
The YouTube video commodifies the man—here he is, about the 
size of a Coke can onscreen—but, as I watch him, my imagina-

tion reboots and rallies, engenders daydreams, becomes handy once 
again with the wondrous art of lying. On my monitor I behold an old 
scarecrow in checkered flannel and Liberty bib overalls, in his right 
hand a cigarette and in his left a whiskey jug that bears the legend 
GIVE ME LIBATIONS OR GIVE ME DEATH! Mock-heroically 
he stands spraddle-legged beside his Ford pickup truck and gazes out 
with green gallant polecat’s eyes, his Rip Van Winkle beard fuming 
wantonly down. When he coughs up cigarette smoke in laughter at 
his own gibes, his teeth—two incisors are missing—look like the 
scales of a pine cone. His fedora is decorated with beech leaves and 
clover and braided timothy, a queen of hearts playing card, Appa-
lachian eagle feathers, and, savagely forlorn, the penis bone of an 
old raccoon. The poor brute mischanced one midsummer night to 
forage in Mrs. Phyllis Summy’s garbage heap and got himself shot 
(I don’t know this for a fact, naturally, but I won’t be the world’s 
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bookkeeper or court reporter: my business is to give each dead body 
its living word).

Mr. Homerun Summy sips the flame of one cigarette into anoth-
er and, wreathed a moment in smoke, sounds a barbaric yawp over 
the eastern face of Snowbird Mountain. 

“Jumpin’ Jesus,” he says crustily to the documentarian Juana 
Landeta and her cameraman, “you get any more of this borin’-ass 
day-in-the-life shit and we’ll have us a picture fit for the morgue. 
Better a pistol aimed at my red red heart than your camera shootin’ 
nothin’ much. I used to run likker up here with a Colt Single Action 
Army fixed as a hood ornament to the nose of my truck, hidin’ it 
there from the law in plain sight, and now, on account of ye, I ain’t 
no better than a little girl’s curtsyin’ doll.”

“You’re free to do whatever you want,” says Juana mildly. “We’re 
not here to contrive, just to observe. Cinéma-vérité, no?”

“That sounds just bad un-American to me,” Homerun decides. 
“If you ain’t braggin’ or sexy or sellin’ nothin’, you ain’t got no busi-
ness up on the television.” He sets down his jug. “Now, are we fixin’ 
to scout for a still site or what? ’Cause I tell ye, though there shall 
be a time for loafin’, darlin’, when our sweetbreads loads the table of 
His Absolute Highness the Worm, I ain’t wasted my life beautifully 
enough just yet to spend all the livelong day playin’ possum for ye 
and that soul-catcher,” he says, flipping off the camera now, “that 
coffin of sparkles and state’s witness of yourn. A body can’t burn up 
all the daylight and ’spect to make no damn moonshine likker.”

And with that, arthritis-pinched, bearing his limbs at gangly 
angles as if iron nails were running through his joints, Homerun 
humps it through the briar patch waterward.

In a compilation of unused footage click-worthily repackaged 
for YouTube, Juana smiles into the camera here, perhaps amused to 
have heard poeticisms pass out of the mouth of the rough Tennesse-
an. She consults her Moleskine, and, amid a loose-leaf copy of the 
proposal that she submitted to secure her funding grant—a proposal 
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contextualized in the Age of Trump, white American nostalgia, and 
feminist folklorist scholarship—a neat note catches her eye (I paused 
the video to make out her handwriting): “Subject raised by single 
mother, Maeve Summy née Campbell (1899-196?), evangelical, 
self-educated, aficionado of Washington Irving and Emerson.”

“He keeps zigzagging out of frame,” the cameraman huffs.
“Damn straight!” hollers Homerun. He has ears like a cat’s; he 

doesn’t stop somewhere waiting for you. 
Long shot. Under an arcade of beeches, Carolina silverbells and 

poplars, downstream of a waterfall where the well-omened horse-
mint grows, Homerun slowly moves his fingers in the glide of a 
creek. Underwater rocks the color of tortoiseshell seem to shrink and 
waveringly grow. A beech leaf falls and bobs on a riffle and is sucked 
away to darker terraces of the woods. All old things reflected in those 
waters are made young again by the loss of detail. (For these shots 
I suspect that Juana placed a polarizing filter over her lens, which 
clarifies things but only by darkening their luster.)

“That’s damn cold enough, it’ll cool that worm in a hurry,” 
Homerun says, rising. “I think right here’d be the real place to set it, 
that old mud-furnace still, just dig it out here and set it right in there. 
Have to rake them leaves away so as not to set the damn woods afire, 
lest they come in to put the fire out and catch ye.”

“Making moonshine looks like hard work,” says Juana above him.
“Hell,” says Homerun, doffing his fedora and wiping his brow 

for the camera, “ain’t nothin’ no harder than to make a drink of 
damn moonshine likker, what with the devil goin’ to and fro in the 
earth, and walkin’ up and down in it, and those goddam revenuers 
wipin’ his curdy nethers for him as he goes. Squeeze the old crone 
moon for shine and you’ll get not a little of old Homerun’s blood 
with it. Anybody to have a man caught for tryin’ to make a drink of 
likker ain’t nothin’ but a dirty sonofabitch out of all humane wits, I 
don’t care who they is. A dirty sonofabitch that’d begrudge Noah a 
drink of wine likker in his tent after forty days of floody tillage, like 
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that these goddam teetotalers knows any wiser than the father of 
all the nations of the earth. A even more dirtier sonofabitch that’d 
begrudge General George Washington hisself a drink of Fish House 
Punch likker, dirty enough I reckon to have reneged on the great 
American pledge of life, of fortune, and of sacred honor. I tell ye 
true: ain’t nothin’ no harder than is the way of the patriot stumblin’ 
punch-drunk in the army of the Lord.”

On the road again, as his Ford putters along switchbacks, 
Homerun curses. A cruiser is slewing down on him, red, white, and 
blue lights bursting in air, siren sobbing crazily. 

“Speak of the devil …”
Homerun pulls over into the dirt. Soon after, through the rear 

window, we zoom in on a courtly fat man as he approaches, epaulet-
ted, badged with a seven-pointed star brassily circumscribed, a pistol 
holstered at his hip. His face is as ruddy as a pig’s with exertion, his 
white mustache is creamily dolloped on, and his bluish eyes stare out 
through tinted glasses.

Cocke County Sheriff Armando Agostinho smiles through the 
open driver’s-side window.

“I thought I heard an old jailbird caroling in these woods,” 
he says.

When the sheriff notices the camera rolling in the backseat and 
orders that it be turned off, the cameraman counters that it’s his First 
Amendment right to record officers of the law engaged in the public 
discharge of their duties.

“It is your right, sir,” concedes the sheriff. “I was just trying to 
save Mr. Summy from public embarrassment and your audience 
from some of his obscenities, is all. Why anybody would pay any 
mind to this old hillbilly-jailbird-heathen, who never paid any mind 
to anybody save himself, is beyond my ken. But you go ahead, sir, 
and stand on your rights. Now, do you know why I’m pulling you 
over today, Mr. Summy?”
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“’Cause you can’t put the moon in chains, you have to settle  
for her priest?” speculates Homerun. “’Cause you hopin’ to catch 
a whiff of my woman’s pussy on my fingertips, you dirty  low-
down sonofabitch?”

“With such a great big mouth as you’ve got,” says the sheriff, “I 
wonder sometimes how you manage not to fall plumb into it like the 
very grave.”

“And I wonder sometimes what it’d be like to have balls bluer 
than the moon you fuck under, Sheriff—if you ever do manage to 
get up the vim and vigor for the more seedier pleasures …”

“Ain’t he just something else?” the sheriff asks Juana drolly. “Tell 
you what, Mr. Summy. I’m writing you a ticket today. Your exhaust 
system is issuing—and here I quote the statute on the books by 
heart—‘excessive or unusual noise and annoying smoke,’ which is a 
Class C misdemeanor here in the State of Tennessee. After all, where 
there’s smoke,” he says, sweeping his eyes through the cab one last 
time for wickedness in plain view, “there might just be fire.”

“Bullshit,” says Homerun, wont as ever to play out his first au-
dacity to the last word. “Just listen to yourself a-spewin’ smoke and 
hot air even now, and yet I guarangoddamtee ye that no fire of intel-
ligence has enkindled yet that processed wood pulp you call a brain. 
Now ain’t ye just a self-defeatin’ proposition in spectacles? I could 
give ye probable cause besides and even then we both know you 
couldn’t do a damn thing about it, all due respect to Your Absolute 
Impotence. I know what the law done, it ain’t purty, and the goddam 
law knows that I know. Go on and write me my ticket. Me and my 
woman was runnin’ out of toilet paper anyways …”

“What do you mean,” asks Juana from the back seat, “when you 
say that you know what the law has done?”

Homerun catches her eyes in the rearview mirror, his face  
reluctantly parental.

“Darlin’,” he says, “I know you don’t mean nothing by it and 
don’t know no better, comin’ from Noo Yawk and all, but around 
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here it’s just a dog won’t hunt to ask one feller to snitch on another 
feller, no matter the other be as low-down as a tick that bloats itself 
on Jesus’s blood.”

After the sheriff discharges his duties and drives off, Homerun 
uses his traffic ticket to roll a cigarette. 

“Dirty low-down sonofabitch watchin’ me till the day I die,” he 
grumbles, “and with dope dealers runnin’ amok and the lawyers yet 
unhanged too. Well,” he sighs, “I might as well likker up my Ford 
before we get a move on, pour some STP Oil Treatment in it, and 
drink to Godspeed. This here thing’s fifty-some year old, so I guess 
it’s got a right to burn some oil …”

The last shot of the scene: Homerun flourishing in the weath-
ered corncobs of his fingers an empty can of Cherry Coke.

“Lost my oil cap and had to forge me one,” he says. “Cherokee 
Injun blood. I don’t believe in wastin’ nothin’.” 

vvv

Some months after Juana had wrapped up filming and flown out 
of the Asheville Regional Airport back to New York City, she mailed 
a copy of the final cut of her Triumph of Dionysius to Mr. Summy at 
his Parrottsville address along with a box of praline macarons from 
Ladurée—or “La-di-da,” as the Homerun of my imagination would 
have preferred to mispronounce it. He publicly dismissed the title of 
the documentary as so much intellectual putting-on-frills but was 
nonetheless pleased that he was about to become a man wanted in 
high places, that his would be an all-American name, a brand to 
conjure dead presidents with. When he struck it rich, he announced, 
he’d soup up his Ford, bribe a federal judge, and stock up on enough 
tubs of Prince Albert crimp-cut tobacco to make the devil dizzy. 
Hell, and he’d buy his wife a Double-A baseball team to boot.

“But that was the last damn run of likker I’ll ever make,” he 
vowed in a post-credits scene. “Used to be I did it for the fun of the 
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thing, more fucks and fights in a pint than you can shake a stick 
at. But the more you make by your playin’, the harder the labor in 
the keepin’. Old Father Time and his bastard the Law don’t hazard 
nothin’ and is liable to scoop ye all the same. My bones is melted 
together stiffer than a old buck’s antlers just about. Cap might blow 
any instant and scald ye if you ain’t quick about it, or some low-life 
reportin’ sonofabitch catch ye at it and go cryin’ all over the county. 
To hell with it. I’ll take my ease in my celebrity. You all are lucky that 
gal got it on camera the way she did ’cause that surely was the last 
damn run of likker I’ll ever make.”

Juana, for her part, prosecuted the argument of her Triumph 
uncompromisingly, fairly enough, and, to my mind, somewhat ob-
trusively. Her Homerun is a representative American white man: 
nostalgic for the bad old days, privileged, deplorable, intoxicated by 
chaos-mongering. While technocrats hold the center, uneducated 
people like him down on their luck in the margins fall for the weak 
promises of the strong man, flattered by his assurances that what 
elites call vice is really all-American virtue. “Misogyny” is traditional 
family values. “Racism” is tough on crime. “Xenophobia” is America 
First. The worse this strong man makes things, moreover, as he flouts 
civic decorum and tribalizes the nation and incites chaos, the more 
likely it is that the Homeruns of the world, reinforced in their vi-
ciousness but more socioeconomically desperate than ever, will vote 
for even worse to come in future elections. And so American democ-
racy, in a nihilistically Dionysiac frenzy, risks becoming the giant that 
slays itself—at least by Juana’s rather severe lights. 

I can only imagine the ambivalence Juana must have felt when 
Homerun at last played to political type, thereby granting to her 
Triumph a unity of agenda and subject. The market turns even dis-
eases to commodity, and so, in the perversity of our infinite acquis-
itiveness, we wish for and multiply even that which we most fear. 
Onscreen Homerun stands amid his equipment: his copper pot, his 
cap, his thump keg, his worm, his flake stand. It all looks like a 
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helter-skelter junkyard, at least to this layperson, but to the initiate 
it constitutes an exacting bricolage that produces the solvent against 
all confusion, something on the mystical order, perhaps, of the al-
chemist’s cucurbit and alembic and receiver. Homerun rakes away 
the bone-pale leaves fallen round about; he grouts the furnace built 
up around his pot with red clay. One of the stones that he lays upon 
the furnace he praises as beautiful, fitter for some great big fine home 
somewhere than for a still furnace, and he resolves to do right by the 
beauty of the stone by cooking a pot of beans thereon or taters or 
whatever he can catch. Juana asks questions once in a while, baiting 
the soundbite that would feature in her teaser trailer, and Homerun 
answers when it pleases him.

“How many gallons of liquor have you made in your life?” 
“I don’t even guess they make numbers that damn long.”
“What did you think of the American moon landing?”
“Nothin’ much. Any chimp can fly in a rocket to the moon, but 

she reserves her shine for yours truly.”
With feigned casualness: “Did you vote for Trump?”
A musket ball of phlegm volleys out of Homerun’s throat, expec-

torated so fiercely that the shot is heard ’round the woods.
“I don’t watch enough television to be misled one way or the 

other,” he says, wiping his mouth on his flannel sleeve. “Them poli-
ticians don’t care nary a speck nor a spark about me, so why should I 
give a shit about them? Can they tax me that misrepresent me? Well, 
they won’t never tax them corporations a blood-red cent, so they have 
to persecute poor old Homerun Summy instead. The robber baron 
sucks the iron thumb he’s got me under so he can sleep safe and 
sound at night, and when he’s hungry he dips into my earnin’s with 
his great big silver spoon. Put the Sons of Liberty back to breakin’ 
rocks in chain gangs so they can all of them pay for their wars off in 
nowhere over nothin’. Illegal just to breathe the free air nowadays 
on account of nobody makin’ a dollar off it, cops or the repo man’ll 
gutpunch ye to take it out of ye just for the hell of it. Bein’ alive 
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practically illegal nowadays. In ’74 and ’98 and 2012 they busted 
me for nothin’ and like enough’ll try to bust me again. God damn 
the feller’s weaselin’ brain that slied out a way for to give hisself the 
authority to tax another man’s livin’ or else throw his ass in the pokey, 
is all I gotta say about that. There ain’t a thing here that I didn’t pay 
for. I didn’t steal a damn piece of nothin’ that’s here. Paid taxes on 
the copper, paid taxes on the sugar, on the jars, on the corn and rye 
and barley, so I don’t think I broke the law nowheres. Ain’t no crime 
under the natural law for a man to labor as the spirit moves him, is 
it? God made a moonshiner of me, so who am I to talk back to the 
Almighty, renounce the Christian glory-manifestin’ gift of turnin’ 
water into good moonshine likker? To hell with sivilization. Mean-
times I’ll just have to settle for bein’ the commander and chief of my 
own fine mess.”

As a middle-class burnout burdened with student loans, I for 
one sensed an alienated majesty in all of this—that is, until Homer-
un abruptly concludes, “Hell yes I voted for Donald J. Trump.” 

vvv

Among the first viewers of Juana’s Triumph was Mr. Summy’s 
wife, or rather his third wife, Mrs. Phyllis Summy. She was a wom-
an some ten years younger than her husband, wolfishly lean, with 
intelligent violet eyes and blackberry lips and a face like Dante’s, 
had Dante smoked meth and then stolidly suffered the cruelty of its 
withdrawal. Homerun had come on to her at a bar one night and 
persisted for a reunion with youthfulness, for the hard-won self-dis-
cipline that she soon brought to bear on household affairs, for how 
desirable he perceived her to be to other men. In other words, he 
stalked her for about two weeks.

“And two weeks after that we were married,” Phyllis would later 
tell a radio jockey broadcasting from her office at On the Run White 
Whiskey Distilling in Nashville, Tennessee. “Chicory flowers in a 
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Mason jar he gave me. And he was out on bail too. A romantic man, 
Shiloh Summy.”

Phyllis had taken him, I gathered, for his outlaw humor, his 
prowess for survival, his legend (“I’m the only man I know ’round 
here,” he would boast, “with a two-inch dick and a six-inch tongue, 
and I know how to use both of ’em”). Theirs was a match like most, 
made on earth and sometimes tempered in the fires of hell. Though 
he didn’t slap her around as had his predecessors, Homerun could be 
an obscene brute even when he didn’t wish to be, careering as he did 
from honeymoon gallantry at one extreme to snarking and sneaking 
at the other. And yet Phyllis wouldn’t suffer the estrangement of the 
man whom she had reorganized her life around, not least because 
she had paid dearly to tolerate the man when he grew unlovable, nor 
would she be dispossessed of his flourishing brand. Like all things 
born and dying and diminishingly reborn on the earth, their love was 
fantastically confused.

The Triumph resolved some of this confusion—rather disas-
trously, I’m afraid to say, and all the more so because Phyllis initially 
reveled in her husband’s performance. How wonderful he looked 
out there under the beeches, Carolina silverbells, and poplars, labor-
ing at his great work. How could they make hay together while the 
sun of good publicity shone? A reality television show or a licensed 
distillery and trademarked brand? Perhaps even Homerun Summy 
bobbleheads and koozies. Yes, Phyllis thought that her husband was 
really something special—that is, until she thought him a two-tim-
ing son of a bitch.

Onscreen for all the world to see, Homerun sits in the outer 
darkness of his furnace fire, dandled in the prodigious florally be-
skirted lap of Letha Campbell. He kisses cigarette smoke from his 
mouth into hers. Meanwhile crazy Frances Campbell, Letha’s little 
sister and the belle of the Winston-Salem Hells Angels, dances loop-
ily in and out of frame. She’s half naked in her fringed Jack Daniel’s 
tank top and daisy dukes, goatishly nimble in heels, whooping it up 
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in a faux-Cherokee war bonnet as though some god-like eagle had 
winged down from its aerie and plunged its beak there into her mad-
dened brain. She dances in moonlight and in firelight. A revolver 
dangles down from her girlish fingers, and when some in that bac-
chanalian company set off fireworks, which arc in a spree overhead 
like gouts of champagne, like sparkles from a knife-grinder’s wheel, 
she, too, opens fire gaily on the night. Homerun tips his hat to her 
as she dances past. She flounces nearer and nuzzles the snub nose of 
her revolver against the temple of his smiling face before putting it 
to her own head as if to seal a suicide pact. And then she kisses him 
long and takes up her war dance once more. 

“My dreams is broken and scattered,” Frances cries in mad sing-
song, “my dreams is scattered and sparkle like all the hundred stars 
in the night sky, and I wish upon my unlucky stars, wish I may, 
wish I might, that I could remember someday what it was like to 
have dreams!”

I later learned from my sources that a nasty lover’s quarrel fol-
lowed hard on the heels of this early viewing of the Triumph. Homer-
un had spent the night before partying at Doc Vedder’s, and, in an-
ticipation of his return the morning after, Phyllis sat sipping gin on 
the burnished porch rocker, a shotgun laid primly across her lap. She 
wanted nothing more than to discharge her heart to her husband at 
once, serve as a helpmeet to him in resolving his worldly affairs. She 
had of course known that the son of a bitch had a history of fucking 
around. Everybody knew, because everybody knew the origin sto-
ry of his nickname, which Homerun inexhaustibly amused himself 
with in the telling: the baseball bat, the mantel clock, etc. She had 
known and honestly didn’t give a shit so long as the other sluts were 
clean enough for her to follow after when it pleased her. To toy with 
the old fool in the giving and the taking away, to remind him where 
his bread was buttered and put the excitement of their fights to good 
use just before they came to blows by screwing his mean little brains 
out then and there on the rug. Have fun and die. She had lived 
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too long and seen too much to worry herself overmuch regarding 
the technicalities of who was doing what inside of whom. Homer-
un was an angel compared to the joyrider Justin and the crooked 
cop Chancey—a plastered angel, a scapegrace angel, but an angel 
nonetheless. Nor did she give a shit that Homerun might be leach-
ing away household resources to other women in his life; there were 
hardly any resources to begin with, and of those most were superflu-
ous: booze, tobacco, junk.

What really wounded her was that, far from concealing his in-
fidelity as any decent son of a bitch would have done, her husband 
had flaunted it, and he’d flaunted it in the certain knowledge that she 
with her own two eyes would see him flaunt it. All loudmouth, all 
show-off, wallowing there in his ego sty. As though he fancied him-
self so loveable that he could get off scot-free. As though he thought 
her so hard a woman that, were he to cut her, she wouldn’t bleed.

Over Phyllis’s head, among the clouds scudding across that hy-
pothetical sky, you may have been able to make out a parsnip, an 
angel’s wing, a slug salted by some mean boy and melting down now 
to a slush. How strange a thing it is to exist, she may have thought 
then, and how strange it is to live and die alongside so many other 
sad and random people. All of these men and women, all of these 
grains of soulful salt together in a heap, graced with a memory for 
wonders, with care for the least of things, with hope—only to be 
crammed to the gills with garbage, to receive infection through the 
open sore of love and die and molder no better than a stump in 
the foul rain. One damn thing after another. Everything could be 
anything, and Phyllis at last pitied the poor old fool who insisted on 
being nothing but himself, which was a thing a thing could not hope 
to be for very long.

Well, if she couldn’t blast Homerun’s head off—what a mess, 
and what a bother to be the one, as only she could be, to have to raise 
him from the dead and put him back together again—then at least 
she could blast the moon out of the sky.
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When Homerun returned just before noon, all hell broke loose. 
Just another socko farce of outrage in the puppet theater of the world. 
Maybe neither he nor Phyllis would have wished it to be otherwise. 
Confronted with documentary evidence of his infidelity, Homerun 
doubled down on his innocence. Confronted with his wife’s gin-fired 
fury, Homerun countered that it was impossible for her to have seen 
what she had seen because he’d told Juana point-blank that she was 
forbidden from using footage of the party. Confronted face-to-face 
with the (unloaded) shotgun, Homerun conceded that Phyllis had 
seen what she’d seen but misunderstood, no doubt because Juana, 
a notorious dealer in fake news, had been mischievous in the cut-
ting room. You see, some wastrel had liquored up a toad that night 
by rinsing its warty skin in moonshine—“Them damn wildlife will 
get drunk now, by God!”—and Letha Campbell, fool that she was, 
had kissed it in the hopes of becoming a princess, or at least in the 
hopes of getting a little drunker (same difference as far as she was 
concerned). Should Homerun Summy, the white knight of the Great 
Smoky Mountains, suffer a toad’s poison to break the heart of an 
innocent and do the work of death? Letha had children to feed—
fourteen of them. Naturally he had sucked disaster from her lips, 
and just in the nick of time too, or so Doc Vedder reckoned. But 
Homerun demurred when at last confronted with the fact that he 
was caught on camera kissing Frances Campbell that night. Even if 
Frances had kissed him, he wondered aloud, could his own head-
over-heels wife blame her for the impulse? And even if it could be 
proven that he’d responded in kind, one must factor in that he did so 
only under duress. After all, Frances had robbed him of his fidelity 
at gunpoint. He would have protested, but he was not so unpatriotic 
as to infringe upon We the People’s exercise of the rights guaranteed 
us by the Second Amendment, nor was he so chauvinistic as to gripe 
about the liberation and empowerment of women. He, too, had a 
mother, believe it or not, and perhaps even some daughters whose 
acquaintance he had not yet had the pleasure of making.
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A nosy neighbor or passerby, Homerun later told me, must have 
tipped off the sheriff about the so-called domestic-violence incident, 
because, in Homerun’s words, “sure as shootin’, that fat man come all 
by hisself and paid us court that same afternoon.” After instructing 
Homerun to take a seat in the dirt, the sheriff very tenderly searched 
Phyllis’s face for bruises and her clothing for tears. “His eyes was 
burnin’ her through and through,” Homerun gibed, “blue as a gas 
flame, and him carryin’ on about as solicitous as a hog in heat.” The 
sheriff asked and then pleaded that Phyllis permit him to secure her 
another place to stay for the night, but Mrs. Summy declined. As the 
sheriff withdrew, Homerun hollered after him: “You ever get inter-
ested in our bedroom affairs again, Sheriff, come on back now, you 
hear? We’ll have a case of diet soda-pop in the fridge just for ye, and 
you can watch and learn where all them taxpayers comes from.”

That night, for his own safety and comfort, Phyllis invited her 
husband to sleep out in the hay under the stars.

vvv

What happened only days later, neither the service of divorce 
papers nor even a tongue-lashing, must have seemed to Homerun a 
disastrous non sequitur in the private logic of his life. An electrical 
fire of all things. He himself had always said that the dreamily squal-
id outbuilding on his Parrottsville property was the very nursery of 
mischief, a fine place in which to contract tetanus or get electrocut-
ed. One star-crossed evening in April, some crossed wire must have 
sneezed out a spark, just a measly spark; yet from that spark there 
grew a sunflower-petalous flamelet, and from that flamelet a lion 
of fire that thrashed up and up the walls of its claustrophobic cage, 
devouring. The stillhouse became a furnace, and all of the jars of li-
quor therein, some six hundred gallons of the stuff, sat sweating and 
hiccoughing like coconspirators under the interrogator’s lamp only 
to confess almost at once in colorless explosions. The killdeer flew 
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away into a darkly mitigating sky, and, though neither Homerun nor 
Phyllis had called them, the firefighters arrived.

“Oh, my brothers,” said Homerun to the men as he stood dressed 
in nothing but his long johns, “don’t despise your poor old neighbor 
now by snitchin’ on a feller to no pigs …”

But as soon as the fire had been diminished to a flock of flames, 
grazing here and there on rubble meekly, the firemen of course called 
the law. And so it was that the law came calling—although the sher-
iff, whom one might expect to have led this strict triumph through 
the backroads of Parrottsville, was nowhere to be seen.

“Look at ye,” Homerun muttered as a deputy cuffed him, “what 
with your starry badges like fallen angels you all done trapped and 
broken to your biddin’—”

“Take it easy,” said the deputy.
“I’ll take it easy,” Homerun persisted, “when the taxman ain’t pa-

yin’ the wages of sin with none of my money. Caesar can build a sew-
er, I give him that, but he sure as hell can’t brew no water a-springin’ 
up into everlastin’ life like to what Jesus brewed in Cana of Galilee. 
Why don’t you go round His holy ass up from heaven too and throw 
Him in the pokey with me, you dirty sonsabitches? And then you 
can kill two birds all efficient-like by nailin’ Him to the front of the 
one cross all over again and me to its backside.”

“If you could still run liquor as fast you run that mouth …”
Comes now the United States of America, by and through the 

United States Attorney for the Eastern District of Tennessee, charging 
Shiloh “Homerun” Summy with unlawfully producing distilled spir-
its from mash and similar material and with being a convicted felon 
in possession of firearms. Mr. Summy appeared before the court in 
his Liberty Bib overalls and fedora, the latter of which he refused to 
doff even when ordered to do so. He contended that he should be 
free to wear his hat indoors as he pleased, raccoon pecker and all, for, 
if red clay and creekrun and Carolina silverbell and eternal plunging 
sky could receive him crowned thus, then so could a bureaucrat in a 

End of sample.




