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Chapter One

Cahill Struggles to Survive in the Midst of
the Invisible Empire
Cahill is a small town located in the western part of Georgia near the
Alabama state line. It is a quaint little town with well-maintained
buildings that date back to the eighteenth century. It appears so serene
and picturesque that you would think it was something right out of a
Norman Rockwell painting. However, don’t let the appearance fool you;
Cahill had its dark side.
Cahill had a population of five thousand four hundred and twenty
one, including seven Negroes. There were only two Negro families
living in Cahill, the Andersons and the Taylors. They lived a few miles
outside of the city limits just off route forty, the main highway that
passed through town.
Although there were no laws on the books to prohibit Negroes from
living within the city limits of Cahill, Whites would not allow it. For as
long as anyone could remember, it had always been that way, and no one
had ever envisioned it to be any other way. If there was any change at
all, it came slowly in this laid back town. In fact, Negroes were only
allowed to come to town during daylight hours. If you were caught in
town at night, you were asking for trouble. The Andersons and Taylors
understood that they had to be out of town by sundown, or risk the
chance of being harassed by Sheriff Billy Ray Sims, Frank Hanson, or
Jake Parker, his deputies. When it came to Negroes, the sheriff and his
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deputies ruled Cahill with an iron fist. If you didn’t know any better, you
would think that they owned the town, but nothing could be further from
the truth.
The Andersons and Taylors were very close friends, and they
watched out for each other. They had to, with the likes of Sheriff Billy
Ray Sims and his deputies around. The sheriff, in particular, hated
Negroes with a passion. He made no secret of how he felt about them.
As the Andersons and Taylors were the only Negro families in Cahill,
they were the prime targets for the sheriff and his men. No matter how
hard they tried, they could not understand why the sheriff hated them so
much. After all, they were hard- working, law abiding citizens, much
like anyone else. However, that didn’t matter to Sheriff Billy Ray Sims;
if you were not White, he had a problem with you.
Mayor Curtis Moore was a hands-off public servant, which was one
of the biggest mistakes of his administration. That gave the sheriff’s
department free reign to do just about whatever they wanted. There was
virtually no accountability or consequence for any wrongdoing. It was
like the fox watching the hen house. The sheriff was riding a gravy train,
and that was exactly the way he liked it.
He hated Negroes with such a passion that it could only be described
as insane. His behavior and treatment spoke volumes about how he felt
about them, and they knew it. They would steer clear of the sheriff and
his deputies as often as possible. However, Cahill was a small town;
sooner or later they were bound to run into the sheriff or his deputies.
There were even times when they would resort to traveling out of their
way to avoid the confrontation. Whenever they did have a brief
encounter, they were often humiliated and treated as less than human,
simply because of their color.
However, not everyone in Cahill shared the same sentiments as the
sheriff and his deputies. Those who were prejudiced were actually in the
minority. Take the Graham and Martin families, for instance, who
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believed in fair treatment for everyone. Race did not jade their views of
those who were different from themselves. The Mayor, Curtis Moore,
felt pretty much the same way, but he was naive. He was completely
unaware of how the sheriff’s department was being run. Although he
was a good man, he wore blinders. He trusted Sheriff Billy Ray Sims,
and gave him full autonomy to run the sheriff’s department as he saw fit,
which was a big mistake. The mayor’s trust gave the sheriff and his
deputies free passes to abuse their powers. All of this was taking place
right under the mayor’s nose, and he didn’t seem to notice. In that regard,
Cahill was much like any other small southern town. However, a young
man by the name of Phillip Graham was going to change things for the
better. He loved Cahill, and there was no way he was going to allow it
to gain a reputation as a town where Negroes were beaten or lynched.
They were citizens, and deserved to be treated as such. He was going to
do all that he could to make sure that Negroes were given the same
rights as any other citizen of Cahill. Their needs and desires were no
different from anyone else’s. They had families to care for and raise the
same as Whites. There was no reason for them to be penalized simply
because they were Negroes. At least that’s the way Phillip Graham felt,
and he was going to try to get others to do the same.
Eli and Effie Anderson had two sons, Cecil and Jacob. Buck and
Sadie Taylor, their close friends, had one daughter. Her name was Emily.
Their children attended school in Lenkerville, which was about ten
miles away. You might be wondering why they had to go so far away to
attend school. The reason is simple; there was no school in Cahill for
Negroes. Why? There were only three Negro children living in Cahill,
and the school board could not justify building a school for three
children. Besides, some Whites believed that education was wasted on
Negroes. They weren’t going to spend money for what they saw as a lost
cause. However, if you were to ask the Andersons and Taylors, they
would undoubtedly tell you that education for their children was just as
important as those of their White counterparts.
As Phillip Graham became powerful and influential, the Andersons
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and Taylors gained a friend, advocate, and ally. Phillip knew about the
hardships that they had to go through and wanted to make it easier for
them. He let them know that they could come to him when they needed
help with anything. That friendship blossomed over the years. His word
was his bond, as promised; he was always there to help them out anytime
that they needed him. You can bet that Sheriff Billy Ray Sims was not
amused by their relationship. Although he didn’t like it, he couldn’t do
anything about it. He could only stand by and watch. He knew that if he
ran afoul of Phillip, there would be dire consequences.
The Anderson and Taylor families were the best of friends. As such,
they spent a lot of time together. With whatever spare time they had, Eli
and Buck often went hunting and fishing, while Effie and Sadie spent
time sewing and talking about current events. Although their children
had friends outside the family, they only saw them while at school in
Lenkerville. They relished the fact that they had each other to play with
when they weren’t at school.
Eli Anderson and Buck Taylor made a living by sharecropping and
doing odd jobs. They also worked on the Miller’s farm whenever he
needed help plowing, planting, or reaping the season’s crops. Effie and
Sadie also contributed to the family’s income. Effie took in laundry
from the Brown, Simpson, and Yoder families. These families would
drop off their laundry on Monday or Tuesday, and Effie would have the
washing and ironing done and ready for pick up by Friday. Sadie was
good at sewing and took in work from local Whites. She had a steady
stream of customers, as Cahill did not have a tailor. The laundry and
tailoring businesses enabled the Anderson and Taylor families to make
enough money to eke out a fairly good living. Still, there was not enough
money to splurge on anything. When they went into town to shop, they
only bought the bare necessities. They had to watch every dollar and
make sure that each one was spent wisely.
Cahill, like most small towns in rural Georgia, was beginning to
fade away. With each year’s high school graduating class, the population
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began to dwindle. Some kids went on to college, while others moved
away to larger cities in search of higher-paying jobs and to pursue their
careers. They knew that Cahill had very little to offer them in terms of
better-paying jobs, so off they went. They didn’t want to end up working
in the local factory that had no future. They wanted more opportunities
than Cahill had to offer. They had their sights set high. They knew that
if they were going to have opportunities beyond what their parents had,
they had to leave Cahill. Besides, the only major employer in Cahill was
a manufacturing facility that made wheelbarrows, and those jobs were
already filled or limited to low-paying, labor-intensive positions only.
Those prospects were no longer appealing to young people as they were
during the last decade. They wanted more lucrative, higher-paying jobs,
and those jobs were far beyond Cahill.
Phillip Graham and Cindy Martin were high school sweethearts.
Unlike their friends, they remained in Cahill after graduating from high
school. They were popular high school standouts. Phillip was a star
football player and Cindy was the lead cheerleader. Their classmates
had predicted bright futures for both of them. They were expected to go
on to prestigious colleges to continue their education. When that did not
happen, everyone thought that they were foolish for not attending
college; however, it turned out to be one of the best decisions that they
ever made. They surprised everyone by finding a measure of success
right there in Cahill. Beyond all odds, they would ultimately become the
first family of Cahill.
Although at first the outlook was dismal, in the end, things could not
have turned out any better. When Phillip made the decision to stay in
Cahill, he had no idea what the future would hold for him. However, he
was a hard worker, and that is what was ultimately going to bring him
success, and it all started when Mr. Albright took a liking to him.
It was just a week after graduation when Phillip applied for and was
hired at the local hardware store. The owner, Lester Albright, was rather
skeptical at first about young Phillip. He had hired a few young men
5

Murder in Cahill

over the years, and none of them had worked out. He either fired them
for one reason or another, or they just up and quit the job on their own.
Against his better judgment, he hired Phillip, but it turned out that
Phillip was one of the most industrious and dedicated workers that Mr.
Albright had ever seen. He was so impressed with Phillip, that after six
months on the job he decided to teach him everything he knew about the
hardware business. To Mr. Albright’s surprise, Phillip was a quick study,
and after about six weeks he could virtually run the hardware store all
by himself.
Mr. Albright had owned and operated the hardware store in Cahill
for more than forty years. He practically never took a vacation, or even
a day off. The years were rolling by quickly and he was climbing up in
age. It was a welcome relief to have someone working for him that was
trustworthy and competent to run his business without him having to
worry about it. Phillip had given him the opportunity to take some long
overdue and much deserved time off. His wife, Mildred, had been trying
to get him to take time off work for a long time, but he always told her
that his customers were depending on him and he did not want to
disappoint them.
Phillip was falling into the same pattern as Mr. Albright when he
first started out. He was totally consumed by his work at the hardware
store. He worked six days a week, and would rather work than do
anything else. He had always been taught that hard work was the way to
get ahead. If that was indeed the case, then he was going to be a very
successful young man one day. His goal was to save enough money to
get married and buy a nice house for his future bride, Cindy Martin.
That meant that he had very little time to spend with her while he was
pursuing his goals.
Although Cindy was not happy about the long, hard hours that
Phillip was putting in, she understood why he was doing it. When they
were able to spend time together, she cherished each and every moment
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of it. One of the things she particularly looked forward to was the warm
summer Saturday evenings that she and Phillip spent together at Lake
Cherokee. They would sit in the car under a canopy of twinkling stars
on the hill overlooking Cahill, gazing at the city lights below. Time with
Phillip during moments like those was well worth the wait.
When Phillip made the decision to remain in Cahill, he had no idea
where he was going to find a job. It turned out to be easier than he
thought. He had no trouble at all. Mr. Albright had been contemplating
hiring someone for a long time, but was reluctant to do so because of his
history of people who did not work out. It didn’t stop him from hiring
Phillip, he’d had a good feeling about him from the start and it turned out
that he was right. Cindy, on the other hand, found the search more
difficult. However, she never became discouraged. She continued to
pound the pavement looking for that elusive job until she landed it. One
day she decided to stop in to see Dr. Milton Calabrese to see if he needed
office help. She did not think that there would be much of a chance of
getting hired, because Dr. Calabrese had always done everything himself.
He had never entertained the idea of hiring anyone to work for him, but
this time was different. He was seventy-five years old and had slowed
down quite a bit. His office was in shambles. He needed someone to
organize and maintain his files, schedule appointments, and answer the
telephone. He knew the Martin family well. In fact, Dr. Calabrese had
delivered Cindy, as well as every child born in Cahill over the last fifty
years. When Cindy came to his office looking for a job, he hired her on
the spot. You can imagine her surprise. His only question was, “How
soon can you start?” She told him that she could start work right away.
However, Dr. Calabrese told her that there was no rush in starting, as it
was Wednesday, the middle of the work week. He told her that Monday
at nine o’clock would be just fine. She was so excited that she could
hardly wait to tell Phillip about her new job. In fact, she couldn’t wait.
The first thing she did after leaving Dr. Calabrese’s office was to call
Phillip at the hardware store to give him the good news. Phillip was
almost as excited as she was when she told him that she found a job.
Although he wanted to know more, he didn’t have the time at that
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moment. He was busy helping customers, so he told her that he would
stop by her house after work so that she could tell him all about her new
job.
Phillip got off work at six o’clock that evening, much earlier than
usual. Normally, he would work well into the evening. However, today
he locked up the hardware store promptly at six o’clock, hopped into
the car, and headed to Cindy’s house, being careful not to break any
speed limits. The last things he wanted to happen was to be delayed by
an overzealous deputy sheriff. With Cindy on his mind, he neglected
to notice the stop sign at the corner of Main and Locust Streets.
Unfortunately, Sheriff Billy Ray Sims just happened to be there to see
him. He immediately turned on his flashing lights and siren and pulled
Phillip over. Phillip watched intently in his rearview mirror as the
sheriff got out his patrol car and approached the driver’s side window.
He leaned down, peering into the window at Phillip. Then he asked the
obvious question; “Didn’t you see that stop sign back there?” Phillip
said, “Yes, but not until it was too late stop.” To Phillip’s surprise, the
sheriff did not give him a traffic citation. Instead, he told him that a
few guys were getting together at his house on Friday at seven o’clock,
and invited him to come. He felt obligated to accept his invitation,
especially since he did not give him a citation. As he proceeded to
drive away, he could not help but think how friendly the sheriff had
been. This was totally out of character for him. Realizing that every
dog has its day, he dismissed the whole thing from his mind and
decided to attend. After all, what harm could it do?
When he arrived at Cindy’s house, she was sitting in the swing on
the front porch waiting for him. As he walked up the steps, she stood up
and he gave her a big hug. Then he congratulated her on her new job.
Her face beamed with excitement. He had never seen her like that
before. A few minutes later they were sitting on the swing where he
listened as Cindy told him all about her new job.
After Cindy had finished, he began telling her about the stop sign
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incident that occurred on his way over to her house. She asked him if he
received a citation, and he told her he hadn’t. Knowing Sheriff Billy
Ray Sims as she did, she also thought it to be a little unusual. Phillip told
her that he was rather puzzled by the friendliness of the sheriff. “He
seemed as though he wanted me to be one of the boys. He even invited
me to his house on Friday night. Since he was kind enough not to give a
ticket, I felt that I had to accept his invitation. It was the least I could
do.”
Phillip arrived at the sheriff’s house on Friday night at seven o’clock
sharp. When he got there, Sheriff Billy Ray Sims answered the door and
invited him in. They went into the kitchen where Deputies Frank Hanson,
Jake Parker, and two other men that Phillip had never seen before were
sitting around the kitchen table. The sheriff immediately introduced
Phillip to everyone, including the two strangers.
It turned out that the two strangers were from Lenkerville. Their
names were Charlie Dugan and Clint Hogan. After the introductions, the
sheriff picked up the brown gallon jug that was sitting on the table and
offered Phillip a drink. Phillip was not much of a drinker, but he accepted
out of politeness. He thought that the men were getting together for a
card game or to drink moonshine and talk trash. However, he would
soon find out the real reason for the meeting. He took a small sip from
his glass and began to cough. If the frown on his face could speak, it
would tell the story of the century. Everyone in the room began to laugh
as he sat the glass back down on the table. Charlie Dugan looked at
Sheriff Billy Ray Sims and said, “Maybe you should get some lemonade
for this young man.” Everyone in the room laughed, which only served
to make him even more uncomfortable.
As the evening wore on, Phillip started feeling a little uncomfortable
about being there. He felt completely out of place. He sat there quietly
as the other men laughed and joked around. This was not the kind of
evening he had expected. Spending the evening with Cindy would have
been preferable to hanging out with this bunch of thugs.
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Sheriff Billy Ray Sims took a drink from his glass, cleared his throat
and reached for the gavel on the counter behind him. Pounding the gavel
on the table he said, “This meeting is called to order. We are always
looking for new members, so I have asked young Phillip Graham to join
us this evening. He would be a great addition to the organization.”
With a puzzled look on his face, Phillip turned to the sheriff and
asked “What kind of organization are you talking about?” The sheriff
said, “Son, we are talking about the Knights of the Ku Klux Klan, the
best organization in the country.” Hearing this, Phillip looked the sheriff
in the eye and told him that he knew what the KKK stood for and he was
not brought up that way. He told him that there was going to be no way
that he would be a part of an organization that promoted hate in the
name of White supremacy. “I believe in treating everyone equally,
regardless of the color of their skin.” As Phillip rose to his feet to leave,
you could almost see steam coming from the sheriff’s ears. He felt
embarrassed because Phillip had rejected his offer to join the KKK in
front of the rest of the men. The sheriff’s plan to impress the men by
bringing in a new member had backfired. Phillip was furious with the
sheriff as well, for not telling him that his little gathering was a meeting
of the KKK.
Up until that Friday night, Phillip had no idea that the KKK even
existed in Cahill. Now that he knew, he felt obligated to tell the Andersons
and Taylor families about it. If anyone was going to be targeted by the
KKK it would be them. Phillip thought that it was essential that the
Andersons and Taylors knew that the KKK was active in Cahill. They
needed to protect themselves. Just knowing that the KKK existed would
afford them the opportunity to better guard against any potential threat.
When Phillip told Cindy what the meeting was about, she couldn’t
believe it. She was surprised to find out that the KKK had a chapter right
there in Cahill. Phillip said, “I didn’t believe it myself until I went to the
sheriff’s house last night. The entire sheriff’s department is involved in
the KKK along with two other men from Lenkerville. The only reason
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Sheriff Sims invited me to the meeting was because he wanted to recruit
me as a member. When I found out why he invited me, I told him that I
wanted no part of it. You can imagine how this made him feel, especially
in front of the other men. The big bad sheriff was literally brought to his
knees. He is always accustomed to getting his way and this time it didn’t
work out that way. Had I known that he wanted me to join the KKK,
there is no way that I would have accepted his invitation.”
Cindy knew that the sheriff had a chip on his shoulders when it came
to Negroes, but she had no idea that he was involved in the Klan. After
all, there hadn’t been any incidences of racial violence in Cahill in the
past, so the organization must have been in its infancy stage. Why would
anyone find it necessary to form a Klan chapter in Cahill? It just didn’t
make any sense. The Andersons and Taylors were the only Negro
families in Cahill, and they never caused any trouble.
Knowing that Sheriff Billy Ray Sims was recruiting for the KKK
made Phillip nervous. He debated what to do with the newly discovered
information. As he went about his duties at the hardware store on
Saturday, he seemed to have been in sheer agony. He was torn between
keeping the information to himself and passing what he knew along to
Mayor Curtis Moore. The more he thought about it, he decided that
without any real proof, the sheriff would simply deny his claims, so he
decided not to divulge what he knew about the KKK to the mayor.
However, he believed it was important to share the information with
Cindy and the two families that it affected the most, the Andersons and
Taylors.
After the hardware store closed on Saturday evening, Phillip went
home and freshened up before heading over to see Cindy. She was
expecting him around seven o’clock. When he got there, she was waiting
for him on the front porch. She rose from the swing on the porch and
descended the steps to meet Phillip as he got out of his car. Phillip gave
her a gigantic hug and a gentlemanly kiss on the cheek. Then he put his
arm around her waist and they walked slowly up the steps to the swing
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where she had been sitting a few minutes earlier. It was a quiet, starlit
night. The sound of crickets filled the warm night air that was broken
occasionally by the croaking noise of a bull frog. The hustle and bustle
of shoppers going to and fro had long disappeared with the closing of
shops and restaurants along Main Street. Cahill was often peaceful and
quiet at night. It had little or no crime to speak of, but was that about to
change? Sheriff Billy Ray Sims may be stirring a wicked brew. He
seemed bent on causing trouble. Why else would he find it necessary to
form a local chapter of the KKK an organization that promotes hate and
violence?
With his arm firmly but gently around Cindy’s shoulders, he began
telling her more about what had happened at the sheriff’s house during
the meeting on Friday night.
Now that he knew that the sheriff and his deputies were members of
the KKK, Cindy wanted to know what he was going to do about it. He
told her that he didn’t want to get the people in Cahill stirred up, so he
was going to tell only those who were the likely targets, the Andersons
and the Taylors. If the KKK was going to act, it would be against them.
He said that the KKK historically had gone after Negroes, so he didn’t
think that they posed a real danger to anyone else in Cahill.
“I will pick you up tomorrow afternoon and we can drop in on the
Andersons and Taylors to fill them in on what the sheriff and his deputies
have been doing in their spare time. They need to be aware of the
possible danger that may be leveled against them. That way, they can be
on their toes and take the necessary precautions to protect their families.
The last thing I want is for them to be blindsided by something like this.
I don’t think that anyone else needs to know about this at this point.”
Cindy agreed, and told Phillip that she thought it was a good idea.
He picked her up that Sunday afternoon as planned, but instead of
going to Lake Cherokee, they went to warn their friends about a potential
danger. The more the Andersons and the Taylors knew about the KKK
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and who they were, the better off they were going to be. Sunday
afternoons in Cahill were quiet, as most people spent the day at home
relaxing. It was no different for the Andersons and the Taylors. It was
not surprising for Phillip and Cindy to see them sitting on their front
porch as they turned off the road and drove into their yard. As the car
rolled to a stop, Eli and Effie rose to their feet and went out to greet their
visitors. Although they were always glad to see friends, they knew that
something had to be wrong for Phillip and Cindy to give up their day at
Lake Cherokee.
After a few pleasantries, they all sat down on the porch, and Phillip
began telling Eli and Effie about what he had learned. He told them that
the entire sheriff’s department was in the KKK. Hearing this, Eli almost
fell off of his chair. Effie was just as shocked as Eli was to hear such
disturbing news. Neither Eli nor Effie could understand why the KKK
felt that they needed to be operating in Cahill. Eli told Phillip and Cindy
that it was hard to understand why the Klan needed a presence in Cahill,
as there were the only two Negro families in Cahill. “We are not
troublemakers. We mind our own business. Why should we have anything
to worry about?” Phillip reminded the Andersons that the KKK did not
need a reason to cause harm; their mission was to hurt anyone who
wasn’t White. “That means that if you are a Negro, then you are a target
of the KKK. Make sure that you talk to Cecil and Jacob about this.”
Eli and Effie responded in unison, saying, “We sure will.” As Phillip
and Cindy prepared to leave, Eli told them that the Taylors would be
coming over later that afternoon. “Effie and I will be sure to pass this
information along to them.”
“You and Cindy should go; we don’t want you to spend your entire
afternoon on us. Let me handle things from here.” Phillip said, “Good,
thank you.” Eli said, “We are the ones who should be thanking you.”
Phillip said, “No thanks are necessary. We are always happy to help. Let
me know if you encounter any problems, and I will do what I can to help
you folks. You won’t have to go it alone. I can’t stand by and let anything
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happen to my friends.” He chuckled, shook Eli’s hand, and then he and
Cindy got into the car for the drive to their favorite spot at Lake Cherokee.
When Phillip arrived at the hardware store the following Monday
morning, Sheriff Billy Ray Sims was standing across the street. Phillip
glanced in his direction and gave him a half-hearted wave. The sheriff
only stared back; he didn’t even have the decency to acknowledge
Phillip’s gesture. Chances are that he was still miffed about Phillip’s
rebuff at the KKK meeting on Friday night. If looks could kill, Phillip
would have been history.
Sheriff Billy Ray Sims needed some way to show the men that he
meant business. He desperately needed to do something to demonstrate
that he was in control, but what could to do? Then he remembered that
Charlie Dugan had once told him about a place where Negroes hung out
on Friday and Saturday nights. It was a juke joint just outside of
Lenkerville on highway forty-one called the Dog House. He thought
that the Dog House would be the perfect place for the Klan to launch its
first strike.
To set things in motion, he called a meeting of the Klan the following
Friday evening and told them about his plan. The men seemed excited
and anxious about the prospects of going on their very first mission.
Charlie Dugan was the most vocal of all the men. There was no doubting
how he felt about Negroes. He hated them so much that he would think
nothing of hanging one from a tree daily. That, my friend, is real hate.
Where did all this hate come from? Perhaps it was inherited from his
family. Wherever he got it, he was a ticking time bomb ready to explode,
but he would have to contain himself for a whole week because the raid
on the Dog House would not occur until then.
Finally, the week ended. It was Friday night. It was time for the Klan
to swing into action. The Dog House was packed with partygoers. There
was loud music playing, the dance floor was crowded, and people were
drinking to their hearts’ content. They were having a good time and
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celebrating the end of the work week. Their minds were firmly fixed on
the festivities of the night. There was no reason for anyone to believe
that trouble was blowing in the wind, but they would soon find out
differently.
The Klan arrived shortly after dark and parked their cars in the
woods behind the tree line about one hundred yards away from the Dog
House. They briefly reviewed their plan of attack before approaching.
They had hoped to catch someone by surprise who might have been
hanging around outside. However, when they left the tree line, the plan
started to fall apart. The clear night and full moon had forsaken them.
They had failed to consider that it was a moonlit night. Their white
robes could be seen from quite a distance, which is exactly what
happened. Simply by chance, Jimmy Sawyer and Thelma Lou were
outside the Dog House laughing and talking as they often did. It was a
good thing, too. Fate had smiled upon them. Because they were out
there, a tragedy had been averted.
As Jimmy Sawyer put his arms around Thelma Lou to give her a
hug, he noticed what appeared to be men dressed in white robes near the
tree line, and he knew immediately that it had to be the KKK. So as not
to frighten Thelma Lou, he calmly walked her back inside the Dog
House. Once inside, he told a couple of his boys what he had seen. With
guns drawn, they rushed outside, and moments later, gunfire erupted.
The KKK was caught completely off guard. They had to run for their
lives. The sheriff’s plan had failed miserably. On this particular night,
Jimmy Sawyer and his boys had gotten the best of the KKK. Sheriff
Billy Ray Sims and Charlie Dugan had driven their personal cars, which
were now filled with bullet holes from the very people they were trying
to ambush. The sheriff had not planned on meeting any resistance. Then
again, he had never run up against Jimmy Sawyer before. Jimmy Sawyer
was not afraid of anything or anyone, something that the KKK learned
the hard way.
He was not always that way. When he was in the fifth grade, he was
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bullied practically everyday by this kid who thought that he was Mr.
Bad. His name was Maxwell Harper, and he was a large, burly kid.
Everyone was afraid of him. He was rotten to the core. Jimmy Sawyer
would shake in his shoes every time he saw him. He was Jimmy’s worst
nightmare. The mere sight of him could cause the hair to stand up on the
back of your neck. Just about everyday, Maxwell Harper, who was
called Big Max, would pick on Jimmy. He seemed to have been his
favorite target. No one really knew why. Perhaps it was Jimmy
Sawyer’s small stature that caused him to be singled out. He dreaded
going to school because he knew exactly what was going to happen,
but he had to go anyway. You see, his parents didn’t tolerate him
missing any school days. He knew that had he not gone to school, the
bullying would have been a walk in the park compared to the
punishment he would have received from his parents. Education was
important in the Sawyer household; his parents wanted him to have
the opportunity that they never had. Bully or no bully, Jimmy Sawyer
had to be in school, no matter what he had to go through. Mr. and Mrs.
Sawyer knew that education was the key to getting ahead in life, and
their son was not going to be denied his education because of a bully.
They told their son that he had to stand up for himself, or the bullying
would never end.
With the encouragement of his parents firmly planted in his mind, he
was determined to stand his ground. He’d had enough. He had mustered
the courage to tackle his adversary head-on, and this time he didn’t wait
for Big Max to approach him. He became the pursuer, for a change.
When he found Big Max, he knocked him to the ground with a single
punch. Not only did he surprise the crowd that had gathered around him,
he actually surprised himself as well. He punched and kicked Big Max
until he cried like a baby. From that day forward, Jimmy Sawyer never
had any more trouble out of Big Max, and he vowed to never let anybody
bully him again and no one ever did.
When Jimmy Sawyer grew up, he began carrying a gun. He never
left home without it, and if trouble came his way, he would use it in a
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minute. Everyone in the Negro community knew that Jimmy Sawyer
did not take any guff from anybody. They also knew that if they got in
trouble and needed help, Jimmy Sawyer was there to help them.
Knowing that Jimmy Sawyer had their backs gave them a sense of
security.
If Sheriff Billy Ray Sims had known that he was going to run into
the likes of Jimmy Sawyer, perhaps his mission would have been more
carefully planned. However, he had never been one to excel in the
thinking department. Had he done a little homework, things may have
turned out differently that night. Instead, the mighty and powerful Klan
had run away like a pack of wild coyotes. The angriest man in the group
was Charlie Dugan. His face was so red that it almost glowed in the
dark. He was not accustomed to being on the receiving end of violence,
especially from the ones he openly referred to as Niggers. If he had any
plans to tangle with Jimmy Sawyer again, he had better pack a big lunch
because it was not going to be an easy task to get the upper hand on him.
Jimmy Sawyer had proven many times that he was too smart to allow
that to happen.
Now that the sheriff had been sent packing, he was going have to
come up with an explanation for the bullet holes in his car. If you knew
Sheriff Billy Ray Sims, you knew that part would be easy for him.
Telling the truth had never been one of his strong suits. Whatever story
he was going to tell had to be coordinated with Charlie Dugan’s, so to
set the wheels in motion, he called Charlie Dugan to tell him that they
needed to concoct a story together. He told him that if anyone was to ask
him how his car received the bullet holes, he was to say that it happened
in the parking lot at the new Lenkerville Men’s Club on Friday night.
The sheriff would tell a similar story to anyone inquiring about it in
Cahill.
He was going to say that he went to Lenkerville to check out the new
men’s club he had heard about. He would say that he parked his car in
the rear parking lot beside Charlie Dugan’s car, and when they came out
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around midnight, his car, along with Charlie Dugan’s car, were riddled
with bullet holes. To make the story sound convincing, he told Charlie
Dugan to report the incident to the Lenkerville Sheriff’s Department.
That way, the sheriff’s department would have a record of the incident
on file in case someone made an inquiry. Sheriff Billy Ray Sims felt
confident that if the two stories matched, no one would ever find out
what really happened.
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