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      Willem woke up and slipped a pinch of Skoal in before getting out of bed. He could see the sunlight shining through the tiny bedroom window of his single-wide trailer. Just after sunrise usually was the best time for him to collect. That was four hours ago. Another thirty minutes passed before he was up and moving. He squeezed into the bathroom, rubbed his stubbly head and splashed warm water on his face. He peeked back at his wife, Cindy, still asleep on the waterbed, then stumbled into the kitchen. He pushed his broken coffee maker aside and boiled water for a cup of instant. The stretched-out neck of his Dale Earnhardt t-shirt made it easy to pull over his head while sipping his coffee. His jeans, which he grabbed from the laundry pile beside the couch, fit a little tight around the gut he’d put on in the past year as he bent over to tie his work boots. He put on his Bassmaster cap, bent the brim and headed out the door.

      Murven was already waiting by Willem’s pieced-together Ford F-150. Neither spoke right away. Willem figured Murven was still upset at him for calling Luna a “high-end road whore” the night before. That used to be true, but Murven and Luna, his on-again, off-again wife, had both finally gotten over each other’s pasts. They didn’t need Willem “diggin’ up those bones.” Murven hopped in the truck as Willem lifted the tarp over the bed, grabbed a tire tool and tightened the left rear wheel so the damn thing wouldn’t fall off again. Willem took one last look at his load, tied down the tarp and jumped in the driver’s seat. The truck sputtered to a start and Willem jerked it into gear. The old Ford rattled out of the trailer park, and they rode in silence through the county backroads as the pickup struggled its way through the rolling hills. Willem still wasn’t sure if Murven was upset about his comment or if he even remembered. Oh, well.

      “You not workin’ today?” Willem said.

      “Nah,” Murven said, “job got shut down. Not sure if it’s gonna restart or not.”

      Murven, like most of the trailer park tenants, worked on and off. Construction jobs had been hard to get since the recession. Even if you could get one, it didn’t last. Murven didn’t care, though. He knew how to get by. He decided to start helping Willem on his free days. Luna was pregnant again, and her moods were swinging like a tire swing on a short rope. Murven planned to stay out of the house as much as possible until the baby was born, and probably afterwards, too. He’d been curious about Willem and his business, anyhow.

      For the last year, Willem had been running what he called a biofuel/fertilizer supply company. He saw a TV show about the many uses of cow manure and horse manure. He knew where to find plenty of cow shit and horse shit, so he figured it just made sense for him to collect it and sell it. So far, he hadn’t made any sales. So far, he hadn’t had any prospects either. So far, all he had was a giant pile of shit he added to every day. Willem was dedicated, though, and he spent most days collecting. He had mixed feelings about Murven tagging along. Murven didn’t like work much and mostly worked hard at getting out of it.

      Willem and Murven cruised down a long stretch of highway where they used to drag race their hot rods as teenagers. Willem pulled off the road and drove into a “Class 1” field. Willem had created a classification system for his collecting grounds. He only had two categories. “Class 1” meant good for collecting, and “Class 2” meant bad for collecting. Willem liked to keep things simple.

      Murven got out first and grabbed a bucket and a shovel. Willem did the same and they headed off in search of as much cow crap and horse crap as they could find. They both filled their buckets and headed back to the truck.

      “So this is collectin’?” Murven asked.

      “Yep.”

      “This is what you do every day?”

      “Yep.”

      “You ever find anything besides shit?”

      “Yep. Been findin’ a lot of teeth,” Willem said.

      “Tell Peggy,” Murven said. “She lost a set a week or so ago.”

      “Nah, I mean lots of different teeth. Sometimes the whole tooth, with roots and all.”

      “You think they’re human teeth?” Murven asked.

      Willem shrugged his shoulders, spit and walked away. He worried that finding a human tooth would bring unwanted attention to him, his collecting grounds and his new business. He knew what the police did to crime scenes and the people involved. He didn’t need any of that. Just as soon as he thought about all the trouble it would bring, Murven said, “Let’s call the law!”

      “What the hell for?”

      “This could be the break you’re looking for,” Murven said. “You’re an entre-manure. Think of the free publicity. You could be all over the news!”

      That’s the last thing Willem wanted. He’d been on the news before. It wasn’t worth it. He put his head down and went back to collecting.

      He couldn’t help thinking about the teeth he’d collected. He’d found about fifty teeth, all together. He had no idea who they belonged to or how many different people. They turned up in different places, all within about five miles from the trailer park. At first he didn’t think much of it. Plenty of people he knew were missing teeth. But after about thirty or so, it started to seem weird.

      “Come on!” Willem hollered, after he emptied his second bucket into the truck. “I gotta run see Poot!”

      Pete Barber, or Poot, as people called him behind his back, owned the trailer park and the majority of the town. He was the landlord, bank, bail bondsman and guidance counselor for most of the trailer park tenants. He was a good guy. People trusted him. He was just gassy as hell. Willem was two months behind on his rent. He hoped Poot was in a forgiving mood.

      The town was quiet as they coasted down the main street. The few people they did see kept to themselves and went about their business. Willem parked behind the real estate office. Poot asked him not to park in the front because the odor was running people off. Anyone who’d ever spent five minutes in Poot’s office would wonder why the hell that even mattered.

      Willem jumped out of the truck and said, “I’ll be right back.”

      “A’ight.”

      “Make sure the BFF is covered, will ya?”

      “BFF?” asked Murven.

      “Bio fuel slash fertilizer. B. F. F.”

      “That ain’t what BFF means,” Murven hollered.

      “It is to me,” Willem said, as he disappeared behind the door.

      Murven adjusted the camouflage cap on his curly brown hair and took off the plaid flannel shirt he had on over his dirty white t-shirt. He tossed his shirt in the truck and picked up a stick to poke through the BFF. He figured he’d see if he could find any teeth or anything else interesting.

      Willem walked into the real estate office. He paused to look at the new buck Poot had mounted on the wall. He knew Poot didn’t hunt, so Willem figured he took it as somebody’s rent payment. Poot did what he could to help people. Willem liked that about him. He nodded at Sandy, Poot’s assistant and daughter-in-law, and eased into Poot’s office.

      “How you, Pete?”

      “’Bout 60-40. You?”

      “Same ole.”

      “How’s business? You sell anything yet?”

      “Not yet, but it’ll happen.”

      Willem liked the way Poot showed interest without being judgmental. Most people told Willem he was a dumbass. Not Poot.

      “Well, we need to work something out, Willem. You’re two months behind on rent. When do you think you can pay?”

      “Uh, not sure, Pete. What’re my options?”

      “I guess the best option is for you to sell some of the bio fuel slash fertilizer you been stockpilin’ and pay me some money. But I’m not sure what the chances are for that. How much of that stuff you got now, anyway?”

      “I don’t know really. Good bit.”

      “You still keepin’ it in the barn out there on your family’s property?”

      “Yep.”

      “You still not ready to sell that land? I’ll buy it from ya.”

      “I can’t sell it on my own. I gotta get my brothers to agree. That ain’t happenin’ anytime soon.”

      “A’ight, then. How ’bout doin’ some work for me to cover the rent?”

      “Whatchya got in mind?”

      “I don’t know yet. Lemme get back to ya.”

      “Sounds good, Pete. ’Preciate it. Lemme know if you come across anybody that needs any bio fuel slash fertilizer.”

      “Yep. See ya later, Willem.”

      “See ya, Pete.”

      Willem walked out of Poot’s office happy that the conversation didn’t take any longer than it had. He wasn’t sure which reeked worse, his BFF or Poot’s office. He gave Sandy another nod and headed out the door.

      “Willem! Willem!” Murven hollered. “You ain’t gonna believe what I found!”

      “Ah, shit,” Willem said. “I’m starting to feel like the damn tooth fairy.”

      “Oh hell no! It ain’t no tooth, man! It’s better than that!”

      Willem couldn’t imagine what he meant by “better.” He wasn’t sure he even wanted to know.

      “I was pokin’ through the BFF and I found this!” Murven said, as he tossed something at Willem.

      Willem jumped out of the way. He looked down at the ground and a finger bounced to a stop at his feet.

      “Geez, man! What the hell? Why you throwin’ that thang at me? Which part of the BFF you find that in, Murven?”

      “The pile over behind your side. We collected that today. I was with ya. We have to call the law now!” Murven said. He didn’t have the same hang-ups as Willem about being a part of a police investigation.

      Willem kicked the finger into the gutter and hopped in his truck. He shot Murven an annoyed glance. Without saying a word, Murven got in the truck and they headed off to the stockpile. Neither spoke at first. Willem tried to think his way out of all this while Murven worked on what to say and which hat to wear when the local news interviewed him. Murven, not sure whether or not he waited long enough, finally broke the silence. “How y’all getting by these days anyways?” he said.

      “Cindy’s workin’ some. Credit card, mostly.”

      “Damn. Wish I had one of those,” Murven said.

      “A wife that worked?”

      “Nah. Credit card.”

      Willem and Murven slipped back into their own thoughts. Willem turned onto a gravel road and drove for about half a mile. Murven examined the remains of the burned-down old farmhouse as they drove by. He knew better than to ask Willem about the house, the land and his relationship with his four brothers. The brothers were caught in a heated property battle. Each refused to sell his share of the land just to spite the others. If the brothers knew Willem was stockpiling BFF in the old barn, shit would hit the fan. Fortunately for Willem, his brothers lived out of state and none of them had stepped foot on the property since their parents had died in the house fire a year and a half ago.

      Willem backed his truck into the barn and stopped at the base of the BFF pile. Murven leaned out of the passenger side window to get a good look at the stockpile. The BFF pile stood about twice as high as the truck and the base covered the entire back end of the barn.

      “So this is a year’s worth of collectin’, huh?” Murven asked, as he jumped out of the truck and approached the stockpile.

      “You’re probably better off not steppin’ in it, too,” Willem said while he tightened the left rear wheel.

      “How the hell can you stand this stench, man?”

      “You get used to it. Get a shovel, Murven, and start unloading the truck.”

      Murven grabbed a shovel and worked his way around to the back side of the pile. Willem was used to the way Murven had trouble getting to work right away and ignored him for the most part. As Willem shoveled out the truck, Murven searched through the BFF with his shovel.

      “Oh, shit!” Murven hollered. “Oh, hell, yeah!”

      “What is it, man?

      “Oh, hell, yeah! We’re gonna be on the news for sure, now!”

      “Murven! What the hell!”

      “Just come back here, man!”

      Willem jumped down from the truck bed and hurried around the BFF. He saw Murven poking at something in the shit pile with his shovel. Once Willem made his way all the way around, he could finally see what had Murven so excited.

      “We’re gonna be on the news!” Murven said, as Willem leaned in towards the BFF.

      Willem couldn’t believe what he was seeing. A limp human arm, pasty under the layer of shit, in his biofuel/fertilizer. Willem stepped back, bent the brim of his cap, and spit. He looked up at Murven, who was grinning and putting a pinch of Skoal in at the same time, and said, “Dang.”
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      Sheriff Calvin “Happy” Maddocks and Deputy Calvin Maddocks, Jr.—CJ, for short—rolled to a stop in front of Willem’s truck. Sheriff Happy stretched his long left leg out of the car and placed his size-14 foot on the ground as he stepped out of his vehicle. Deputy CJ bounced in the passenger seat as the car sprang back to its usual height. Law enforcement was the Maddocks’ family business. Sheriff Happy replaced his father, Sheriff Pappy, who replaced his father, Sheriff Poppy, as the head of county law enforcement. Deputy CJ was next in line, but he failed to embrace the opportunity with the same enthusiasm as his father, grandfather and great-grandfather had. According to most county residents, he failed to do many things the same way as his elders.

      Willem and Murven sat on the corral fence beside the barn and watched as Sheriff Happy strutted towards them while Deputy CJ, who stood a good foot shorter and was much less imposing than his father, walked closely behind, writing in his notebook. Sheriff Happy pointed back at his car and said, “Get in the back seat, boys,” as he walked past them and moseyed into the barn. Deputy CJ looked up from his notebook long enough to see what was going on and followed his daddy through the barn door.

      Willem and Murven didn’t move. After a few minutes, Deputy CJ trotted out of the barn, his blond hair bouncing under his regulation cowboy hat, and said, “Deddy says you two better git your asses in that car right now.”

      Willem and Murven both mumbled, “A’ight,” and jumped off the fence. Deputy CJ put his pen in the spiral binding of his notebook and escorted them to the squad car. Murven and Willem got into the back seat and Deputy CJ slammed the door shut. Murven fidgeted with the seat belt and door handle. He opened and closed the driver’s side rear door quickly, just to see if he could.

      Willem watched Deputy CJ, who sat in front of him in the passenger seat with his legs out the door. The deputy looked off into space, wrote something in his notebook, and gazed into space again.

      “What’re you doin’?” Willem asked.

      “Tryin’ to figure out how to get vampires into the story,” Deputy CJ said.

      “Say what?” Willem and Murven said in unison.

      “Vampires. You gotta have vampires in your story these days if ya wanna git published.”

      “What the hell, man? I thought they took you off the crime beat at the paper,” Willem said.

      “Yeah,” Murven said, “nobody believed half the shit you wrote.”

      “The vampires are for the book I’m gonna write about this, y’all. Damn. Not the newspaper.”

      “You’re writin’ books now?” Willem said.

      “Yep. Crime novels. It’s my callin’, and this here’s gonna be my inspiration,” said the deputy.

      “Hell, no!” Willem shouted.

      “Make me look good!” said Murven.

      “Hell, yeah!” the deputy said, as he gave Murven a high-five through the steel mesh partition.

      Before Willem could say anything, the door opened and the car sank from the weight of the sheriff’s arm resting on the roof. Sheriff Happy leaned into the car and said, “What the hell are you up to, Willem?”

      “Not a damn thang, Sheriff Happy, I swear.”

      “You call the news yet, Sheriff?” Murven said, as he leaned in front of Willem.

      “Murven, shut your mouth, son. If you ask me that again, I’m gonna tell everybody you had nothin’ to do with any of this.”

      Sheriff Happy wrapped his enormous hand around Willem’s right arm and yanked him out of the car. The sheriff walked Willem, who was on his tiptoes, to the back of the squad car and stood him against the trunk. Willem, never one to back down, locked eyes with Sheriff Happy. The sheriff took off his hat and scratched his shiny, bald head.

      “You better tell me sumpin’, boy,” he said to Willem.

      “I ain’t got nuttin’ to say, Sheriff.”

      “This don’t look good, Willem. First a suspicious fire out here that killed your folks. Now a dead body.”

      “I didn’t have nothin’ to do with that fire, Sheriff. My name was cleared.”

      “Barely.”

      “Barely nothin’. You know it was all bullshit. It was trial by media. Most of it was bullshit your own son was writin’. You better watch him, too. He’s about to do it again.”

      “I don’t know what’s goin’ on here, son,” the sheriff said, as he crossed his arms and looked down at Willem, “I think you might be losin’ it.”

      “Bullshit.”

      “Normal people don’t keep shit in a barn like this, boy.”

      “It’s bio fuel slash fertilizer. That’s a real thang. Look it up. Besides, why the hell would I call you if it was me?”

      “Because you ain’t right in the head,” Sheriff Happy said, as he snatched Willem’s arm, dragged him around the car and shoved him in the back seat.

      “Git the tape,” he said to Deputy CJ.

      The deputy pounced out of the car like a scolded puppy. He grabbed the crime scene tape from the trunk and scuttled into the barn. Sheriff Happy made a quick call on his phone. The rear hubs of the squad car swallowed the tires as the sheriff leaned against the trunk in wait.

      Murven packed his Skoal and offered a pinch to Willem. Willem waved the can away without taking his eyes off the road that lead down to the barn.

      “What’s happenin’?” Murven asked.

      “He thinks it’s me.”

      “Again?”

      “Yep.”

      Willem and Murven watched as Deputy CJ ran in and out of the barn while Sheriff Happy held his position and kept his eyes fixed on the road. “Shit,” Willem said, when a brand new gray Cadillac turned off the highway and crawled past the burned-down farmhouse to the barn. The Cadillac stopped a few feet from Sheriff Happy.

      Chief County Commissioner Terrence Bristol took off his Ray-Bans and placed them in the passenger seat, on top of his real estate brochures for foreclosed beach houses in Florida. He admired himself in the rearview mirror, slicked back his naturally blond hair and attempted to rub the wrinkles off his unnaturally orange-brown forehead. He opened the door and examined the ground before stepping out in his Italian leather dress shoes. Without acknowledging the sheriff, who stood a few feet away, he closed the door and made a few last minute adjustments to his navy blue suit and tie, using his reflection in the driver’s-side window.

      “What’s this jackass doin’ here?” Murven said.

      “Couldn’t tell ya,” Willem replied. Before Murven could say anything, Willem put his finger to his lips and leaned his head out the open door.

      “What’s so important you couldn’t tell me over the phone?” the commissioner said. “I had to cancel a tannin’ appointment to get out here.”

      The sheriff looked over his shoulder and into the back seat before he spoke. Willem shifted his weight and recoiled his head. Deputy CJ made his way towards the car, fidgeting with his phone while he walked, and stood behind his daddy. The commissioner paced as the sheriff reported the details.

      “Goddammit!”

      The commissioner cussed so loud that Willem and Murven jumped in their seats. Commissioner Bristol composed himself before poking his head into
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