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God, Sex, Sin, and sometimes, Mama.”
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PROLOGUE
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"A smile worth waiting for, a smile worth living for, a smile worth killing for."
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CHAPTER  1
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Glade Springs Nursing Home

LaFollette, Tennessee

June 2008 

It was Wednesday, “New Movie,” day at the nursing home and a large group of seniors in the recreation room were arguing over the viewing order of the new movies that arrived weekly on the LaFollette Library bookmobile.

Enos Boone was eighty-five years old on that particular Wednesday. He wasn't interested in movies anymore. He had outgrown that habit when he figured he was too old and had no further need to go up to the passion pit in the old Cherokee Theater. 

That theater was a once prominent feature of downtown LaFollette, Tennessee; beloved by children for the cheap double features that were repeated all day on Saturdays, equally beloved by new and old lovers on all the evenings of the week. 

His personal passion had gotten up and left one day. It was her fault for leaving him and not returning. He told her he would wait. She rolled her eyes and showed him the smile that he loved. His passion left with her.

Now, he only left the nursing home one time each year. That was for an annual physical at a VA Hospital. He considered the one trip a year another waste of government money when he was transported up to Johnson City, Tennessee, for the annual physical. The one conducted regularly at the nursing home should suffice. But, no. This yearly exam was at the VA Hospital located in Johnson City. It was the only one in this end of the state. God forbid a Federal Government agency should not inconvenience anyone just for the hell of it.

He thought it a stupid waste of time and money, but at the same time, he did not resent going up there for that. It was a scenic ride when they were off the interstate. He was being paid for a one hundred percent disability rating from the United States government. It had started with a twenty percent rating earned in 1944, but the government had nickeled and dimed it all the way to the top during the last fifty plus years. It was tax-free and could not be taken away until he died. It would partially continue to a widow and an underage or handicapped child if he left one. He chuckled at that thought. “No such luck. Or perhaps, good luck.” 

There was no widow or qualified child to leave anything to. His one and only wife was waiting for him. His living children and their far-flung families were so busy with their own lives that that he had not seen any of them, excepting a granddaughter for the last four years. A son was resting in Arlington, and the granddaughter visiting who visited was his daughter.  

That one granddaughter visited Enos once or twice a year and spent the day with him when she came by. On each visit, she offered to take him out to a restaurant for lunch, but he declined. Instead, they had eaten together in the nursing home cafeteria each day of her three or four day visit. She loved his stories of meeting and falling in love with her grandmother. Her grandmother was also a red-headed beauty named Giulia.

Her nickname was Julie, short for Giulia. Julie was the good child. She lived out west somewhere; he could never remember: Wyoming or Idaho, or someplace. 

Oh, well. She tried, anyway. That was more than her mother did. That mother was his daughter-in-law, and part of the non-visiting herd of family member. That was why that granddaughter was the only person named in his will. Enos and his wife loved each other so very much. He could not understand why their well treated and well loved children could grow up and fly away without looking back. He had stopped worrying about their behavior many years before

The family's law firm for more than eighty years was founded in LaFollette by lawyer Heather, and his son, then his grandson had continued taking care of any legal business for Enos and his parents before him. Lawyer Heatherly's grandson down in Knoxville had written the will precisely as Enos had asked. He swore to Enos that it was ironclad and bullet-proof. That was good enough for Enos. 

Julie was going to be very wealthy. The third lawyer Heatherly had all her contact info and would invite Julie to her unexpected reading of the will. That would be when she discovered that she was a very rich young lady.

Enos had nearly finished the meal when that title selection was loudly announced. He was a firm believer in taking action when action was needed. Taking time to snag the oatmeal cookie off his tray, he dropped it into his shirt pocket, backed his wheelchair around to reverse it, and headed for the door. Hammering the large round metal button on the wall close to the door made the thick door swing open on its own. Then he was through the closing door and on his way to an outside patio. The earth had rotated enough by this time that the sun no longer pounded down on the patio. It was just right for warming his bones but not strong enough to toast him.

The movie was another fake “War and Romance” movie. Enos had seen enough war to last him a lifetime. A lifetime that was nearly over. As for romance, that was a hard choice. Enough, or not enough? He wasn't sure. Well, yes, he was. There was never enough. Not of the type he had enjoyed. Years ago, he had decided that he had lived a good life, ups and downs, bullet holes, broken hearts, finding one true love, and all. He could hardly wait until his passion came back. Every night, she smiled at him and told him it would be soon.
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CHAPTER  2
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Lynch Hollow

LaFollette, Tennessee 

1931

Enos Boone was ten years old and walking behind his father, James Boone, who was, in turn, walking behind a large black mule named Buck.

On the Sabbath, James did not curse. On the other six days of the week, he did. When he was plowing with Buck, his cursing skills reached new highs. Enos was only ten, but his vocabulary was heightened by a teacher who had honed his skills as a Marine in the Great War.

James Boone had learned his many plowing words while serving as a twenty-five-year-old corporal in classrooms with strange names, such as “Marne, Verdun, Soissons, Chateau Thierry, and Belleau Wood.”

When his unit was moving toward Belleau Wood, the French Army was already retreating from the heavy German offensive taking place there. Meeting the oncoming American Marines, French soldiers commenced telling them to turn back and retreat. They should do that immediately if they wanted to continue living. One Marine Captain famously replied, “Retreat? Hell, we just got here.”

When another officer, speaking good English, suggested to James and his squad the same “Retreat, turn around if you want to live” order, James kept it simple and not as cleanly spoken as the Captain when another retreating Frenchman gave them the same advice.

“Retreat, my ass. Fuck you, Frog.” James and his fellow Marines kept advancing to the fight. That's what Marines do. When he returned to LaFollette in January of 1919, James was sporting two Purple Hearts along with an honorable discharge. He never spoke of his wartime service other than to say that it was a terrible time.
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Glade Springs

As he grew older, Enos' memory of plodding along behind his father and Buck, the mule, was a happy one. His one job on those days was to carry a hoe and break up any clods that he deemed too large. Enos had unearthed flint arrowheads on a few occasions, and he kept them in a mason jar along with two large pennies he had also found. One of them was dated 1817, and the other, 1823. Sixty-six years after he had found them, Enos still had them safely stowed in a lock box at the Peoples Bank in LaFollette. 

For many years, his children's names were on the lock box list of names who could access it. He did not lose any sleep thinking about what they might do with his childhood treasures. Finally, he deleted those names and added that of his granddaughter. He hoped she would treasure them, too.

Those items were lost when he found them, so they could become lost once again if she did not treasure them as he did. “That's the way the world turns. Something is lost. Something is found. Someone is lost. Someone is found.”
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The Great Depression had hit East Tennessee like a tidal wave, and many people were near starvation after a while. When the banks started failing and closing their doors, the ones with any money on deposit were out of luck. There was no deposit insurance in those days. By 1931, few jobs and little money were available in Campbell County, Tennessee.

The Boone family was much better off only because James firmly believed in not believing in banks. If he could not pay or trade for something, he told his family they did not need it. That was a pretty simple philosophy, but it was his. He was also sitting on a money hoard that was hard to spend.

Before, and then for a short period after the war, James worked as a miner, first at the Blue Gem mine near Jellico and later at the Etna mine, located up above Habersham. 

He, his wife, and his son lived on a one-hundred-acre farm in Lynch Hollow that the Boone family had lived on and farmed since the 1820s. Before and after the war, James held back ten percent of his pay before spending any of it and put it in a metal ammunition box he had carried back as a souvenir from his vacation time in France and Germany. That was his bank.
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CHAPTER  5
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Later in life, Enos figured out that he had inherited that same philosophy. It worked well for his father, so why not him? That same ammo box was still buried on the farm. He had long thought its location would die with him, but no longer.

When Julie opened her grandfather's safe deposit box, she would find a treasure map. The property was already deeded to her; she didn't know it. Lawyer Heatherly's office kept the taxes paid and the “No Trespassing” and “Posted, No Hunting” signs in good shape. Other, larger metal boxes were buried alongside and near that first one. All of them were filled with United States gold coins and large and small bills of United States paper currency that had been issued prior to 1930.
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Before going off to war, and immediately on his return, James grew corn. After returning from the war, for a short period, he had tried his hand at mining again, but now, the work felt different since his  return, and one morning, he decided that he was never going down into the earth again. He kept his promise to himself and never returned to the deep mines. He had risked his life enough times in the last year.

Now, going in a new direction for his livelihood, he grew a lot of corn. More than he had ever harvested before. He also grew tobacco, an even better cash crop than the corn. With his corn crop, James would admit to anyone who asked that he was barely breaking even and would probably be as well off buying what corn he needed. Then he would laugh and say he could not afford to buy it, so he was stuck between a rock and a hard place. All his listeners were between that same rock and that hard place.

That man Roosevelt from up north was making a lot of promises these days. Perhaps he could turn things around for the country. The man was a Yankee from New York, true enough, but who knows? Maybe he wasn't damned like all those other Yankees were. Again, who knows? Voters were starting to think that the possibly undamned Yankee might be worth a try. What did they have to lose?

In the early spring of 1920, James was busy getting everything in order for his spring corn and tobacco planting. He had not planned on putting out much corn and only aimed to plant enough for his family's needs. Those particular needs would only be enough to make the daily pone of cornbread to go with their meals. Besides that need, a bit more of the corn was applied to other needs around the farm. Some of it is for their chickens, some for the hogs, and some for a little bit of drinking whiskey.

Those were the goals that determined how much he would need to plant to bring in that amount of corn at harvest time. That plan wasn't going to happen this year. James found out why that wouldn't happen after Scottie Bullock arrived at the Boone farm one day in that early spring.

Outside his family, James had one sure-fire friend, and that was Scott Bullock. Anyone else, he considered as no more than an acquaintance. Some of those acquaintances had served with him and Scottie in France. He could ask them for a favor now and then, but James and Scottie had a history.

He and Scottie, as he preferred to be called, had gone to school through the fifth grade, and both dropped out then. They were needed on their family's farms. That was all of the schooling that either boy required. They could read, write, and cipher. What more did one need to walk behind a mule's ass on hot days?

On that Spring day in 1920, Scottie parked his 1919 Ford Model T in front of James' porch and walked the short distance to the steps. Sitting down in the rocking chair near the porch swing, he waited for his buddy to come out. Scottie knew James had watched him drive up the short lane leading to the farmhouse. James was aware of everything around him. He had always been that way, but the war had sharpened that awareness. 

James had not seen the car before, and he came outside only when he knew who was in it. Until he identified the driver, he would remain inside with a shotgun near to his hand. Scottie knew that his friend had enough knowledge now and would be out soon. He was. He had two glasses of clear liquid with him when he came out to the porch.

Scottie stood, took one of the glasses in his left hand, and shook James's hand with the other.

“Funny, you bringing me this drinking glass out.”

He smiled at James' raised left eyebrow. Scottie had been trying since the first grade to raise a single eyebrow like that and had never succeeded. James refused to tell him the trick. He said that Scottie was so much smarter about everything else that he needed to be one-up on him in at least one thing.

“It's funny because the contents of this glass are just what I came to talk about.”
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What Scottie had come to talk about was the newly passed Volstead Act. The just as new nickname for the new law was “Prohibition.” That law said there would be no more legal booze anywhere in the United States. 

Of course, it being against the law was no reason for people to lose the habit of wanting a shot of liquor or a cold beer. Suddenly, a new illegal market opened up for people with an entrepreneurial mind. Scottie may have only gone through the fifth grade in school, but he had such a mind. He only needed a partner who knew how to produce the product. Enter his best friend. All any business in the world needed was a “Doer,” and a “Thinker.” Anyone with half a brain knew that. Whenever Scottie said those words aloud, James would shake his head and laugh at him.
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“James, as a law-abiding citizen, I must warn you that what we are doing by drinking this glass of the devil's concoction is that we are committing a local, state, and federal crime and can be prosecuted under the newly passed Volstead Act. Are you aware of that fact?”

“I have heard that, but I never believed it. Are you ready to break the law again and have another drink? I'm asking for a friend.”

“Tell your friend that you and I need to talk before we drink more. If we drink now, I may forget the get-rich idea I came over to share with you. Are you ready to listen?”

“You had my attention at get-rich.”

“Well, it's a pretty simple idea, really. I'm surprised that you haven't thought of it already. Well, not really. I was always the smartest when we were in school. You know that. I have told you often enough.”

“Yeah, but I never believed that either. Now, are ye going to brag yourself to death with lies about your smartness, or are ye going to talk about your get-rich thing that I haven't thought of?”

Scottie smiled at James' usage of the old English word “Ye,” which was still in common usage in their corner of Tennessee for the word “You.”

“I have told you that for years, and you have never convinced me otherwise—enough about your brainpower. I am talking about you growing more corn. You are good at that, but leave the heavy thinking to me. I am talking about you making a lot more of this illegal elixir that we are drinking. Think about it. People ain't going to stop wanting whiskey; even you can figure that out.”

“Okay, smart-ass. I agree that I can grow corn, and I can make whiskey. Who are we going to sell it to? People around here either don't have the money to buy it from me or are already making their own, just as I am. Besides, that little still that I use barely makes a run big enough for you and me to drink.”

“James, James, James. What did I tell you every day in school? I must repeat myself again. Leave the thinking to me. Didn't I get us through the war and back home, safe and sound?”

“No, you didn't. I did that by myself by killing every damn Hun that I could get in front of my rifle. Now, tell me more about how you will make this idea work for us. I can use a few extra dollars. So could you and everyone else around here. What's your big idea, Scottie? Talk serious now, and no more bullshit.” Scottie nodded. He knew precisely when he had pushed his friend to his limit.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER  9


[image: ]


The men talked for an hour, stopping for lunch when Abby came to the door and said if they didn't come inside in the next five minutes, then the hogs were going to eat really well. They believed her, and thirty minutes later, they were sitting on the porch again. Thirty minutes later, Abby came out on the porch after her husband stuck his head in the door and asked her to join them. He told her the kitchen clean-up could wait if she weren't done yet. He added that she needed to listen and comment on Scottie's ideas.

Abby came out and sat next to her husband on the porch swing. She listened to her husband tell her that Scottie wanted James to join him in getting rich. Abby's eyes had tightened up when he said this. She bit down on her lower lip and took a deep breath. She was wishing that Scottie's wife, Nicolina, had come with him. When these two men got together on something, the women had to listen and then put the brakes on them sometimes.

James asked Scottie to repeat his idea of the joint venture that he and James could go in on together. He needed James to help him with the scheme because James had the knowledge to grow the raw material and convert it into a product that would be in demand as long as the stupid law was on the books.

Scottie would provide the money for James to purchase more seed corn and would then help James plow, sow, grow, and cultivate the corn. Scottie would be right there with him when it was time to harvest. 

James would provide a list of the materials needed to build a bigger and better still. They would locate it on an adjoining property belonging to the Ausmus family. No one lived on that farm then, so there would be no objection. The Ausmus clan was scattered near and far; at times, a family member would live on the property for years, and then, there would be a years-long period with no one in residence. 

It had been populated now and then that way for a reported one-hundred-fifty years. At least, that was the local legend. This was the property that Scotty was suggesting he and James could use as a cover for their business.

It was also handy and helpful for the venture that Scotty was proposing that there was an old gristmill located on a creek that flowed through the Ausmus property. It could be cleaned up and put back to work, and James could grind some of the excess corn that he was growing there. 

The much larger corn crop would be grown on newly plowed acreage farther away and out of sight of the Boone farmhouse and outbuildings. James would grow his regular amount of corn for his own use as always and in plain site. 

If the second hidden cornfield was discovered and questions were asked, they could show the old grist mill and the evidence of its current use. Neither of the men believed that would be happening. No one in their right mind, at least no one who was a local person, would be stepping foot on the Ausmus property. It didn't matter if there was, or was not, any Ausmus family member there. Among some of the things that cautioned visitors away from that farm property were the stories about the ghosts that supposedly hung around there.

One of the stories concerned an Ausmus ancestor named Alford Ausmus, who returned to Lynch Hollow at the end of the Civil War and found that his brother had convinced his sister-in-law that her husband had been killed in battle and was dead and buried near the battlefield. Once she was convinced, the brother moved in with her and quickly put a baby in her belly. When Aford discovered them, he wasted no time in killing and burying his brother. Alford supposedly buried him deep, but the predominant local version of the story insists that the brother's spirit wanders the property at night. Alford was reputably so evil that no one would even dream of trying to imagine the fate he had provided for his cheating wife. Whatever fate she met was lost in the mists of time. Making up possible endings for her was more entertaining than knowing the true facts. One of those made-up endings had Alford having several wives. At the same time. That thought was very entertaining for the males when listening to the stories. Not so much for female listeners.

Abby listened and nodded at the appropriate moments. At one point, she did get up and go back in the house, quickly returning with a small tray carrying three glasses of cold buttermilk. She wanted to keep the men sober. Then, the story of how they were going to get rich continued.

Scottie would get the product to market. Scottie's wife, Nicolina Bullock, was an Italian-American from 'Tallie Town, and one of her cousins had married another Eye-talian man down in the 'Tallie Town section of LaFollette, and he, in turn, had some family connections up north with some not-so-honorable men. It had been he who had approached Scottie and asked him if he knew any hillbilly moonshiners in the area. He had accompanied his wife on a visit to her cousin Nicolina Bullock and took advantage of the visit to ask Scottie to show him around their property. That was a signal to Scottie that the in-law cousin wanted a private discussion away from the women-folk.

Scottie was a respectable manager in The Hank's Market in downtown LaFollette. The White family owned the store and paid decent wages to their workers. They got a good return on their investment with higher production from happy workers. Scottie had the income to support his new and not-so-legal enterprise if James agreed to work with him. That agreement would hinge on Abby's agreement. Scottie was wishing once again that he had brought his wife. She had already given her approval.

On the other hand, Abby was much better to look at as they negotiated the deal. Scottie knew that he could never voice that, even in a joking manner. James would shoot him as dead as a door nail without blinking an eye. Scottie had killed his share of men in battle during the war. Scottie had considered himself an everyday, run-of-the-mill soldier, but James had been a killing machine. He often volunteered for scouting missions but never brought back any prisoners. He told Scottie once that he did not mind killing when it needed to be done. No, Scottie would never joke about Abby's beauty.

The Eye-talian cousin-in-law had a cousin up the road in Lexington, Kentucky, who had, in turn, been approached by another cousin in New Jersey about finding suppliers for moonshine whiskey to be shipped to him. As he listened, James was thinking that those Eye-talian people sure produced a lot of cousins. Their wives must be completely worn out.

The New Jersey cousin would provide transportation for the booze, and suitably reward the people down the line. The reward would be great. When the cousin-in-law gave Scottie some projections on what he could earn with a good-tasting and abundant supply, Scottie gasped. He would be making more in a month than he made in a year on his regular job. He was sold. 

Now, he only had to sell James. And more importantly, Abby. She would be the deciding factor. Scottie did not know anyone else that he could trust enough to go into this new business with. They had grown up together, gone to school, and then off to war together. The two men had trusted each other with their lives and, just as often, saved each other's life. That was enough.

Scottie repeated his story of the Eye-talian cousin and the offer he had made. He was making deals with a few other hillbillies in the area. Every two weeks, there would be a pickup from the moonshiners, and payments would be made. The Eye-talian cousin would take care of the Campbell County sheriff and the Chief of Police in LaFollette. Strictly speaking, the LaFollette police force would have no business doing any police work outside the LaFollette city limits, but why take a chance? It was better to have friends that cost a little money. That helped them decide they would not assist the revenue agents already hired to enforce the new law. 

The people in government were not fools. Making something illegal by a new law would not stop it if it was enjoyable and also profitable. That was why prostitution continued, no matter how many whores were arrested. Illegal sex flourished; it always had, and always would, and so would alcohol.

Abby sniffed her nose when Scottie compared whiskey making to “Those,” women, but what he was proposing sounded pretty safe. And it sounded pretty possible.

“I'm in, James. Go ahead. If you two wind up in jail, Nicolina and I may or may not visit on Sundays with something good to eat. I've heard that jailhouse food ain't any good.”

“Hey, Abby, if James and I get caught, we will have made enough money to pay someone to bring us meals.

“Okay, Scottie. The boss has given her permission. I will start plowing on Monday, and you need to buy some seed corn. I bought mine in town, but I think it would be better if you go to Middlesboro, Kentucky, to buy what I need to plant for our new business. The folks in town know me, and if I went in and bought a shitload more, then they might start wondering about me. You work in an office at T he Hank's Market and would have no earthly reason to buy seed corn, especially in large quantities. We might be hillbillies like the Eye-talian guy says, but we ain't all stupid.” When Scottie went on his way, he had a list of everything he needed to purchase to support the new enterprise.
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Things went just as smoothly as the two men had hoped. Scottie brought another plow and mule and plowed five evenings and one Saturday during the planting season, and between the two, they had quickly completed plowing the new ground. It had not been hard to do. Any trees growing there had been cut down in the previous century, and the Boone family had always grazed two or three cows back there for the last hundred years. Sometimes, sheep or goats had shared the field with the cattle. It all depended on the type of meat the generation living in the farm house preferred. This generation was going to be raising whiskey meat in those fields. The same field-sharing formula was applied to the Ausmus farm operations in the past.

At the end of the summer, the acres of Hickory Cane corn were drying in preparation for becoming something more profitable than cornbread.
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The Eye-talian buyer who showed up in Glade Springs was named Giuseppe Catalano, and both James and Scottie considered him to be nothing more than another smooth-talking Yankee. It was also difficult to understand him when he spoke. They had to continue asking him to slow down. He thought they were just two more of the stupid hicks that he had already met in this part of the country.

“Call me Joe, or Joey Cats. That's my nickname. Here's the deal: I can give you guys two hundred dollars a barrel. You have eleven barrels, and the math is pretty simple: twenty-two hundred simoleans. Pretty good, no?”

James was thinking that Joey Cats' grin was more of a smirk. Probably because he was taking advantage of a couple of hicks. James decided on the spot to set him straight. He wasn't willing to trust Scottie to do the job. He was too nice and would probably think that the offered price was plenty enough. James wasn't awed by Joey Cats—no more than he was awed by live or dead Germans.

“I'm certain you can do better than that, Mr Catalano. Don't you?”

“Two-fifty. That's all.” Joey was prepared for this question and his counteroffer. He was Italian, for God's sake. They were expected to bargain. Joey enjoyed it.

James did not speak this time. He shook his head from side to side. That meant “No” in any language.

“Okay, Guys. I will probably get my ass chewed out, but I will go to three hundred. Could you work with me, fellows? You have put me between a rock and a hard place, you know? Come on.” Joey was trying to sound like he was begging, but James still wasn't buying it. He knew his whiskey was better than anything else being made around Campbell County and wouldn't settle for the prices being paid for rotgut. Joey could buy that from someone else.

From James and Scottie, Joey was going to get good whiskey. James liked to joke that it was so good that it would make a Scotchman cry. He wasn't about to settle for less than seven hundred and fifty dollars a barrel, and he considered that to be cheap for drinking whiskey as good as his.

“Let's cut out this bargaining shit, Mr. Catalano, and get down to brass tacks. Scottie, pour him a drink out of one of the barrels. Let him select the barrel so he can't say we rigged the results.” 

Turning back to Joey, he said, “Take a drink or two of what Scottie is getting for you after you pick a barrel, Mr. Catalano, and see what you think.”

Joey selected barrel number four, and Scottie soon brought him a glass of a clear liquid. Scottie told him to sip it slowly. “Treat it like a glass of hundred-year-old Scotch, Joey.”

“Mama Mia! Damn, this stuff is good. I am guessing that every barrel is just like this. I hate to admit it, but you were right, James. This stuff is worth a lot more than I was offering. How much? You tell me now, and I will try to sell it to my boss. That's all I can do, boys. Gimme another shot.” James decided on the spot to shoot for the moon.

“Fifty-two hundred dollars per barrel. Every time you or your boss offers something lower, I'm going to raise the price. Perhaps you should talk to someone, Mr. Catalano. That's what I think. At noon tomorrow, the price will go up. Someone will pay that price. Maybe not you all, but someone will. That's all I have to say, Mr. Catalono. I hope to see you before noon tomorrow. Good evening, sir.”

Joey Cats went back to town and got on the phone. Getting a long-distance phone connection from the small town of LaFollette was challenging, but he persevered for the forty minutes it took for the local operator to get the call through.

“Boss, believe me. You have to taste this shit. He said he wanted fifty-two hundred per barrel for his booze. I had gone up to three hundred, and then they made me drink some of it to see what I was bidding on. It is unreal. I swear, I think you can get more than ten grand, maybe fifteen grand for it. That's just if you sell it by the barrel. If you bottle it and put some catchy label on it, I bet you can double that fifteen. I ain't shitting you, Boss. If you don't want to risk it, would you mind if I gathered enough of my cash and got some from the family? I don't want to get crossways with you, you know? But, I'm serious here. This stuff is good.” Joey had put it out there, now, he could only wait while his boss thought it over.

“Joey, if, and I say if I pay this outrageous price, and it doesn't pan out, you will be gathering a lot more than the asking price. I'm talking fifty percent above the amount you want me to spend. You will be working for me until the cows come home. No, make it till the cows' great-grand kids or grand-calves come home. You may be family, Joey, but money comes first. Go ahead and commit to the price. You will get a package the day after tomorrow. In the meantime, I want a jug of this wonder water sent to me tonight on a fast train. By the time you are signing your next thousand paychecks away tomorrow, I will know if it was worth it. Now, get back to work and find me some cheaper booze to buy. We need something for the poor schmucks to purchase. There are a lot more of them than the clowns with fat wallets. Joey listened, agreed, and ended the call. He was smiling as he put the phone down. He was betting on the product that James was selling.
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