-
J 105 young chiel deputy who was killed
last year, shot m the head by a robbery
il.l.lplﬂ.'t.

“When Baxter got killed I wasn't
more than a mile and & hall sway." Phil
Sumamers znd | are back on patrol, look-
ing for a local man who has jumped an
appeal bond on a murder conviction. 1
had 5t i the wind, goin® 1o hell, but he
wai dead when 1 got there.”

We get another call. Sammers ““piats
it in the wind™ sgain over & twisty coun-
try road to check out a reported burgla-
ry. “We're doin® 85 now. A regular car
would be 3 real handiful here.™

We bred the suspect in a traiber park, &
teen-aged boy whose guilt i commolso-
rated by an eyewiiness and by a blood-
hound (I told you it was bike a movie),
who traces the burglar's trail to the
door of the bay's mabile home, We
question (wo small boys, who confirm
having scen the suspect run from the di-
rection of the burgled house,

"Kids and whores,"" Summers ¢x-
plans. At the police scademy they tell
you they're the best people to get infor-
mation out of. Women notice clothes,
you know men. They get a little lave
and they'll tell 3 woman anyihing. And
whores are out on the street all the
tme, 8o they see a bot.”™
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Lﬂﬂn; the trailer park, Summers

stops to wait for a k. “We
have a lot of trouble with parks like this,
They've got a lot of transients, real
Mear town, we caich up with Depaty
Howell's car. | notice the muffler hang-
ing kow and ask Summers about ground
dearance. “We haven't drug the muf-
Ners off of baut only one car, and that
wai the sherifls. He'll go anywhere.™
“And Il bet you're going to icll me
he's ot the fastest car, 100,
“He woualdn't put his ass in anything
ithai wouldn't Bt By.”

The next day, | past the same qucrtion
to |0, himself, *"Hell, they'll tell you
I.E,'“m-l’.“ he chuckles. “Whatever car |
get in, they'll swear it*s the fastest.””
We're cruising up old U.5. 41, which
was the main rowte (0 Flonda before -
75 I'm &ll.-lm; ll:|;l1l: attack of mostal-
gia, realizing it must have been this
highway | crused with my parents on
the way (o Daytona in & 48 Buick con-
vertible, It was a lot different back
then,” the sherifl muses. “A lot of busi.
recksrs wenik dhiwn i when l]'u.-r
put through the Interstate.” We pass a
half-collapsed wooden building plas-
tered with graffic, rusted Coca-Caola

signs (“The Pause That Refreshes™],
and an cutstanding collection of
chrome hubeaps. “That was once the
biggest truck siop i the South.” The
road dips sharply to the right, then
climbs a long hill. At the crest of it
there's a billboard advertising o manmna
("Big Toys for Big Boys™), and as we
drop down into a hollow, [0, pomts oul
the Foundation of what was once a fire-
works store, “That's wheere | was sictin’
the night ole Junior came by. He was
pissed ofl "cause his car didn't run
good. That was over at Boyd Speedway,
just over that hill there. 50 he drove i
right off the track and headed for home,
over on the Eau Ridge, I was just pulled
ofl to the side ihere in my "64 GTO, and
Junior come by turmin® it on. It mes've
been absout midnight, and [ chased him
all the way to his home i Tennewee,
Course be was geared 00 low to really
get it on for the road, but he took out &
slew of mailboxes on the way. | wrote
him up a tcket, right there in his drive-
way, and told him to stop by and see the
judge when he got a chance.”

Toward r'-'#nin’. belare |1 takes
Humphrey and me, along with Mrs
Seewart and June Bug. to his lavornite
steakhouse in Chattanooga, we make
one lasi siop on our tour of the county:
Svewart’s Funeral Home, 1ty a brand-
joy. We see the chapel, the office, the
reception rooms, and we're about to
head for Chattanooga, but there's one
more thing. “Let me dbow you where
we fix “em up” Hamphrey and | take
deep breaths and ghanoe at each other

before we step through the door at the
back of the alffice. The floor and walls
are covered in white tile, snd it looks
something like an operating room, -
cepd that instead of there being stetho.
scopes and scalpels on the counter adja-
cent i the table, it's covered with make-
Uk, hair l-FI'I‘r,ll'Id Aesh-colored Patty. |
ask |.D, if he's a moriickan. Mo, [ aim
licensed, but | could do . [i's pretty
sizaple. You could do it yoursell o you
just watched a few tmes. ™

I glance at Humphrey and he looks &
little faint. We step into the display
room, G |0, shows us his selecton of
cakets. “Here, leel this” He strokes a
plﬂq-u'ml;q:fnflhr-l'mul That's real
hand-tufied matenal, more comfortable
than & bed. Couarse it thould be,” he
winks, ""You'd be in it for a long
sRooEe,” L]
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