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(FRONT FLAP)

*"l was amazed after reading portions of Smith County

Justice that so many of the events were described exactly as

they happened .... even down to the things that were said ...

even though David Ellsworth was never there when they

happened. I don't know how he does it, but I do know that

this book tells the story of the drug bust just the way it
happened."

J.B. Smith

Sheriff

Smith County, Texas

"I know that the people of Smith County still look at me as a
low-life drug dealer who shot Creig Matthews. There's been
many times when I wanted to get on some rooftop and shout
the truth out to them. Now, this book does it for me. Smith
County justice tells the story the way it happened to me. For
those who choose not to believe it, I can only remind them
that next time it could happen to them."

Kenneth Andrew Bora

*"Thank God someone has finally gotten the guts to tell this
story. No matter how it makes people look in it, that's the
way it was. We'd all like to change it and the way we were,
but we can't change things any more than the City of Tyler
and its police can change the things they did to people like
us."

Cherie Paro

*"Ellsworth is the most cold blooded person I've come across
in a long time."
Creig Matthews

*"Anyone who would write a book like this while still living
in Smith County has to be crazy."
Kim Ramsey
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"I don't know how anyone could have crowded more in so
few pages."
Warren Heagy Attorney

*"[ lived through the entire mess of Smith County's drug bust

and know what really went on there. This book tells it as
accurately as I could ever have wished."

Mike Lusk

Former Tyler Police Department

Vice Officer

"If it didn't take a lot of courage to write this book, it would

have been done a long time ago. I'm happy the story's being
told."

Ronnie Scott

Former Tyler Police Department

Lieutenant

*"This book will blow the lid off of Smith County."
Carol Blakesly
20-20

David Ellsworth is known throughout Texas as a hard-hitting
author/journalist willing to tackle any issue in his pursuit of
truth. His work has been honored by commendations from
the White House and praised by the Governor of Texas. Dr.
John Spurgeon, former professor of Political Science at the
University of Texas, hailed Ellsworth as "the butcher of
sacred cows. "



ABOUT THIS EDITION

It is only when the people know the true behavior of a government that
they can meaningfully choose to support or oppose that behavior. And so,
there can be no true democracy without open government and a free press.
Historically, a free press has only existed where publication and revelation,
even anonymously, are protected and not controlled by those within
government. But even in governments that supposedly offer such
protections, those protections are often withdrawn under political pressure.

The non-fiction book Smith County Justice was written as an exposé of
governmental corruption in the East Texas town of Tyler, the county seat of
Smith County. Its publication sent shock waves through the political
machine of the city of Tyler which then devised a plan for damage control.
Shortly after its publication great pressure was brought upon the publisher to
remove the book from circulation. All unsold copies in bookstores were
ordered returned to the publisher and burned. Just exactly what threats were
made against the publisher has been a subject of much speculation but there
have been numerous examples of those who crossed the power elite in Tyler
going to prison on trumped-up charges, being shot by the police, or in some
cases simply disappearing (a few examples are given in the book).
Considering the fact that Smith County courts can issue arrest warrants and
request extraditions, it becomes apparent that even being out of state could
not protect a publisher or author from trumped up charges in a vindictive
legal system bent on revenge.

So where is the book today? It is still being suppressed. For example,
the book is not available in the libraries of the very city where it would be
expected to be of the most interest. Both the Tyler Public Library and the
Tyler Junior College Academic Library have pulled the book from their
shelves.

The guilty authorities in Smith County have never acknowledged the
evil of their ways or expressed remorse for the lives they ruined. Instead,
legal and public relations firms have been engaged to mount a campaign to
watch the used book markets for any used copies that might appear.
Whenever such copies are found they are usually bought at whatever price
is required and destroyed. As a result, used copies today have become rare
and expensive. Eventually, almost all original printed editions can be
expected to disappear.

But now there's another problem for the city of Tyler: The Internet.
Again, law firms have been employed in a whitewashing effort whereby
they troll on-line sources and attempt to eliminate references to the book.
They have been especially vigilant in policing Wikipedia articles about
Tyler and Smith County where they usually delete references to the book in
a matter of hours (or even minutes in some cases).



And that's where this electronic edition, published outside the US,
comes into play.

It is our hope that this electronic edition will continue to live on despite
the efforts of certain corrupt individuals in Tyler and Smith County who
want to eradicate it. The good citizens of Tyler and Smith County can help
to cleanse their consciences of the sins committed in their name by actively
distributing copies of this electronic edition of the book. The many victims
of the Smith County Justice System deserve your help and remembrance.

Spread the word.
Spread the book.
Good citizenship requires it.



Copyright Issues

This electronic edition has been published outside the US. However,
since we expect it to be of interest to persons in the US, we present the
following information.

We believe that it is legal to copy and distribute this book in the US
under “fair use” considering the following factors:

1. It is a factual, not fictional work. Facts themselves cannot be
copyrighted and so factual works receive less copyright protection
than fanciful works. US courts have ruled, for example, that
telephone books cannot be copyrighted because they are primarily
factual in nature.

2. The publisher and author no longer offer a version for sale, and so
this edition does not act as a substitute for purchasing a paper copy
from them. They suffer no financial harm.

3. The original printed edition contained no copyright notice.
Although such notice is not absolutely required under US law, it's
absence greatly reduces copyright protection.

4. The purpose and character of this edition is noncommercial and for
nonprofit educational use.

But remember, even if it is legal to copy this book under US law, the
legal system can still be used by those with the power to wield it to exact
revenge upon those doing so. Many of the authorities responsible for the
things described in this book are alive and well in Tyler and Smith County
today and would gladly give a repeat performance if given the chance. Just
because you are innocent, does not mean you can't be sued or taken to jail
anyway (as described in this book). Anyone distributing this book should be
discreet and careful to protect themselves from such retribution.

And of course, if you live in another country you should follow your
own local laws.



Some differences between the electronic and printed editions.

The layout and page numbering of the original printed edition, including
the lack of any copyright notice, have been retained as much as possible in
this electronic version with the following exceptions:

1.
2.
3.

The addition of the “About This Edition” section.

Some typographical errors have been corrected.

PDF features such as bookmarks and hot-links have been added.
(Which required the addition of chapter numbers)

Four unnumbered pages of photographs from the middle of the
book have been omitted to reduce the size of this file. These photo
pages, none of which depict the main characters, are available in a
separate file.

Having not been created from the original sources, new errors have
almost certainly been introduced into this edition by the scanning
and conversion process.

As a result of forcing page numbers and breaks to coincide with the
printed version, pages are not as uniform in length as they might otherwise
have been. However, for purposes of scholarly research we thought it
important to preserve the original page numbering to facilitate creating
citations which would accurately reference both the printed and electronic

editions.

It's also worth mentioning that the 1991 Hollywood action-drama movie
Rush, released six years after Smith County Justice, was based on a fiction
written by one of the ex-narcs which depicts its female narc character much
more favorably than the real-life narc in the book. Rush is not a “movie
version” of the non-fiction book Smith County Justice.

And now, on with the book...
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The language and descriptions contained in this book do not reflect the
personal views or attitudes of the author, and are used solely for the
purpose of authenticity.

None of the names contained in this narrative have been changed as
there were not enough innocents to protect.
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A special note of gratitude is owed to
Mr. Kyle Hathcox who accompanied me
through many weary hours of
interviews and fact-seeking missions.
Without his interest and encouragement,
this book would have been much more
difficult and a lot less fun to complete.



Dedication

I dedicate this book to my wife, Carol, whose
courage and steadfast belief in me enhanced
this effort greatly. At the same time, however,
1 dedicate this book in a secondary sense to
all those who created the tragedy of Tyler,
who conspired and manipulated to create the
events that were to paint the darkest chapter
in the city's history. The same distorted sense
of Texas justice has permitted them to remain
free men, but I dedicate to their days the
encroaching shadow of truth that darkens
their conscience and forewarns a pending
retribution. It is a secondary dedication, for
they are secondary people, made lower by
their acts and profane motives.
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"Tyler has a highway that encircles the city, called Loop 323.
1 remember that on the day I left Tyler, I was driving to Dallas
thinking of everything that had happened to me in Smith
County. I found myself hoping that someday that circular
highway would look like a target to some Russian bomber."

A drug defendant interviewed
in December, 1983

FOREWORD

Beneath the expanse of the continental United States, bordering on
the Rio Grande and the bawdy cities of Mexico, rests Texas. It is here
that justice has a strange translation that would be humorous if it did not
produce such tragic implications. It was in Texas that a San Antonio man
was found hanging with his hands tied behind his back. The coroner
summarily ruled the death as a suicide. When his findings were
questioned by the stark logic that a victim would have difficulty hanging
himself with his hands tied behind his back, the case was presented to the
grand jury. Incredibly, the grand jury concurred that the death had been,
indeed, a suicide.

In 1979, a man was found in a roadside ditch with two bullet holes in
his head. Again, the official ruling was suicide, a decision that stands to
this day.

Texas is a state where convicted felons are not sent to prison as
punishment, rather, for punishment. In the prison system that has its
satellite facilities sprawling forth from Huntsville, inmate trustees serve
in the positions of pseudo guards and the vicious skills of tracking
hounds are honed by turning them loose on the rebellious, unruly inmates
for practice Prisoners harvest massive crops of cotton, guarded by
custodians on horseback with their mounts trained to bite inmates upon
silent
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command. A large percentage of these inmates serve sentences for drug
offenses, detected and convicted on the evidence gained by undercover
agents commonly known as "narcs." Yet, in the admission of a
prominent narc who operated in Texas for many years, a conservative
estimate of at least one-third of all these men should not be in prison at
all. These are the victims of the narc practices of entrapment, stashes (the
planting of narcotics on an innocent person or the filing of a false report
detailing a drug deal that, in reality, never took place) or perjured
testimony. The narc further confesses that the vast majority of all narcs
should be behind bars themselves, for the truth is that few, if any, narcs
have ever been "clean." It is these select individuals (the narcs) who enter
the sewer world of drug dealers and users and join their culture with an
unusual zeal. They use and sell drugs with their counterfeited peers and
then, almost magically, one day shave, get a hair cut, pull on a three-
piece suit and testify in court that they have been the guardians of the
public welfare and have legitimately formed valid cases against the
defendants sitting in shock before them. As a tragic result, the defendants
are sentenced to the Texas Department of Corrections, teaming the final
truth of Walter Winchell's observation that, "The scourge of the earth is
in prison, and the scum of the earth is guarding them."

If the corruption of the justice systems is extended into the methods
of gaining evidence and the subsequent penalties of incarceration, it is
apparent that it can also be found within the hallowed halls of municipal
police departments and county sheriffs offices. The search for evidence
of this state is not difficult.

In Mexia, Texas, sheriffs deputies handcuffed a small group of black
youths celebrating June '"Teenth' (the unofficial holiday commemorating
the liberation of the slaves) charging them with drunkenness and placed
them in a boat to transport them back to the shore from the small island
in Lake Mexia where the party had been held. Once upon the waters, the
boat began to sink. The deputies saved themselves by swimming safely
to shore while the handcuffed youths drowned beneath the murky waters.
All of the deputies were exonerated of wrong-doing.

In Dallas, a police officer's service revolver accidentally fired while
it was being held at the temple of a 14-year-old Chicano. The officer was
attempting to gain a confession from the youth at the time of the
"mishap."
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In Houston, a young man was shot down by police and a "throw down"
gun was placed beside the body. The officers claimed self defense. In
North Central Texas, bail bondsmen transported a woman to Oklahoma
where she was coerced into a variety of sex acts rather than have the
bondsmen revoke her bond, returning her to jail.

Newspapers are permitted within the ugly walls of Huntsville. Inmates
read of such events and shake their heads, recalling the details of their own
ordeals. They find it difficult to equate their own plight to the news that
Tarrant County millionaire Cullen Davis has been acquitted of murder and
the conspiracy to murder a district judge in two separate counts. They nod
knowingly with the revelation that Davis is the first man in national history
to have more money to spend on his defense than the state possessed in the
effort to prosecute him. They recall the executive pardon of Patty Hearst
and the select immunities granted to Richard Nixon and his host of
collaborators who founded fortunes on the lecture circuit and in writing
best-selling books dealing with their illegal escapades.

It is small wonder that justice in Texas has been referred to as "the
circus of American jurisprudence." They recall the case of Lenell Geter,
the black engineer who was convicted of robbing a Kentucky Fried
Chicken facility and was sentenced to Huntsville. Only an expose by
television's prestigious "60 Minutes" informed the populace that Geter's
co-workers had seen him on the job at the exact time the robbery was
taking place miles away. He was subsequently released from prison and
the charge was dismissed after a national outcry forced the hand of the
Dallas District Attorney. To many, his release symbolized the
effectiveness of the justice system within Texas. Yet, it does not require an
expert to reason that if a murder had taken place in the course of that
robbery, Geter could have been executed and the justice system would
have remained forever silent thereafter, even if it had learned the wrong
man had received the lethal injection. Geter never even received an
apology, but was granted a lifetime pass for free fried chicken from the
management of the Kentucky Fried Chicken chain.

A young laborer in Irving, Texas, was indicted on no less than twelve
counts of indecent exposure. It took over a year and a half for the work of
a courageous attorney to reveal that the real culprit was someone re-
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sembling the accused, living nearby the scene of the chain of exposures,
and was a man already charged with indecent exposure. The attorney was
knowledgeable enough of the system to know that he could not reveal his
findings prior to the actual trial, for the-district attorney would merely
counter his claims with evidence condemning his client, however
fraudulent, but damning. Waiting for the right moment, the attorney
presented the evidence and his client was eventually released from all
charges.

Within the sanctuaries of the district attorney's offices the quest for
convictions often supersedes the pursuit of justice. Even when the pre-
ponderance of fact reveals the innocence of a defendant, the district
attorney, as often as not, refuses to concede to the 'evidence, charging that
real justice has been circumvented by the creation of "reasonable doubt."
The district attorneys become the "popes of the bar," infallible and without
the inherent ability to err.

To what lengths law enforcement will go to gain an arrest is often
equal to the extremes taken by district attorneys to gain a conviction. The
combination forms no less than a true conspiracy. The philosophy is
overwhelming,'concluding that, "We know the man's guilty as hell, so let's
get him any way we can." The prescribed procedures designed for the pro-
tection of all is detoured in the name of the public welfare.

Strangely, law enforcement is hesitant to pursue a case once their
prime suspect has been cleared of the charge. From that point on, it
typically gathers dust as testimony to the unfading belief that the real
culprit was apprehended, but eluded justice. As a damning indictment to
their adamant posture, the case remains on the roster of those categorized
as "unsolved". Once there, officials do not want the skeletons of such cases
to ever be resurrected by some inquiring author. Such literary rabble-
rousers rank, in their estimations, as Public Enemy Number Two.

In the course of interviewing hundreds of people in the preparation of
this work, the comment was frequently made, "I don't understand why
someone hasn't written this book before now."

The truth is that there were attempts to write this book by skilled
writers with the honorable intent of seeking the truth. They went about
their business diligently, assembling data with the cool analytical
processes typical of their craft. Their philosophy was constant, they didn't
want to
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harm anyone, but they wanted to learn the truth. That, in itself, was
threatening to some. Soon, they were receiving midnight calls informing
them that writing can be dangerous to one's health. Their wives received
nocturnal calls telling them to buy a nice, black dress. Before long, it
became apparent to them that the noble intent of the book was not equal to
the obvious risks. It was evident that a pocket of power remained that did
not want the truth known. Tyler, after all, is the product of Texas, and the
concept of justice is as distorted and mangled as it is throughout the
remainder of the state's boundaries. The prime difference in Smith County
may well be that the corruption of justice is blended with an inherent
ignorance that makes the actions of anyone with a title acceptable to the
public-at-large.

In the course of researching and writing this book, I was contacted by
a whispering man who telephoned asking me to purchase a funeral plan.
With irritation, I informed him that I already had plans and plots and my
demise was well prepared. "You already have a burial plot?" he replied.
"That's good, because you'll be needing it very soon." With a click, only
the dial tone remained.

In another call, a voice (unlike the first) identified itself only as
belonging to a local minister. In a tirade, the man informed me that in
writing Smith County Justice, 1 would be doing the City of Tyler
irrevocable harm. He charged that I had absolutely no regard for all that
was good and coldly informed me that God has forgiven Tyler for
everything that has happened in its past. "Preacher," I finally replied, "if
God has forgiven Tyler, then He owes Sodom and Gomorrah an apology."
He, too, hung up on me.

A former City Attorney discussed the pending book with me and spent
considerable time outlining how there had been no stashes, no perjuries, no
manipulation of fact within the drug investigation of 1978. His posture was
simple. The principals in the case had been bribed to change their stories
and everyone else in the case were subsequent victims. The officials
involved in the matter remained the perpetual "good guys" while the
remaining characters in Tyler's tragedy were guilty, but exonerated by the
treachery of money-hungry narcs. My reply was confined to an angry,
"Bullshit."

A good writer can always gage when he nears the truth. Collective
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silence is a signal that he is far away from the facts, but a concerted effort
to deter his work is a sound indication that he is on track and moving in the
right direction. He finds himself mentally repeating the words of Franklin
Roosevelt frequently, "We have nothing to fear but fear itself." To tell the
truth, my fear scared the hell out of me.

I was frightened when my auto was broken into and a note pad taken
with a few scribbles of little consequence. I was frightened to find on the
windshield an ad torn from a magazine advertising a brand name cigarette.
At the bottom of the ad was the typical announcement, "Smoking may be
hazardous to your health." The person leaving the ad had marked out
"smoking" and had written in "writing." Yes, in Tyler, writing may be
hazardous to one's health.

"You want to watch your step up there in Tyler," warned Mike Lusk,
the former supervisor of the Tyler Police Department's Vice Division.
"You're writing this book in Tyler?" gasped Kim Ramsey, the former narc,
"you've got to be crazy!" Her narc partner, Creig Matthews, cautioned,
"Tape the doors and the hood of your car and check them whenever you
get in it. Never take the same route twice." These people had operated in
the gut of the Tyler Police Department and knew the character of some of
its personnel. They expressed a real concern about this effort and their
warnings served as guideposts to my every movement.

It is, I suppose, in the nature of man to pursue the truth. But to have
that pursuit complicated by efforts to disguise it or to thwart the effort
gives added incentive to the quest. Yet, I was resolved to complete this
work, doing so in Tyler, fully visible, and to pursue my work with honor. I
believe in the honor of man.

There have been those less threatening who held the opinion that Tyler
should have the right to close the door on this unfortunate page of its
history without having the entire episode exhumed for popular scrutiny. To
some degree, I concur with them. But when Tyler does close the door on
this segment of its past, let it be closed with the sound of truth, not the
eternal doubt and suspicion that has existed over the years.

Smith County Justice is the chronicle of but a few days within the
history of a beautiful land. If its content appears to be an indictment
against a time and place within that history, so be it. The scribe does not
create history, but preserves it.. Generations yet unborn are deserving of
the
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lessons to be learned here. If these lessons are not palatable to the current
tastes, then it is a bitter pill prescribed by public apathy and a general
disregard for common awareness. The greater service would be to insure
all generations that the events related herein will never happen again.
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"And judgment is turned away backward,
and justice standeth afar off; for truth is
fallen in the street, and equity cannot
enter."

(Isaiah 59:14)

THE MAN AND THE PLACE

For nearly two hours he had driven eastward on Interstate 20 at 55 miles
an hour. He would not drive faster, for it was a testimonial to his new
standards - the turning of a new leaf. The law was the law, and there was
nothing more to be said. It had to be this way in everything now, even in
complying with the speed law on a highway void of traffic, winding through
the autumn hills of East Texas. If he was to change his life, it would have to
begin with little things. Little things like a speed law. God knows, he thought,
this might be the last chance.

A mileage sign drifted into view and he smiled. Tyler, 9. His grin was a
crooked, small expression of unusual irony. In the trunk and back seat of his
vehicle were all his worldly possessions. His entire worth could be placed in
the back of an average auto with room to spare. Clothing, a smattering of
personal papers and photos, toilet articles, a portable television, a stereo with
bad tubes, and a revolver fitted neatly into a short holster. After thirty-two
years, two marriages and a list of experiences he could never truly relate, he
could itemize his entire substance by glancing toward the back seat of his auto.
It was a sobering thought and he dismissed it quickly, for it was not a time to
dwell upon such negative matters. The moment called for something brighter,
more elevating to the spirit. Now, it was but nine miles to a new future, an
opportunity to erase the specter of the past and a chance to re-establish
himself. It seemed but a small distance, but it was, he knew, a journey of
immense proportions. Without thinking, he wheeled the car onto the asphalt
drive leading down the steep hill into a roadside park. Braking to a halt, he
took a
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moment to notice that the terrain was still and pleasant with only the rustling
of the August breeze and the melody of a bird interrupting the silence.
Occasionally, an auto would pass by the park, heading toward Tyler on Texas
State Highway 64, but that was the only sound to disturb the stillness and he
was grateful that he had left the interstate to take the shortcut on Highway 64
and thankful for whatever force had led him to pause within the park. More
than anything else, he needed a moment to relax, to reflect, and to take
inventory of the days before him. He rubbed his eyes and released a deep sigh
before adjusting the rear view mirror to examine his face. He was a handsome
man. He knew that. Providence had been good to him somehow, causing time
to stand still. At thirty-two, he could easily pass for a man in his mid-twenties.
He ran his fingers lightly through his hair and smiled with the observation. He
would need a youthful appearance and by damn, he had one . Turning the
handle, he swung his legs from the auto and stepped into the fresh morning air.

Beyond the picnic tables stood the tree. The gnarled oak so ancient that
it had stood there long before the arrival of the white man into the region.
The broad-based oak with the twisted roots in visual agony above the
surface of the earth. He walked beneath the canopy of the trees and enjoyed
its protective shield from the intense sun. Luxuriously, he slumped to the
soft grass and leaned against the rough bark of the tree, closing his eyes and
feeling the light breeze touch his face. It was a good moment, the kind he
never seemed to have time for any more. The kind he used to know when he
was but a boy in Grand Falls, Texas. The thought came easily - pleasantly -
Grand Falls, Texas. There was brother Hollis; stem, serious Hollis with an
eye fixed upon reality at any cost. And there was sister - lovely, vivacious
sister whose memory always resurrected the echo of his mother's voice -
"She was just so perfect in every way, I couldn't name her anything else but
Treasure.”" Sister' Treasure - Treasure Matthews. There had always been the
adolescent jokes about her name ("When you die, you'll be a buried
Treasure!" "I sure would like to make a Treasure.") but even he had to admit
that she was a pleasant person, indeed, and perhaps altogether deserving of
the name. As for him, the name Benjamin had not been suitable. He had
been called Ben for a while, until he was old enough to demand the use of
his middle name, Creig. Ben had always conjured up images of a clock in
London or
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television's "Gentle Ben." He had certainly not grown to be gentle. When he
had grown old enough and large enough to enforce his will, he had altered his
identity to simple Creig - Creig Matthews. The scenario of his days of youth
were tranquil to his spirit and he kept his eyes closed, leaning against the tree,
and surrendered to the dark curtain of sleep.

Long scars were visible on the bark of the tree. The great brown bear had
paused there upon many occasions to sharpen his claws. The slow, plodding
bear who was the favorite of nature. A lover of honey, protesting bees could
not sting through his hide. A natural fisher, the bear took from the serpentine
rivers and gorged within the tangled berry bushes. Both carnivorous and
vegetarian, his diet was unrestricted, thus plentiful in supply. While all of
nature suffered through the hardship of winter, the bear slept in dark caves
while his mate painlessly gave birth to cubs while yet in slumber. Yes, God
had created the great beast with merciful exemptions, and life for the bear was
good and easy.

The land beyond the tree rested in lush splendor, sprawling southward
from the easy-flowing Sabine River. It had been the home of the Kickapoo,
Delaware, a small group of Seminoles and the mighty Cherokee. In 1819, the
Cherokee had made their encampments in the forests of the Arkansas Ozarks,
but a mighty earthquake had led them to believe that the Great Spirit had
spoken, instructing them to move westward where the land rested in a network
of meadows, woods, and rivers where life had been made easy for the great
bear. As white settlers began to invade the meadows and the sound of their
axes echoed across the woodlands, the Cherokee became accustomed to the
sight of the receding forests and the new, uniform rows of crops that
redesigned the horizons. The alteration of the earth troubled them deeply, but
the Indian was in the process of learning valuable lessons, the greatest being
the art of dealing with the white man and coming to understand his ways. The
tribal leaders had learned that the land called Tejas was ruled by the
government of Mexico, a nation they knew to be far to the south where the
buffalo moved when their coats became heavy with the promise of winter.
After long debate, it was decided that the eloquent Chief Fields would journey
to Mexico and
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seek title to the land that was now the domain of the Cherokee Nation. His
effort was not altogether a failure, for he returned with a guarantee from the
Mexican Government that could have been equated as "squatters rights." It
was the hope of Chief Fields that the agreement would be formalized in
writing, but the Mexicans were not willing to commit themselves and the
Indians wanted to believe that there was honor in the Mexicans' word and that
they might always cherish the East Texas hills they now called home.

It was now 1822 and the Cherokee continued to live upon the land,
finding the game plentiful and the fish of the tributaries fat and hungry. They
loved the land and felt secure upon it, mindless of the events beyond the
forests that included the tragedy of the Alamo and the inspirational victory at
San Jacinto. The world beyond the deep forests was changing, but it was
difficult to recognize when the white-tailed deer walked the same paths as
always before and the screaming hawk circled again against the drifts of
clouds. Life was constant for the Indian, and he found particular pleasure in
the belief that the troubles of the white man no longer touched the destiny of
the tribal spirit.

The tribal-leaders were not so immune from the events of the land as were
their fellow tribesmen. They came to learn that Texas had gained
independence and reasoned that perhaps the hostility between the new Texans
and the Mexicans might cause the new government of the Republic to not
honor the old agreement reached in Mexico. Again, the diplomacy of the
Cherokee was exercised and a delegation met with representatives of the new
government in Columbia, Texas, and an accord was reached wherein the
Indians would be granted a territory marked as north of the Old San Antonio
Road and encompassing the regions between the basins of the Sabine, Neches
and Angelina Rivers. As was the white man's method, the agreement would
only have to be approved by the Senate of the Republic, and that seemed but a
formality - or so the Indians were told.

News traveled slowly and many months passed before the Cherokee
discovered that the Senate of the Republic of Texas had refused to ratify the
pact granting them the land where they had lived for fifteen years. Surely, it
would not be so, they reasoned, and with their typical patience they allowed
the seasons to pass in the belief that the error would be cor-
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rected and the honor of the white man would be restored with a reversal of the
decision. It was inherently inconceivable to the mind of the Indian that anyone
could "own" portions of the Mother Earth. It was the domain of all, man and
beast alike, without restriction or limit. Yet, the white man had come among
them with the concept that the land could indeed be so possessed with
exclusive rights and it appeared that only white men could possess title to that
which had always been free to the red man to enjoy. By 1838, the patience of
the young rebels within the tribe had reached its limit and the spiral of smoke
upon the hilly horizon spoke of their wrath against the treachery of all whites.
Chief Bowles, the leader of the Cherokees in East Texas, had adapted well to
the ways of the white man, so much so that he was a partner in a salt mining
operation with a local physician. But the old ways die hard and the rebellious
nature of the young warriors slowly eroded the chief's power and nocturnal
raids were frequent upon the settlers near the fringes of the forest. With the
precision learned by their ancient arts, the young Cherokees struck and
retreated, leaving ashes and embers to scar the terrain. Pioneer farmers
whittled slits in the doors of their cabins where they maintained a sentry watch
by night and day, always fearful that they, too, would fall prey to the
vengeance of the Cherokee.

In 1838, at a site about 40 miles south of the old oak, three families were
attacked by the screaming renegades. Eighteen members of the Killough,
Wood and Williams families were massacred in the region where Mt. Selman,
Texas now stands. Settlers throughout the region formed loose alliances of
mutual defense, and issued a plea to the Congress of the Republic of Texas for
governmental aid in their struggle for survival in the wilderness of northeast
Texas. In the following year, Colonel Thomas J. Rusk led a detachment of the
Texas Army through the hills northward along the banks of an unnamed creek
to the place where the giant oak stood. It would be a good landmark, he
determined, and with water and a terrain given to adequate vigilance, it was a
good campsite. To the south, in the area where Teasleville, Texas is now
located, Rusk had encountered the Cherokee and driven them northward in
hasty retreat. He had been given his orders by Congress. He would drive the
Cherokee and other rebellious tribes from the land forever. He was, after all, a
soldier, and his only conscience was in the obedience to
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his commands.

Chief Bowles had not worried about the attitude of the white man in
those early days when it was first learned that the agreement to concede the
land to the Indian would not be honored. He recalled the old days when they
had dwelled in the deep forests of the Ozarks and a white man had lived
among them, blending well with their ways and customs. His name had been
Sam Houston. Now, Houston was powerful among the leaders of the new
nation and certainly old alliances, such as theirs, could not be easily
forgotten. The man called Houston had been a man of honor, he
remembered, so he was filled with deep confidence that all would be well
with them.

It had not mattered to the settlers that the attacks had been conducted by
small bands of youthful warriors. Now, organizing in companies under
unauthorized commands, the farmers took up their weapons and attacked the
Indians at will. They could not wait for the soldiers who would come later
under the command of Colonel Rusk. With surprising skill; the white man
crept through the forest and often surprised the Indian camps, killing
indiscriminately, as if for sport. Even Chief Bowles, the leader ardently
attempting to blend the ways of the Indian and the white man, was now
forced to take up arms in defense of his people and himself. He did not know
that Sam Houston was violently protesting the failure of the Congress to
ratify the Cherokee agreement. Chief Bowles was shot down believing that
he had been betrayed by his old friend.

By 1839, the Indians had been driven across the Red River and the hills
of East Texas were free for settlement by all who would come there to build
and prosper. Colonel Rusk returned to his home, having fulfilled the final
chapter of his military career. Beneath the black asphalt of the driveway in
the park rested the ashes of Colonel Rusk's campfire, the last evidence that
the Army of the Republic of Texas had once passed that way, near the giant
oak, in pursuit of the retreating Cherokee.

- @ -
The roar of an 18-wheeler stirred Matthews awake and he was surprised

that he had dozed beneath the protective-umbrella of the oak. He felt
refreshed, however, and admitted to himself that he had needed sleep.
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He had not slept well the night before. Perhaps the excitement of a new job
had kept him awake. That could have been it, but Matthews would never
admit it. He was not given to feelings for such minor reasons. Creig Matthews
considered himself to be cold.... cold as rattlesnake eyes.... and just as
dangerous.

He did not remember the last nine miles driven. Suddenly, as he was
braking at the red light on Loop 323, the oval-shaped thoroughfare
surrounding the city, he realized that he had not been aware of nearing his
destination. Slowly, he drove eastward toward the downtown area where the
banking community had created buildings that now formed the skyline of
Tyler. He would park beside the city square and organize a schedule for all
that had to be done that day. He was methodical and believed in systems.
From the rear seat, he retrieved his attaché case. Opening it, he removed the
letters. With a slight smile, he reviewed the message contained on each.

"Dear Craig:'

Late last week, I learned of your resignation from the
Department. Please feel free to call upon me for any
assistance that I can be in your future endeavors.

I want you to know how much I have personally appreciated
your loyalty to the Administration and to the good people of
Piano over the past seven and a half years.

I know that you have always done your best for this
community, the city government, and the Police Department;
and I wish you the very best in the future.

Sincerely yours,

David A. Griffin City Manager Piano, Texas."

The second letter was written on stationery with large black print

1 Oddly, the City Manager who "personally appreciated" Matthews' loyalty
and performance was unable to correctly spell the officer's first name.
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announcing boldly, POLICE DEPARTMENT. Matthews read it quickly.
"To Whom it May Concern:

Lt. Creig Matthews resigned from the Plano Police Department
effective July 11, 1977, after about eight years of service. We are
accepting this resignation with deep regret.

Lt. Matthews, during his career with the Plano Police
Department, has served as patrol officer, Sergeant, and
Lieutenant, his most recent assignment being in charge of the
Criminal Investigation Division. Prior to that he was in charge of
the Staff Services Division.

Lt. Matthews gained statewide recognition as an excellent
narcotics officer and proved most effective in combating drug
problems. His record of supervising undercover operations and
securing indictments and convictions is outstanding.

Lt. Matthews was at all times completely loyal to the Department
and the Administration, and is highly recommended as an
intelligent, effective officer.

Very truly yours,

Duane R Kinsey
Chief of Police
Plano, Texas"

The letters would help. Sound recommendations from top officials. They
might offset any questions anyone might have. Questions like why he had
resigned in July of 1977 and it was now August of '78. More than a year
without a job in law enforcement. Matthews frowned with the thought and
closed his eyes with a sigh. He hoped to God no one would ask questions like
that.

Now, he would psych himself for the meeting with Chief Malloch. As an
actor fits his mind and attitude to a role, so did Matthews attempt to fit his
framework of thought into a pattern he thought would be acceptable to the
chief. He was, after all, an actor in his own right. He was a damned good actor
and often imagined that he could have made a success on the
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stage. Narcs are the ultimate actors in the drama of life and death. There are no
bad reviews in the narc's world - only obituaries.

The night before, Malloch had called Matthews in Dallas and informed
him bluntly, "The job's yours." "

After the polygraph and the review board," Matthews had added with
apprehension.

"Creig," Malloch had offered coldly, "when I tell you the job's yours, the
job's yours."

With that, Matthews had smiled broadly. "I'll be there tomorrow
afternoon."

"Good," Malloch had replied. "We need to get you in operation. We've
got some folks down here who need busting. You come to the station
tomorrow and report straight to me. Don't tell anyone who you are or why you
want to see me. I'll be expecting you."

Matthews liked the approach. The secrecy of the first meeting. He had
fostered the question of whether or not Malloch would be cool. He had come
to even think in the language of street junkies and dealers. He wondered if the
chief would be cool - whether or not the man would have any understanding
of how a narcotics officer operated undercover. It would make a difference: A
big difference. If the chief wasn't cool, it would mean a lot of activity would
be restrained, controlled by reports and demands for contact. If Malloch knew
anything about narcs, it would be a simple matter of getting down to business
and worrying only about the results.

It always boiled down to the most fundamental point - get results. To hell
with anything else, as long as there're indictments and convictions. Nothing
else mattered.

He also wondered how his roll would be handled with other department
personnel. Would he be brought into the morning briefing and introduced to
the entire day shift as the narc who'll be working under cover? How his
identity and role was handled would tell him a great deal about whether or not
Malloch was cool. He hoped that he would be able to operate outside of the
department, autonomous and free of most restraint. That was the best way. For
a narc, it was truly the only way.

He recalled his experience while attending a course offered at the Texas
Department of Public Safety Academy entitled, "Surveillance
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School." A classroom filled with narcs, learning the finer points of
gathering intelligence on suspects. Rookies and veterans had gathered
there, congregating by night in bars to swap tales of their adventures
in the never-never land of undercover.

"It's a bunch of bullshit," the veteran narc had told Matthews that
night over a can of Coors at one of Austin's lesser clubs.
"Surveillance doesn't mean a damned thing. What the hell difference
does it make whether or not you know for a friggin' fact that John Doe
is dealing? Tell me that, huh? You want to know how it really comes
down?" The man was crushing the empty can within his fist and
depositing it on the table between them. Matthews counted the cans -
five. "It really comes down to your gut. Don't listen to anything else.
You'll learn to pull up next to a car on the street and glance at the
driver. Your gut will tell you there's a stash in the car. You can tell by
the way the asshole looks at you. He'll sweat and try to avoid your
eyes. He'll try to pretend you're not there. Your gut will talk to you
then. It'll say, that prick's dirty, man. Surveillance is for the nice guys.
The do-it-by-the-book nice guys. They believe in surveillance and
whatever word they get from their snitches. They put all their trust
exactly where it doesn't belong. Surveillance is fine and a good snitch
is worth his weight in gold, but you still listen to your gut first. Know
why? Because a damned snitch will turn on you like a snake and set
you up. I've seen it happen. In Houston, a well known snitch called
the P.D. and told them a drug deal was going down at a certain spot,
see? Ten Houston police and Harris County officers raid the suspects,
house. He has a gun. Three of the officers draw their weapons and
fire. Know what happened then? They run a check on the dead guy to
get an [.D. It turns out that he's Monroe Scott, a rookie DPS narcotics
agent. Scott was one of the nice guys, trusting snitches and
surveillance routines. He got wasted because the snitch got tired of
running for him.

"When you really get tuned in to this work, your gut tells you
about things like that. You listen to your gut. It'll tell you when
something's going sour. Your gut gets tight. Everything gets twisted
up from your throat to your ass. You listen to your gut and remember
that there never was a nice guy narc.

"They can teach you all this surveillance crap, and if you're smart,
you'll take it all in and then shove it back in their keisters. Nobody in
this
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work can stay alive living by the book. It'll get you killed, that's all it's good for.
What you really do, to get the job done right, is first listen to your gut when it
tells you that the guy's dirty. Then you get yourself a couple grams of toot* and
sit down and snort or shoot with him. There ain't a dealer in the world who's
gonna' deal with you if he doesn't see you using. It's one of the facts of life. And
it doesn't make a damned bit of difference, because before long, you're gonna'
want to use the shit because you won't be able to cope with all the garbage you'll
be 'dealing with. You're gonna' be using anyway, so what the hell's the
difference? So, you use with the guy and wait a few days. He's got a free ride on
your stuff, right? Now you go to him and ask if he knows where you can score
some Coke.? You make the buy and bingo, you've got your case."

The man popped the tab on another Coors and smiled. His icy stare
penetrated Matthews expression and he broadened his smile.

"It's hard to swallow, huh? Well, that's the way it is. And I'll tell you
something else. You take care of Number One along the way. If you make a two
gram buy off the asshole, you get yourself some Mannitol* and cut one of the
grams in half. That's the shit you send down here to the DPS lab. If it was fifty
percent stuff, now it's twenty-five percent. Still good enough for a case, and
you've got a good gram, full strength, for yourself. You're still turning in two
grams and you've got a good gram to play with. You've got your own supply
and you've still got a case on the sonuvabitch. It's the best of two worlds. Believe
me, it's the only way to fly."

Matthews watched with an expression of amazement as the man retrieved a
cigarette paper from his shirt pocket and rolled a quick joint. Pinching the
cigarette between his fingers, he drew delicately from it, as if savoring an exotic
wine. He held it forth to Matthews who shook his head politely.

"Do you see what I'm doing?" the man inquired with a knowing grin. "In a
couple of minutes, there won't be a person in here who won't know that I'm
smoking pot. They'll smell it and start looking around to see

2 "Toot" is the drug culture term for cocaine.

"Coke" is another term referring to cocaine, the shortened version of its title.

4 Mannitol is an infant's laxative readily available in many pharmacies that
ranks among the favorites of the drug culture in cutting the strength of
cocaine.

w
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who's crazy enough to light one up in a public place. But do you know what
I'm really doing? I'm simulating. That's what they teach you in these damned
classes. I'm simulating. If the heat comes in here in a minute from now and
wants to roust me for smoking pot, I'll put the story on them. The guy at the
next table's a known dealer. I want to score points with him, gain his
confidence to maybe make a deal later on tonight. I'm not really smoking the
joint, I'm simulating. Hell, I've seen narcs simulate themselves right out of
their gourds! Then I go into my act about how the cops blew my cover and
ruined all chances of setting up the character. See how it works? It boils down
to this, Matthews. All those laws you're going to be enforcing, they're made
for all these other assholes around you. There's not one law made for the narc.
He has his own set of laws. When he starts trying to live by the laws made for
everyone else, he's going to get his ass in a world of trouble. He's going to
have six of his best friends carrying him out by the handles. No, you live by
your own rules and no one's gonna' touch you. The final word is that you're
still cleaning the streets of junkies and dealers and you'll be making good
numbers in the courts and the D.A. will love you for it. It's one helluva life and
you gotta' learn to just live it and enjoy it, because there isn't a soul out there
who's ever gonna' understand what a narcs life is really like. You live it and
enjoy it and tell the rest of the world to go straight to hell."

He sipped off the cigarette again and crushed another can within his fist.
He stared absently toward the wall, as if reading something written there, a
message meant only for him.

Matthews frowned with the memory, reflecting how the veteran of the
war on drugs might have been many distasteful things, but he certainly wasn't
a liar. His lesson of that night had been proven countless times since, and he
renewed his hope that the chief would be cool. To be a narc, a cool supervisor
was a treasure. When things got tough, it was a necessity.

For a long moment, Matthews sat in the car arranging his papers and
composing himself for the meeting. He told himself that it was "no big deal,"
but he knew it was. It was a very big deal, indeed. He watched the people walk
through the city square of Tyler. Pretty young girls clutched their skirts against
the August breeze. The final day of August, he recalled. Stately trees stood
within the square and park benches were strategically placed beside the
network of sidewalks. Beyond the square stood the
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brownstone courthouse with barred windows on the top floor. He gazed at the
building and thought what the future would bring. How many times would he
enter that building to testify against addicts and dealers? How often would he
ride the elevator to the sixth floor and book offenders into jail? It might
happen in about a year, he reasoned. It usually took about a year to make a
really good bust. He stared at the courthouse and wondered.

It was the year after Texas had gained statehood that the five
commissioners entered the region. General James Smith, the 54-year-old
campaigner who had fought under Jackson at the Battle of New Orleans in the
War of 1812, now served in the legislature of the new state and had proposed
that the area be declared a county. The boundaries were clearly described as
being the Sabine River to the north; the Neches River to the west; a twisting
creek formed the southern boundary known as Cherokee Creek’, and
surveyors would draw an imaginary line to the east, the only symmetric
feature of the county. It would be composed of nine hundred and eighty-four
square miles, five hundred and seventy thousand, eight hundred and eighty
acres.

The commissioners, W.B. Duncan, J.C. Hill, E.E. Lott, John Dewberry,
and John Loller, had been instructed by the legislature to review the terrain of
the proposed county and to establish there a city that would become the county
seat. The edict commanded that the new seat of government should be situated
within three miles of the center of the county on a point of adequate elevation
and with a good supply of water. Also, they were charged with naming the
new city and county, submitting the names for legislative approval. In honor
of the legislator who had submitted the bill for the new county, the
commissioners decided to call the region, Smith County. General Smith had,
after all, distinguished himself under Jackson, had fought in the Texas War for
Independence and had campaigned against the Cherokees. He had earned the
honor of having

5 Cherokee Creek is known today as simply, County Line Creek.
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the county named for him and the decision was unanimous.

Once the most desirable site had been found, plans were drawn for a
network of streets forming a city square where a log cabin would be
constructed to serve as the county courthouse. Only the naming of the city
remained before the commissioners could consider their work completed and
return to other pursuits. President John Tyler had led the fight for Texas
statehood, and in a gesture of honor and political allegiance, the county seat
was thereafter known as Tyler, Texas. Now, their work was done and the
commissioners knew that they would have to leave the future of Tyler and
Smith County to destiny and the will of the men who would someday live
there.

It was the land that had once made life good and easy for the leisurely
bear. The Indians had sought to control the land and had failed, and now the
city was founded upon the domain of the great beast. If the land had given
blessings to the bear, then the legacy of grace was seemingly transferred to the
budding county seat. Within a few years, the tragic Civil War brought the
construction of Camp Ford, a ten-acre stockade formed in a square and named
in honor of John S. "Rip" Ford, the noted Texas Ranger of that time. The
camp stood at a site about four miles northeast of Tyler and was soon
redesignated by Confederate military powers as a prisoner of war camp. Even
this was an event of extraordinary good fortune, for an active military outpost
could well have brought the conflict into Smith County, but the non-
aggressive nature of Camp Ford saved the region from being a target of the
Union offensive. Confederate victories in Louisiana swelled the camp's
prisoner population to an alarming 4,700 and military officials soon learned
that the low prisoner-to-guard ratio was inviting conspiracies in the camp of a
mass escape. Quickly, farmers and young boys were conscripted from the
countryside to serve as temporary guards. It was an act of patriotic zeal the
northerners had not expected. Escape would be more difficult now and the
hope of finding a

6 In a form of logic that only East Texans can understand, Smith County was
named for James Smith who fought against the Cherokee Indians in the
region later to be named Rusk County; after Colonel Thomas J. Rusk.
Colonel Rusk, meanwhile, fought the Cherokees in the region that would
become known as "Smith County. An adjoining county was named after the
Indians, Cherokee County, and was given the dubious county seat name of
Rusk, a strange blending to say the least.
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local sympathizer was greatly diminished. The Yankees had not learned
that when the election to determine the issue of secession was held
within the Smith County Courthouse, 1,199 residents cast their ballots.
1,149 voted for Texas to remove itself from the union while only 50
voted to remain within the ranks of the states. A 96 percent majority.
Yes, it would be difficult indeed to locate a sympathizer in Smith
County.

Smith County's second military facility was at Headache Springs, barely
two miles outside of Tyler. Here, medicines were manufactured for the
treatment of the war wounded. This, too, was a military operation easily
overlooked by the Union strategists, ranking very low on the list of military
priorities. As the population at Camp Ford continued to grow and escape
rumors persisted, an appeal was issued to Headache Springs for
reinforcements to relieve the farmers who needed to return to their domestic
chores. Two companies of men were detached under the commands of O.M.
Roberts and Richard Hubbard.” The supplemental strength at the camp
dispelled the escape rumors forever and its operation returned to normal.

In 1865, Union occupational forces entered the county and immediately
destroyed Camp Ford, tearing it apart log by log, board by board. A stately
Major dressed in Yankee blue, mounted on a spirited bay horse, brought a
detachment into Tyler, pausing in the city square in front of the courthouse.
The defeat of the Confederate States was reaffirmed in his public statement
and he called for the local aristocracy to liberate their slaves. Only in that
singular moment had Smith County encountered any association with the
worst conflict in national history. Still, there was the innate feeling that
Smith County was under some special protection by a mysterious
providence and the Yankees among the people were but a temporary
inconvenience that would soon pass away.

The post war years passed quickly with Tyler founding an opera house
where Sarah Bernhardt once performed. A music club thrived and produced
a local singer of such talent that she was accompanied by the John Phillip
Sousa band while performing at the Texas State Fair in Dallas. Smith
Countians loved all forms of entertainment, and when a renowned

7 Ironically, both Roberts and Hubbard were later to serve terms as Governors
of Texas.
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ventriloquist performed on the second floor of the new county
courthouse, the crowd was so large that the floor joists began to groan
with the weight. During the act, a voice was heard in the distance
shouting, "Fire! Fire!" The crowd panicked with the announcement and
began rushing for the exits. The shifting of the weight was more than the
floor could withstand and it collapsed, sending the crowd hurtling
downward, crashing upon the lower floor. In reality, there was no fire.®

The incident produced no fatalities and only one person was listed as
seriously injured. A miraculous escape, indeed. Yet, the hunger for
entertainment was not diminished by the near tragedy. Performers continued
to be welcomed with throngs of Tylerites and county residents and their
performances were always well received.

By the late 19th century, Tyler had an efficient newspaper serving the
people with descriptions and announcements of area events. Throughout
East Texas, the city was known as one of the thriving centers of growth.
Horse drawn streetcars moved slowly down Erwin Street’, businesses were
born, and the principal arteries of the city expanded to accommodate the
rapid prosperity experienced with surprising speed. It was a time of
commercial and cultural expansion, producing the names of emerging
wealth forming the foundation of all its future years. Roberts, Hubbard,
Shelton, Loftin, Swann, McClendon, Fannin, Bonner, Ramey, Roosth,
Phillips, Mayfield and other noted names became self-identifying titles as
readily as they were surnames.

With time, the horses slowly disappeared from the city streets and
electric streetcars moved with rhythmic clacks toward the East Texas
Fairground where a yearly agricultural exposition had evolved into an
annual fair attracting visitors from a broad area. Tyler was now the crossroad
between Shreveport'’, Louisiana and the western giant, Dallas.

8 Historians are divided over whether or not the call of "Fire" was emitted by
some prankster on the street below, or whether it was but a portion of the
ventriloquist's act, throwing his voice to make it appear to come from the
street.

9 With the proper angle of sunlight, one can still detect the darkened bricks
along Erwin Street giving evidence of the twin tracks of the old streetcar
line.

10 Shrevesport was the original name of Shreveport, Louisiana. The "s" was
later discarded
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No other city could challenge its position of prominence and fate continued to bless it,
bringing a spur from the Pacific Railroad into the bowels of the city. Now, the flow of
commerce could be easily scheduled and transported to far reaches beyond the county.
Enterprising agriculturalists discovered that the land of the region was well suited for a
variety of pursuits and nearby Lindale became known for its strawberries while the
hamlets of Flint and Bullard produced new, promising strains of tomatoes and other
bounties from the fertile earth. The sprawling fields nearest Tyler were planted with
long, rigid rows of roses and within a single lifetime, Tyler was to produce one-half of
all the commercially grown rose bushes in the world, shipping over 20 million bushes
a year to all parts of the globe.

The blessings granted to the stately bear continued to be bestowed upon
Tyler. Other cities struggled for existence and often became deserted
reminders of shattered dreams. By November of 1922, the nation was
enjoying a surging economy and Tyler was celebrating the grand opening of
the Blackstone Hotel, a luxurious monument to the continued progress of the
city. The hotel had been named after the famous Chicago institution noted
for its regal atmosphere and meticulous service. In the months of its
construction, the vengeful spirit of the Cherokee returned to haunt the area
when an underground spring used by the Indians erupted and often flooded
the basement. By November 29th, however, the local newspaper heralded
the grand opening as "a great day in Tyler history." While scandals were rare
in Tyler, one developed the night a boiler exploded in a cleaning
establishment across the street from the Blackstone. The blast was so
powerful that fragments of the boiler penetrated the wall of a neighboring
building, killing a secretary working there. When investigators inquired why
the boiler had been left unattended, it was revealed that the owner of the
cleaning establishment had been in the Blackstone attending a portable crap
game that had been in operation for several months. The proprietor had been
"on a roll" and had stayed too long.

If such tragedy was to strike the city, it was understood that it was
inevitable, for growth and destiny prescribed such things. The people
maintained an attitude of optimism and good humor. Within the Black-
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stone, a coffee clutch'' was founded where local businessmen would gather on
Wednesday mornings to swap stories and gossip. Slowly, the membership of
the clutch grew, sometimes having an attendance in excess of 200. With their
typical wry humor, the clutch developed an unusual protocol. A guest speaker
would be invited to address the prestigious group and after coffee and a
Danish, the speaker would be introduced and approach the podium to begin
speaking. This was the cue for the entire membership to arise and promptly
leave the room. The clutch meeting was over and another speaker had been the
target of their pranks. Local notables and state governors alike received this
dubious treatment, and the clutch was to endure more than fifty years. Once,
the clutch invited a governor to address the group only to have the chief
executive of the state decline the offer, tipped off, no doubt, to the group's
idiosyncrasy. In retaliation, the clutch sent the governor a bill for his coffee
and donuts. He paid it.

On December 31, 1975, the Blackstone Hotel closed its doors and the
clutch held its final meeting within the grand hotel. Tyler attorney Weldon
Holcomb recognized the sad event with typical clutch humor, announcing,
"Since the coffee was cold and the waitresses were late in delivering the
donuts, I move that we never again meet at the Blackstone." The motion was
approved unanimously.

With the grand hotel as the keystone of Tyler's budding success, the city
reigned as the dominant source of activity throughout the region. By 1945, a
community once challenging Tyler for the title of county seat was but a
skeletal ghost in the midst of the deserted Camp Fannin, where signalmen
were trained for the Battle of the Bulge. The great depression of the thirties
had been felt, but was never destructive to the city's spirit. The great wars had
come and gone, the last one resolved in the mushroom cloud of incredible
destruction, but still the region had been exempt from any significant turmoil
and life continued with the ease of an old southern grace. Blacks sat in the rear
of the buses that moved shoppers toward Dallas. Private vehicles were now
the prime source of local transportation, the streetcars having disappeared near
the end of World War I. Theaters

11 For some reason, the group actually called their gathering a coffee Klutch,
with a “k”.
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had partitioned balconies with restrooms and water fountains designated by
race. Tyler was captured by the Twentieth Century, but the old world values of
a noble aristocracy yet remained.

Among the signals of progress was the establishment of a United States
District Court for the Texas Eastern District within Tyler. From this court
came landmark decisions that altered the cultural profile of the nation.
Integrated classrooms were mandated by the court, bringing the end to the era
of pure aristocracy where racial elevation was a way of life for all Caucasians.
To this date, calls for impeachment against the courageous judge rendering the
decision are yet heard within Tyler.

The ruling gave evidence to the character of Tyler where change comes
with resistance and is rarely voluntary. Fathers were permitted in the delivery
rooms of Dallas hospitals to witness the miracle of birth a full two decades
before the simple, well-accepted, practice was permitted in Tyler hospitals.
Only the action of the courts enforced the free education of children of illegal
aliens in Tyler schools. State authorities forced the building of a new Smith
County Jail after area citizens voted down a bond issue providing for its
construction. A second bond issue passed only after the populace was
informed that, "either pass the bond or the state will force us to build the jail
whether we want to or not." Smith County still prohibits the sale of liquor
except in private membership clubs, prompting a local sage to comment, "The
good Baptists of Smith County will keep, the county dry as long as they can
stagger to the polls:"

Smith County is among those within the state consistently rejecting
referendums that would permit parimutuel betting, but on any bright weekend
afternoon, a Tylerite can greet a host of his friends at Louisiana Downs, the
track in nearby Shreveport, Louisiana. The county fosters the notorious "blue
law" prohibiting the sale of "non essential" goods on Sunday. On any given
Sabbath, a consumer can purchase a can of beans, but not a can opener. A
pound of coffee is obtainable, but not a coffee cup or a coffee pot. A container
of floor wax can be purchased, but not a mop. It remains a region dedicated to
the status quo, ever fearful that change will disrupt the flow of life, its quality,
and the inherent blessings of a sound, fundamental Baptist dogma.

Nothing brought greater change to the area than the discovery of oil in
Smith County's backyard by the infamous Dad Joiner. Farmers who
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had wiped the sweat from their brow beneath the summer sun suddenly found
themselves millionaires when tentacles of petrol pools were detected beneath
their land. Roughnecks flooded the region and the grasshopper pumps of the
industry groaned their song of wealth. A new era had arrived and Tyler
became the oil capitol of the state with ninety one operators maintaining
corporate offices within the city. The oil boom of the early thirties brought a
new directory of names representing "new money" wealth and challenging the
old historic families in both fortune and influence. Fair, Genecov, Pirtle,
Caldwell and Wisenbaker were but a few of those who found wealth in the
land or in supplying the explosion of newcomers. Hedge, Coleman, Zeppa,
Hughes, Manziel, Phillips, Spence, Hudnall, Wise and McKnight... the list
went on.

It would have seemed that the bounty of the land had been enough. The
earth had richly produced crops and deep, expansive veins of coal abounded.
Timber was dense in great supply and a treasure of nature was great upon the
land. To have the immense wealth of oil yet within the soil was a blessing too
great to contemplate, yet it was there and granted to the people as if they were
the chosen ones, honored by fate or providence for some undiscovered quality
they possessed. Farmers who lamented that oil had not been discovered on
their land were yet catapulted to wealth when a man-made lake was created
near Tyler. Lake Palestine (Pal-es-teen) was formed by controlling the natural
flow of the land's drainage and permitting Flat Creek and other tributaries to
flood the lush valleys. Where crops had embroidered the horizon, a lake was
born and the farmers were now principals in resort communities and hawkish
land sales. A sport fishing industry was founded and marinas dotted the shores
where large mouth bass darted within the murky shadows.

With the blessings of their times, the people were being slowly divided
into the elite categories of the "haves" and the "have nots," and a system
emerged delicately bordering upon a caste arrangement. It soon evolved that
the "haves" would live in particular areas of the city, not unlike most other
cities, and their children would attend Robert E. Lee High School. The "have
nots" would appropriate the north end of the city, the black district, and their
children would, for the most part, attend John Tyler High School. If the typical
athletic rivalry existed between the schools, it was as much a social protest as
one of academic loyalty. The remainder of
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the city would house the middle class, the silent current of society
that could rise above the "have nots" but be always restricted from the
rapid elevation to wealth as existed in the days of the oil boom. A
responsible middle class worker would be known in East Texas jargon
as "a good ole' boy," but the north end black would remain to much of
the aristocracy as a simple nigger that could be beckoned with the call
of "boy." The elite would remain socially aloof, dining at the
Petroleum Club and cherishing country club memberships. In
moments of charity, the elite would provide for the needs of the other
classes, but the association would end there. It was as if the lower
classes could not rise, but the wealthy certainly would not stoop.
Among the many elements separating East Texas from all other
regions of the nation is its unique method of communication. The
language of the region is filled with colloquialisms of astounding
proportions. An almost psychic factor is found in their constant
references to that mystical location known only to East Texans as
"yonder." A child may ask where a toy is and be told by an attentive
parent that the object can be easily found "over yonder." Invariably,
the child is directed with the singular statement to the exact location
of the toy, as if the word had been a complete verbal map. Upon
asking a service station attendant where a particular street could be
found within the city, he replied, "It's right over yonder." When asked
where "yonder" was, he replied, "When you drive away, look back. I'll
be yonder." At the same time, references common to other regions of
the nation seemingly exceed the boundaries of the territorial language.
A New Yorker once visiting Tyler gave the account of her experience
while patronizing a Tyler restaurant. Scanning the menu, she was
delighted to read, "Soup du Jour." With a polite smile, she inquired,
"What is the Soup du Jour?"
"Oh, that," replied the rural waitress, "that's the soup we change the
name of every day." Those unfortunate enough not to be first
generation residents of the county will always be "a newcomer" or "an
outsider." To truly understand the language and customs of the area,
one must necessarily be an East Texan. A true East Texan has his
birth recorded within the courthouse, and a real East Texan will find
his parents' registration there as well.
The conservatism of the region is demonstrated in the collective
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attitude adequately represented by the "it was good enough for my daddy,"
philosophy. Decades of social anemia dictated that young couples would drive
in repetitious circles along Tyler's main artery, Broadway, throughout the
weekend evening hours. In this nomadic cycle, they would encounter friends,
stop and chat for a moment, return to the circular route around the city square,
and finally surrender the activity for a Coke at McDonalds and a goodnight
kiss. The facts are simple. Tyler offers little else for its youth to do. The
"cruising" of Broadway is a necessity for recreation as much as it is a tradition.
It has been best summarized by the youth commenting, "What else is there for
us to do, go down and watch the Safeway truck unload?"

Whatever its social shortcomings may have been, Tyler remained ultra-
conservative. It was a no-nonsense place where the corrupting influences of
metropolitan areas could not be tolerated. Before the restrictive laws
governing marijuana were enacted in Texas, Tyler juries were well known
throughout the state for assessing 50-year prison sentences for possessing a
single joint. It was in Smith County that a Spanish-speaking illegal was driven
by hunger to take two peaches from the fruit stand of his former employer and
was sentenced to an astonishing six months in jail. Ninety days per peach. He
served every day of it. Justice was stem and exacting to the Smith Countians
and especially when imposed upon the "have nots." It was typically these, the
"have nots" who occupied the cells behind the barred windows of Smith
County's seventh courthouse, a squat Gothic building erected in 1954. It had
been erected with the taxes of the people, but the "have nots" related the joke
that for them the jail was built with their taxes, but they considered it as "rent"
for the day that was to surely come. As a result of the countless experiences
such unfortunates endured within Smith County's jail, the general public was
divided again into those who loved Tyler and the area deeply, and those who
hated it with an undying passion. Often times, the contact with the county did
not have to be prolonged for the hatred to be planted in the fertile soil of
reason. In 1980, a local furniture store placed on display for free public
viewing an authentic masterpiece by Rembrandt. A curator came to Tyler
from London to watch over the painting and to reply to whatever questions the
public may have. Although a respectable number of citizens filed by the
masterpiece, the typical comment related to the
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curator was, "That sure is a nice picture." It drove the cultured young man to
the point of madness. "My God," he lamented, "you'd think it was something I
just shot with a Polaroid! It's a nice picture? What the hell ! does that mean?
It's a priceless work of legitimate art! There wasn't a handful of people who
recognized what they were viewing. There were only people parking their
pickups with the rifles hung in the back windows, turning off their ignorant
country-western music, walking in with their jeans having the circle faded on
them from a can of Skoals, and muttering that they had just seen a nice
picture! This is what we displayed this masterpiece for? Never again. I hope to
God we never do this again." To this day, they haven't.

Like complaints came from the visiting cast of a Shakespearean company
performing at Tyler's Caldwell Auditorium.> When the curtain opened, there
were more people in the company than there were in the audience. "Forget us
ever coming back," one of the cast stated bitterly. "People around here think
that Shakespeare is a flavor of Wrigley's gum."

As with most people, there was much to love and to detest about Smith
County. But Creig Matthews hadn't learned that yet.

The meeting with Chief Malloch had gone quickly and smoothly. At least,
the man hadn't lied. The job was indeed Matthews' and there was no resistance
from the review committee. Matthews had the distinct feeling that the board
had received some prehearing instructions and the interview was a formality
more than a session where legitimate questions were presented. Even the
polygraph was almost humorous. The examiner had casually commented,
"You're a nine-year police veteran and so am I. Let's conduct this thing on that
basis." The only question the examiner asked twice dealt with whether or not
Matthews had ever smoked marijuana. He indicated to Matthews that the
response had revealed some indications of stress.

12 The Caldwells are among the "haves" who contributed greatly to Tyler. The
Caldwell Auditorium and the impressive Caldwell Zoo represent but a
portion of such contributions.
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"Yeah, I'm not surprised,” replied the clever applicant. "I've simulated
smoking pot. Lots of times. That's probably why you get a reaction on the
box."

"Yeah," the examiner agreed. "That's probably it."

Matthews passed the polygraph with the examiner's notation that no
"deception" had been revealed within the analysis of the polygraph tape.
Within the Tyler Police Department, Captain Bob Bond had been given the
task of doing a background check on Matthews. It was during this period of
Matthews' introduction to Tyler that Bond revealed to Chief Malloch that the
narc's background had not checked out too well and Bond suggested that
perhaps the man should not be hired.

"He's okay, Bob," Malloch had replied. "Everything will be okay. He's our
man now."

Bond's recommendation had been ignored, but everyone knew that Bond
was an honest cop, an honorable man. In dealing with the strange nature of
narcs, qualities like honesty and honor would have to be ignored and forgiven.
They rested on the fringes of being naive. Benjamin Creig Matthews was now
an official member of the Tyler Police Department, ready to receive his
specific orders from those contacts he would maintain throughout the days of
his undercover activity. He was a member of the team, and that made him
exempt from that moment on, from all inquiry and criticisms from the ranks.

Creig Matthews would learn much about Tyler in the days before him....

and Tyler would come to learn about him.
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“You had one Ken Bora who had come into Tyler some year or
two years earlier and with his partner, Frank Hillin, had
opened up not one but two nightclubs. This man, Ken Bora, had
become known as the porno king, the pornographic king of East
Texas. His nightclubs were known as veritable cesspools of
drug users. It was common street talk that you could go there to
get drugs. It was common street talk that he was taking twelve,
thirteen, fourteen-year-old girls and through the use of drugs or
whatever they do with them, making pornographic movies with

s

them.’
Attorney Rex Houston to the jury
February 16, 1982

THE MAN CALLED BORA

Matthews had arrived early at the station. He had not slept well the night
before. Motel rooms never permitted him to sleep soundly. He would wait to
find a permanent place to live until later, for often the drug culture had
particular areas of town in which to live, some addresses that were acceptable
to their core group, and some districts of the city that were not. For the time
being, it would have to be the Holiday Inn, and he would have to learn to live
with it.

On that morning, September 1st, he had been discreetly ushered into
Chief Malloch's office through a side door that was the executive "private"
entrance. Once inside, a brief meeting was held between Malloch, Assistant
Chief Willie Hardy, and himself. Nothing significant was said, merely the "did
you get to look the town over?" sort of dialogue. Even so, Matthews felt the
inquiries had gone well and he was now confident that he was "in" just as
Malloch had promised. Hardy was another matter. He did not like the man.
The slender, hatchet-faced man with the trim mustache embroidering his lip.
Matthews analyzed his gut reaction
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for a moment and then felt certain that his impression was correct. He
had learned by hard experience to always obey his instinctive reactions.
He quickly characterized the Assistant Chief as someone he would
never go to to buy a used car. His training taught him to make rapid
assessments. He could immediately evaluate a person, probing for his
inner weaknesses, those vulnerable areas that could possibly be used
later as soft spots toward a person's nature - the inherent weak links
within his character. He detected the finely trimmed edges of Hardy's
mustache and determined that the man was vain. He was possibly a
"woman's man." At least, he was relatively certain that Hardy believed
himself to be appealing. Perhaps that would be an Achilles' heel. He
directed his eyes to meet Hardy's and discovered that the stare could be
easily returned. It indicated to Matthews that the man was tough and
unyielding. There were signals that Hardy was ambitious and filled
with a zeal to gain power. Yes, that was obvious. Matthews made
mental notes of each observation, recording them silently as if to be
kept for some future reference. All the while, he felt that Hardy was
doing the same with him and his uneasiness expanded to the concept
that someday, he would need all the data he could gather and that his
appraisal that Hardy was dangerous was indeed correct.

The Tyler Police Station was a relatively new building, almost
clinical in its atmosphere. Tiled hallways were trimly placed with little
adornment. It was extremely functional, but held that touch of austere
design that reminded Matthews of a hospital far more than a bastion of
law and order. Basic metal furniture were aligned precisely with the
lines of the floor tiles and workers glanced up automatically, then
returned to their labors with an almost robotic response. Malloch and
Hardy walked with him down the hall, like official bookends to some
valued volume. Their steps echoed against the walls, toward a door
with VICE DIVISION painted on the glass.

"I'll get you introduced in here," Malloch said softly, "and then I'm
going to have to run. I've got some appointments, so I'll leave you with
Willie here for orientation."

Matthews nodded politely with "oh, crap!" shooting through his
mind.

Within the Vice Division, Matthews observed an office with twin
metal desks flanked by rows of filing cabinets and a drab, squatty vault
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perched in one corner. He was introduced to Sergeant Loyd Waterman, a
career officer supervising the Vice Division and a second generation
officer. Waterman's father had once been a sergeant with the Tyler P.D.
The remaining member of the division was Mike Lusk, the burly, no-
nonsense officer who had worked in vice for almost a year. Both
Waterman and Lusk had tried their hands at undercover with Lusk
operating under the name of Lee Costello. Matthews smiled with the
introductions, feeling as if he had entered Wonderland. His mind toyed
for a moment with the question, "If Lusk had been Lee Costello, who
was Waterman, Bud Abbott'" In reality, neither Waterman or Lusk had
been overly successful in undercover work and the potential for any
future success in such operations was minimal. Both were too well
known in the city.

Matthews listened to the narration of the men's experiences,
presented, he knew, to acquaint him with all the previous activity within
the division. Waterman was the veteran of the division. He had first been
assigned to the detail when Willie Hardy was a Captain in charge of the
vice office. With Hardy's promotion to Assistant Chief, Waterman had
inherited the supervisory role, but with the rank of sergeant, for rank was
an odd commodity within the department, sometimes appearing to be
granted to only a chosen few. By the strict application of the Assistant
Chiefs job description, Hardy should have had supervision over all
administrative personnel; the clerical help, maintenance, janitorial, etc.
The job was, in fact, also referred to as "Administrative Chief" instead of
Assistant Chief. Yet, Hardy had kept his control over vice. It was his first
love. The excitement, drama and intrigue of its operation was more than
he could surrender and Malloch seemed more than willing to leave the
operation of the Vice Division under Hardy's control. Waterman never
understood the arrangement, but endured it stoically in the name of job
security.

Hardy- related to Matthews that he had, in fact, been the first
undercover officer in Tyler. He had been assigned to vice as early as
1971. These, to the Assistant Chief, represented the "old days." It was the
time of the "Rose Room Massacre." In the northside of the city, deep
within the black district lawmen called "The Cut," a nondescript bar
operated with dim lights, loud music, and a stench of spilled beer serving
as the
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backdrop to the transactions of many known drug dealers. On the night of the
"massacre,” Hardy had determined that it was time to come out from
undercover" and entered the club, unplugged the juke box, kicked it across the
room, and screamed, "This is a raid!" With exuberance, Hardy related the
shock and fear of the occupants of the bar and boasted of how his bold action
had put a kink in the drug traffic in the black district.

Somehow, in hearing the story, Matthews found it difficult to imagine
Hardy as a narc. There was nothing smooth or subtle about the man. One had
to be able to blend into the background to successfully operate as a narc. There
had to be the ability to achieve what the narcs called, "getting down and dirty."
That ingredient was simply not apparent in Hardy and Matthews smiled as he
thought, "If Willie Hardy was a real narc, then I'm the son of the Pope."

He watched as Hardy giggled with the recollection of the reactions of the
blacks. Waterman politely chuckled in unison with the Assistant Chief and
Matthews was disturbed by it. He disliked authority that demanded such
counterfeited reactions from subordinates. He recognized that such
humiliation was not commanded, but was gained by the demonstration of
power and the slow, cancerous saturation of fear. He disliked it deeply and
found himself disliking Hardy even more. For a moment, he wished he was
not truly experiencing the scene, but longed for it to have been a scene from
Barney Miller, for it had the same absurd quality about it. Even so, he could
find no humor in it. From his knowledge of the workings of men, he realized
that Hardy was telling the tale expressly for his benefit. It was an attempt to
impress him. It was Hardy's way of saying, "I've been there, so don't feel
superior with me!"

The analysis brought to Matthews' mind the introduction he had earlier
with Captain Kenneth Findley of the Tyler P.D. Findley had impressed him as
a man who couldn't stand anyone who thought themselves to be superior in
any realm. Hell, he thought, Findley couldn't stand the thought of anyone
being equal. It was a stark similarity and Matthews summarized his thoughts
before dismissing them. Damn, he reasoned, Hardy and Findley are clones!

13 1In the jargon of law enforcement, to come out from under cover is called
"busting out," or referred to as the "bust out."
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Matthews wondered how the introductions had strayed into
Hardy's long narration. Yes, the Assistant Chief had told of
Waterman's long association with the division and that had wandered
into Hardy's account of the experiences. Maybe it had been an attempt
to impress him that Tyler was not totally rural, that there was an
element of the "big time" in its midst. After all, his records showed
that he had served with metropolitan police forces, and Tyler was
certainly a contrast.

Waterman was now certain that some discussion could take place
without seeming disrespectful to Hardy, and he began asking
Matthews questions about his background. Where had he worked
before? Dallas and Plano, Texas. He had been a Lieutenant with the
Plano Police Department in charge of Criminal Investigation. That
seemed to impress both Waterman and Lusk. Had he had much
experience in undercover work? With Plano, he had "gone under" for
several months and had gained forty-nine indictments, all of them
resulting in convictions. That was a sure clincher. Each of his
statements was confirmed by letters of recommendation from the
Chief of Police of Plano, Plano's City Manager, a County Judge, the
District Attorney.... yes, it had to impress Waterman and Lusk. Was
he knowledgeable of drugs? Matthews related his experiences in the
operation that had produced the forty-nine busts. It had brought him
statewide publicity. Yes, he knew the street language and could "talk
dope" with anyone. That seemed to do it. Waterman nodded toward
Hardy with a broad grin. "I think you've found a winner here, Chief,"
he said, and Matthews was pleased with himself.

Hardy returned the smile. Actually, Matthews had been
"discovered" by Malloch, not Hardy, but the Assistant Chief didn't
reveal that to Waterman, and that told Matthews something else about
the man's character.

In reality, it had been a stroke of luck. A former narc who had
once worked with Matthews and had kept in contact with him through
the years told him that Tyler was looking for a narc. He had called
Malloch and the interview had been scheduled. Hardy had never been
aware of the contact.

"I'm impressed," Waterman confessed openly.

Lusk nodded his agreement. "I certainly am," he chimed.

"Good," assessed Hardy, taking control again. "Then let's get
down to business. Creig needs to know something about why he's
here. What the situation is. Loyd, I want you to give him every scrap
of information you have. Give him some idea of our problems and
maybe then we can put some direction to this thing."



32 Smith County Justice

"Okay," sighed Waterman. "Hell, it's hard to know where to
begin. I guess the first thing we ought to say is that you're our third
undercover man here."

"The third?" asked Matthews with an expression of obvious
surprise. "'Yeah, first we had Mickey Spencer. We wanted him to get
some inside info about a club operating here. The Smith County
Electric Club. We know there's a lot of dope dealt there. We lined up
one of the local dopers, a kid named Steve McGill, to front for
Spencer. McGill was on parole at the time and Mike here," Waterman
nodded toward Lusk, "he got the kid to go with Spencer to the club to
kinda' introduce him around. We felt that if he was seen with a known
doper, no one would raise too many questions. That was a mistake. A
bad one. Mickey had to take a leak and went into the john. While he
was gone, someone put some PCP'* in his beer. Damned near blew his
mind, He wasn't worth a damn after that."

Matthews raised his eyebrows. "Ever find out who did it?"

"Oh, we're ninety-nine percent sure that McGill did it himself, but
we were never able to make him on it. But it damned near killed
Spencer. We had to pull him out. After that, we got a rookie on the
department from Washington, D.C. A fuzzy-faced kid with a helluva
background. He had been a fingerprint examiner for the FBI in
Washington and wasn't known around town. So, we put him under as
a high school student at Robert E. Lee High School. It was just a way
to find out how bad the drug situation was on campus. The kid's name
is Bill Goecking. He's still with us. Did a damned good job, I
think...."

Hardy nodded, interjecting. "A damned good job."

"The bottom line, from Goecking's work, is that we have a real
prob-

14 PCP is an animal tranquilizer used by veterinarians and also used by some as
a hallucinatory drug with unusual "highs." In street jargon, it is also referred
to as "Angel Dust." It's bizarre side-effects has made it relatively unpopular
for common use, but is a standard drug used in spiking drinks of suspected
narcs.
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lem. It's mostly speed'’ at this point," surmised Waterman. "Not a
helluva lot of cocaine. Heroin's not on the scene yet to any noticeable
degree. But the whole business seems to be on the upswing and gives us
some reason for alarm."

Matthews turned with the sound of Hardy's voice saying, "Tell
Creig about Bora, Loyd."

"Yeah, Bora," sighed the sergeant. "He's a tough one. Where in the
hell do I start with him?"

"He's the man," interrupted Hardy. "Bora's the one we have to get if
we don't make a case on anyone else. Start from the beginning, Loyd.
From the first time you ever heard about him."

"That was when the Chief here asked you to pay a call on him,
remember?" advised Mike Lusk, indicating with a nod that the "chief"
was Hardy.

"Yeah," agreed Waterman. "But let's give some background first.
About a year or so ago, Bora and a partner, a guy named Frank Hillin,
opened up a couple of night spots here in town. Anothre Place is one,
and the other's called the Point 21 Club. God knows where they got the
names, but they're flashy places, blinking lights, rock music, all that
kinda' crap. Mostly kids hang out there. Anyway, not long after they
opened, Chief Hardy here asked me to go out to the Phase 21 and meet
with the owners. We do that sort of thing with new businesses. We tell
them that they should call us if they have any problems. Especially the
clubs. You know, some kid comes in wanting a drink and doesn't have
an [.D., that sort of thing. Sometimes the kids get rowdy if they don't
let him in. So, we tell them to call us when things like that happen. We
tell them we'll keep a watch on their parking lot for any signs of
vandalism or break-ins. It's a public service kinda' thing.

"Bora and Hillin seemed nice enough. Bora's a big guy. Mean
looking. You get a bad feeling when you're around him. The kind of
feeling that tells you he's mean. But on that day, he was nice enough
and seemed to be a pretty good businessman. God knows they were
doing plenty of business. Anyway, I made the call and everything went
alright. Not long after that, though, Chief Hardy got word that
something was going on out

15 "Speed" is the name given to amphetamines, or "uppers."
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there. There started to be all kinds of feedback about the places. There was
supposed to be some drug traffic taking place at the back door of the Point
21 Club. There was a truck parked out there that was supposed to be used for
drug traffic and to transport stolen merchandise and porno materials into
Tyler...."

"Bora's big in porno," added Hardy emphatically.

"So, " continued Waterman, "we started a surveillance of the back door
of the club. We watched the truck. I guess we kept watch for over a week.
The truck never moved. The only folks using the back door were employees
dumping the garbage. We didn't turn up a thing."

Matthews frowned. "Can I ask questions?" "Sure," replied Hardy.

"Well, I'm a little confuse. None of you are involved in any undercover
work right now, right?"

"Right," confirmed Hardy.

Okay, if you're not out on the street getting information, how did all of
these stories get to you?"

Hardy smiled knowingly. "I've never let go of my snitches, Creig. I've
kept a hold on all my snitches from the old days."

"And," Lusk added, "the information about the truck came from the
Dallas Police Department intelligence guys."

"Yeah," Hardy agreed. "We ran a check on Bora and Hillin with the
Dallas P.D. because they had come here from Dallas. They tipped us off on a
lot of things about Bora. He had two porno raps in Dallas and the Dallas
boys suggested that we ought to contact the Ector County'® Sheriff's Office.
We gave them a call and it came back that Bona was a suspect in a murder
down there. Maybe two. In Dallas, he was known as a porno kingpin. They
put the heat on him there, so he came running to Tyler and opened the clubs.
The way the clubs operate, they're perfect fronts for whatever he wants to
do, and God knows what that is. Dope, pornography, just about anything.
Then, we got word that a guy had paid Bora and Hillin a visit at the club. We
got the guy's name and ran a make on him. It came back that he could be
linked to organized crime. We're not talking-about anything small-time. But
when you get around and learn

16 Ector County is located in West Texas and has Odessa Texas as its county
seat.
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about Tyler, you'll find it's a pretty quiet place, Creig. Folks here don't like that
sort of thing. You're not going to have one of those situations where the
public's against you. You'll have full support here."

Matthews received the news with true appreciation. "I like hearing that.
What about money, though? What kind of budget do we have to do this
operation? It takes money to make someone like Bora."

Hardy smiled. "Whatever you need, you'll have," he assured Matthews.

To Matthews, this was even better news. Most police departments
operated on limited budgets making a bust nearly impossible. If there wasn't
cash available or flash money'” to conduct a deal, making a case was unlikely.

Tyler's new narc nodded his appreciation of the news and asked, "Do you
have a file on Bora?"

Lusk quickly stood from his chair and opened a file cabinet. "Got it right
here," he commented, handing the file to Matthews.

Matthews fingered the file with KENNETH ANDREW BORA written
on its tab. Inside, Bora's rap sheet rested in the dot matrix type from the Austin
Department of Public Safety. Two counts of commercial obscenity had been
filed in Dallas. Fines paid, no further action. One traffic check. "This is it?" he
asked with obvious confusion.

"See what I mean?" asked Hardy excitedly, pointing to the printed lines.
"Commercial obscenity. Porno stuff, just like I told you."

"Yeah," agreed Matthews. He blinked with the sight of the sheet. Two
minor offenses and a traffic check. Hardly the stuff a kingpin of organized
crime was made of. "Yeah," he repeated, for he needed the job and if it had to
be Gulliver among The Little People, then it would have to be that way. He
sighed, closed the file and thought of Hardy's declaration. "If we don't make a
case on anyone else, we have to get Bora."

Kenneth Andrew Bora was born on November 15, 1944 in Cleveland,

17 Flash money is cash displayed by a narc to give evidence that he has
sufficient resources to complete a drug deal, but is not actually expended at
that time.
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Ohio. A second generation American, his grandfather had entered the United
States thirty-five years earlier. With anticipation and fear, Petre Bara had stood
in the long line at Ellis Island and listened to the immigration officers process
the aliens with basic information questions used to complete the entry forms.
When the officer asked, "Name?" Petre had replied timidly, "Petre Bara." The
officer quickly wrote, "Peter Bora." The immigrant from Transylvania glanced
with alarm toward his wife.

"It is wrong, Petre," she whispered. "He has written your name wrong."

"Hush, mother," he advised harshly, "we do not want to anger him. Let it
go. It is a little thing."

His name was not Bora, yet, one mustn't question the officials of a new
land, especially a country as wonderful as America. No, he would remain
silent and be forever known as Peter Bora. It would be good enough. It would
be hard to turn from the name of his fathers, but to be in the United States was
reward enough and in that moment, his silence seemed necessary.

For other branches of the Bara family, the name would be entered
correctly on immigration records. From his strong root of Romanian stock
came such notables as the renowned actress, Theda Bara and one who
stemmed from the further corruption of the surname, the famous golfer, Julius
Boros.

Among the qualities inherited from his grandfather was the sense of
frugality. The Boras respected money and taught their children the value of
hard labor and the wisdom of spending and saving with good common sense.
Bora's father had always been a builder. His hands were calloused from the
hard life of a carpenter and his sense of contributing to all by his efforts was
the essence and the lasting fulfillment of his life. Ken Bora's uncles had risen
to the top ranks of the organized labor echelons by hard work on the state and
national levels. Grandfather Petre had been right. America was a grand land
and with hard work and good judgment, all things were possible.

It was apparent from his early elementary days in Cleveland that Ken was
going to be a man of abundant size. By the time he entered public high school
he was already brushing six feet in height and was tipping the scale at 180. If
he was lacking in academic achievement, young Kenneth
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made up for it with his athletic prowess. By his sophomore year, he was
already varsity baseball, football and wrestling team member. His talents
were so impressive that a parochial school in Chardon, Ohio offered him a
scholarship, luring him away from his public high school and into the ranks
of the dominant Catholic League. The transfer required a move to Chardon,
but it wasn't a sacrifice to the senior Bora. A builder's life is transient and
there was plenty of work in Chardon, and a more pleasant atmosphere of a
rural surrounding. For the school, it was a move of astounding benefit. Bora
was a flame-throwing pitcher who had chalked up a one-hitter and an
impressive win-loss record in his remaining two years. He had been selected
as the "Back of the Week" by the Cleveland press when scribes noted that as
a quarterback, he could hurl the pigskin seventy yards in the air with
amazing accuracy. His four-year record as a wrestler was marred by only
two defeats.

By his senior year, young Ken had attracted the attention of scouts from
the Cleveland Indians. Scouting reports filed with the front office of the
Indians organization listed Bora as 6'1" and weighing 205. It stated that the
youngster had an impressive fastball with good control. "He can throw a ball
through a brick wall." It indicated that the young man also possessed a good
breaking pitch. He was termed as "a fine prospect."”

Because Ken was still a minor, it was necessary for the Indians to
negotiate with his father. Minors could not sign contracts. It was the custom
of the Indians to determine if a prospect intended to attend college and with
a professional benevolence, encouraged them to do so. They recommended
Hiram College, a school where baseball was the dominant sport and one
with which the organization had a sound working relationship. Scholarships
could be arranged, and the club could monitor the young man's progress. It
was this that they proposed to the senior Bora.

By this time, the offer from the Indians was not overly impressive. Ken
had received recruiting letters from no less than twenty-seven universities,
four of them from the Big Ten. None of the members of the Bora family
were college graduates and had little awareness of the requirements of the
schools. But it was apparent that Ken had skills in demand by such schools,
and the small Hiram College may not be the pathway to his fame and
fortune. The offer by the Indians was refused. There would be time
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for major league baseball later. It was now time to gain an education that
would provide for the young man once his athletic days were over. The
common sense of the Bora heritage was dominating, and it was the destructive
factor that would soon be reckoned with by the young athlete.

Bora soon discovered that the Big Ten had a regulation that no
scholarship athlete could be enrolled unless he had ranked in the top one third
of his class academically. So much for the Big Ten. Ken had ranked in the
bottom one-third. School after school withdrew their offers when it was
discovered that the magnificent young athlete was academically anemic. A
scholarship was a large investment on the part of a school, and they wanted
some assurance that the young man would complete his studies and graduate.
It is of such stuff that athletic programs are made prestigious and lasting. Ken
Bora was not the kind of material that could satisfy their overall needs. He
could throw a football and baseball and wrestle opponents, but the books
would defeat him easily.

"Attend a quality junior college and get your grades up to par," was the
common advice. Ken was ready to agree when he received a letter from Mike
Epstein, a former classmate at Chardon who had migrated to Texas Western
University'® at El Paso, Texas. His former football teammate spoke in glowing
terms of the vast opportunities at Texas Western for a quarterback of Bora's
caliber. The school had fallen on hard times and recruiting was a major effort
in view of the long history of losing seasons. With Bora guiding the team, he
could just about write his own ticket. And Texas schools were more liberal,
the friend concluded. Few rules existed to restrict Bora, as he had encountered
in Midwestern institutions. On weekends, there was always the bounties of the
dark-eyed women on the other side of the border. It was the best of two worlds
- literally.

Bora contacted his former high school coach and revealed to him the
prognosis given by Epstein in Texas. Believing in his former star, the coach
sent a long letter of recommendation, lauding Bora's athletic prowess and
included a sampling of films to visually demonstrate the uncanny skills of the
young man. Within weeks, Bora received a letter from the Texas

18 Texas Western University was later to become known as the University of
Texas at El Paso, UTEP.
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Western University athletic department indicating that a scholarship would be
hard to obtain, but he was welcome to come to Texas, enroll, and try out for
the team. It was a better proposition than he had received from any other
school and he jubilantly discussed the offer with his father.

Again, the Bora practicality emerged. Mr. Bora assessed that the best
thing to do would be for him to drive Ken to Texas, stay around while his son
tried out for the team, and if he didn't make it, at least he would have

a ride back home. They left on a stormy Ohio morning and drove
southwesterly, toward the rolling hills of West Texas and the pending promise
that appeared to be the last hope for young Kenneth. If all else failed, there
was always the hope of reviving the offer made by the Indians and perhaps
attending Hiram, but the Bora pride was stronger than that, and it remained
silently in the back of their minds. Ken was now seventeen years old and
already his future appeared dim. His friends were already established in
colleges or had gone on to life in the service, but he was somehow different.
For some reason, the events of his life had always made him different.

It was astonishing to the Boras, as it is with most travelers, that the
journey from the eastern boundary of Texas to the western range of El Paso is
a trip challenging the remainder of their journey through five states. It seemed
that they would never reach their distant goal and it was with a sense of true
achievement that they finally saw the city limits signs of El Paso. For a while,
they inquired of motel rates, seeking one economical enough for a prolonged
stay, for it was uncertain how long it would take for the school to determine
Ken's value.

The following morning, Ken reported to the registrar's office and was
dutifully informed that he would have to enroll first before he could try out for
the team. If he didn't make the squad, he told them, he would not be staying in
Texas. It was understood and the papers were drawn accordingly. Yes, they
were more liberal in Texas.

Texas Western was an attractive school with a sprawling, pleasant
campus. It was unlike many of the compact schools Ken had visited a few
months before when the colleges were courting him and bringing him to their
campus, boasting of all that they could offer. When his academic records had
been examined, however, it was revealed that they could offer
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him everything but a scholarship, the thing he needed most. Always, they
would explore the possibility of tutors and finally recommend a junior college
that would qualify him within two years. Texas Western would be different.
Somehow he felt it.

When he reported to the athletic department, the head coach of the
football program seemed pleased to see him, saying that he had received the
advance information and films from his high school coach. It would, however,
be difficult to get a four year scholarship. He would have to really be
something to receive one. The team already had a quarterback and it was
unlikely that Bora could displace him, but they were lacking in linebackers.
The high school coach had stated that Bora played quarterback on offense and
linebacker on defense, and it was the latter information that had prompted the
coach at Texas Western to respond to Bora at all.

"Looks like you're still weighing in at about 200," the coach observed and
Ken nodded with a polite, "Yessir."

"You'll need a little more meat that that to make linebacker," he opined.
"This isn't high school ball down here. The boys hit hard. Two hundred isn't
much. There's running backs down here who weigh thirty pounds more than
that."

Kenneth smiled. "They won't run past me," he promised.

The coach instructed him to report to the equipment manager and check
out some gear. The young man had undergone a physical examination in Ohio,
so all the NCAA rules were covered. "Put on some pads and let's see what you
can do," the coach ordered.

The locker room was a garish yellow with slogans plastered on the walls.
WHEN THE GOING GET TOUGH, THE TOUGH GET GOING. WHEN IT
GETS TOO TOUGH FOR EVERYONE ELSE, IT'S JUST RIGHT FOR ME.
THERE'S NO SUBSTITUTE FOR VICTORY. Ken smiled with the sight of
them. The coach had said that college ball was different from high school, but
all the slogans had remained the same.

Once he had suited up, he jogged through the ramp towards the practice
field. The Texas Western team was known as the Miners, and he could not
help but wonder why. It didn't look like mining country. All they had seen en
route was endless fields of cotton.
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"Middle linebacker," ordered the coach, slapping him on the rump. "Get
out there and show me something."

At the coach's signal, eight consecutive running plays came up the middle.
Eight times Kenneth Bora tackled the runner, never giving him time to cut
through the hole or display a shoulder fake that might have fooled someone
with less talent. Eight plays for a total of three yards.

"Jeeeesus," gasped the coach. "Get that boy on paper right now!" Kenneth
Bora had his four year scholarship.

In his freshman year, the Miners compiled a miserable record while Bora
sat on the bench. It was the "red shirt" policy of most schools prohibiting
freshmen from full participation. The young man who had been named "All
League" in Ohio was now a rarely-played substitute, and the role was not
pleasant to his competitive spirit. He wrote letters to his father and received, in
turn, messages telling of the value of patience. He would wait, he resolved.
Next year, it would be different.

The following year was different. The Miners established a horrendous
0-8-2 record and the head coach was fired. It was apparent to wisened football
fans that the Miners had sufficient talent to win games, but lacked sound
coaching skills. The administration lured the prestigious Bobby Dobbs from
the Canadian Football League to take over the helm as head coach.
Immediately, Dobbs installed the pro system and the Miners began winning
games. Bora was an instant standout. Teams soon learned that they could not
run up the middle and with the outside available to them as their only route,
the opponent's ground game was virtually shut down. Fans were spelling
"defense" B-O-R-A.

Texas Western ended the season with an 8-3-0 mark and was named to
play in the Sun Bowl that year of 1966 against Texas Christian University
from the Southwest Conference. The oddsmakers had made TCU heavy
favorites, largely due to their strong running game that had given them upset
victories throughout the year. Texas Western might have a sterling defense,
but they were, after all, a small school, hardly in the ranks of anyone from the
Southwest Conference.

The shocking Texas Western victory, 13-12, over TCU made headlines
across the nation. Bora had played a key role in the victory and it was apparent
that there was the touch of greatness about him. Yes, greatness. That was the
word coaches used to describe him. By his junior
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year, he had engaged in a weight-lifting program that had brought him to a
powerful 247 pounds. Now, he was a legitimate linebacker, one daring any
runner to transgress his terrain.

The following year was one marked for even greater success for Texas
Western. Now, they had established their program with their victory in the
Sun Bowl. Bora would be returning with still another year remaining of
eligibility. He was bigger now, and stronger. He was participating on the
school's wrestling team and had defeated the New Mexico State champion in
the final minute of their match. In mat competition, he was undefeated. With
Bora at linebacker, the Miners would repeat their accomplishments of the year
before, of that everyone was reasonably certain. By the fourth game of the
season, however, it was apparent that the teams on the Miner's schedule had
devised a new strategy. Double block Bora. By the end of the season, Ken had
dislocated his shoulder twice, had undergone knee surgery, and was scheduled
for a second surgery on the ailing leg. Again, he was delegated to the bench
for much of the season.

By the end of Bora's senior year, he still needed a semester to graduate.
Without sports, however, his time was consumed by books, and that was not
the strong suit of his nature. He felt he could still play foot ball, but knew that
he would not have another chance. His eligibility had been exhausted. All he
could do now was concentrate on his attempt to graduate, and that was the
lowest of his true interests, a period totally dedicated to study. He could not
keep from recalling that a scout from the Cleveland Browns had once
contacted him and he kept wondering if he could still make a professional
team. He was big enough, and strong enough, and it seemed that the only other
thing he needed was a chance. He wrote to the Browns and received an
invitation to attend try-outs.

Once he had returned to Ohio, there was a revitalization of his spirit. Not
only was he home, but he was competing. Bora thrived on competition. The
workouts progressed to the two-a-day stage and with the posting of the cuts,
he held his breath and sighed deeply to find that his name wasn't among those
being dismissed from camp. He was still with the team, and there was but one
cut remaining. It was as close as a rookie could get, and he was pleased with
himself and more confident than he had been since reporting to Cleveland.
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If anything, Bora tried too hard. He hit with too much force and displayed
a vicious nature that made each play the final act of survival, the very struggle
for existence. It was that animal instinct that had kept him among the
remaining rookies in 1967, but it was also that killer instinct that was to end
his football career. With a gut-wrenching tackle he felt the shoulder sag and
the sharp agony stabbing into his arm pit. It was three days before the final cut.
He was helped onto the examination table and confronted by the team
physician. "I've looked at the x-rays, Ken," the doctor said reluctantly. "You've
given that shoulder a lot of abuse. It's another dislocation. I don't know if we
can pull it back again. If we do, I doubt that it'll hold. I think you'll be here
again and maybe it'll be worse. It boils down to this, son," he sigh