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Prolog
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In the early 1700’s people are moving west from the Eastern colonies into the dense forests of what will be called the mid-Atlantic region. They are the most adventurous and independent of the settlers to set up new homes. They were almost lost for hundreds of years. Even today the only way in is by walking. The roads were and have remained 6-inch wagon tracks into the deeps parts of West Virgina.

They live in today what would be called shacks. Anytime the family outgrows their home, they just built on an addition. A person interested in Tree rings would have a field day. The homes are solid oak beams dating back from around the 1600’s.

One such family are the Wheelers. They use and claim the land for several valleys around. It is never overhunted or the trees over cut. They use a mule to plow a little land. Everyone has a squirrel rifle and shoots. They are known for their White Lightning. The government long ago gave up worrying about their moon shine. Their total production may be a few gallons to sale besides what they drink. It is more productive to chase those that have roads and produce hundreds of gallons.

But any White Lightning coming from the Wheelers is prized, only taken at a wedding or funnel and then by a swig to selected people.

The land around their valleys is solid limestone but it gives up very little water once it gets into the rock formation. During the Winter, a small trickle bubbles up in the Black Meadow. From there it runs a short distance and disappears. The meadow is a super filter after the water has been filtered by miles of limestone. The water accounts for their White Lightning fame. There are the normal creeks and small streams all through the valleys. But no water can equal the water from the Black Meadow.
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A while back a truck tried the 6-inch deep wagon tracks and got stuck quickly. From the truck, their fancy clothes and short hair the people were quickly identified as Revenuers. In 30 minutes, the valleys resounded of ‘Revenuers.’

Well before they get to Black Meadow on foot, they were met by men cradling their rifles and they were all around them.

The person in front of the four other men said, “We would like to buy or maybe even rent for a short time Black Meadow. I am sure we can arrive at a price and we will return the land back to you with no changes.”

Uncle Edward of the Wheelers promptly shoots the brim off of the cap he was wearing for shade, “Get lost, I cannot say the rest of the boys can shoot that well. They may hit a few of you not trying too. Don’t come back. We have nothing you need.”

Out of the thick forest comes 10 or more rifles, some cradled some pointed at the sky. The four men turn and the leader picks up his brim and leaves.

One of the men walking away says under breath says, “Did you see, some of those rifles were flint locks. They shoot a 60 caliber ball and they are not that accurate.”

Back at the truck they pull out the back winch, tie it to a tree and pulls themselves out.

Unk-Ed as he is better known, swigged a small amount of White Lightning and goes back possum hunting.

––––––––
[image: ]


Two weeks later, from lookout peak comes, “Four jeeps coming up on the little point road, Revenuers.”

Those traveling in the four jeeps slows down as the road narrowed to more like a deer trail. They round a turn and find a large tree down across the road. Unk-Ed is standing behind the Tree, with his squirrel rifle cradled in his arms.

He speakers, “You are not Revenuers, we can shoot you as trespassing on our land.”

Twelve men get out of the jeeps and start up to the fallen tree. They are big, powerful looking. Then there are six men with rifles pointing at the sky coming up behind Unk-Ed.

The 12 men walk right up to the Tree. One says, “We are going to pay you to use Black Meadow for a short time and then leave.”

Unk-Ed raises his head some, “You all will be buried where you stand after the critters feed on you.”

Then close to 50 rifles are all around them on both sides pointing straight at them. A 60 caliber smooth bore barrel is awfully large to be looking down from 15 feet. If you get past the barrel, the powder pan and flint stone is not a sight you want to see pointed in your direction.

Unk-Ed smiles. “I told you not to come back. You see none of us are in the line of fire. Go for a gun and you-all are critter food. If you come back again, you will not get past the first possum turn. We will shoot first, no talken.”

The 12 men are outnumbered 4 or 5 to one for what they can see. Several of them notice movement in the brush off the road.

“All right we are going, but there is money for you if we use Black Meadow for a short time. Next time we come, I will bring the law.”

That brought a chuckle from those that could hear it. “Ain’t no law dumb enough to come up here, with such a crazy idea. Buy your hole before you come again. or we will plant you up here.”
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Back in a motel on the phone with someone, “I am telling you. Trying to force the issue and no one will get out alive. I talked with the local sheriff.”

He told me, “You are a fool to go up there with such a request. Even the Fed’s leave them alone. I don’t understand what you want up there. Poor soil, but good hunting, I have no idea how many people are up there. The census taker tried to go up there. I told him to pick a number between 100 and 200. That is the best he was going to do. No way was I going up there with him. He said he would get the FBI to order me. Never did hear back from the FBI.”

He continues with his phone call, “I talked with the sheriff.”

He told me, “No one is going up there without the army in the lead. We will have to figure out something else. We can get to the Tree and no further. I have it marked on several maps and I set a beacon the satellite can lock on.”

The caller says on the phone, “We are out of here. I will not get shot by someone that has to shoot to eat.”
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Chapter 1 Introduction of the Players


[image: ]


If you are familiar with the Rage Mystery Series just skip ahead to Chapter 2. This introduces Rage and Jones to those not familiar with them.

Janette Wanda Rage Badge # ?

The rookie homicide Detective Janette Rage has been on the Police force for almost eight years. She is bright, aggressive, and dedicated to the job. She takes a fair amount of ribbing about her last name and the color of her hair. It usually goes on until they see her empty a clip of sixteen rounds at twenty yards into a 4-inch circle. She shoots a competition matched pair of Colt 45s. If that is not enough, she will crack a few ribs, and she will do it again in the gym.

She is a very attractive young woman but with a real bang. She picked the spot she wanted to finish in the final ranking as a patrolman. She is always looking down the road before she jumps. In slow or almost instant decisions, she is way down the road when she makes one. She appears to be a little too quick in judging situations, but she has yet to be shown wrong.

Three years earlier, she had completed the Detective training course at the academy. She finished in second place; the other woman there finished twelfth out of the fifteen total candidates. In such a large metropolitan police force, her new duty assignment could have been one of many. She did not know until Monday after graduation her exact









[image: ]







[image: ]





































[image: ]








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The j

Associates

White Lightning

By Dennis Harrison





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





