the air. 

"You smell smoke?" Garland asked. : 
"No. Do you?" 
Garland shook his head. 
The sugar bags were still in place 

under the boiler. "That wheelbar
row's where it was," Garland said. 
"But that's fresh wood been carried 
in." Garland stirred the mash with his 
finger. "It ain't cleared up yet," he 
said. 

Earl looked at it and said, "It's 
clear as it'll ever get." 

Without saying anything about it, 
they agreed not to tear it up, and to 
come back the next day. 

At the car, Garland said, "Calvin, • 
go straight to that restaurant." 

Earl said he would like to have a -
piece of flounder for lunch. Garland 
said he wouldn't eat it, and Calvin 

· said, "You don't eat no flounder?" 
"No, sir. I don't eat nothing with 

both eyes on the same side of the 
head." 

"Well, that's a good fish," Calvin 
said. 

. "I know it's a good fish, but I don't : 
like it," he said. "Looks to me like 
you're eating half a -fish." 

Out the window, huge irrigation ' 
systems threw shiny arcs of water over 
the fields. Hawks circled overhead in 
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the heat. A pickup truck approached. 

I didn't pay any attention to the 
pickup truck, but when it had passed, 
Calvin said that the man at the wheel 
owned the still. 

AT lunch, Calvin said, "Bootleg
gers always want to know 'Who 

turned me up? I'd give anything in the 
world, Captain, to know who turned 
me up.' I always just look at them and 
say, 1Well, now, ain't you got some 
strong competition/' And the bootleg
ger th.inks about it, and thinks about 
it, and thinks about it, and the suspi
cion just preys on his mind, and he 
comes to a conclusion and says, 'I'll fix 
that son of a bitch,' and ends up turn
ing some other man in.'' He sipped his 
iced tea. "It's not hard to sink a well 
shaft so far off in the woods that no 
one can find it,'' he said. "What's 
hard is keeping it a secret. This man 
was turned in by his daughter's boy
friend.'' 

69 

For people who understand the subtle differences. 
For reservations anywhere in the U.S. except California call toll free (800) 227-4736. 

In San Francisco call (415) 989-3500. Elsewhere in California ca ll toll free (800) 622-0957. 
Telex : 34-0899 Cable: STANCOURT 

Wmmm+foms, ··~ ..... --

When Earl and Garland and Calvin 
began working this still; none of them 
had expected to be sitting on the same 
barrel of mash a week later. Calvin 
had made plans to have company 
Friday night, so we took the rest of 
Friday off. I went to the drugstore in 
Scotland Neck to see if they had any '---------------------------------' 
remedies for chigger bites. The drug-
gist told me to apply red n;,i.il polish to 
each bite and let it stay on for three 
days, but said that at the moment he 
was sold out of it. 

0 N Saturday morning in Scotland 
N eek, I saw a black woman 

walking along Main Street, past the 
bank, with a black umbrella over her 
head to keep the sun off. The fields 
shimmered in the heat. Calvin had to 
deliver the mail. Garland and I picked 
Earl up around eight. He said, "ls it 
going to rain or just be hazy?" With
out Calvin, we made our way to the 
still through Woodland, Potecasi, 
Milwaukee, Conway, Pendleton, and 
Severn. In Potecasi, Earl pointed at a 
field with a tobacco barn in it and said, 
"This is Potecasi now. Part of it. 
We'll be in downtown Potecasi in a 
minute. This is uptown Potecasi.'' We 
reached the gravel pit by eight-thirty. 
Earl said, "If they went in there at five 
o'clock trying to get the cool of the 
morning, we're going to be late.'' 

"I know," Garland said. "But we 
might have some mother luck and run 
up on them carrying the liquor out. I 
have done that.'' 

Garland drove along a sand road 
skirting the gravel pit. When he came 
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to an intersection with a road that 
connected in a quarter mile to the still 
path, he braked and leaned out the 
window and examined the roadbed. 
"Somebody's· gone in here on some 
damn old slick tires," he said. Some 
distance from the path, and still in the 
truck, he and Earl began to talk in 
whispers. 

"Should we drive in there just like 
we're fishing?" Earl asked, and Gar
land said, "I reckon so." 

Garland left the truck in the cover 
of trees a few hundred yards from 
the path. We walked sing1e file in 
the shade along the edge of a field, 
and when we had to cross the road to 
reach the woods Garland erased ·our 
tracks with a branch. He and Earl 
took small steps on the path. They 
almost tiptoed. 

There was no scent of smoke or 
steaming mash. "He ain't cooking 
nothing yet," Earl said. 

'.'Hush, now," Garland said. "The 
wind's blowing the other way." 

A dog barked in the distance. A 
breeze from our backs stirred the 
leaves. Garland stood up and walked 
forward. 

Nothing at the site appeared dis
turbed, but when Garland lifted the 
board and the burlap off the mash 
barrel a dark inch-high line ringing 
the interior showed that the mash had 
recently risen and then receded. "He's 
been in here and stirred it," Garland 
said. 

Earl said to me, "We have over the 
years tried to predict down the line 
when they'll run, but it's rare that you 
come within a day." 

"That's why we sleep out on 
them," Garland said. 

"On a big still, you can set your 
clock," Earl said. "But a small outfit 
like this, when you get to where yo.u 
can outguess them you're getting 
smart. And I've never seen anybody 
that smart." He d.rew the burlap over 
the top of the barrel and placed the 
board over it. "The hell of itis,. they 
don't know what they're going to do 
themselves," he went on. "He may 

· have planned to be here this morning, 
and he ·may have got drunk last night 
and said, 'I'll get to it tomorrow,' and 
then it gets too hot and he says, 'I'll 
wait till Sunday.' You get to where 
you're answering your own ques
tions.'' 
.· One way or another, the bootlegger 
was likely to put in an appearance that 
day, either to run the still or to add 
sugar· to the mash to keep it from 
souring. Garland and Earl decided to 
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pick Calvin up when he finished his late in the afternoon. We went to 
route and come back. Calvin's and stood around in the 

driveway and talked about taking his 

GARLAND parked the truck in the boat out on the river, but Earl didn't 
woods by the edge of a cornfield. want to. Garland disappeared into the 

We crossed a steep, shoulder-high garage and came out a bit later and 
ditch into another field and walked said, "Calvin, how about giving me 
down the rows of com, which grew this drink box? You don't need two." 
above our heads and made a slinky In addition to the drink box, Calvin 
sou.nd as we passed among them. At gave him some tires. We went inside 
the entran_ce to the path, Garland and sat at the counter in the kitchen 
found a candy wrapper . that hadn't and talked with Mrs. Pearce, who is 
been there before, but there was no British and met Calvin during the 
sign of. tire tracks on the road or of early nineteen-fifties, when he was sta
footprints on the path. Calvin, in the tioned in England with the Army. 
lead, put a finger in the air to stop us The curtains were pulled against the 
to find out if we could hear the still heat, and that gave the room a stillness 
working, and then led us to the site. A unrelated to any particular time of day. 
box turtle was feeding at the pile of We drank pitchers of ice water and 
spent mash. listened to Mrs. Pearce describe En-

No one could really figure out why gland. We accompanied Calvin while 
it hadn't run. All the reasons-that he delivered paychecks to the A.B.C. 
there was a market for it Saturday stores in Murfreesboro, Ahoskie, and 
night, the ripeness of the mash, the Winton. We stopped at a shopping 
fact that it had been stirred, the fresh mall and had ice cream. We filled the 
firewood-seemed to say that it had to back seat of Calvin's car with canta
run that afternoon or early evening. loupes and watermelons bought from 
Calvin tasted the mash, then looked two men selling them from the beds of 
into the cooling barrel, which was pickup trucks parked by the side of the 
empty. He put his hands in his pockets road. . 
and stared into the woods, and then he When we returned, the still was 
said, "I believe that if I was going to unattended. Calvin tested the mash 
run it I'd do it late at night or early in and said, "It's right on the verge, 
the morning, when it's not so hot. Garland." They decided to stake out 
Sunday morning is ideal." the still path. We went and took up a 

"I've got many a one on Sunday position on a road between two fields 
morning," Garland said. with a patch of woods around them. 

"It's going to take him about four From there we had a clear view of the 
hours to run it," Calvin said. "He's entrance. Calvin knew the direction 
got to fill the cooling barrel, and he's the man would appear from, and if we 
got to half fill the steamer barrel, and heard his truck or saw it raising dust 
he's got to build a fire. Then it'll take . on the far side of the field we would 
a couple or three hours to run the have plenty of time to find cover. \ 
mash." Earl wrestled a sap.ling to the ~ 

"It's not a sign at all of him run- ground . and sat on the curve near its 
ning after dark;" Earl said. "Not a base, his back to us. Garland and Cal
bit. No candles, flashlight, or kero- vin stood. I took off my shirt and 
sene." fanned myself. The heat rankled. Earl 

Garland agreed. For my benefit, grew restless. He routed with his stick 
Calvin said, "Normally, if it was in the leaves. He said loudly, "He may 
cooler weather, we~d take some pon- figure Sunday morning's a safe time. 
chos . and •by down .on the ground to No farmers around and everyone else 
wait. Too· damn hot now. It's' the type to church." I went to sit by the base of 
of weather where you just hate to work a tree, but Calvin said I'd get up with 
a still.'' redbugs; they were in the leaves. By 

They decided to leave, and return and by, Earl stood up and announced 
that he was going to the truck. "We'll 
give it another half hour," Calvin told 
him. I took Earl's seat. In low tones, 
Calvin and Garland discussed · stills 

. they had captured, and tried to figure 
out what the story was on this one. 
Calvin said that he had known the 

. owner for years, and that he was part 
of an old bootlegging .family. "In fact, 
I have ·blown up two of their .stills in 
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one day," he said. They agreed that a 
big bootlegger with a large investment 
and schedules to meet was always eas
ier to catch than a small one, who 
wasn't going to lose much if he sensed 
you were around and didn't show up at 
the still at all. 

Half an hour passed, and Garland 
and Calvin decided there wasn't 
enough time for him to get in and get 
his work done and be out by dark. We 
heard the peremptory rap of the point 
of Earl's snake stick on the body of the 
truck. Calvin said, "Will you listen to 
him, Garland." When we'd crossed 
the field and turned the corner into the 
brush where the truck was hidden, we 
saw Earl standing on the roof of the 
cab. He wanted to know what had 
taken us so long. 

T HE next morning at five, Gar
land and I drove into town with 

the windows open and smelled the 
corn tassels, which we couldn't see in 
the dark. I bought an egg-and-sausage 
biscuit and coffee at a drive-in. The 
street lights were on, and a black man 
was sweeping the sidewalk on Main 
Street. 

Somewhere between Scotland Neck 
and Rich Square, it grew light, became 
a blue, hazy morning. Two swallows 
leaving the field beside us came to
gether briefly before our windshield, 
then paired off like bridesmaids. Earl 
wasn't awake when we arrived. Alice, 
his dog, met us in the yard, and Gar
land squall ed to make her bark. 
"Don't you know she'll get him up," 
he said. In a few moments, Earl ap
peared in his drawers and said he had 
expected us at seven. "Severi at Cal
vin's," Garland said. Earl went in and 
got dressed and came out and climbed 
wearily into the truck. "I feel like I 
forgot something," he said. "But I 
don't know what it is." 

Garland said he had already eaten 
three of his cantaloupes. 

Earl said, "You did!" 
Garland said, "Hell, me and my 

wife ate two of them when I come in 
last night, and a watermelon. I mean 
right down to the rind." 

"Garland, there's something wrong 
in your family." 

"Well, I know that." 
Calv.in was waiting for us in his 

driveway. "You want to take my carr" 
he said. "We can go in the back way, 
and if he ain't there this morning we'll 
tear it up." 

As we drove, Calvin said he 
thought it had been so dry lately that 
the man's pump had probably played 
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out, and that might explain why he 
hadn't run the still. Earl said that 
didn't make sense, because he had 
stirred the mash Saturday. Earl was 
feeling co.rytrary. Calvin said stirring 
the mash sometimes made it last 
longer, and he might have done it in 
the hope of rain. Even so, Earl said, 
he had brought in more wood. 

"He'll have to run it this morning," 
Garland said. 

"Not if he added sugar," Earl said. 
Calvin let us out in the field close to 

the path. He gave Garland a radio to 
call him, and went to wait out of sight 
with the car. There were fresh deer 
tracks in the field. 

We visited the still. Garland and 
Earl checked the mash and decided 
that it had probably been started on 
Friday of the week before. We went 
back up the path and waited in the 
woods by the entrance. I was startled 
by the shriek of a huge woodpecker. 
"People in this country call that a 
good-God bird," Garland said. "It's 
so loud they say, 'Good God Al-

Name _____ ___ _ mighty, listen!'" We heard a rooster 
Address___ ____ __ in the distance, and, in a few moments, 
City _ _ _______ _ a succession of gunshots. "They sure 
State ___ _ Zip__ __ do a lot of shooting around here," 

e1985 BNY Garland said. "That used to be a sig-....,_.. ____________ nal. Anybody see an A.B.C. car on the 

road, they'd fire off a shotgun a couple 
~"' or three times and every damn boot-

~,....,..., fll!6 legger in the neighborhood would rcrrr:rr,---1 =---
.---- ....:"l~-~~,...~~~~~L---, know we were there." 

Earl paced. He whacked at briars 
Greenwich/Stamford 
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with his stick. He made no attempt to 
conceal the volume of his voice. He 
made Garland tense. Earl said he was 
hungry and tired. He sat down on a 
stump and dug in the dirt with his 
stick, and then ·__he stood up abruptly 
and said, "Let's wrap this thing up." 

Garland wanted to stay and catch 
the man. He picked up his radio and 
said, "Well, let me see what Calvin 
thinks." 

Calvin said, "Might as well go 
ahead and chop it." 

While we were waiting foi: Calvin 
to arrive with the axe, Earl said, 
"What did we do wrong to make him 
not come in here?" 

"He'll be in here sometime today," 
Garland said. 

Calvin brought the car to the head 
of the path and we walked to the still, 
for the first time not at least half of the 
way in a crouch. Garland said, "Cal
vin, it does my soul good to walk down 
a little path like this. It's a therapy to 
me." Calvin carried the axe over his 
shoulder. "I don't care anyway if we 
catch him," Garland went on. "I al-
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ready got ten arrests for July. Liquor 
sellers." 

Calvin said he wondered what had 
held the operation up. 

Garland said, "Calvin, I feel like 
the water problem." 

Calvin spilled the kerosene, then cut 
holes in the boiler, the cooker, the 
doubler, and the cooler. Garland lifted 
the copper worm from the cooler. Earl 
tipped the mash barrel and said, "Look 
out, Calvin." The mash flooded to
ward Calvin over the leaves, and some 
of the bedding ran out. It smelled sour 
in the air. 

Calvin looked at it and said, "He's 
got cornmeal and rye both in there." 
He splintered the cast-iron pump with 
a tap from the blunt side of the axe, 
broke some glass jars, and dropped a 
piece of glass down the pump shaft. 
We all heard it hit water, but it didn't 
sound like much. 

T EN minutes later, at the intersec
tion of two sand roads a quarter 

of a mile from the path, we met the 
bootlegger driving his pickup. He 
passed through the intersection ahead 
of us without looking our way. Calvin 
blew his horn and yelled for him to 
stop. 

He was an older black man, tall and 
big-boned, wearing blue work clothes, 
and he sat hunched in the seat staring 
out the windshield at the blaze of the 
fields . 

Calvin, beside him at the window, 
said, "Emlen, is that your stilll" 

The man.said nothing. 
Calvin looked away. Earl stood at 

the opposite window, peering for evi
dence on the :floor of the cab. Garland, 
at the car, watched a .hawk turning 
slow circles above us. Calvin put his 
hand on the back of his neck and 
rubbed it. Dropping his hand, he drew 
a breath. The bootlegger had yet to 
look at him. 

"Pretty little still," Calvin said. 
Nothing. 
Earl looked at Calvin and shrugged. 

Calvin squinted at the sun's reflection 
on the dust-powdered hood of the 
truck. He walked beside the bed, run
ning his hand across the top of the 
railing, then along the tailgate, and 
over the railing opposite, leaving a 
smudge in the dust. He stood next to 
Earl. Behind them, the fields looked 
watery in the heat. In the bed was a 
tree branch-nothing else. 

Calvin returned to the window. 
"Why don't you come a little sooner?" 
he asked. 

The bootlegger slouched in his seat, 
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a child's gesture. A smile formed on 
his lips and he grew kittenish. He said, 
"You know I ain't able to run a still, 
Mr. Pearce, eat up as I am with the 
arth uritis." 

He had no sugar bags with him, or 
jugs or jars, or anything else to tie him 
to the still, so he was a free man. The 
three of them stood in the road and 
watched him drive away, trailing dust 
that rose and drifted over the fields. 

MONDAY morning, I turned off 
the hot-water heater and locked 

up the farmhouse. I drove into town 
and bought gas for my car. Mr. 
Whitehead pulled in as I was leaving, 
and I had a chance to thank him. I 
went to Garland's, and Colleen served 
us a breakfast of orange juice, milk, 
coffee, toast, pork chops, applesauce, 
home-fried potatoes, and eggs. After 
we finished, I had a little time left 
before I had to start for my plane. 
Colleen sat at the piano. From mem
ory, she played "Moon River," "Sun
rise," "Glorious Things of Thee 
Are Spoken," "Beautiful Garden of 
Prayer," and "When They Ring the 
Golden Bells,'' which is a favorite of 
Garland's. I asked her if she knew 
"Faith of Our Fathers," and she 
sight-read it from a Baptist hyrru:ial. 
Except for t!:iat one,._ qn .YVhich she took 
two repeats-the first time because she 
felt she hadn't played it well initially, 
and the second _because I said how 
much I liked it-she played the pieces 
one time through, and at the end of 
each we had to urge her to play an
other. She sat at the keyboard with her 
back to us and, I felt certain, pre
tended that she was alone, to overcome 
nerves. In the small room, dark with 
the blinds pulled, the hymns resonated. 

When she finished, we said good
bye. Garland walked me out to my car. 
He said what he always said when I 
left, which was that if I got in trouble 
anywhere between Scotland Neck .and 
the Raleigh airport, or anywhere at 
all, for that matter, I should give him 
a call. He asked if I had seen what I 
wanted to, and I told him I had. We 
shook hands. There was a moment of 
awkwardness, which he broke then by 
saying, "A purpose accomplished is 
sweet to the soul." 

-ALEC WILKINSON 

• 
To YouR Goon HEALTH 

IF YOUR DOCTOR DIES, 
FIND A NEW ONE 

-Eugene ( Ore.) Register-Guard. 

And here's to your good health, sir. 
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