                                                    My Life of Crime

My name is William Turner.  I was born in a tar-paper shack.  I think this was 1935 or close.  We had no luxuries but admit that the tar-paper was new.
My parents were intolerably honest as I quickly discovered.  My first run-in with this belief came at an early age.  Once a week if there was money enough to buy a gallon of gas for the family truck, we would go into town and trade eggs and raccoon pelts or a wild duck for cheese, sugar, coffee, and other luxuries.
On the journey into town one Saturday we passed a field of flowers.  I think they were called “bachelors’ buttons.”  My mother admired this change from the usual corn and potatoes.  On the day after this particular journey, I remembered my mother’s admiration of this colorful crop and decided to address her wishes.
I was playing with my pet goat (which we ate in the winter of 1940) when Red Smith stopped by and asked if my mother needed any fish (he was a fish monger).  She came out and purchased two croakers of about two pounds each.  They would have been cheaper if she could have afforded the three for a quarter special deal, but all she had was two dimes.  Besides, we had run out of ice and there would have been no way to save any surplus.  You see, we did not have electricity, and therefore did not have a freezer.
I asked Mr. Smith if I could ride with him and he agreed.  He let me out when we came to the flower field.  He gave me a piece of string that I requested and therefore was an accomplice to the crime that I was about to commit. (I would later encounter many “accomplices” in my dealings with public bodies.)
I picked a few of the flowers that were on the edge of a ditch and did not seem to me to be likely to be harvested, wrapped them with string and walked the mile or so of dirt road back to my home.
I proudly gave them to my mother and she pumped some nasty water into a “Ball” quart jar and ensconced the stems into it.  When my father got home from his job (he had a position as a shoveler of dirt with the WPA) he smiled and took note of the floral arrangement and asked her about their provenance.  
My “testimony” was prima facie evidence of my crime of “thou shalt not steal.”  Without a fair trial, which I would be subjected to many times in the future when I discovered public officials stealing from the public and public officials conspiring with other public officials to protect them from a citizen who was not one of the “good old boys,” I stood before the court and took my punishment.

So I received a moderate beating with a barrel stave which I plainly deserved.
Not long after that I was caught red-handed, just like many public officials that I came to know in my vigilant life.
It was Saturday evening and my father had been able to nurse the family truck out to town.  I was looking around the $.05 & $.10 store at things I didn’t have, which included the entire store.  My parents were talking with another couple, just like in a film.  
Everyone was eating a candy bar so I thought they were free.  I knew that my parents didn’t have any money so I reasoned that I could have one.  Following that line of deduction as I would later encounter with the Attorney General and his staff of 212 (approximately) I chose one chocolate bar that looked appealing and innocently began to munch.  An officer of the store appeared immediately and told my parents.  Like so many public officials that I caught “munching” I offered to return the candy bar.  I think this is called “spoliation of evidence.”  Soon afterward we returned home.  I remember this trip because we only had to stop twice to fill the radiator with water.
Justice was not long in coming.  My punishment was not “stayed”  as it was with the countless crimes that I encountered with many public officials.
