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As I lie in this bed awaiting the darkness to overcome my soul, I ponder the existence of a superior being and I wonder if I will ever know the answer. I am quite certain that I won’t, for the actions of my life here have set me on an unalterable course in the other direction. I believe in pre-destination, my life was already decided, my fate sealed, I just had to play the role. The actions of my forefathers determined what I would be. From trading arms to the Indians, to cattle rustling, from prohibition to my dad’s moonshine still I come from a legacy of outlaw blood.


My childhood was not what I would call remarkable, but nor would I call it dull. I got good marks in school with only as much mischief as the next kid, but instead of spending the weekends fishing and playing war I made the shine run with my dad. I guess that is where my indifference to the law came from. On the way to the pick up my dad would tell me stories of his dad running Canadian whiskey into the states during prohibition, and of his grandfather stealing cattle in the middle of the night. Generation after generation of outlaws, I think he knew that one day I would add my own story to the tradition of trouble. The most remarkable thing about my family was their instinct for survival. Through all of their encounters with the law all of them lived to a good age, except my dad. I was seventeen when he died; Federal Agents gunned him down on some little backwoods Georgia road. I carried on his shine runs for a while, but before long I realized that moonshine was a dead end. Its appeal was fading and the money just wasn’t as good as it once was. On my last run I ran into a guy I went to junior high school with. After I made the drop I met him at a little roadside bar. We had a few drinks and talked about old friends. After the bar closed we sat in the parking lot with a case to continue our reminiscing. I found myself wondering what he was doing for a living. He had bought all of our drinks, and tipped the waitresses like there was no tomorrow. He wore nice clothes, and drove a shiny new Mustang. He was in a completely different world than me with my greasy coveralls, and my souped up second-generation dodge pick up. I guess he could tell what I was thinking by the look on my face because I didn’t have to wonder long. He opened his trunk and showed me his “merchandise”, marijuana. It was the first time I had ever seen it. He rolled one up and showed me how to smoke it. I was amazed at how this funny cigarette mellowed me out and made everything seem funny. I had never been allowed near it while daddy was alive, he and the other shiners called it hippie weed. I knew that this was where the money was, something that was cheap to grow, and had a large market. As I faded into oblivion I had a feeling my life was about to change.


The next morning I woke up with my head throbbing to the beat of a rock and roll song blaring over the radio. I couldn’t remember where I was or how I got there. As I staggered into the main room, my only goal was to stop the radio from pounding my head. Halfway to it I realized there were women everywhere, some with bathing suits, and others with little or nothing on. Then I saw him sitting at a table bagging up the marijuana for sale. 

“How’s it feel this morning dude?”

“Fine”

“Well I’ve got the seeds you’re gonna need to plant your first crop.”

“What are you talking about?”

My head cleared out of its fog as he explained what had went on last night. I was now a marijuana farmer, and my partnership with Chuck Allen was just beginning.


I drove home in my new car wondering if I was making the right move. I had, in the course of a week, learned all about planting, tending, and harvesting a crop of marijuana. With a loan from Chuck I had traded in my father’s old Dodge for a new Chevelle. I had enough seeds beside me in the seat for a very large crop. I was to grow the crop, harvest it, and then carry it into the city where Chuck would sell it. It didn’t seem all that much different from running shine. Growing weed turned out to be easier than I thought, and the money was great. I had it all: money, cars, women, and my outlaw life. Had I known how much it would cost me I would have stuck to running shine. 


Things were going pretty good for me for a while. After I harvested the marijuana I would drive into the city and give it to Chuck. Then it was party time for me. I usually tried to bring it up on a Thursday or Friday. Then I would hang out at Chuck’s for a week sampling the various women that were always around. He believed in keeping plenty of them around. He loved to tell the story of Sissy Vale. Back in school Sissy Vale was a cheerleader, she was also on the student council, and dated the football quarterback. Which meant to us that she was untouchable. Many times we had listened to her laugh at our coveralls and our haircuts which seemed to be always out of style. One time Chuck had actually asked her out on a date. She laughed in his face. She told him there was no way on earth she would ever even think about being seen with a farmer’s son. “Go back to your plow boy.” she told him. Chuck would start talking about snobs and then launch into Sissy, He said one day he was down at the Ford dealership looking at a new Mustang when he saw Sissy sitting at the receptionist’s desk. He walked in and put the lines on her. She was very receptive. He brought her to a party at his house where he discovered she loved pot. When she found out he was a dealer she couldn’t do enough for him. Then he’d add “Now keep in mind, she still don’t know who I am”. Later he took her back to the bedroom and she was as high as a kite. He made her take her clothes off then he had her pose in all sorts of lewd sexual positions while he took her picture. Then he had a buddy come in and take their picture while she was going down on him. They were all very good shots. The next morning when she sobered up he told her who he was. She didn’t seem to mind shacking up with a farmer’s son anymore. “I looked at her and told her ‘Bitch get the fuck out of my house now or I’ll have your ass tied to a plow naked’”. I thought that was the end of the story, but Chuck went on. “I had three copies of them pictures made, one set you got right there in your hands, another set went to her boss man down at the Ford dealership, and the last, well let’s just say that mommy and daddy aren’t so proud of their little girl no more”. I had learned the power and control that drugs could have over people, and Chuck’s story, although cruel, was positive proof that we were kings. I felt that we were untouchable. That was until I got arrested.

