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One

THE PILOT NEWS





* AUNT * DOTS * HELPFUL * HINTS *

Dear Aunt Dot,

Are there any household uses for old pairs of panty hose? It seems so wasteful just to throw them away when they get runs.

Runaround Sue

Dear Sue,

Of course you can make use of those old hose. You can cover leafy plants in your garden to eliminate the bug problem, and you can use them in your cleaning kit. Simply ball them up and use them like scouring pads. Youll find theyre not nearly as abrasive as most cleansers on the market.




Be careful of that desk drawer.

The warning came too late. Charlotte walked right around the corner and into the open bottom drawer and nicked her shin, ripping a large hole in her hose and causing a painful contusion just below her knee.

Gosh. Sorry about that. The desk sergeant winced at the sight of the young womans leg. That desk needs to be put somewhere else. She made a clucking noise with her tongue on the roof of her mouth. Youre the second one to run into it this morning.

Charlotte started to ask why the woman hadnt moved the desk aside herself or, at the very least, taped the gaping drawer shut, but since she was not one to make such bold suggestions, especially to strangers who wore guns and handcuffs on their belts, she simply bent down and calculated the damage.

There was a little blood from the gash, but the worst consequence was the unsightly rip she now had in her stockings. She knew there wasnt any way to hide the tear, and she wished she had followed her instincts when she was getting ready and wore pants instead of this dress and panty hose or, even better, that she had listened to her original inclination, which was not to come in the first place.

She was at the correctional facility in Winston-Salem to visit Peggy DuVaughns grandson, Lamont, who was in jail on a robbery charge. Peggy asked Charlotte to go because she was concerned about his safety and well-being and because she had heard that ministers had unlimited opportunities to see inmates, whereas family members had strict rules about their visitations.

Its different this time, the older woman said to her pastor after she finally confessed what it was that was troubling her. Hes really going to do better. I know it.

Charlotte had assumed when her parishioner called and asked if she could drop by and talk that she was concerned about her husband, Vastine. His doctor had given him a terminal diagnosis of congestive heart failure and he had only recently become a hospice patient. But the older woman had come into the office and fidgeted and changed the subject from first one thing and then another until Charlotte finally asked what she was doing there. Peggy broke down and told her about her youngest daughters son, who had gotten mixed up with the wrong crowd in junior high school and had never gotten away from it.

Its those drugs, she said as if she knew for sure the cause of his downfall. They get hooked on that stuff and then theres just no way to save them. She tugged at the back of her collar and dropped her hands in her lap. Its the devils work, she added with a pained expression.

Charlotte nodded in sympathy with a passing thought of Serena, remembering her own hopes for a family members recovery.

Vastine and I tried to keep him, you know, when he was little. Sherry was going through the divorce then and just had so much on her. The older womans face was pinched and crossed in worry. We kept him for almost three years.

Charlotte had not heard this part of the DuVaughn family history.


He was such a sweet boy. Peggy rubbed her hands together. He and Vastine were real close. Then she paused, looking up. We never had boys.

Charlotte listened. She knew there were three daughters, Sherry, Bernice, and Madison. They had all attended the church at one time or another. Madisons oldest child had been confirmed at Hope Springs. Charlotte thought she was at college out of state somewhere.

Little Lamont was a handful, but we were doing the best we could. She stopped. We got him enrolled in the kindergarten at the school. We put him in Scouts and baseball.

She sat quietly for a few moments.

We would have kept him, you know. Then she sighed with the sound of regret. But he got to be too much for us. Peggy shifted from side to side in her chair. So Sherry took him back and they moved down to Lexington. Her movement in the chair stopped. And then things just got worse.

The pastor handed Peggy a tissue. She took it and wiped her eyes.

Its always been little things before now, mostly just boy stuff. I mean, I knew he was heading in the wrong direction, but I kept thinking hed grow out of it, mature. She paused. It was stealing this time, she confessed. He broke into a convenience store. Tried to get into the cash drawer but was only able to take some merchandise. When they caught him, she hesitated and shook her head, he had a gun.


The older woman wiped her eyes again. Its serious. She peered up at Charlotte. Hes in the adult unit. They say he threatened the police officer. She dropped her head. Hes definitely going to prison. I saw him when he first got there. He was so scared he cried. Peggy spoke softly. It just about broke my heart.

Charlotte went around her desk and knelt down in front of her parishioner.

Sherry wont have anything to do with him, says shes through, told me not to waste my time trying to help him.

The pastor reached up and placed her hand on Peggys shoulder.

But how can a mother, a grandmother, let one of her babies stay in a place like that and not visit, not try to get him out? He was so scared, she said again as she reached in her purse for another tissue and held it in her hands.

Charlotte nodded, a gesture of sympathy, but she still did not speak.

The older woman looked down at the young minister kneeling in front of her. I can only visit on Friday nights, for just fifteen minutes, she said, leading up to the request. But I was thinking that maybe you could go, say youre his pastor. Peggy hesitated. Maybe you can check on him today or tomorrow. She seemed embarrassed. If you could just go and make sure hes okay.

Charlotte wasnt sure what to say. She had never gone to a jail before, and the sudden request from her church member was disconcerting.


Peggy, the minister replied sincerely, Im not sure theyll let me see him.

The older woman nodded submissively. I understand. You dont even know him. And it is a big thing to ask of you to go all the way over there.

Charlotte rolled back to rest on her heels and read the womans face. Peggy DuVaughn was quiet but strong. She wasnt really a leader in the church, not very active or out-spoken, but watching her as she sat in the pastors office, so broken and vulnerable, Charlotte thought of who she had been in the church. She considered all the years that Peggy had been caring for her husband, years without complaint or request, years of displayed gratitude for her churchs support and her pastors visits.

Peggy always thanked Charlotte for her prayers, even wrote her notes from time to time to tell her how much the sermons on tape had meant to the two of them when they were unable to attend the worship services, how appreciative they both were for her care during her husbands more critical times.

Charlotte focused on the older woman, thinking that she had believed that Peggys only problem had been Vastines health, that this was all she thought about or dealt with or worried over. The pastor felt surprised and sad to learn that Peggy had been troubled for so long about her grandson and that she had never felt free enough to say anything to her pastor or to anyone else in the church.

The burden of shame for this woman, she thought to herself, is as serious as Vastines heart condition. This disappointment and regret, this dysfunction of her family, has broken her and chained her spirit even more than her husbands terminal illness. Peggy DuVaughn had borne the weight of her grandsons addiction and troubles in silence, as if his choices, his mistakes, were a reflection of her years of care or lack of care, depending on which situation she felt more guilty about.

Of course Ill try, Charlotte said to Peggy. Ill call the chaplain this afternoon and see if theyll let me see him.

And that had been it. With that promise made to her parishioner less than twenty-four hours earlier, she had visited Margaret to tell her that she was not able to go with her and the other friends to her doctors appointment, and she was now standing in the Forsyth County Jail, her panty hose ruined, her leg cut and bleeding, and she was about to go behind guarded and locked doors to visit an armed thief she had never laid eyes on.

Youll need to leave your purse in one of those.

The desk sergeant pointed to the lockers on the wall to their right. Its fifty cents, she added.

Charlotte pulled out her wallet and took out two quarters. She walked over and placed the change in the slots and opened the locker. She put her purse inside, remembering that she had already given her drivers license to another police officer and hoping that she wouldnt forget it. She shut the door and pulled out the key. She walked back to the sergeant.

Okay, just stand there and theyll open that door for you. Then youll be in a waiting cell and theyll open the next set of doors. Then you turn to the left, and the visiting booths will be right in front of you. A guard will send the prisoner to you in a few minutes. Just wait until he comes.

Then the sergeant left Charlotte standing in front of a large steel door before the minister was able to ask the woman to repeat the instructions.

Suddenly, the large door in front of her opened, and she heard a voice on the intercom telling her to step inside. When she did, the door shut hard behind her. A few seconds passed, and another door in front slid open with a loud clang. She stepped through the doorway and it closed. She scanned the area to her right and then to her left, noticing a hallway with a set of doors. She moved in that direction, aware that she was being watched, and opened one of the doors in front of her. It was a small chamber with a stool in front of a large glass window, a telephone receiver hanging on the right.

She walked in as the door shut behind her and sat down on the stool, wondering if someone was still observing her.

Through the window before her, Charlotte was able to see to the other side, where there was a narrow hallway. Several inmates walked past in bright orange coveralls. A couple of them stared at her as they passed by. She tried to appear unalarmed and unafraid as she sat waiting for her visit to begin. There were sounds of men laughing and doors opening and closing; it seemed that at least fifteen minutes had passed since she had been inside the booth.

She was just about to go out and ask for assistance when, finally, she heard a door on the other side of the booth open. Two men, one a guard, the other an inmate, walked by her, passing without any attention, and then turned around and walked back. They stood directly in front of her.

Lamont? she asked but wasnt sure they could hear her. Then the young man in the orange suit nodded.

The guard stared suspiciously at the female visitor and then spoke to the young man. You got twenty minutes with your pastor, he said sharply and then turned to Charlotte as if he questioned her professional standing.

Lamont sat down on the stool on the other side of the window.

Can you hear me or do we need to use these? She picked up the telephone receiver.

No, he shook his head. I can hear you all right.

The woman nodded. Im Charlotte Stewart, she said as an introduction. Im your grandparents pastor.

He didnt respond.

In Hope Springs, she continued.

He nodded but didnt speak.

Your grandmother Peggy asked me to visit.

He nodded again.

She was worried about you.

Still no response.

He was bigger than she had expected him to be, broad across the shoulders and built like a football player. Charlotte had not really known how he would look since Peggy had only shown her pictures of him when he was a little boy. And since she knew he had been on drugs a long time, she had just assumed he would be skinny, frail, poorly in appearance.

His size and healthy presence surprised the young pastor, and she realized how the demeanor of addicts can be deceiving. Even until the last days of Serenas life she had shown none of the usual signs of addiction. She wasnt gray or wiry or used up. Just the opposite. She seemed like the girl next door, strong, vibrant, alive. She had fooled everyone, especially her own sister, into thinking that she didnt have a problem.

Charlotte scanned the young man before her and wondered how long it had taken for his family to accept that he was addictedhow many lies they had heard, how many cover-ups of disappearances and stories of why he needed money they had sat through. She wondered at what point he had started stealing from them, first just a few dollars from his mothers wallet, then jewelry and small items, and then finally scheming robberies. Serena hadnt gone that far, but Charlotte certainly knew the stories of the people her sister had associated with.

Granddaddy okay? Finally the young man spoke.

This time it was Charlotte who nodded.

The young man seemed unsure of what to say next.

Nothings wrong with Granny Peg, is it?

Then Charlotte realized he was trying to figure out why she had come.

No, she answered reassuringly. Everybodys okay. Then she set her arms on the steel counter in front of her. Im here because your grandmother asked me to come see you.

He relaxed a bit and nodded again as if he understood.

She saw the fear in his eyes then, the slight edge of worry that kept him jerking behind and around him every time he heard a noise. She didnt know if he was only jumpy because of being in jail or if he was still coming off something.

How long have you been in here? Charlotte asked.

Three weeks, he answered.

She figured that he would have gotten any drugs out of his system by then. His restlessness was from being in the jail. His grandmothers suspicions were right.

And do you know when theyll post bond?

He shook his head and swiveled around. A door slammed behind him.

Dont matter anyway, he responded. Mama said she wont pay anymore and she wont let Granny give me any money.

Charlotte nodded. And your dad? she asked, not knowing any of the circumstances surrounding Sherrys divorce or of the relationship Lamont might have with his father.

He just shook his head.

The absent father, Charlotte thought. Throughout the entire time that Serena had been in trouble, their dad was nowhere in the picture. The first time, more than ten years ago, when she had called to ask for help for her sister, he told her that he didnt know what he could offer in terms of assistance since the money was tight in their house and he was unable to return to North Carolina. When she had asked about them coming to Texas, he said he didnt think it was a good idea for them to stay with him.

That was the only time Charlotte had spoken to him about Serenas addiction and the problems in their household. That was the only time she had asked for his help.

Have you seen your lawyer?

Right after it happened, he answered. But I dont know nothing.

Charlotte thought about asking about the charges but decided it wouldnt mean anything to her anyway. Besides, she told herself, Im not an attorney; Im a pastor. I should stick to my own duties.

You scared? she asked, modeling Marion, her therapist, who always got right to the point.

He shook his head and sat back on his stool as if the question offended him.

Your grandmother seems to think you might be scared since this is your first time in an adult unit.

The young man spun around nervously as if he were concerned that someone might have heard what his visitor just said.

Charlotte leaned on her elbows.

Look, I know this is awkward. Peggy, your grandmother, just wanted me to see about you. Charlotte slid her fingers together. She said you were upset when you got arrested, that youve never been in an adult facility before and that it shook you up pretty bad. She sat forward on the stool. I just came to check on things.

The young man eased a bit and nodded again at the young woman. Im all right now, he answered. Tell her Im fine.

Okay, Charlotte responded. Then there was a pause in the conversation.

Is there anything I can get for you?

He shook his head.

Charlotte checked her watch, unsure of what to ask next. The steel door that she had come in opened and slammed shut, and the pastor flinched.

You scared being here? Lamont leaned in toward Charlotte.

She felt it was a fair question. Yeah, she replied. I thought it was pretty unsettling coming here.

She sat back. Ive never been in a jail, she confessed. Then she continued. I think its cold and loud. And frankly, she added, all these people with guns make me jumpy.

Yeah, in Juvie, only a couple of the guards had guns, Lamont replied, his face softening.

He had given her something with that exchange, and Charlotte decided not to push for anything extra at that moment.

The young man stared at her as if he had more to say, but then he was startled by an announcement made on the PA system overhead.


There was an awkward pause, and Charlotte seemed unsure of what else to ask. She decided to focus on simple questions.

Hows the food here?

Its all right. Lamont shifted on the stool. They have a canteen where you can buy stuff.

They let you keep your money? she asked.

Nah, I aint got no money. Then he dropped his head. One of the other guys whos been here awhile, he gives me some of his food. He dont eat too much.

Charlotte studied the young man, handcuffed and dressed in the county jail worksuit. She had seen the bruises on his wrists when he first sat down. As his frightened eyes darted from side to side and his chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, Charlotte thought about freedom. She considered living unchained and unobserved, being permitted to walk without restraint and make her own choices about where to go next and how long she could take to depart and arrive.

She thought how afraid the young man must have been, locked and vulnerable in a cell with potentially dangerous men. She wondered what had been taken from him and what he had lost. What were the consequences of his mistakes? And even though Charlotte wasnt sure she really liked the teenager, and even though she believed that what Lamont was learning in jail was necessary for him to break out of his addiction and criminal behavior, she was still sympathetic as she watched the young man through the glass.

He started to bounce his right leg in a sort of nervous way, his entire body shaking from the effect, and she figured she needed to talk about something. She thought that perhaps the silence was making him feel more disconcerted. She considered talking about his grandparents, but before she could give any information or ask any questions, the guard who had brought Lamont came up behind him and yelled, Times up!

Lamont quickly rose to his feet and offered only a brief nod toward the pastor as a means of good-bye.

Ill see you later, Charlotte replied as he started walking away. The abruptness of his departure left her feeling disoriented and unaware of what she needed to do to leave her booth.

She sat on the stool for a few minutes trying to remember the way out, consoling herself that the visit hadnt been a complete failure. Finally, she recalled the hallway, the large steel door to her right, and the holding cell, the direction from which she had come. She got up from her stool and walked out of the small chamber. When she got to the first door of the holding cell, it suddenly opened in front of her. She walked in, it closed, and the next door opened. She headed out, retrieved her purse from the locker, went to the first police officer she had met, picked up her license, handed in her visitors badge, and walked out the front door.

She stood outside and breathed deeply. It was a satisfying winter afternoon, cold without too much wind, bright sunshine, crisp, fresh air. Its a clean day, her mom would sometimes say when Charlotte and Serena would get home from school and sit with her on the porch.

On those days her mom wasnt wearing a lot of makeup or flashy jewelry. Her clothes were neat and ironed. Shed smile and ask them how things were at school. Shed brush their hair or hand them pieces of sour candy, pieces of gum, or long, narrow chords of licorice. Serena would show her the pictures she had drawn in class, and Charlotte would get as close to her mother as she could. Shed seem calm and interested and normal, and Charlotte was sure things had changed.

A clean day, she would say, and the little girl thought it meant the longed-for break in time when everybody got to start over, when everything wrong was made right, a brief reprieve from reality when all that was cluttered and broken and strewn about was picked up, fixed, and set aside, a day of redemption finally signaling a change.

It was what her mother had truly desired and what Charlotte had never really found. Joyce could make it seem real for a while, make it appear as if it were really happening, but then Charlotte would hear the clinking of bottles in a bag, see the light in the kitchen burning after midnight, and she learned that a clean day was just something intended about the weather, the angle of the sun on a chilly day, a wish that within a few hours had faded like a winter day into a cold, dark night.

Charlotte stood at the entryway of the county jail, breathing in the memory of her mothers words and the realization of her freedom. She stood, considering in the vastness of the outside and the permission that was hers to come and go anywhere she wanted.

She walked to her car thinking about Lamont, about his family and their sorrow. It could just as easily have been Serena she was visiting in jail, or it even could have been she herself who had turned to drugs. She wondered if it was grace that had saved her from that life and why her sister or Lamont hadnt been granted the same portion.

Lifting her face, she felt the gentle winter breeze stirring in her hair, the strength of the midday sun warming her neck and shoulders. She folded her hands together, and without knowing what words to say, she said a brief prayer for the young boy she had just met. She prayed for the healing of his heart, Gods protection and mercy, and the opportunity she hoped for him one day soon to rediscover the opportunity, the gift of freedom. She prayed for Peggy and Vastine and Sherry, all of whom carried and wrestled with the weight of Lamonts misery. She prayed that all of them, including herself, might one day be completely free.

The young woman opened her eyes and took in the air that was hers to enjoy. She unlocked her car door, stood for a moment, and then turned the key, relocking the door. She was disappointed that she had missed the doctors appointment with Margaret, and now it was too late to join the women for lunch in Greensboro. She thought for a moment and decided that she might as well get something to eat there.


She buttoned her coat and threw her scarf around her, and except for the large area on the inside of her leg where her panty hose were ripped and exposed, Charlotte felt warm and content.

Seeing a sign for a coffee shop, she headed in that direction without seeing Dick Witherspoon and his sister-in-law as they hurried out of the office across the street and got into his car.
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