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The Adventures of Eddie & Derwood-“ Porch Pirates.”

Jed Power | Eddie had gotten the tip from an old cellmate—one of those weaselly guys who always had an ear to the ground for a score to sell.  According to him, a couple of local pot dealers were running a smooth operation out of a rundown rental on Hampton Beach.  Every week, like clockwork, they received a package through UPS—fifteen pounds of Cali medical-grade cannabis. Top-shelf stuff. Expensive. And, best of all, easy pickings.
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Jed Power


Eddie had gotten the tip from an old cellmate—one of those weaselly guys who always had an ear to the ground for a score to sell.  According to him, a couple of local pot dealers were running a smooth operation out of a rundown rental on Hampton Beach.  Every week, like clockwork, they received a package through UPS—fifteen pounds of Cali medical-grade cannabis. Top-shelf stuff. Expensive. And, best of all, easy pickings.
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It was the kind of opportunity Eddie couldn’t pass up, and, as usual, he convinced his sidekick, slow-witted Derwood Doller to go along. Eddie said it would be a nice clean grab. No danger, no violence. Just a quick snatch-and-run before the dealers even knew what hit them. But, of course, nothing was ever that simple with Eddie’s scams.

What Eddie didn’t know—what his old cellmate hadn’t mentioned—was that the feds had already caught wind of the operation. They’d been watching the house for almost a week waiting to collar whoever accepted the next  package. The game was in motion even before Eddie had heard about it. 

When it got close to the time for the next delivery, Eddie and Derwood parked, each day, a block away from the house, watching for the delivery and running through their plan again and again The two of them had pulled plenty of  scores together, but this one felt different. The payday was big, but so was the risk. From both the cops and the sure to be irate, ripped-off dealers. 

Sitting in their junky pickup truck, watching the house  every day, Eddie went through his plan again and again. “UPS guy drops the package on the porch. We wait a couple minutes to make sure nobody comes outta the house right away,” Eddie said, cracking his knuckles. “Then we walk up, scoop it, and we’re ghosts. Fifteen pounds.  Thirty grand easy! Wow! This is it, Derwood. The BIG score. I told ya to stick with me, buddy,  that it was only a matter of time before my superior intelligence  paid off!”

Derwood nodded,  but looked wary. “I don’t know, man. Somethin’ about this don’t feel right.”

“It’s a porch, it’s a package, it’s money in our pockets. Big Money,” Eddie shot back. “What’s not to feel right about?”

Derwood exhaled through his nose and shook his big  head. “You ever stop to think about why nobody else has tried to jack these guys before?”

Eddie shrugged. “ Probably don’t have golden info sources like me. Remember, I’m an OG. Or maybe they don’t have my  balls.But, most likely, they just ain’t smart enough. Like me.” Eddie tapped the side of his head with his forefinger.

Derwood looked amused, then worried. “Or maybe they know something we don’t,” he said ominously.

But it was too late to back out now. The lure of big, easy money was too strong for the pair of low-life, bumbling beach hustlers to walk away from.  So, as had become their custom, the next morning they parked their pickup truck a couple of houses down from their target. After an hour of waiting, finally, there it was!- The brown UPS truck rumbled up the street, rolling to a stop in front of the house. The driver hopped out, scanned the package he was carrying, ran up and plopped it down on the porch before heading back to his truck. A few seconds later, he was gone, leaving the box sitting there,  just waiting to be taken.

“Showtime,” Eddie muttered.

They moved quickly, hopping from the pickup truck and heading along the sidewalk, casual, but deliberate. Just a couple of guys taking an early morning stroll. Derwood hung back as Eddie turned and headed up the house’s walkway.  He glanced  around now as Eddie  bent down and scooped up the package. No noise. No sudden movement from inside the house.

No, nothing. Smooth.

Too smooth, Derwood thought. And sure enough! The second Eddie made the sidewalk with the package, the street exploded with movement. Black SUVs screeched to a stop, doors flew  open. Men in ‘Police’ windbreakers and tactical gear swarmed the street, weapons drawn.

“FBI! Freeze!” One lawman screamed.

Eddie’s stomach dropped. He turned to run, but there was nowhere to go. Goons were everywhere. Derwood had his hands up, eyes wide with panic.

“Down on the ground! Now,” yelled another  cop.

Eddie dropped the package and raised his hands. “This ain’t ours! We were just—” he whined.

“Shut up, dirtbag! Face down! On the ground. Now!” One cop bellowed. The duo went down  on the sidewalk.

A knee dug into Eddie’s back, forcing him flat against the pavement as cuffs snapped around his wrists. He turned his head just enough to see Derwood getting the same treatment. Over by the house, the front door had swung open, and two longhairs stood in the doorway, mouths hanging open in shock.

One of the agents gently peeled  the package open, exposing the vacuum sealed  plastic bags of  marijuana inside. He looked from Eddie to Derwood and smirked.

“Well, well. Looks like we found our boys.”

Eddie groaned. “You gotta be kidding me.”

But the agent wasn’t. Because as far as the feds were concerned, Eddie and Derwood had just accepted the contraband stuffed package.  And because a Hampton police detective was along for the take down, and had clued them in on the duos unsavory reputation,  the feds naturally assumed the two well known, disreputable beach grifters were behind this Cali- to- Hampton Beach weed pipeline.

The ride to the Hampton police station was not what Eddie had expected. He figured it’d be tense—maybe even hostile. After all, he and Derwood had just been caught red-handed lifting a package, loaded with pot, off a porch. But what he hadn’t bargained for was just how much of a pair of jackasses the two feds driving them would turn out to be.

The agents, both in their late forties, sat up front in the blacked-out SUV, radiating the kind of smugness that only comes with a government salary and  a future golden pension. The driver, who introduced himself as Agent O’Sullivan, was built like a bulldog, all neck and no patience. His partner, Agent Merda, was lanky with a sharp nose and
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