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      This story is rather personal to me. My sugar addiction is real and the guys and gals in the white coats say it is probably gonna kill me… sooner rather than later. I’ve always had a sweet tooth and cookies, candies, cake and ice cream was the order of the day when I was growing up. Is it any wonder why I was hyperactive and ADHD? I also need to say that no one ever told me that carbohydrates turn into sugar or that hard liquor is basically liquid sugar. Who knew? I didn’t. I also did not know that due to regulation and price supports, sugar is 3-4 times more expensive in the US than elsewhere. And we’re subsidizing a crop with zero nutritional value.

      Pseudo-fiction is a storytelling style that blends real-world events with fictional narratives, exploring what might have happened behind the scenes. By taking real headlines and weaving them into a dramatic, character-driven story, pseudo-fiction offers a compelling mix of truth and speculation, making complex issues more engaging. Our story is part fiction about the Covington family and their struggles to survive and build a dynasty and part fact…that Sugar is a killer just like most drugs. It has caused death and disease for more than a century. And that is not fiction.

      TOM
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      By the early 19th century, America had grown and become both a beacon of freedom and a titan of industry. In agriculture sugar had become one of the most profitable crops in the South, particularly in Louisiana and Florida. But behind the wealth and power of the sugar barons was an industry fueled by the brutal exploitation of enslaved labor and back room political deals. Without the forced labor of thousands of men, women, and children, sugarcane production in the United States would have been nearly impossible. And the same could be said for the 'deal' the industry received from Uncle Sam.

      Sugar was not just another cash crop; it was one of the most labor-intensive agricultural products of its time. Unlike cotton or tobacco, which required steady but predictable labor and were somewhat seasonal, sugar production was a relentless cycle of grueling work that demanded immense human effort from planting to harvesting and refining. The early sugar industry relied on a massive, disciplined, and brutally controlled workforce…one that could be forced to work under extreme conditions without pay, rights, or the ability to resist.

      The arrival of sugar and slavery in Louisiana was almost simultaneous. The local environment was perfect for the cultivation of sugar cane, the primary source of the snowy white stuff.

      Louisiana became the epicenter of the American sugar industry in the early 1800s, thanks to its warm climate, fertile soil, and proximity to major shipping routes on the Mississippi River and through New Orleans to the world. The region’s first major sugarcane plantations were established by French and Spanish settlers in the late 18th century, but it wasn’t until the United States acquired Louisiana through the Louisiana Purchase in 1803 that large-scale production truly began.=

      The key to Louisiana’s success in sugar was not just its geography but the sheer volume of enslaved labor brought to the region. The transatlantic slave trade had already funneled thousands of Africans into the Americas, and Louisiana’s planters quickly capitalized on the demand for labor. With cotton booming in the northern parts of the South, enslaved people were sold and transported to Louisiana, where sugarcane plantations required backbreaking work in swamps and fields.

      According to Louisiana historians, by 1810, the state had over 30,000 enslaved individuals (which included born slaves as well as men, and sometimes women, who were working off debts), it was a number that would triple by the time the Civil War began. The planters—many of whom had previously grown indigo or cotton; quickly realized that sugar was far more profitable but also far more grueling. Unlike cotton, which could be picked at a steady pace, sugarcane had to be harvested and processed with relentless efficiency. Once cut, cane could not sit for long before rotting, meaning enslaved laborers worked around the clock to transport it to mills before it spoiled.

      Life on a sugar plantation for slaves was endured under some of the harshest conditions in the South. For the enslaved workers, sugarcane plantations were among the most brutal places to live and work. While cotton plantations were infamous for long hours and harsh overseers, sugarcane fields were even worse due to the physical demands of the crop.

      There are three main areas of focus to produce a salable crop:

      1. Planting and Growing

      Sugarcane was planted by hand, with enslaved workers bending over for hours, digging rows in the sticky Louisiana mud. The work was relentless, and failure to keep up could mean a whipping or worse.Sugar plantations were notorious for their cruelty and discipline. Punishment was swift and brutal. Because planters relied on efficiency, any slowdowns in work were met with severe punishments. Enslaved workers were often whipped, forced to with chains on their ankles, or deprived of food or forced to work faster. Unlike cotton plantations, where the labor was spread out over a season, sugarcane was year round and had to be harvested quickly, meaning punishment was more immediate and brutal. Other punishments included being forced to work without sleep or bathroom breaks forcing workers to go to the bathroom in their pants. Sex was also not allowed even if workers were married.

      2. Harvesting

      Once the cane was fully grown, it had to be cut by hand with machetes. This work was not only exhausting but dangerous—workers often suffered deep cuts, infections, and heat exhaustion. Because sugarcane had to be processed immediately, the workdays stretched into the night.

      3. Boiling & Processing

      Perhaps the most feared part of the plantation was the Sugar Mill or 'Boiling House', where raw sugarcane juice was boiled down into syrup and then crystallized into sugar. The temperature inside these mills could reach unbearable levels (120+), and the boiling vats of syrup were deadly. Many enslaved workers died after slipping and falling into the boiling sugar, suffering burns so severe that death was almost immediate. A Mill House assignment was reserved for workers who were being punished.

      While Louisiana became the dominant sugar-producing state in America, Florida also attempted to capitalize on sugarcane production in the early 19th century. Wealthy planters established sugar plantations along the St. Johns River and in the northern part of the state, bringing enslaved tobacco laborers from Georgia and the Carolinas to work the fields.

      However, sugar never took off in Florida the way it did in Louisiana. The terrain was less suitable, hurricanes often destroyed crops, and conflicts with Native American tribes made large-scale production difficult. But for the enslaved people forced to work there, the suffering was just as intense.

      The most famous example was the Zephaniah Kingsley Plantation near Jacksonville, where enslaved laborers endured backbreaking work in the hot, mosquito-infested marshes. Kingsley, like many sugar planters, justified his reliance on slaves saying that without them his plantation could not operate. The plantation owners in Louisiana would use it as a rationalization and rallying cry to justify poor worker conditions and harsh treatment of workers. Although modernization has helped conditions even now are still tough.
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        Mr. William, 'Backbone’ Covington, Founder of the modern 
        Covington Sugar Company, Shreveport, Louisiana

      

      The Original 'Sugar Baron' was William 'Backbone’ Covington from Shreveport, Louisiana. No one ever built an empire without blood, sweat, and a ruthless disregard for the weak. And no one embodied that truth more than Red, the man who carved a sugar dynasty out of the swamps of the southland turning sweet ambition into raw power.

      Born in 1863 to a struggling tobacco planter in Alabama, Covington learned early that survival favored the ruthless. He earned his nickname, 'Backbone,’ not for his moral character but for his sheer, unbreakable will. Where others bent, he stood firm. Where others hesitated, he seized opportunity. By the time he was sixteen, he had fought and killed for his share of land. By twenty-five, he was already on his way to becoming one of the wealthiest planters in the South. But it was not tobacco or cotton that made him a legend… it was a new gold at the time… sugar.

      In the late 1800s, while others were still obsessed with Cotton, Tobacco or oil, Covington saw the future in sugar. He traveled to the West Indies, where he studied the brutal efficiency of the Caribbean sugar plantations. What he learned there changed everything; sugar was not just a crop, it could be a 'necessity' like salt and pepper not just a luxury that people craved. And it could be an industry that could outlast any economic downturn.

      By 1890, he had acquired thousands of acres along the Mississippi River in Louisiana, swampland that others had deemed unworkable. But "Backbone" didn’t believe in the impossible. He drained the land, imported the finest cane from the Caribbean, and built the most sophisticated sugar refining operation the United States had ever seen.

      He was a large man at 6’3" and 325 pounds and became both feared and respected. Covington was not just a planter; he was a strategist, a businessman, and, when necessary, a tyrant. He ruled his land with an iron grip, driving his workers—enslaved men and women who toiled under unbearable conditions—with military precision. He demanded more yield, faster refining, higher profits. Those who failed to meet his expectations faced brutal consequences. To 'Backbone’ Covington, sugar was war. And like any war, it sometimes required sacrifice.

      He formed alliances with shipping magnates in New Orleans, insuring his product reached Europe and the east coast ahead of his competitors. He bribed politicians to secure favorable tariffs, crushed rivals with strategic buyouts, and when necessary, resorted to force to protect his interests. Stories circulated of men who opposed him simply vanishing, their plantations mysteriously burned to the ground.

      By the time he died in 1940, William 'Backbone' Covington controlled nearly half of Louisiana’s sugar industry. His wealth was legendary, his tactics infamous, his legacy untouchable. His sons and grandsons inherited an empire, but only one possessed his raw force of will.

      Even in death, his presence lingered. His name was spoken in hushed tones in the cane fields, his methods studied by aspiring industrialists, his empire a monument to a man who had built his fortune on luck and the backs of those who could not fight back.

      'Backbone' had been many things; a pioneer, a tyrant, a crook and a king in the land of sugar. But above all, he had been a man who refused to bend let alone break and now his son William Covington III would endeavor to grow the family business. Sugar built their empire but through the years he would find that it would be lies that kept it alive.
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            THE SEEDS OF SWEETNESS

          

          LOUISIANA, USA 1883

        

      

    

    
      The August heat lay heavy over the Mississippi Delta, thick as molasses and just as relentless. The river slithered past the fields of Bayou Noir, where rows of young sugarcane stalks stood like sentinels in the damp earth. William 'Backbone’ Covington sat tall in the saddle, his sharp eyes sweeping across the land that, if he had his way, would soon become the largest sugar empire in America.

      He had started working in the business two years earlier with his father giving him one clear mission—turn their modest investment in sugar into a dynasty. The Covingtons had built their plantation at first on indigo and cotton, but William saw something different in sugar. It was not just a commodity; it was a necessity, a craving that rich and poor alike would come to depend on.
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      He dismounted his horse at the edge of the field, where young Ezra Toussaint, his newly hired 'overseer', stood waiting. A wiry half white and half black Creole with the sharp instincts of a man who had lived through both privilege and peril, Ezra understood the sugar trade better than anyone in the region. He had grown up watching his father, a former French planter, fight and fail against the changing tides of fortune. Now, he worked for the Covingtons, knowing well that loyalty had a price.

      "It’s growing well," Ezra said, nodding toward the cane. "But sugar’s a cruel crop, Mr. Covington as you know sir. It demands everything we gots; land, water, labor. And it gives nothing easy in return."

      William smirked, "That’s why I plan to own the whole damn river and that’s why we have you!"

      Ezra chuckled, though he knew there was truth in the young man’s ambition. Landowners had tried and failed to dominate sugar before, but this Covington was different. He had vision and more importantly, he had backing. They walked through the rows of cane, where men worked under the brutal sun, machetes slicing through stalks, the air thick with the scent of sweet sap and sweat. William’s eyes lingered on the laborers, most of them enslaved, their backs bent, their hands calloused from years of cutting. It was a system he had no illusions about. Sugar was built on suffering, but suffering was profitable.

      It was the rise of an American empire. By the turn of the century, Louisiana had already established itself as the heart of American sugar production, but Backbone saw an opportunity to consolidate power. He traveled to New Orleans by train and then by Ford Model-T automobile (he had the first one in the country) by the late 50’s it a prop plane and by the 1970s a lear jet… William got around. His favorite place was the New Orleans port building where CSC had offices and French planters, Spanish merchants, and American industrialists all vied for control or at least the best price. There, in the smoky back rooms of the port, gambling halls and gentlemen’s clubs, Covington struck deals that would cement his family’s name in southern sugar history.

      He bought out failing plantations for a fraction of their worth, acquiring land along the Mississippi to secure irrigation. He cut deals with shipping magnates, ensuring that his sugar would move faster and cheaper than his competitors. Most importantly, he cultivated relationships with politicians, whispering promises of wealth into the ears of men who controlled trade tariffs and state policies. But power came with its price.
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      In the fall of 1893, hurricane 'Caminada’ ripped through the delta with 135mph winds and a 18 foot storm surge, flattening fields and drowning crops in salt water from the Gulf. Many planters saw their fortunes wash away overnight. But Backbone had planned for just such a disaster. He had storage warehouses out of the storms path and on high ground stocked with enough raw sugar to manipulate the market, driving prices up just as demand soared. While others rebuilt, he expanded purchasing assets for pennies on the dollar. Smart.
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            AS TIME PASSED…
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      Ezra, watching from the sidelines, saw what others did not… Covington wasn’t just a farmer. He was a strategist, willing to play the long game and sadly he was willing to let the land and its people bleed just so long as the profits continued flowing like the mighty Mississippi River. But sweetness would come at a high cost. By 1900, the Covington sugar empire stretched across thousands of acres, with CSC refineries running day and night. The family’s wealth skyrocketed, but so did tensions. Sugarcane was dangerous work. The boiling vats where cane juice was reduced to syrup scalded men alive if they slipped. The mills could also crush bones as easily as they ground cane. One worker had his pant leg snagged and was drawn into the mill and crushed flatter than the horizon another fell into a vat and basically melted with only the skull remaining. It was dangerous work and changed little through three centuries.
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      The enslaved workers suffered most, their lives dictated by the relentless cycle of planting, harvesting, and refining.

      William enforced efficiency with ruthless precision. He introduced new machinery, imported from Cuba and France, that increased output but demanded greater speed from the workers. When a fire broke out in one of the refineries, killing three men, he barely flinched. He ordered the machines repaired, the bodies buried-production resumed within a day.
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      After one of the Covingtons frequent parties Ezra confronted his boss as he stood, whiskey in hand, on the balcony of the antebellum mansion William had built overlooking the fields and the Mississippi river.

      "You’ll have a rebellion on your hands if you keep this up," Ezra warned. "Men can only take so much before things boil over and become unproductive."

      William swirled the amber liquid in his glass, considering the words. "Then I’ll make sure they understand something very clearly," he said. "This isn’t just a crop, Ezra. This is the future. And I’ll be damned if I let anyone… man or nature… stand in the way of what I’m building here. And if I have to ride your ass like Mary rode the donkey to Bethlehem you’re gonna help me make it real!"

      Ezra sighed, knowing there was no arguing with him. William Covington had made his choice. And soon, so would America.

      As the years passed, sugar became more than just a luxury—it became an expectation. The river boats, both paddle and stream, made their way from the plantations to the port of New Orleans and the markets of the world. Later farmers used railroads.

      Down through the years the Covington name became synonymous with wealth, power, and influence. From the bustling markets of New Orleans to the growing cities in the North, the demand for sugar shaped the nation’s economy and culture. It sweetened everything from tea to politics, and those who controlled it held the power to shape history. But under the surface, cracks began to form.

      As abolitionist movements gained momentum and whispers of war grew louder, William knew the system he relied on was at risk. If slavery ended, so would the foundation of his empire. So, like any great strategist, he adapted. He turned his attention to new methods of labor control, new technologies that would make sugar production more efficient, and, above all, new ways to ensure that Americans remained addicted to the very thing he had spent his life cultivating.
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      He sat at his desk one evening, penning a letter to a businessman in Boston who had begun experimenting with new ways to refine sugar into even purer, whiter crystals. If he could perfect the process, he could dominate not just the cane fields but the very taste buds of the nation.

      Ezra watched from the doorway, shaking his head. "You’ve already won, William."

      William smirked, sealing the letter. "No, Ezra. I just planted the seeds."
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            EMPIRE OF CANE
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      The turn of the century was a time when men like William’s brother’s son, Elijah Covington, made their fortunes not through gentle negotiations but through ruthless power. The sprawling sugar plantations of Louisiana and Florida were the land of opportunities—and bloody feuds. Elijah had learned early on that sugar could make a man a king, but only if he will fight for it and do whatever it took and no matter the cost.

      He had inherited the plantation from his father, who had built it from the ground up. But Elijah wasn’t content simply to maintain the remaining plantation. He wanted to dominate, to build an empire—a sugar empire that no one could rival. The vast fields of sugarcane stretched before him like a golden sea. But out there, beyond the horizon, were other men with the same ambition. And for sugar, there was no room for sharing. His Father and his grandfather had built something from nothing with sheer will and determination, instilling in him the importance of carrying on both the family name and business. Covington Sugar Company had become one of the largest and longest operating companies in sugar production. It is and always has been a private firm.

      His father, a once-respected figure in the sugar world, had been too kind-hearted, too willing to collaborate with others. But Elijah had no such weakness. He had learned that the only way to get ahead was to break the competition or burn it to the ground.

      The first taste of blood came when a rival plantation owner, Thomas Marshall, began encroaching on Elijah’s land. Marshall had purchased a piece of prime real estate just north of his plantation. It was rich in sugarcane, and if Marshall expanded, it would cripple Elijah’s monopoly. So, in the dead of night, his hired hands set fire to Marshall’s fields. The flames tore through the thick stalks of sugarcane, consuming the crops and sending a message that Elijah would not tolerate competition.
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      By morning, smoldering ash was all that remained. The fire devastated Thomas Marshall, but not for long. The fire, as ruthless as it was, sparked a chain reaction that would change the landscape of the sugar industry. Elijah had made his first move in a larger game. Soon, it wasn’t just about protecting his own interests…It was about control. The sugar fields of the South were his battleground, and every competitor who dared enter his domain would face the same fate.

      Elijah knew he couldn’t afford to operate in the open. The law was too slow, too weak. If he was going to expand his territory, he needed to establish his own security force. No longer would he rely on local law enforcement or government regulations. Private security would become his muscle, the force that would enforce his will in the law's shadow.

      At the heart of this operation was a former Confederate soldier named Capt. Isaac Chandler, a
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