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On December 12th, 1982, a strange house in the remote mountains of North West Georgia
became a bloody slaughterhouse for two men and their dogs. One of the victims—an
accomplished scientist and university professor—experimented with the occult. A self-portrait
found at the crime scene appeared to depict the professor gagged with gunshot wounds to his
head, exactly as his body was discovered by investigators. Had he gazed into the future and
witnessed his own death—or had the painting inspired the murder?The case became a media
sensation with allegations of satanic cults, supernatural curses, and mind control experiments.
The only thing stranger than the murders themselves was the legal odyssey that followed,
resulting in four Supreme Court decisions and revelations that would stun the judicial
system.After years of research involving court transcripts, audio recordings, and interviews with
the participants in the case—including the murderers themselves—author Daniel Ellis peels
back the layers of legend to reveal the truth behind one of the most bizarre true crime cases ever
to emerge from the dark Southern woods—Corpsewood: A True Crime Like No Other.
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CORPSEWOODA true crime like no otherDaniel EllisTyradius PressCopyright 2016 by Daniel
EllisAll rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted
in any form or by any means, without prior written permission of the copyright holder, except for
brief quotations used in critical articles and reviews.Excerpts from Mother Earth News article
appearing on pages 41-42 copyright 1981 by Ogden Publications, Inc.Daniel Ellis/Tyradius
Presshttps://www.facebook.com/corpsewoodbookCover painting and design by Richard
Kilroy.Corpsewood: A True Crime Like No Other/ Daniel Ellis – 1st ed.“There are practically an
endless number of measurements which can be taken, but I came to feel that a scientist
indulges in more than endless measurement. He must speculate. He must dream. He must find
that which is beyond understanding.”—Charles L. ScudderAcknowledgementsThere have been
many occasions over the past several years when I wished that I had never heard the word
‘Corpsewood.’ I often dreaded the word—not only because of the atrocities that occurred there—
but because of how much of my own life it had consumed. On its surface the case appeared
very simple, but in fact was deceptively complex.The story contained within these pages is true.
Finding the information required considerably more effort than simply typing words into an
Internet search engine; it involved interviewing people, traveling to places around the world, and
sifting through documents in musty cobweb-covered basements. Some of the conversations are
taken from audio recordings by the participants themselves. Others were recreated from court
testimony, police reports, and interviews with the witnesses.There is an ancient Chinese
expression that says, “The most faded ink is better than the sharpest memory.” Memories
change over time; details become blurred and are transformed into new memories that no longer
accurately reflect the facts. For that reason, when presented with conflicting information, I chose
to go with what the witness said at the time of the event and not what they remembered thirty-
three years later—unless the new information was supported by the evidence. By no means am I
implying that any witness is being untruthful; we simply remember details differently with the
passage of time. It goes with being human.I am eternally grateful to the people who have so
generously given me their time as I assembled this enormous puzzle. Many of those who’ve
assisted me are inherently private persons and have asked to remain anonymous. Their wishes
are honored, but I am, nevertheless, indebted to them.Thank you, Cheryl and Sonny Durham,
and Joan and Bruce Poole, for allowing me to enter your lives and be a part of your inner circle.
Your trust and your friendship are debts that I cannot repay in ten lifetimes. Charles and Joey
chose their friends well.I will be forever grateful for the help of Teresa Lynn Hudgins. You placed
your trust in me though I had asked the unthinkable: for you to relive a nightmare. Thank you for
your friendship and taking the journey with me. You’ll forever be a heroine in my book.I’d like to
express my gratitude to Judge Ralph Van Pelt, Jr., William Benjamin Ballenger, Clifton “Skip”
Patty, Jr., Lann Cordle, Carlton Vines, Gary W. McConnell, Arch Farrar, Jr., Albert Palmour,
Judge Jon Payne, and Bobby Lee Cook, Sr. Thank you, gentlemen, for providing information and



perspectives that could not have been found otherwise.I am grateful to the ladies in the clerk’s
office at the Chattooga County Courthouse for their unwavering patience: Debbie Floyd, Doris
Allen, and Janet Schram.It would be criminal of me if I failed to thank those kind folks in Warren
County, Mississippi for their incredible hospitality, particularly Sheriff Martin Pace, Jay
Mackenzie, Jerry Campbell, and District Attorney Ricky Smith. Frank Campbell was a lucky man,
indeed.I am humbled by the generosity of The Summerville News for allowing me to ask endless
questions as I haunted their archives. Thanks Gene Espy, Jason Espy, and James Espy.Thank
you, Iris Mattila, for making Kirby Phelps a real person and not just a name in a newspaper.In
Chicago, thanks to Dr. Alex Karczmar and Dr. Michael Collins for your insights and for giving me
a glimpse into the academic landscape that Charles inhabited.Sylvester Evans, I am grateful for
the perspectives that only you could have provided. Thanks for your help.Pam Purcell, thank you
for your candor. Little did you know how you piqued my interest to embark on this odyssey.Thank
you, Jeanne Dicks, Jimmy Fiumefreddo, John Fiumefreddo, Joe Fiumefreddo, and Nicole
Strawser, for letting me experience the powerful family ties that bound Joey Odom. The strength
of your family runs through your veins and honors those who are no longer with us.And finally, to
those folks who’ve consistently had faith in me and supported my efforts, though I gave them
absolutely no reason to do so: Ruth Pinion, John Atamian, Cecelia Nahrwold, Richard Kilroy,
Jayson Victor, and Melanie Mumea—thank you. Like my own family, you are that which is best in
people, and I am blessed to know you all.CHAPTER ONEDecember 16th, 1982Raymond
Williams felt the crunch of the frozen ground as he stepped from his pickup truck. The frigid
mountain breeze rustled the remaining dead leaves that had failed to escape their branches.The
brisk morning air was not unusual. It was mid-December, and Raymond was in the remote
mountains of northwest Georgia, surrounded by the Chattahoochee National Forest. He
expected the mountains of Chattooga County to be cold, but the chill that Raymond felt was
unrelated to the icy wind that numbed his fingers.A few yards away, within a clearing in the
forest, stood Corpsewood—the home of Dr. Charles Scudder and Joey Odom.Raymond began
walking toward the unique brick and mortar structure. Conjured from Scudder’s own imagination,
the two-story house had been built in an oblong shape, like an old-fashioned bathtub. Four
vertical rows of glass blocks had been incorporated into the curved portions at each end of the
house to serve as diminutive windows. The house was crowned with a steep black roof from
which four brick chimneys sprouted.It had always impressed Raymond that Charles and Joey
had built the house themselves. He was amazed—not because the house was a marvel of
engineering—but because Charles and Joey had never laid a brick before in their lives. True,
there was some crudity in the construction; the uneven rows of bricks slathered with rough
mortar betrayed the neophyte masons as amateurs. But what Corpsewood lacked in skilled
craftsmanship it made up for by its sheer audacity. After all, the house was completely off the
grid. It had no electricity, telephone, or running water. And that was by design.Raymond glanced
up at the four dormant chimneys that silhouetted the cold December sky. Two of the chimneys
were decorated with ceramic pentagrams. The morning was cold as hell, and Raymond knew



that there should have been plumes of smoke rising from those chimneys. As he moved closer to
the low mountain stone wall, he realized something else was missing: Scudder’s Jeep. The 1976
CJ5 was always parked in the spot near the back of the house, where Raymond now stood. Like
everything else associated with Dr. Scudder, the Jeep had its own uniqueness. Painted entirely
black, it had a metal top, a side-mounted spare tire, and an inverted white star emblazoned on
both doors. Each five-pointed star was enclosed within a white painted circle. At first glance, one
might take the Jeep to be of military origin. But a closer inspection revealed that those stars—
like the ceramic chimney tiles—were pentagrams.The absence of the Jeep worried Raymond
Williams. Charles only left Taylor’s Ridge once a month to purchase supplies in the valley.
Raymond had circled by the house the previous afternoon, but when he saw that the Jeep was
gone he had assumed that Charles was out making his monthly supply run. Raymond had
driven away without ever getting out of his truck. But he was out of his truck now, and he was
alarmed by what he was seeing. The black metal storm door was wide open, revealing a pair of
green swinging doors that led to the kitchen. Gusts of frozen wind tugged on the wooden doors,
teasingly pushing them open slightly, then releasing them. The top portions of the green doors
contained clear glass windows. What Raymond saw in the glass chilled him more than the
December air he breathed. Bullet holes.Raymond hurried back to his truck. Corpsewood was
five miles east of Trion, but there was a telephone a bit closer. He made the three mile drive
down the rutted, unpaved logging roads until he reached the house of Mr. and Mrs.
Hammonds.Fifty-one-year-old Raymond Leroy Williams was a lifelong resident of Trion.
Everyone knew Raymond, but they called him by his nickname, Little Goob. It was almost nine
o’clock on a Thursday morning and Mrs. Hammonds was surprised to see Raymond
Williams.“Hey,” Raymond said, politely.“Well good mornin’,” answered Mrs. Hammonds. She
turned to her husband and said, “It’s Goob.” Mr. Hammonds saw Raymond and replied, “Ohhh.
You mean Little Goob.” It was an important distinction; Raymond’s daddy was Big Goob.The
screen door creaked as Mrs. Hammonds pushed it open. Raymond entered. “I need to use your
phone.”Mr. Hammonds approached. “What you doin’ out so early, Goob?”“I need to call the
sheriff. I was just up at Charles’ and Joey’s house.”“The castle?”“Yeah. Their Jeep’s missin’ and
there’s bullet holes in the doors.”Half an hour later, Raymond Williams waited in his pickup truck
near the top of Taylor’s Ridge. His truck was parked on Mountain View Road, just a few feet from
where the pavement ended and the hard-packed dirt logging road began.In Raymond’s rearview
mirror, a Chattooga County Sheriff’s car rounded the wooded curve. It had been dispatched from
nearby Summerville, the county seat of Chattooga County. As the vehicle slowed to a stop next
to Raymond’s truck, a second sheriff’s car appeared.Raymond approached the first car, driven
by Sheriff’s Deputy Greg Latta. At only twenty-one years of age, Latta was already a two year
veteran of the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Department. Latta rolled down the window and said,
“You the one that called?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “It’s up there at Dr. Scudder’s.”“You mean
the one they call the devil-worshipper house?”Raymond shrugged. “It’s the brick house up there
‘bout a mile or two. It’s the only house up there.”“We’ve patrolled out there before. I know where it



is. You wanna follow us up there?”Raymond looked at the ground for a moment. “Well sir, to tell
you the truth, I’d rather not. I got a bad feelin’ about it.”“All right. We’ll check it out. Thank you,
sir.”Latta accelerated past Raymond, followed by Deputy Charles Starkey in the second car.
Raymond nodded to the deputies and said, “I appreciate it” as he watched the police cars
diminish down the rocky dirt road.* * *Charles Lee Scudder had moved to Chattooga
County in 1977. Although he was referred to by many of the locals as “the professor,” his title was
legitimate. Dr. Scudder had been an associate professor of pharmacology at Loyola University’s
Stritch School of Medicine in Chicago.Scudder’s friend and companion, Joey Odom, had been
with Scudder since 1959. The forty-four-year-old Odom had been Scudder’s housekeeper and
cook back in Chicago. With Scudder’s three sons now grown, Odom had migrated south with the
professor.It had been a dramatic change in lifestyle. Dr. Scudder tendered his resignation from
Loyola University on October 6th, 1976—his 50th birthday. Scudder sold his turn-of-the-century
era mansion on Chicago’s West Side and moved, figuratively, to the middle of nowhere. The
place didn’t even have a name. The property Scudder had purchased was forty acres of
undeveloped raw wilderness—as was the land that surrounded it for countless miles. There
were no utility services of any kind, including electricity or water.Scudder and Odom had made
the journey from Chicago in the dead of winter. They packed all that they could carry in the Jeep
and the small travel camper it towed. Scudder had brought only what he deemed most essential,
which included Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs.Back when Scudder had
first explored the property, he had discovered the path blocked by the rotting carcass of a dead
horse. Citing that “every tradition has a genesis,” Scudder dubbed the path to his property Dead
Horse Road.Using only hand tools and a chainsaw, the two middle-aged men engaged in
backbreaking labor—clearing a patch of land deep within the interior of the forest where they
would eventually build their castle, or what Scudder referred to as an “early European-style
home.”The place still didn’t have a name, but that all changed when Scudder erected a mailbox
on the logging road a half mile from his house. The postal service designated the property:
Route 1, Box 589. It was not really a name, of course, but a mailing address—one that Dr.
Scudder found exceedingly dry and boring. In keeping with his own sense of individualism,
Scudder embraced the old English custom of house naming.According to tradition, the name
one selects for the house is usually descriptive of some feature of the house or property.
Scudder knew that a name like Four Chimneys or Rose Cottage would never do. The name
Moldavia wasn’t bad, but it had belonged to a house once occupied by Edgar Allan Poe. And
though Scudder lived in Georgia, his “early European-style home” was certainly no
Tara.Scudder once again drew inspiration from the dead horse he had found on his property.
Because the corpse had been discovered amongst the hardwood trees, Scudder coined the
name Corpsewood.* * *Deputies Latta and Starkey negotiated the winding dirt driveway that
cut through the dark mountain woods; the driving path Scudder called “Dead Horse Road.” As
they rounded the final curve, the officers entered an area that had been thinned of its trees. To
the right, mountain stone had been stacked to define the edge of the path. Affixed to a poplar



tree at the entrance of the estate was a sign made from a wooden plank. Painted in Old English
lettering, the sign warned: Beware of the Thing.Rising from the forest ahead was a three-story
wooden structure. Although it resembled a watchtower, Scudder and Odom had built it to serve
as a chicken house. Thirty yards from the chicken house stood the brick manor, its bullet-riddled
doors exactly as Raymond Williams had described.Latta and Starkey emerged from their patrol
cars. They had, indeed, patrolled the area on previous occasions—but never on foot. The
deputies knew that Scudder and Odom owned two English mastiffs. Weighing in at around 160
pounds each, local legend stated that the dogs were trained to kill.The officers moved toward
the house. On either side of the deputies were two circular brick outbuildings, approximately
eight feet in height. Mounted on top of these cylindrical brick buildings were classical stone
grotesques, sculptures representing Autumn Man and Green Man.Finally, the deputies arrived at
the green wooden doors. There were no doorknobs, just metal handles affixed to each door. The
deputies peered through the broken glass and into the murky interior.“Hello! Sheriff’s
department!” Latta shouted.The eerie silence within the house was unbroken. The officers slowly
pushed open one of the wooden doors. Careful not to disturb the shards of glass and the shell
casings that glistened on the cold ground, they entered the manor.Once inside the house, the
officers found themselves in a very dark kitchen. Aside from the kitchen doors, the only light in
the room was provided by the glass block windows in the curved wall to the right. There was just
enough filtered light for the deputies to see their breath as they moved into the room. To their left
sat a rusty metal pail, half-filled with icy water. Resting in the bottom of the bucket was a dead
rat.Near the bucket, against the left wall, stood a cast iron stove. A skillet containing the
congealed remnants of a recently prepared meal sat on the cold metal surface.As their eyes
adjusted to the dim light, the officers began to make out details. A round wooden table stood in
the middle of the kitchen. Suspended above the dark brown table was an old wagon wheel.
Curiously, three wishbones straddled the spokes of the wheel. It was obvious to the lawmen that
the kitchen had been ransacked; cupboard doors were ajar and canisters were strewn about. A
dutch oven sat on the table, covered in flour. Off to the right, a refrigerator stood with its door
wide open.The dark interior of Corpsewood was immune to the morning sun. The beam from a
flashlight revealed a blackened human skull mounted on the wall directly ahead. The bitter cold
stung their nostrils, but the deputies noticed something else in the air; a powerful, unique stench
that was not diluted by the cold—a mixture of soot and dogs and death.Affixed to the wall to the
left were two kerosene lamps. One of the lamps had been shattered, the remains of its white
ceramic shade rested on the floor. Anemic shafts of light appeared through the glass block
windows. On the dusty cement floor, the officers observed a trail of dried blood. The blood
spatter trailed to the left, through a brick archway that led to a darker chamber.Peering through
the brick archway, the officers bore witness to a waking nightmare. In the shadows of the foyer
ahead lay a dark mass. It was the body of a man. Clad only in blue jeans and hiking boots, the
shirtless corpse was sprawled out on the concrete floor. The Caucasian dead man rested on his
right side, clutching a wad of blood-soaked cloth in his hand. His thick dark hair and long black



beard were matted to the floor in a large pool of coagulated blood.The beam from Latta’s
flashlight revealed a coating of dried blood and gore that obscured the face of Joey Odom.The
body was lying just inches from the front door of the house—the door that led to a brick gazebo
where Odom and Scudder had enjoyed their morning tea. Five feet above Odom’s remains were
two stained glass windows depicting spiders. The colorful stained glass—a hobby of Dr.
Scudder’s—refracted the morning sunlight and bathed the horrendous scene in an eerie
magenta glow. Near Odom’s head, spent bullet casings glinted in the faint light. The casings
were suspended in a pool of dried blood that was as thick as candle wax.A couple of feet
beyond Odom’s body, a second brick archway led to another dark room in the house. The
deputies cautiously stepped around the body of Joey Odom. Within the gloom of the chamber
beyond lurked the specter of a new horror. A second body.Like Odom, the second body was a
white male. As the officers moved closer, they saw that this body was also dressed in faded
jeans and hiking boots. The victim wore an olive-colored suede winter coat. The man’s arms had
been bound behind his back with a pink and white striped cloth material. He rested on his right
side, bent at the waist with his outstretched legs forming an “L” shape within the blackish pools of
blood. The victim’s face was turned away from the officers; they could not see his features,
except for the wavy blond hair—and the gag that had been used to suppress his final words.
They had located the body of Charles Scudder.The room that contained the body of Dr. Scudder
appeared to be a study and living room. It looked like a set from an old Hammer horror movie.
There were shelves of books that stretched from floor to ceiling. An ornate antique desk sat in
the curved portion of the room. The desk was cluttered with kerosene lamps and piles of papers.
Cans of glaze and colored glass beads, the debris from one of Scudder’s stained glass projects,
littered the work area. On the corner of the desk—as though grinning at the deputies—was a
human skull.Scudder’s body was lying in front of a small bookcase. Behind his body, two
wooden drawers had been pulled from the base of the bookcase and had been rifled through. To
the left of the small bookcase was a brown and beige plaid sofa, splattered with blood. Two glass
pint bottles containing an orange liquid were lying on the couch.The deputies carefully stepped
over Scudder’s legs to examine the scene. On the opposite side of the room was an old
grandfather clock. On top of the dusty clock—as if observing the macabre scene—was another
human skull.One of the officers detected something in the darkest corner of the room. A sweep
of the flashlight revealed a cast iron wood stove. Curled around the stove—motionless—were
the two English mastiffs. Dried streams of blood pointed to the bullet holes that had ended their
lives.The icy December wind began to animate the branches of the trees. Like the arms of a
marionette, the limbs of the trees danced about, their skeletal fingers casting shadow puppets
on the bloodstained floors of Corpsewood Manor.Deputies Starkey and Latta walked back into
the foyer area. Next to Odom’s body was a cheap, laminated dining room table; the simulated
wood veneer separating around the edges. Two wooden chairs were on either side of the table,
giving the foyer a feeling of claustrophobia—an easy task for a chamber barely eight feet
wide.The table seemed oddly out of place in the house. If the table was incongruous, it was



because it was so common, so ordinary. It stood in conflict with the impressive antiques and
unique objects that surrounded it.At the opposite end of the foyer was another brick archway.
Stone steps within the archway spiraled to the right, leading to the second floor of the house.A
pair of unique oil paintings, another hobby of the multifaceted Dr. Scudder, flanked the entrance
to the spiral stairs. The painting to the left was a stylized image of a male fetus in a womb. The
features of the fetus were distorted, its anatomy deliberately out of proportion. To the right was a
rendering of the same baby, its position reversed as though it were mirrored, but now depicted
as a skeleton in its grave.The spiral stone steps gave the house the look and feel of a medieval
castle. As the deputies ascended the stairway, they observed dried bloody shoe prints on the
stone steps.Upon reaching the second floor landing, the officers were greeted by a colorful
stained glass window to their left. The image in the glass was that of a human skull, surrounded
by coils of snakes. To the right of the landing was another stained glass creation used as a
decoration. Suspended by a wrought iron stand, this work featured a pentagram, three feet in
diameter, with a goat’s head in the center.Whereas the floor downstairs was comprised of bricks
covered with concrete, the second floor was constructed of dusty wooden planks. Two wooden
trunks, both painted fire engine red, sat on either side of the upstairs hall. Directly ahead, at the
end of the hall, stood two wooden double doors, painted in the same red hue as the trunks. A
pair of stained glass windows depicting houseflies flanked the red doors. Beyond those doors, a
wooden bridge led outside the house and onto a brick gazebo, where a stone gargoyle stood
guard. The gargoyle had been painted pink.The second story mirrored the layout of the first floor.
On either side of the red doors at the end of the hall were two brick archways, one to the east
and one to the west. Each of the arched openings led to a room.Passing through the archway on
the right, the officers found themselves in the west bedroom—Joey Odom’s room. Unlike the
somewhat medieval feel of the rest of the house, this room seemed non-threatening, almost
feminine. An antique dresser sat at the far end of the room. In contrast to the skulls and death
images found elsewhere in the house, the dresser was decorated with perfume bottles, delicate
glass objects, and a small toy koala bear.Various antiques were positioned throughout the room,
including an old spinning wheel and an ancient foot-operated Singer sewing machine. Next to
the twin bed was a wooden hoop barrel that served as a table. On the floor near the barrel was a
broken kerosene lamp.The room had been ransacked. Drawers had been pulled out of the
antique cabinets and their contents strewn on the floor. Clothes had been torn from an old trunk
at the foot of the bed and scattered in the room.Latta and Starkey now turned their attention to
the final room, the one across the hall.The strange medieval energy that had been absent in the
previous room had returned. It was here, in the bedroom that had belonged to Charles Scudder.
Upon entering the chamber, the eyes were immediately drawn to the impressive Elizabethan
furniture. The cabinets alone dated back to the late 1500s.Scudder’s bedroom was dominated
by a massive canopied bed, also from the Elizabethan era. Constructed from oak, the
headboard and foot posts were intricately carved and decorated. The solid wood canopy bore
the magnificent ornamentation its builders had crafted some four hundred years earlier. Beside



the bed, a sculpture of Quasimodo—the Hunchback of Notre Dame—served as a nightstand.
Resting on the nightstand was a bronze statue of Mephistopheles, the Devil from German
folklore.Against the curved wall in the back of the room, a large wood carving of a dragon figure
was suspended from an overhead beam. The mysterious creature in the sculpture held a large
mirror in its talons. The wings of the sculpture spanned some six feet. It was yet another
magnificent antique in an impressive collection.Indeed, there were some fine pieces in the room,
but the object that commanded the attention of an onlooker was what stood in the far left corner:
a gold-plated harp.This room had also been ransacked. Clothing and other belongings were
scattered across the room. On the floor near the foot of the bed, the officers noted a bloody shoe
print on a faded green pillow. Adjacent to the pillow were some pornographic magazines—
homosexual in nature—also stamped with bloody shoe prints.Having confirmed that there were
no other victims in the house, Latta and Starkey exited Corpsewood Manor and radioed the
sheriff.CHAPTER TWOWithin minutes of receiving the call, Sheriff Gary McConnell was on the
scene. At 6’6” and 275 lbs., McConnell was an imposing figure. He had taken over the job when
the previous sheriff—his father—died in office in 1967. Gary McConnell had become sheriff of
Chattooga County at the ripe old age of twenty-three. Now, at thirty-eight years old, he was a
seasoned law enforcement veteran. McConnell’s commanding stature, deep voice, and
receding hairline gave him an air of maturity and respect normally reserved for an older
man.Tony Gilleland soon joined Sheriff McConnell at the scene. Gilleland had been in law
enforcement since 1966, the last two years as Chief Investigator for the Chattooga County
Sheriff’s Department. Tony had been at radio station WGTA when he was summoned to
Corpsewood. In addition to his work as a lawman, Gilleland had a second career as an on air
reporter with the radio station.McConnell and Gilleland conducted a walk-through of the house.
Like the two deputies, they were puzzled by the curious nature of Corpsewood Manor. Driving
along the unpaved logging roads, one would never suspect that the house even existed. The
trees had been cleared by hand. A grass lawn had been planted. Tentacles of ivy clung to the
walls, making the house appear to be something one might see in the English countryside. The
gargoyle on top of the two-story brick gazebo overlooked a quarter acre diameter pond that
Scudder and Odom had been constructing.Two cylindrical brick buildings sat at the rear of the
house. Each of the outbuildings had a black steel door and stained glass windows. One of the
buildings housed a well. It contained a pump for drawing fresh mountain water. The other
cylindrical building enclosed a chemical toilet. Scudder and Odom had buried PVC pipes that
led to a homemade brick septic tank.Walking past one of the brick outbuildings, Tony Gilleland
noticed a refrigerator door that was lying on the ground. He quickly discovered that it was not
only a door—it was an entire refrigerator. It had been buried so that only the door remained
above ground. Gilleland was impressed by the ingenuity of the architects. An old refrigerator had
been converted into a small root cellar.As McConnell surveyed the Corpsewood property, it
occurred to him that all of the surrounding woods were part of the Chattahoochee National
Forest, which was federal land. He wanted to make sure that Corpsewood was actually within his



jurisdiction. McConnell placed a call to the FBI, just to be sure. As it turned out, Charles
Scudder had purchased the only piece of land in the forest that the federal government didn’t
own.Corpsewood was indeed McConnell’s case, but he was still presented with a formidable
challenge. While the sheriff’s department did a good job of enforcing the laws in the county of
23,000 residents, it was clear to McConnell that Chattooga County lacked the resources to
handle a crime with the complexity of Corpsewood. McConnell requested assistance from the
state’s investigative agency—the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.The GBI is not a first
responder organization; a criminal justice agency must first request assistance before the GBI
can open a criminal investigation. As soon as McConnell made the request, GBI agents were
immediately mobilized from their Region One office in Calhoun over in Gordon
County.Corpsewood was not an easy place to find. The never-ending unpaved logging roads
snaked throughout the mountains of northwest Georgia. Some of the GBI agents were given
directions by the sheriff’s department radio dispatcher.Vernon Keenan—Special Agent in
Charge of Region One—quickly arrived and met with Sheriff McConnell. They outlined a
procedure that they would follow in conducting the crime scene investigation. The crime lab
team was en route from Atlanta, and the officers would not take any action until they
arrived.Within minutes, Corpsewood was teeming with law enforcement officers and crime
scene investigators. Before anything in the house was moved or disturbed, the entire crime
scene was photographed. In addition to taking many of the photographs, Special Agent Brad
Bonnell was assigned to create a sketch of the crime scene.Home video cameras were a
relatively new invention. They were so new and so expensive that few people in the area had
ever seen one. However, Sheriff McConnell knew a local man who had access to a video
camera, so he enlisted the man and his friend to videotape the Corpsewood crime scene.The
absence of electricity compounded an already challenging investigation. Gasoline generators
were brought in to provide power for work lights. The harsh incandescent lights blasted the dark
interior of Corpsewood, creating an even more surreal effect as the magnified shadows of
technicians and lawmen moved throughout the manor.Dr. James Byron Dawson, State Medical
Examiner, walked around the bodies of Scudder and Odom, making a preliminary examination
at the scene. The frigid days and nights on the mountain had slowed decomposition, and the
approaching winter ensured that there had been no insect activity.This was not Dr. Dawson’s first
death investigation, nor his first homicide. Dawson had already performed nearly two thousand
autopsies for law enforcement in his medical career. A year earlier, Dawson had been involved in
the investigation of the Atlanta child murders. That case had concluded with the conviction of
Wayne Williams.Evidence technicians recovered numerous latent fingerprints from the crime
scene. In the kitchen, the investigators observed dried blood spatter on the base of the kerosene-
powered refrigerator.The blood trail in the kitchen led to massive pools of blood in the foyer,
where Odom’s body was found. The crime lab technicians collected five .22 caliber casings near
Odom’s body. Bloody shoe prints—stamped in Odom’s blood—tracked into the study. The shoe
print evidence suggested the involvement of multiple suspects.Preliminary observations



indicated that at least one set of bloody tread patterns matched the boots that Scudder was
wearing. A horrifying story was beginning to emerge. It appeared that Odom had been shot first,
and that Scudder had been marched through the house by the assailants.State Crime Lab
Analyst Kelly Fite collected some nineteen spent shell casings from the crime scene. All
appeared to be .22 caliber casings—but from two different weapons. Most of the spent hulls
were from .22 caliber long rifle ammunition, but a few were .22 caliber shorts.The GBI agents
searched the desk in the study. They found numerous personal letters addressed to Scudder
and Odom. On the floor near the desk were various pieces of debris, including pencils, work
gloves—and two hypodermic syringes. Amid the pile of bills on the desk was a canceled check
from the First National Bank of Chattooga County, drawn on the account of Charles L. Scudder
and Joseph Odom. The check was in the amount of ten dollars and was made out to the Church
of Satan.Twenty-six-year-old Ralph Van Pelt, Jr. walked through Corpsewood Manor, surveying
the grisly horrors lying within its walls. Van Pelt was one of the assistant district attorneys for the
Lookout Mountain Judicial Circuit, which was comprised of the counties of Catoosa, Chattooga,
Walker, and Dade.Van Pelt was a native of Chattooga County. He had only recently returned
after obtaining his law degree from the University of Georgia School of Law. Van Pelt knew that if
anyone was ever charged with the Corpsewood murders, he would be involved in the
prosecution.While the crime scene in the house was being processed, other law agents turned
their attention to the three-story wooden tower structure—the chicken house. In keeping with the
theme of the manor house, the entrance to the chicken house also featured a brick
archway.Although currently empty, it was obvious to the investigators that the first floor had at
one time been used to house chickens. A metal ladder, secured to the wall with wire, stretched
up through a rectangular opening in the ceiling. The second floor contained a wine press and
jars of preserved fruits and vegetables. The ladder continued to the third floor, but stopped at a
wooden hatch which had been left open.When the agents arrived on the third floor of the
chicken house, the first thing that struck them was that the room had been painted entirely pink.
There was pink carpet on the floor, along with two mattresses and several pillows. Wadded up
on one of the mattresses was something that was now familiar to the agents—a sheet with pink
and white stripes. It appeared to be the same material that had been used to bind and gag Dr.
Scudder.There was no furniture in the Pink Room. A wood-burning stove sat in one corner.
Because the room had no windows, and the hatch was so narrow, it appeared that the room
must have been completed after the wood stove had been installed.Within Corpsewood Manor,
two homicide victims lay frozen in the positions in which they had died. Although the
investigators suspected that the victims were Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, the bodies had
not yet been officially identified.Around midday, a deputy escorted a young woman to the crime
scene. Twenty-two-year-old Pam Purcell, a reporter from Chattooga County’s only newspaper,
The Summerville News, told GBI Special Agent Charlie Johnson that she had interviewed
Scudder and Odom for an article she had written for the newspaper back in 1978. The article
focused on the two men and the unusual house they had constructed.Scudder told Purcell that



he and Odom had lived on Chicago’s West Side and that he had grown tired of the city and was
sick of people. “Charles said that he wanted to get back to the basics,” said Purcell. “He didn’t
want electricity or telephones.” She told Agent Johnson that Scudder and Odom were respected
in the community and had never caused any problems. “They seemed to be very nice people,”
she said.Pam Purcell told Agent Johnson that local people were always driving up to the house
due to its unusual nature. Purcell said she knew that Scudder owned a Jeep, but didn’t know the
year or model. “Dr. Scudder goes into town to get provisions,” she said. “But Joey never went out
much. He usually stayed at the residence.”After viewing the bodies in the house, Pam Purcell
removed any lingering doubt; she positively identified the victims as Charles Scudder and
Joseph Odom.As GBI agents continued to process the Corpsewood crime scene, one of them
made a curious observation on the second floor. Suspended in the shadows of the upstairs
hallway was another of Dr. Scudder’s creations—an oil painting of Scudder himself. The man in
the painting bore Scudder’s distinctive facial features and widow’s peak hairline.The painting
appeared to be a self-portrait. The man’s head was turned at a three quarter angle with his green
eyes looking downward. The face depicted in the painting was gagged and there were five or six
wounds in the head that resembled bullet holes. Below the face, the artist had painted what
appeared to be a web of broken glass—not unlike the broken glass first seen by Raymond
Williams in the kitchen door. Surrounding the head was a broken brick wall painted in hues of
green and yellow.The portrait was definitely of interest to the investigators. The figure in the
painting eerily resembled one of the murder victims downstairs—right down to the cloth gag in
his mouth. Had the murderers found their inspiration in a piece of morbid art? The painting was
seized as potential evidence.CHAPTER THREEMadison Parish, LouisianaNearly four hundred
miles from Corpsewood, in Madison Parish, Louisiana—Manuel Lopez became suspicious of a
vehicle that had been abandoned in a soybean field near his father’s rural home. The vehicle
was a black 1976 CJ5 Jeep with a metal top. A distinctive white star surrounded by a circle
decorated each of the doors. Lopez reported the abandoned vehicle to the police.Deputy Jerry
Cummins of the Madison Parish Sheriff’s Office arrived at the Lopez residence and examined
the Jeep. The CJ5 had been abandoned approximately one hundred yards from Highway 603,
near a small culvert that crossed a bayou. The license plate was missing, but the bolts used to
secure the plate were sitting on the rear bumper.Affixed to the back window were two decals.
Someone had made an effort to scratch through the decals as to render them illegible. Inside the
Jeep was a large assortment of soiled men’s clothing and scraps of paper. Among the empty
packs of Golden Lights cigarettes and Stuckey’s hamburger paper wraps were deposit slips and
other bank materials belonging to Charles Scudder and Joseph Odom in Trion, Georgia.Deputy
Cummins looked in the glove compartment. Beneath the trash and debris was a box of
Remington-Peters .22 caliber short rimfire ammunition. Cummins shook the box. Several bullets
were missing. The deputy looked beneath a crumpled highway map of Mississippi and found a
partial box of Federal .22 caliber long rifle ammunition.“When did you first notice the Jeep
parked here?” asked Cummins.“Well, I only saw it today,” Manuel replied. “But my dad said he



saw it a couple of days ago, on Tuesday morning.”“This past Tuesday? December
fourteenth?”“Yes, sir. He said it was there pretty early. He came back later, around sunset, to
load some beans on the truck, and the Jeep was still there. We thought maybe somebody was
off hunting and maybe they had an accident or got stranded.”The fact that the license plate had
been deliberately removed led Deputy Cummins to suspect that the Jeep had been stolen,
possibly from Charles Scudder in Georgia. After impounding the CJ5 at the Madison Parish Jail,
Cummins placed a call to the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.Five hours had elapsed since
Raymond Williams had summoned the authorities to Corpsewood. The investigation was still in
its early stages when the GBI received the phone call from Deputy Cummins, stating that a Jeep
registered to a Mr. Charles Scudder had been found in Madison Parish, about twelve miles south
of Tallulah, Louisiana.GBI agents contacted the Louisiana State Police and advised their
detectives that the Jeep was believed to have been stolen from the scene of a double homicide
in Georgia. The Louisiana authorities confirmed that their crime lab personnel would thoroughly
and carefully process the Jeep and inform the GBI of the evidence collected.* * *In
Chattooga County, news of the Corpsewood tragedy was spreading quickly throughout the area.
People began trickling into the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office, volunteering information that
they hoped would help catch the murderers of Charles Scudder and Joey Odom. GBI Special
Agent Larry Oxford interviewed twenty-five-year-old Herbert Ballenger, Jr.“When were you out
there last?” asked Oxford.Ballenger thought for a moment. “It was on Sunday. Last
Sunday.”“December the 12th?”“Yes sir. I drove out there with a couple of friends. Allene and her
boyfriend, Tim.”“What time did y’all get there?”“About 2:30 in the afternoon.”“What were y’all
doing?”“I just drove them up there so they could see the house.”“What vehicle were you and your
party in?”“A blue ‘76 Ford pickup. Four wheel drive. We hung out there for about an
hour.”“Besides Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom, did you all see anyone else?”“Well,” said Ballenger,
“when we first got there, a man was just leaving. We didn’t know him.”“Did y’all talk or
anything?”“No, he just got in his truck and left.”“What did he look like?”“Older guy. Maybe forty-
five, fifty years old. Caucasian. I’d say six foot. Six one. Heavy set. His truck was a gold or bronze
colored Chevy with metal cattle rails on the back.”* * *As investigators continued to process
the crime scene at Corpsewood, they scrutinized each piece of evidence the way a fortuneteller
studies tea leaves. The crime scene was speaking to them, but what was it saying?Why had
these two men been murdered? Who would have wanted them dead? The fact that the house
had been ransacked suggested robbery as the motive. But if it was a robbery, why murder the
occupants of Corpsewood? Why was one of the victims bound and gagged? And given the
freezing temperatures, why was one of the victims not wearing a shirt?The investigators had
already interviewed numerous people who had known the two victims. And so far, none of them
had any unkind words to say about either Scudder or Odom.It seemed to defy all the
stereotypes an outsider would assume about the Deep South. This was, after all, the Bible Belt.
Two men living alone in the wilderness—in a castle fit for a druid—and openly displaying occult
symbols on their home. It was no secret in the area that the victims were homosexual. And to



make matters worse, they were Yankees.If Corpsewood had been a Hollywood movie, hordes of
drunken rednecks would have surrounded the house and burned a cross in the yard. But this
was real life, and even the so-called rednecks were defending these men as being “the nicest
couple of fellas you’d ever want to meet.”While the crime scene technicians continued to
process the interior of the house, investigators walked about the grounds of the estate,
searching for anything that might become a viable clue. On the east side of the property, officers
thought they might have found that clue in the form of some freshly dug earth. The authorities
weren’t sure what to make of it—if anything.Various individuals had been showing up at
Corpsewood and offering dubious information to the investigators—alleging—among other
things—the existence of an elaborate underground drug laboratory. Someone else had heard
that Scudder had hidden a treasure on his property. One tipster claimed that Scudder was
planning to build a satanic temple. The freshly dug earth, the cops were told, was in fact a grave.
People had been buried there, possibly as some sort of satanic ritual.It was still early in the
investigation and the authorities wanted to keep an open mind, no matter how absurd the
information sounded. Plans were made to excavate the site the following day.The cold afternoon
sun had conjured enough warmth to turn the icy dirt road into a brown slush. The initial
processing of the crime scene was wrapping up. The bodies of Joey Odom and Charles
Scudder were placed in black body bags and removed from the house. The carcasses of the two
English mastiffs were also placed in body bags and loaded into the bed of a pickup truck.The
short days of the approaching winter were upon Corpsewood, and the long shadows signaled
the coming of darkness. The earthly remains of Charles and Joey made their final journey down
Dead Horse Road.The bodies of Scudder and Odom were taken to Lane Funeral Home in
nearby Summerville, where Dr. Dawson would perform autopsies on the victims. The remains of
the dogs were transported to the Chattooga County Hospital to be X-rayed.Night had shrouded
Corpsewood in darkness, but there would be no peace there. As word spread about the murders
and the strange castle in the woods, gawkers learned of the location of Corpsewood Manor and
descended upon it. Those who sought to acquire a morbid souvenir from the house were turned
away by deputies who had been posted to secure the crime scene. But that wouldn’t be the end
of it; the media sensation that was developing ensured that more tourists would
follow.CHAPTER FOURA bright flash illuminated the blood-covered face of Charles Scudder.
His bound and gagged body was now stretched out on a stainless steel embalming table in the
back of Lane Funeral Home. Dr. James Byron Dawson directed the GBI photographer, Shirley
Freeman, to focus on specific areas of Scudder’s face and head.If a death was merely
suspicious, a body might be taken back to Atlanta to perform an autopsy in the GBI Crime Lab
facility. But in homicide cases, time is the enemy, and murderers always have a head start on law
enforcement. Even a delay of a few hours could result in the loss of valuable evidence. The GBI
had faced this scenario countless times and was well prepared. Dr. Dawson had brought all of
his equipment with him. The embalming area of a local funeral home provided everything he
required to perform a thorough autopsy.Dr. Dawson began with an external examination of the



body, noting in detail the gag that encircled Scudder’s head and the bindings that secured his
hands behind his back. Scudder’s body was cloaked in a heavy, olive-colored suede coat with a
soft lining. The sleeves had been slit near the cuffs and the bonds were threaded through the
slits and looped around Scudder’s hands.Dawson carefully removed the bonds from Charles
Scudder’s hands in such a way as to preserve the knots. The process was repeated for the gag
on Scudder’s mouth. The cloth gag and the bonds were bagged and labeled by a GBI
microanalyst. Observing the autopsy were several law enforcement officers and evidence
technicians.Upon initial observation, it appeared that Charles Scudder had been shot in the
head several times. However, that in itself is not actual proof under the law. The cause of death
needed to be scientifically established.Scudder was wearing a dark blue sweater over a maroon
sweatshirt. Each article of blood-soaked clothing was carefully removed and logged as
evidence. Significant rigor mortis was present in the legs, knees, and shoulders. After cleaning
the copious amounts of blood that had streamed down Scudder’s face, the dissection began.In
popular culture, law enforcement personnel and technicians are often depicted callously
cracking jokes and eating sandwiches during autopsies. The reality is very different. While it is
true that someone who has attended multiple autopsies might make an off-colored remark, it is
merely a feeble attempt to inject levity into what is actually a traumatic experience.For most of
those present, this was the first autopsy that they had ever witnessed. The atmosphere was
somber and quiet. For an onlooker, an autopsy is a grotesque horror show in itself. When a saw
slices through a human head and the skull cap is removed, it’s not an appetizing sight. And
when a human face is peeled away like a rubber mask from the skull that had worn it,
professional law enforcement officers don’t find it humorous. There is a heavy silence in the
room; each individual considering his or her own mortality. The observers know that but by the
Grace of God, that could be them lying on that table.During the internal examination of the face
and head, Dawson found evidence that Scudder had been shot in the head five times. At least
one of the bullets had caused total collapse of the left eye. Dawson recovered four .22 caliber
lead bullets from the head and face of Charles Scudder. The bullets were taken into custody by
GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite. Each bullet was placed in a container and labeled. Dr.
Dawson could see a bullet track in Scudder’s brain, illustrating where a fifth projectile had
entered, but he was unable to recover the bullet. It wasn't there. Dawson traced the path of the
bullet to Scudder’s nasal cavity, leading him to conclude that the bullet had been expelled from
the victim’s mouth at the crime scene. This was not all that unusual; Dawson had seen it
before.Dr. Dawson found evidence that at least one of the gunshots had been a pressed contact
wound. That is, the muzzle of the weapon had actually been pressed against the head when the
gun was discharged. The murder had been brutal indeed.The stomach was opened and its
contents examined. There was a thick, pasty moderately digested meal consisting of meat fibers
and what appeared to be shredded potatoes or long grains of rice. Dawson estimated that
Scudder had consumed the meal anywhere between one and a half to three hours before death.
Finally, a blood sample was taken for later analysis in the GBI Crime Lab.While Dr. Dawson



conducted the autopsy on the body of Charles Scudder in Summerville, Special Agent in
Charge Larry Oxford of the GBI was interviewing Raymond Williams at the Chattooga County
Sheriff’s Office.“Now, it was you who made the initial report to the sheriff’s department about
seeing the bullet holes in the door,” said Oxford. “Is that correct?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “I
had gone over there this morning to carry the mail.”“Is that something you normally
do?”“Sometimes. But see, I had come by there yesterday, and I seen that the Jeep was
gone.”“Okay.”“And something else was strange, but I didn’t think much about it at the time.”“What
was that?”“Okay, when I turned off of that logging road and onto the one that goes to Charles’
house, there was a muffler laying in the driveway.”“A muffler?”“Yeah, I come up on it and stopped.
I just got out and moved it out of the road.”Oxford nodded and continued taking notes. “Mr.
Williams, when was the last time you saw Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom alive?”“Sunday. This past
Sunday. I reckon it would’ve been December the 12th. I left their house at about…oh…I’d say
about 2:30.”“2:30 p.m.?”“Yes sir,” Raymond nodded. “I had come by to tell Charles that a friend of
ours—Roy—was on his death bed at the hospital in Rome.”“Roy?”“Roy Hood. Charles had
asked me to keep him updated about the situation. Roy passed away the next day and I had
come by to let Charles and Joey know about it.”“Do you know if either Mr. Scudder or Mr. Odom
owned any firearms?”“Yeah. Charles had a pistol. I’ve seen it on a couple of occasions. I don’t
know anything about it. I think it might be a .32 caliber.”“Did you notice anything unusual when
you were out there on Sunday?”Raymond shook his head “no.” Then, he said, “Well, I did notice
a brand new radio. It was one of them big cassette tape recorder radios. What do they call them
things? Ghetto Blasters? I asked Charles about it, and he told me a friend had sent it to him so
that Charles could record himself playing his harp. I reckon his friend wanted to hear him.
Charles could really play that harp.”The radio was of particular interest to Agent Oxford. He knew
that the radio Williams had described was not found in the house. It appeared that the killers had
taken it.“As I was leaving,” Williams continued, “I passed a blue pickup truck. There were three
people inside—a woman and two men.”“Can you describe them?”“They were white. I don’t
remember much else, except that I had never seen them before. They were fairly young.”Oxford
looked at Raymond Williams and said, “What type of vehicle were you driving when you saw this
blue pickup?”“Oh, I was in my truck. It’s a gold Chevy.”“Gold Chevy. With metal cattle
rails?”“How’d you know that?”Oxford knew that the man Herbert Ballenger had described earlier
was Raymond Williams. They had identified each other.Back at Lane Funeral Home, the autopsy
procedure that Dr. Dawson had employed for the body of Charles Scudder was being repeated
for Joey Odom, beginning with an external examination. Odom’s body was clothed only in jeans
and hiking boots, just as it had been found at the crime scene. Beneath Joey Odom’s ragged
black beard, a pair of eyeglasses was held to his neck by an elastic strap.Rigor mortis was well
fixed in the ankles and in the left knee and hip, but otherwise absent in the elbows and neck.
There was a large amount of dried blood in Odom’s mouth and nose. Dawson noted Odom’s
numerous well-healed scars; the roadmap of a man’s life. Each scar revealed something of
Odom’s history, as did the red and green serpent that was tattooed on his right shoulder.Odom’s



body had been found in what was practically a lake of dried blood. His body had soaked for so
long on the bloody floor that his hands had immersion wrinkling. Blood was abundant on Odom’s
face and head and in his beard. His arms and chest were so covered in blood that it almost
appeared that someone had used a paintbrush to achieve a uniform crimson.There was a large
amount of swelling in Joey Odom’s right eyelid, along with a dark bluish-purple discoloration. In
fact, there was significant swelling in the entire right side of Odom’s face.As Dr. Dawson set
about the task of cleaning the body, he immediately began to identify gunshot wounds on the left
side of Odom’s head. One of the bullets had passed through the left outer ear and into Odom’s
brain. Dawson identified four gunshot wounds on the head, but the oval shape of one of the
wounds caused him to suspect that it was actually two separate wounds masquerading as one.
Until he conducted the internal examination, he wouldn’t know for sure. Finding no exit wounds
on the head, Dawson was reasonably confident that he would recover the bullets—or what was
left of them—inside the body.On Odom’s upper left arm, Dr. Dawson identified a gunshot point of
entry in the triceps area, along with a corresponding exit wound on the front shoulder region.
The tale being told by the trajectory was that Odom had his back to his assailant when that shot
was fired. The bullet had entered the back of the left arm and exited out the front. Based on the
other evidence found at the scene, it appeared that Odom’s murderer had pursued him from the
kitchen to the foyer where his body was ultimately found.Now began the task of opening the
head and examining its grisly contents. Dawson had been performing autopsies for several
years, so he was not surprised when he saw the areas of trauma inside the head that
corresponded to the gunshot points of entry. He removed two flattened .22 caliber bullets that
were trapped just beneath the scalp.Dawson confirmed his suspicion that the one oval shaped
wound was actually two entry wounds. He recovered both bullets from the right temporal lobe of
Odom’s brain. Finally, Dr. Dawson located and recovered a fifth bullet from inside the head. The
fifth bullet was found lodged in the muscle tissue of Joey Odom’s right mandible.The contents of
Odom’s stomach consisted of a very thick pasty material that included well-chewed meat and
some vegetable matter. Dawson speculated that the meal had been ingested approximately one
and a half to three hours prior to death.When Joey Odom’s body was discovered at the crime
scene, he had been clutching a bloody wad of cloth. As that cloth was unfurled, it was identified
as a shirt. An examination of that shirt confirmed that it did not have any bullet holes to
correspond with Odom’s shoulder wound. He hadn’t been wearing the shirt when he was
attacked.GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite took custody of the bullets that had been removed
from Scudder and Odom’s bodies. All but one of the bullets were .22 caliber long rifle
ammunition. The remaining bullet, extracted from Odom’s scalp, was a .22 caliber
short.CHAPTER FIVEWarren County, MississippiOne day before the crime at Corpsewood had
been discovered, Frank Smith stared from the window of his home in Morton, Mississippi. He
had awakened to rain. Smith was a construction worker and the rain meant that he would not be
working on this particular day. He phoned his friend, John Dolan.“What say, bud?” said
Smith.“Just drinkin’ a cup of coffee,” Dolan yawned.“If you ain’t doin’ nothin’, why don’t we ride



over to that park and hunt for stuff?”“What park?”“You know,” said Smith. “The one over in
Vicksburg.”“Oh, yeah,” Nolan replied. “That big Civil War Park.”“Let’s bring our metal detectors.
We might can find us some Civil War stuff.”Before long, the two Civil War relic hunters were
driving west on Interstate 20. Vicksburg was about 80 miles away. As they approached their
destination, the men were disappointed to see dark rain clouds over Vicksburg.“Well,” said
Smith, “I reckon Vicksburg’s gettin’ rained out. What do you wanna do?”“I got an idea,” said
Dolan. “Let’s just go over here in Bovina.”“Bovina?”“Yeah, back in the woods there’s an old dirt
road they used in the Civil War. We might be able to find something over there.”“Where’s this,
now?”“North side of I-20. We can park up here at the rest area and walk out there in the
woods.”A short time later, Frank Smith and John Dolan were parked in the rest area, just off of
the westbound lanes of Interstate 20. The rest area was nothing more than a lonely paved circle
on top of a hill, surrounded by woods. There were no facilities; just an isolated area in which to
park and take a break.The cold December sun struggled to penetrate the overcast sky. The two
men walked into the woods, climbing over steep rises of earth that had once flanked a road built
by Confederate soldiers. Smith and Dolan moved deeper through the barren trees, slowly
sweeping their metal detectors just inches above the dead leaves that carpeted the forest floor.
Dolan drifted toward a small rise in the woods—and froze.“Come here, Frank!” Dolan shouted.
“Look over there! Does that look like somebody to you?”The two relic hunters had stumbled
upon the remains of a dead man.Smith and Dolan hurried back to their car. They drove to a truck
weigh station on I-20, where they notified authorities of their gruesome find. Within minutes,
deputies from the Warren County Sheriff’s Department were on the scene. Among the first
officers to arrive was Deputy John Dolan, who, despite having the same name as one of the men
who discovered the body, was of no relation.Lying face down in the autumn leaves, the body was
that of a young Caucasian man. The body was dressed in Levis jeans, a blue and brown flannel
shirt, and black loafers. The victim appeared to be in his mid-twenties. His reddish-blond hair
was cut short and neat, and his red moustache was military trim. He had no identification. The
body had been found about two hundred yards away from the rest area, within the pine trees. A
handcuff was closed around the victim’s right wrist.Warren County Coroner L.W. Callaway III,
nicknamed “Bump,” examined the body at the scene. The victim had been shot in the back of the
head with a small caliber weapon. Callaway and a deputy turned the body over. Amid the blood
that covered the victim’s face, Callaway identified two more bullet holes—one below the right ear
and the other on the right side of the chin. The victim’s clothes were damp, indicating that the
body had been there overnight.Deputy Dolan and Bump Callaway loaded the body into an
ambulance on loan from the Vicksburg Fire Department.Investigators from the Mississippi Crime
Lab in Jackson photographed the scene and collected trace evidence. The Mississippi Highway
Patrol searched the area for any abandoned vehicles.Deputy Dolan told a reporter at the scene,
“We would absolutely, positively have to call it an execution-type murder.”The unlikelihood of
stumbling across a fresh body in those remote woods was not lost on the investigators. A more
probable scenario would have been for hunters to discover skeletal remains a year or two later.



Whether the confluence of events that led to the discovery was random chance or Divine
Providence, the Warren County Sheriff’s Department had a murder on its hands. Detective Larry
Ashley would lead the investigation.It was believed that the victim had been dead at least twenty-
four hours prior to being found. The victim—referred to as John Doe—was transported to the
University Medical Center in Jackson. Later that night, Dr. Rodrigo Galvez performed an autopsy
on the victim. Dr. Galvez removed three fragmented bullets from the brain of the John Doe. The
Mississippi Crime Lab identified the slugs as .22 caliber shorts.CHAPTER SIXDecember 17th,
1982By now, the news of the murders at Corpsewood had reached every person in Chattooga
and the surrounding counties. The Associated Press and CNN had picked up the story and it
was being reported nationwide. The crime had all of the elements required for a salacious tale.
Newspapers from Florida to California reported the story using headlines that emphasized “Devil
Worship” and “Homosexuals.”As word spread about the Corpsewood tragedies, more people
from the community came to the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office to provide information.GBI
Special Agent in Charge Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-seven-year-old Ann Shell.“I’d say that
Charles is more of an acquaintance to me,” said Ms. Shell. “But my brother, Jimmy, knew him
pretty well.”“Who’s your brother?”“Jimmy Ray Seals. He lives with me in Trion.”“Okay. When was
the last time you saw Mr. Scudder?”“I saw him in Summerville on December the 7th. But about
two months ago, he was up at my house talking to my brother. I wasn’t trying to listen in, but I
overheard Charles tell Jimmy that around Christmas, a prison inmate was coming to live with
him and Joey.”“Do you know who this prison inmate is?”“I’m sorry, I really don’t. But you should
talk to my brother. He can probably tell you more about him.”Later that afternoon, GBI Agents
Charlie Johnson and Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-four-year-old Jimmy Ray Seals at his
residence in Trion.“Oh, I first met Charles and Joey several years ago,” said Seals. “I’d say I know
them pretty well.”Agent Johnson asked, “Did they ever come up here?”“Yeah. Charles did. He’s
been up here. Joey don’t go nowhere, though. He stays down at the house.”“When was the last
time you saw Mr. Scudder?” asked Johnson.“Let’s see now. About two weeks ago, I reckon. He
come up here and brought me some watermelon wine he’d made, and I give him two bags of
cement. Him and Joey are building a swimming pool.”“Your sister said Mr. Scudder was
expecting a house guest sometime this month,” said Oxford. “Possibly an individual who had
served time in prison?”“Yeah,” Seals replied. “He said that around Christmas time some guy was
moving in with him and Joey. He said the guy had done time.”“Did he mention the man’s name?”
asked Johnson.“I’m pretty sure he said the guy’s name was Chuck.”“Just Chuck?” asked
Johnson. “No last name?”Seals shook his head. “That’s all he said.”Agent Oxford asked, “Did Mr.
Scudder own any firearms?”“Yeah,” Seals nodded. “Charlie had a twenty-two revolver that he
kept in either the bedroom or living room. I don’t know what kind it is, though. I think it’s an off
brand. It ain’t a Smith or a Colt or nothin’. Just a little .22 caliber pistol.”Back at Corpsewood,
crime scene technicians continued collecting evidence throughout the second day of the
investigation. Kelly Fite of the Georgia State Crime Lab recovered two bullets near where the
dogs had been found in the study. He also logged into evidence an additional shell casing he



recovered from underneath the sofa adjacent to where Scudder’s body had been found. In all,
Fite had recovered a total of nineteen spent cartridge casings from Corpsewood—five from just
outside the green kitchen doors and fourteen from inside the house.In the study, GBI Special
Agent Brad Bonnell collected documents from Charles Scudder’s antique desk. Among the
assorted receipts and insurance papers was a copy of Dr. Scudder’s Last Will and Testament.As
Bonnell searched the desk, he opened a drawer to his right and discovered an old cigar box that
contained three small glass vials or ampoules. The GBI agent picked up the vials and briefly
examined them. The vials appeared old, their labels yellowed and faded with time. However,
despite their deteriorated condition, Bonnell could still make out the printing on the labels:
LSD-25.Lysergic acid diethylamide, or LSD, is a psychedelic drug first synthesized in 1938 from
a chemical derived from a grain fungus. As Bonnell examined the small vials, he saw that the
aging labels identified the product as Delysid, which was the commercial trade-name under
which the Swiss pharmaceutical company, Sandoz, had marketed LSD for psychiatric use
beginning in 1947.Possession of LSD had been illegal in the United States since 1968. It
seemed obvious to Special Agent Brad Bonnell that these vials were very old and were of pre-
ban manufacture. If there was any LSD actually contained in these dusty vials, no one was using
it.One of the vials was broken and dry; whatever liquid it once held was long gone. A second vial
was ruptured and leaking. The remaining vial appeared intact. Bonnell placed the three vials in a
paper bag, along with other items from the desk, such as personal photographs and the will, that
were deemed to have no evidentiary value.* * *A backhoe was brought onto the grounds of
Corpsewood to excavate the area on the east side of the property—the disturbed areas of earth
that a tipster had insisted were “freshly dug graves.” The backhoe sank its metal teeth into the
frozen ground, chewing scoops of chilled earth and tangled tree roots. The evidence technicians
sifted through the mounds of excavated Georgia dirt. There were no remains of humans or
animals. There was no treasure and there was no hidden drug lab. There was only the cold earth
of Corpsewood.It is common knowledge in law enforcement that murder victims usually know
their assailants. Therefore, the first place to start searching for a murderer is within the circle of
people who knew the victims. GBI Special Agent Brad Bonnell pored over a mountain of
correspondence addressed to Charles Scudder, searching for a clue as to who might have had
an axe to grind against the occupants of Corpsewood.A faithful and prolific pen pal, Scudder
maintained relationships with friends and colleagues around the world through the art of the
written word. His letters ranged from brief, handwritten notes to an occasional mini-book
composed on his old Remington manual typewriter.For several years, Scudder had subscribed
to The Gay Community News, a weekly newspaper published in Boston. The GCN, as it was
often referred to, was not a pornographic publication; it was a journal that featured news and
articles specifically written for the gay community. Like other newspapers, the GCN had
classified ads, including a section that featured requests for pen pals. Often read by lonely
inmates, Georgia was one of the few states that allowed prisoners to receive the Gay
Community News.In late 1981, Scudder placed an ad in the pen pals section of the GCN. The



ad simply read: “I want to correspond with those who wear the Great Seal of Oaphomet.” The ad
provided Scudder’s name and address, including the word Corpsewood. Several readers were
intrigued by Scudder’s seemingly cryptic ad, and Charles quickly found himself with many new
pen pals—including prison inmates.The first thing Dr. Scudder explained to his new pen pals
was that the ad contained an embarrassing misprint. Scudder had handwritten the ad on the
order form, and the GCN staff had mistaken his capital “B” for an “O.” He had meant for the ad to
say “The Great Seal of Baphomet,” but it ended up as “Oaphomet.”The exact origin and meaning
of the word “Baphomet” had been debated by scholars for centuries. In 1854, French occult
author Eliphas Levi published a book entitled Dogma and Ritual of High Magic, in which he
included a drawing of an ancient deity called the “Goat of the Sabbath.” The image was that of a
human body with the head of a goat. In the text, Levi also referred to this figure as Baphomet.In
the 1960s, Anton LaVey, the founder of the Church of Satan, had adopted an old occult symbol
of a goat’s head within a pentagram to serve as the official logo for the church. LaVey named the
logo The Sigil of Baphomet. It was this symbol that Scudder was referring to in his ad.Charles
Scudder was dismayed that the misprint had caused people to inquire about this “oaf I met.”
However, Scudder was unable to tell the story without finding the humor in it.As Special Agent
Bonnell sorted through the correspondence, he noted that there were several letters from prison
inmates who had responded to Scudder’s ad. Although none of the convicts in the letters were
named “Chuck,” the letters at least confirmed that Scudder was communicating with convicted
felons.The prisoners were incarcerated in several different states, including The Missouri State
Penitentiary in Jefferson City, Missouri; The Georgia State Penitentiary in Reidsville, Georgia;
The Federal Correctional Institute in Englewood, Colorado, and the federal prison in Texarkana,
Texas. Had one of these criminals gotten out of prison and paid a visit to Corpsewood? Agent
Bonnell promptly began following up on each of these potential suspects.Unfortunately, the lead
that had seemed so immediately promising was just as quickly dashed. All of the inmates were
still in custody.It had been almost thirty-six hours since the Corpsewood murders had been
discovered. Crime scene investigators had recovered trace evidence and latent prints. Heavy
equipment had sifted through the cold dirt of Corpsewood like bread crumbs, looking for
anything that might have been missed. Investigators had canvassed the area for miles and
conducted dozens of interviews. The autopsied bodies of Scudder and Odom now rested in
dark, refrigerated chambers at Lane Funeral Home. The bodies had relinquished all of their
secrets but one: the identities of the murderers.Homicides—even multiple ones—are
commonplace in the United States. Some of these crimes receive barely a mention in the
newspaper. But the murders at Corpsewood were different. Television news cameras from
nearby Chattanooga, Tennessee and Atlanta were bringing the Corpsewood murders into
people’s living rooms.The idea of a clandestine castle in the woods and possibly real life devil-
worshippers captured the imagination. People who only knew Charles Scudder from a brief
encounter in a grocery store were talking to reporters, claiming that Scudder boasted of
controlling people’s minds and that he had revealed sinister plans to construct a satanic temple



on his land.It fell to the investigators to penetrate the layers of hyperbole and answer the
question: Who were these victims, anyway?CHAPTER SEVENIn Days PastCharles Lee
Scudder was born on October 6th, 1926 in Wauwatosa, Wisconsin, on the outskirts of
Milwaukee. Scudder himself had once said that such trivial biographical details had little
relevance as to who he was as a person.Charles and his older sister, Janet, were the only
children of Charles M. and Edith Eleanor Scudder. The family of four lived comfortably,
supported by the senior Mr. Scudder’s income as a mechanical engineer for a pipeline
manufacturing company.In his youth, the young Charles Lee Scudder was often called by his
childhood nickname, Buddy Lee. Even from an early age, Buddy Lee demonstrated a natural
aptitude for learning and an insatiable curiosity about things in general.Charles Morrison
Scudder had endeavored to instill in his children the same work ethic that had driven his many
achievements, including a Bachelor of Science Degree in Civil Engineering and a teaching stint
at the University of Wisconsin. “Scud,” as he was called by his fraternity brothers, had served as
a captain in the 107th engineer corps, 32nd division, in World War I.Indeed, Janet Scudder
followed in her father’s footsteps and was driven throughout her high school career. She was
outgoing and smart, traits that she would later transfer to university life.Young Charles was no
slouch when it came to his studies, either. Like his sister Janet, he was a member of the National
Honor Society. But unlike Janet, Charles didn’t have a singular focus. He tended to drift as his
curiosity dictated. Charles did all of the normal things one might expect; he was a member of the
high school science club and sang bass in the school choir.Scudder had some interest in
drama, but was too self-conscious to be a featured player. He tended to hang back and quietly
observe.Although he excelled in academics, Buddy Lee also possessed a strong sense of
aesthetics and embraced creative endeavors such as drawing and painting. When it came time
to choose a college major, science triumphed over art—but not immediately.Of course, all was
not idyllic in the world of the young Charles Scudder. He was aware from an early age that he
had homosexual leanings. Scudder would confide in close friends, years later, that his sexuality
had always been in conflict with his Congregational Church upbringing. Religion would
eventually lose that war.Charles had long enjoyed a strong mental bond with Helen Kilbourne
Hayslette, who was supposedly a distant cousin on his mother’s side of the family. Helen was
almost two years older than Charles and lived in Chicago. They would regularly correspond and
visit one another. Helen would be the first to admit that she was no beauty queen. However, her
gregarious personality and high voltage mental energy made her impossible to ignore. Self-
effacing and witty, Helen was everything that the teenaged Charles wanted. Or so he
thought.Upon graduating high school, Charles had planned to attend the University of
Wisconsin and pursue a career in science. However, his mental attraction to Helen led him to
follow her to Oberlin College in Ohio as she began her junior year. Despite having known him for
so long, Helen fell hard for the young Charles Scudder and they soon took their relationship to a
different level.Charles only attended Oberlin for a year. He finally overcame some of his fear and
even performed in a college production of Candida.During the summer break, Charles’ father



passed away. He was only fifty-six-years-old.Helen was deeply in love with nineteen-year-old
Charles, and Charles was deeply in love with the idea of love itself. The fact that Charles was not
physically attracted to Helen or to women in general was apparently something the young
couple regarded as a minor inconvenience. Given those rather unfavorable circumstances,
Helen and Charles did what seemed most sensible. They got married.One month before
Charles’ twentieth birthday, he and Helen were married in St. Joseph, Michigan. Almost
immediately, the problems began. Scudder decided that he didn’t want to return to Oberlin
College. His father’s passing had made him realize that he needed to adhere to his original plan
and attend the University of Wisconsin. This change of heart didn’t sit well with Helen, who had
just invested three years of study at Oberlin. She insisted that they return to Ohio so that she
could complete her degree.Each of them dug in their heels, unwilling to compromise. Within a
few months, the marriage was finished. By the time the divorce was final, Helen had completed
her degree at Oberlin and moved to California to attend classes at Stanford University. Although
Helen Kilbourne Hayslette would eventually marry again and lead a long and happy life, Charles
Scudder had left an indelible mark upon her heart. When she died more than half a century later
at the age of eighty-six, she made sure that her brief marriage to Charles Lee Scudder was
mentioned in her obituary.Charles dedicated himself to his studies at the University of
Wisconsin, earning a Bachelor of Arts Degree in Zoology with a minor in languages. That
achievement was followed by a Master of Science Degree in Zoology with a minor in
chemistry.To be exposed as a homosexual in those days was a serious matter. The word “gay”
had not yet been annexed as a synonym for homosexual; at least, not in street-level vernacular.
Sodomy laws in Wisconsin and other states were routinely enforced. In the Wisconsin of the
1950s, anyone convicted of “sexual perversion” could spend up to five years in prison.For those
identified as homosexual in the mid twentieth century, imprisonment and hefty fines were only
the beginning. Promotions could be denied. Jobs could be lost. Careers could be ruined.It was
while he was attending college in Wisconsin that Scudder would meet his second wife, Bourtai.
Married in 1949, the marriage produced four sons in rapid succession. Unfortunately, that
marriage did not survive far beyond the birth of the fourth son. Charles would later acknowledge
to close friends that he knew he wasn’t cut out for marriage, but had always wanted to
experience fatherhood.Charles Scudder accepted a position as an instructor in the Biology
Department at the University of Illinois in Chicago. By now, it was the late 1950s. After teaching
for two years, Scudder entered graduate school at Loyola University’s Stritch School of Medicine
in Chicago.Now firmly established in Chicago, Scudder bought a house on Chicago’s West Side.
The three-story mansion had been built in 1904 by a student of famed architect Frank Lloyd
Wright. The house—which Scudder purchased from the original owner—still retained much of its
turn-of-the-century era grandeur, including stained glass windows and vaulted ceilings.The
house itself was nice, but the neighborhood had seen better days. Ultimately, Scudder decided
that the pleasing aesthetics of the mansion outweighed the sketchy neighborhood. Besides, the
mansion also satisfied another need: a place to house Scudder’s collection of baroque furniture



and other antiques, much of which he had purchased when the historic Balaban & Katz movie
palaces were liquidated.Charles and his sons moved into their Adams Street mansion. Scudder
was amused by the name of the street, as he was a fan of the macabre Addams Family cartoons
that had been published in The New Yorker.Twenty-one-year-old Joey Odom was employed in a
bookstore when Charles Scudder walked in one day, seeking a particular book. The chance
encounter would lead to a lifetime bond. Young Odom was, in some ways, the antithesis of
Charles Scudder. Whereas Charles had pursued an impressive academic career, Joey had quit
school in the 5th grade. However, Joey possessed many talents that Charles lacked. For one,
Odom was street smart. Unlike Charles, who had grown up in the relatively sheltered suburbs
outside of Milwaukee, Joey was largely a product of the rough streets of Chicago and was adept
at sizing up and reading people.Charles Scudder was indeed an intelligent and educated man.
Paradoxically, those highly prized attributes sometimes seemed to work against him. Keeping
things on a mental or intellectual level occasionally caused Scudder to be perceived as
emotionally detached and aloof. Charles often viewed people and events not as they really were,
but as the way he thought they were. Scudder’s inability to accurately read strangers was,
according to friends, his Achilles’ heel.Joey Odom, on the other hand, could spot a phony a mile
away. Scudder and Odom seemed to complement each other; each possessing something that
the other lacked.Odom had bounced around from one menial job to the next, often as a cook.
While Scudder pursued his PhD in pharmacology at Loyola University, he enlisted Odom as his
live-in cook and housekeeper. The role suited Odom perfectly. He could be trusted to look after
the boys and the dogs while Scudder was at work.Joey’s parents, Connie and Mary Odom, had
moved from Georgia to Illinois with their infant daughter, Catherine, in the late 1930s. The
country was still in the throes of The Great Depression and jobs were scarce. With only a second
grade education, thirty-three-year-old Connie was able to find work as a linen boy in a Chicago
hotel.Mary Odom’s brother, twenty-five-year-old Peter Condella, lived with the Odoms. He
secured a job as a general laborer at the Chicago Municipal Airport, which would later be
renamed Chicago Midway International Airport.Shortly after settling into their apartment on the
South Side of Chicago, twenty-three-year-old Mary gave birth to Joseph David Terrence Odom
on March 27th, 1938. Eventually, three daughters would follow—Mary, Catherine, and Cora
Mae.Having been raised in a traditional Catholic family in Louisiana, Joey’s mother made certain
that the Odom children would also be raised as Catholics. Early on, young Joey displayed
effeminate traits. But unlike Scudder, Odom was able to reconcile any conflict between his
homosexuality and his religious affiliation. Odom would go to his grave affirming that he was
Catholic.Despite Dr. Scudder’s growing dissatisfaction with organized religion, he was employed
as a research scientist and instructor at the Stritch School of Medicine at Loyola University, a
private Catholic university run by Jesuit Priests.While completing his graduate studies at Loyola,
Scudder caught the attention of Dr. Alexander Karczmar, the Chairman of the Department of
Pharmacology. Karczmar, an accomplished neuroscientist and academician, recognized
Scudder’s talent as a researcher and instructor. In Scudder, he saw a young man with a brilliant



scientific mind, but a mind that was also highly creative.In 1964, Charles received his PhD in
Pharmacology, specializing in psychopharmacology and behavior—thus making him the perfect
choice to serve as assistant director of the newly created Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs,
and Behavior. Scudder described it as “a tiny, embryonic Institute under the auspices of the
Department of Pharmacology and the Department of Psychiatry.”Mainly devoted to
neurosciences, the Institute largely conducted studies pertaining to the cholinergic system,
which refers to a system of nerve cells that uses acetylcholine in transmitting nerve impulses.In
a letter to a friend, years later, Scudder described the Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs, and
Behavior as “a wonderful place” when it was first established.“When it began,” said Scudder, “it
was a place where people worked hard with pleasure and combined their work with volleyball
games, tennis, painting murals on their laboratory walls, etc. There was complete freedom; by
this I mean people felt free to say and to do what seemed most sensible. They freely helped one
another, etc. When there wasn’t much to do, they played games; when there was a lot to do, they
worked cheerfully all night.”Much of Scudder’s published research involved the modulation of
behavior and brain chemistry by drugs in several genera of mice. Scudder—along with his fellow
scientists—were hoping that their research would eventually lead to treatments for a variety of
conditions, such as manic depression, alcoholism, and Alzheimer’s Disease. Scudder also
studied the behavior of self-organizing systems.Charles worked hard during his years at Loyola
University. However, Scudder’s professional life was not exactly picture perfect. As often
happens within a large pool of brilliant minds, there are going to be a few eccentrics. Scudder, it
seemed, was free from the constraints of conventional ideas and behaviors.Although the
university was run by Jesuits, they were very tolerant. The priests were dedicated to learning and
could overlook the occasional eccentric that inhabited the academic landscape. Many of
Scudder’s colleagues, however, did not share in that philosophy. Several of his fellow professors
were staid, old school academicians who viewed institutions of higher learning as sacred and
decorous places. They didn’t find it amusing when Scudder tinted his hair purple-red. At the
time, it was very much an original idea, as punk rock styles wouldn’t exist until fifteen years
later.Scudder would sometimes wear outrageous necklaces or odd clothing. He delighted in the
reactions he received from his disapproving colleagues, in the way that an adolescent boy might
enjoy shocking his peers with a rubber snake or a shrunken head. It was all harmless fun, but
there were some faculty members who would never see the humor. They also didn’t understand
why Scudder owned a pet monkey.On the other hand, Scudder had a great many friends and
admirers among his colleagues and students. They respected Scudder’s intelligence and work
ethic, and enjoyed his originality and innovative solutions. And some simply liked him as a good
friend.Among his numerous talents, Charles was a professional level harp player. He had
mastered many of the classics, but had also created original works. Charles had even received
an invitation to join the Chicago Orchestra. Scudder had continued to develop his artistic skills,
creating works in various mediums, including paint, charcoal, and stained glass.Since the
moment his feet were first set upon the path of knowledge, Charles Scudder had worked hard to



unravel the mysteries of the universe. He had believed that science was the pathway to finding
the answers that he sought. But the years of keeping his nose to the grindstone were beginning
to take a toll.Oftentimes, scientists are expected to be reductionists. That is, to embrace the
philosophical position that complex life-science processes and phenomena can be explained in
terms of the laws of physics and chemistry. As the years wore on, Scudder became frustrated
with many of the reductionist rituals that he was being required to perform in the laboratory.
Writing to a friend, several years later, Scudder expressed his frustration with the office politics
he had endured.“During the years I was there,” wrote Scudder, “the school itself changed. The
dean, who had first sponsored the idea of the Institute, was ‘kicked upstairs’ as they say, and
never heard from again. The new dean was orthodox and believed in a time clock approach to
life. And above all, he was concerned with IMAGE. Our image as scientists wasn’t his image of
scientists. And our Director changed, too. We saw him less and less. His only concern was that
there would be data published; data, not ideas.“Every science has its dogma, its rituals. In one of
my papers, Kelipoth (World Union, Vol 16, No. 7, Pg. 11-16), I divided science into two parts;
ritual and metaphysical. The former is the technique or procedures one goes through to make a
measurement or an experiment, to make something happen. The latter are the opinions,
assumptions, and belief systems which underlie science.”“As the years passed at the Institute,”
Scudder continued, “more and more we were given to understand that we were to produce ritual
science. Our measurements were becoming more and more exact, more complex. Smaller bits
of brain were studied and analyzed—not because this led to a fuller understanding of behavior
or of the brain and its control function—but because this is the routine, the ritual, the paradigm.
Politics and ‘important’ men in this very narrow field began to be the determining factors in the
path of our work.”Scudder’s frustrations increased when he felt that his grant requests were
being derailed because of politics: “The implication was that if we did not say what our peers had
already said, did not do the kinds of experiments which had already been done, we would be
ostracized; our image tarnished, our coffers bankrupt; tarred, feathered…“The sad part was that
when we said what we were going to do, the results we were going to get, the theory we were
going to confirm—all in advance—then we got the money! This was SCIENCE. Not for me it
wasn’t!“There are practically an endless number of measurements which can be taken, but I
came to feel that a scientist indulges in more than endless measurement. He must speculate. He
must dream. He must find that which is beyond understanding.”And indeed, Charles Scudder
meant what he said. In his free time, he indulged in metaphysical studies; exploring that which
exists outside of objective experience. This led him into areas of research generally regarded as
“occult,” such as Tarot cards, scrying, and other forms of divination. Scudder was well aware that
these concepts were not supported by mainstream science, and that may very well have been
what drove him to pursue them.On May 26th, 1973, Charles received the devastating news that
his youngest son, nineteen-year-old Ahab Murdstone Scudder, had died suddenly while in New
York City. The tragedy served as sort of a turning point for forty-six-year-old Charles. The early
1970s had already found Scudder frustrated in his career, and now, he had little refuge in his



private life. The neighborhood had continued to deteriorate over the years and friends were
becoming hesitant about visiting the house. His remaining sons were now adults and were
pursuing their own interests.Joey Odom was still there, of course. And although Joey and
Charles had been intimate, Charles was certainly not monogamous. Indeed, if Scudder had a
serious relationship, it was with his longtime friend, Dr. Guy M. Everett.Eleven years Scudder’s
senior, Guy Everett had met Charles back in the late 1950s. Several years later, Dr. Everett
became an adjunct professor at Loyola University.In Guy Everett, Scudder found not only a
companion, but a peer. Within Scudder’s profession, Guy Everett was the equivalent of a rock
star. While working for Abbott Laboratories in the 1950s, Everett had been credited with
discovering Tremorine, a compound that produced sustained tremors, imitating those caused by
Parkinson’s disease. Tremorine was a significant discovery that was useful for developing anti-
Parkinson’s drugs.Everett was something of an artist himself. Both Everett and Scudder had
entered works in Chicago’s 1957 No-Jury Art Exhibition and again in the 1958 Chicago Artists
Exhibition. The exhibitions, sponsored by The Art Institute of Chicago and thirty-one other art
organizations, boasted the largest exhibitions of art ever held in the Midwest.But now, Guy
Everett was gone, having left Chicago to lecture at the University of California San Francisco.In
the early 1970s, Scudder came into a modest inheritance. The few thousand dollars he received
could provide some added comfort for a couple of years, but to what end? The maintenance
costs of the house, the utility bills, and the taxes would quickly consume that little windfall. And
the deteriorating, crime-ridden neighborhood had Charles questioning what it was he was
clinging to, anyway. Long disillusioned with his career, forty-nine-year-old Charles decided that
he just wanted out.Scudder was an avid reader of Mother Earth News, a magazine that
contained a wealth of information about self-sufficiency, renewable energy, and do-it-yourself
projects. The magazine was widely popular in the 1970s, especially with city dwellers who
embraced the “back to the land” movement. Charles began developing a rather ambitious
plan.After talking it over with Joey, Charles decided to sell the house and most of their
possessions. The plan was to purchase some inexpensive rural land and live on it. Neither
Scudder nor Odom could afford to retire. However, Scudder surmised that if they lived on their
own land and became self-sufficient, they could survive and enjoy their lives while they were still
in good health. With the interest rates of that time, the money from the inheritance would
produce a monthly income of roughly one hundred dollars. Not a lot of money, to be sure.Living
“off the grid” is a common fantasy shared by many men, but Charles Scudder sought to translate
that dream into a reality. Yes, the plan was ambitious, but he tempered the fantasy with
practicality. In order for it to be viable, Scudder knew that his home could have no utilities of any
kind. And that suited him just fine. Besides, one of Scudder’s friends had already done
something similar.Stafford Beer, a British theorist, consultant, and expert in management
cybernetics, was born only eleven days earlier than Charles in 1926. Beer and Scudder had
been good friends for many years after having met through the international scientific
organization, the Society for General Systems Research.In 1974, Beer renounced material



possessions and retreated to the remote Welsh hills of Ceredigion, living an austere life in a tiny
stone cottage named Cwarel Isaf. Stafford regaled Charles with letters about his vastly simplified
lifestyle and the immense satisfaction he derived from it. Beer had no telephone or neighbors to
contend with, his only companions being two Old English sheep dogs. Stafford spent his time
writing poetry and books, painting pictures, and even spinning his own wool. He reported to
Charles how he appreciated a simple glass of sherry and a cigar. Indeed, Stafford Beer relished
his relative isolation.Charles wanted to take the concept of austerity a bit further than Stafford
and live completely off the grid. For his part, Joey Odom was eager to tackle the challenges of
such an enterprise. Odom said that he was born a hundred years too late and had little use for
gadgets or technology, anyway.Years later, in an issue of Mother Earth News, Charles published
a firsthand account of how he and Odom left Chicago and built what would eventually become
Corpsewood. In the article, Scudder wrote:“After some soul-searching conversations with Joe, I
decided that we really needed to find some place in hilly country, with the glamour of four
seasons but without super-cold winters, with a good supply of pure water and wood for heating
and cooking, and—most important—with a measure of isolation. (After years of enduring the
sensory overload of city life, I desperately wanted to be situated where I could neither see nor
hear my neighbors).“I studied geological survey maps of southern states and wrote to the
presidents of local realty boards. One such person answered that he had 40 inexpensive acres
of hardwood trees in the Appalachian foothills, completely surrounded by national forest land. I
figured that the cash from the sale of my city property, plus my retirement fund and the money in
escrow, would allow me to make such a move, so I drove down to Georgia to take a look. There I
found hummingbirds, whippoorwills, butterflies, bobcats, great oaks, fungi, and rolling mountain
woodland. I was hooked!”Seeing that the land was perfect for his needs, Scudder bought it. The
purchase price was just $10,500.00. It was also during his visit to the property in 1975 that he
arranged for a one hundred and sixty foot deep well to be dug.After securing the land, Scudder
returned to Chicago and continued to work at Loyola University throughout most of 1976. On
Scudder’s fiftieth birthday, October 6th, 1976, he tendered his resignation.CHAPTER EIGHTIn
the final months of 1976, Dr. Scudder sold most of his belongings, retaining only the antiques
and artifacts he really wanted. He purchased a 1976 CJ5 Jeep and a small camper. After
arranging with a moving company to have his belongings transported to Georgia, Scudder and
Odom began their odyssey in the dead of winter. According to Scudder:“Joe, the dogs, and I left
the city during an icy blizzard. We lost our way several times in the course of the trip, couldn't find
the property when we did reach the area, and spent the night parked and lost. And after we had
finally located our new home site, the storm grew worse. Dead Horse Road (our winding,
logging-trail driveway) disappeared completely. For the next few days we were alone and
stranded in the wilderness, and had to begin our new life by melting snow for our water
supply.”Using only a chainsaw and hand tools, Scudder and Odom began the daunting task of
clearing the land. They installed the pumping system in the well casing, giving them all the fresh
water they would ever need.“We dug trenches and installed pipes for sinks, a tile field, and the



chemical toilet, which was later enclosed in a round, brick outhouse. We dug the excavation for
the house's foundation, lined it with bricks, and filled it with concrete and boulders. We used
45,000 bricks to raise the walls of the house... placing them three layers thick with two-inch-wide
air spaces between the layers for insulation.”Throughout the spring and summer of 1977, the
occasional hiker or hunter in the forest would be drawn to the sounds of hammering and
chainsaws as Scudder and Odom built their house in the middle of nowhere. The outdoorsmen
who traversed the dense forest were puzzled why anyone would build in such remote
wilderness. Everyone in the area knew that there were no utilities out there.Word got around that
there were two Yankees out on the mountain building a strange house of some kind. Even more
bizarre, the men had antiques, statues, books, and even a gold harp sitting in the woods,
covered by translucent plastic tarps. Some folks reported seeing a couple of huge dogs running
around on the property.One might expect that Scudder and Odom would be met with hostility.
On the contrary, the local people were intrigued. They respected the backbreaking work that
they saw taking place. True, these two fellows came from some city up north, but these guys
weren’t soft. To hand carve a homestead from that wilderness was one hell of an
undertaking.Scudder was good at putting people at ease, and when the local folks saw that he
made his own wine, they knew he had to be okay. After all, Chattooga County had been one of
the last strongholds of moonshine whiskey. It seemed that everyone had a relative who had been
involved in the business back in the day.People would come out to see how the house was
progressing, bringing along some produce they had grown. When visitors brought bags of fruit,
Scudder would use it to produce wine, always naming it after the person who had supplied the
raw materials. If Bill brought a sack of plums, it would become Bill’s Summer Plum Wine.The two
Yankees were congenial, but Scudder hadn’t come there to be a social butterfly. He had grown
weary of neighbors intruding on his turf in Chicago and now he wanted a measure of isolation.
He was friendly to those who drifted into his forty acres, but he wasn’t exactly throwing out any
welcome mats. Scudder and Odom pretty much kept to themselves in the beginning. Eventually,
the backbreaking work paid off and the house was completed.* * *Mountain View Grocery
was the name of the little store at the bottom of the mountain. Odom was walking back from the
store when young Greg Hall pulled up in a Jeep and offered him a ride. Odom knew Greg and
trusted him, so he climbed into the Jeep. Greg, being a young and immature man, did exactly
what young and immature men do and demonstrated his reckless driving skills on the
unforgiving narrow dirt roads. The Jeep fishtailed and overturned, critically injuring Joey
Odom.Odom had sustained a serious head trauma from which he would never fully recover. He
underwent surgery in a hospital in Rome, Georgia, and his life was saved. However, the injury
had affected Odom’s brain as to make him slower, almost childlike. He still had a good sense of
humor, but he wasn’t the razor sharp person he had once been.Charles used his medical
knowledge to care for Joey and nurse him back to health. Perhaps it was because of Joey’s new
limitations that Charles began to feel lonely. In any case, Charles loosened up a bit and became
more open to strangers. Dr. Scudder began to make friends.* * *Charles Scudder did not



solicit visitors to his home. Those who came there did so of their own volition. Scudder
acknowledged that all friends began as strangers, and one never knew which of these strangers
might be a diamond in the rough.Scudder was acutely aware that he and Joey resided in the
middle of nowhere. Most of the people who found their way to his doorstep were benign, but
there was also that other element that would sometimes crawl out of the dark woods:
troublemakers. For this reason, Scudder developed a process to separate the wheat from the
chaff. Very few visitors to Corpsewood were granted access to the house on their first visit. When
strangers initially met Scudder, he had them join him at the picnic table just outside the back of
the manor. There, he would share refreshments with his visitors, offering them whatever he had
on hand that day, whether it was tea or homemade wine or fresh mountain water. If a visitor was
in luck, some of Joey Odom’s cookies or bread might be available.In essence, the picnic table
was the judgment table. It served as a means for Scudder to evaluate strangers and conduct a
threat assessment. Those visitors who survived the scrutiny of Dr. Scudder were welcomed as
friends.As word got around about the hospitality of Corpsewood, Scudder and Odom found
themselves becoming some of Trion’s most popular residents. The visitors to Corpsewood were
an eclectic lot, ranging from respectable, prominent citizens to disreputable ex-convicts. All were
welcome, provided that they were respectful and reasonably well-mannered. Although Scudder
was a convivial host, he was not passive. If visitors were rude or disrespectful, Scudder had the
necessary confidence to send them on their way. Charles was the king of his castle.Another
aspect of Scudder’s evaluation process for strangers involved having his new guests meet
Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs. Scudder would introduce the huge dogs
as his “beauties.” In what always served as a very potent demonstration, Scudder would toss an
aluminum can to one of the dogs and watch the can get crushed within the dog’s powerful jaws.
Scudder would laugh about it and say, “Isn’t that amazing?” But the subtext was clear: don’t even
think about coming here to cause trouble.Those people who became regular guests at
Corpsewood were wide-ranging. Many were just regular folks, while others were characters.
Zeke Woodall fell into the latter category. Zeke was a self-proclaimed nudist. Known in the area
as “Zeke the Streak,” Woodall was magnetically drawn to Corpsewood and the freedom he felt
there. Zeke complained of being “hassled” by law enforcement, simply because he wanted to
walk around naked in public areas. Charles allowed Zeke to indulge his lifestyle and roam the
property in his birthday suit, free from the inconvenience of being arrested for indecent
exposure.There wasn’t anything particularly erotic about Zeke’s nudity; he was far from being a
toned model of fitness. Zeke was an out-of-shape fifty-something with long white hair and a
moustache that dangled and curled about seven inches from the corners of his mouth. Zeke
looked like a naked Grandpa Walton.Charles was amused by the absurdity of Zeke the nudist.
When a friend first introduced Scudder to Zeke, Scudder said, “I didn’t know that Chattooga
County had a nudist colony.”Zeke’s friend replied, “Yes, sir, it does. Zeke is the colony.”“Yeah,
right now I’m the only member,” Zeke replied. “But give it time. It’ll catch on.”When he first met
Raymond Williams, Scudder kept hearing everyone referring to Raymond as “Little Goob.”



Finally, Scudder asked, “Why do they call you Little Goob?”Raymond replied, “Well, what else
can they call me? My daddy’s Big Goob.”Any notions Scudder had entertained about being the
most eccentric guy on the block were quickly challenged. Scudder might have gotten a rise out
of his staid colleagues at Loyola University, but in Chattooga County, he realized he was not the
only nut on the tree.Charles Scudder was retrieving letters from his mailbox when he
encountered Sonny Durham and his brother-in-law riding dirt bikes on the unpaved logging road.
It was a good distance from the logging road to Corpsewood, so Sonny facetiously offered to
give the seemingly uptight professor a ride on his bike. To Sonny’s surprise, Scudder climbed
onto the back of the motorcycle without hesitation.Just as Sonny had discovered, Charles
Scudder was hard to pin down. Yes, he could recite Hamlet at a moment’s notice, but he could
also defeat people half his age in a game of volleyball. Sonny and his wife, Cheryl, lived with
their young family in Trion. They would become regular visitors to Corpsewood.Even after the
house was built, Corpsewood was never completely finished. Whether it was a new stained
glass window, chicken house, or a pond, Charles Scudder was constantly creating new
projects.Scudder had envisioned Corpsewood as an investment that would yield dividends in
the form of self-sufficiency. That dream was never fully realized. Scudder’s friends in Chicago
frequently sent CARE packages to help him through the rough patches. And when Scudder
required $2,000.00 for a hernia operation, it was his old friend Guy Everett who footed the
bill.However, the degree of independence that Scudder and Odom had achieved was
remarkable. Given a few more years they would certainly have been fully self-sufficient.* *
*Loyola University was a million miles away and Charles Scudder could no longer ruffle the
feathers of his stodgy colleagues. And yet, he had retained his almost compulsive need to push
the envelope, challenging the mores and ideas of those around him. Scudder found the perfect
tool for the job in Satanism.Howard Stanton Levey claimed to have done it all: carnival
roustabout, circus lion tamer, organ player, crime scene photographer, and on and on. But it
wasn’t until he began delivering regular Friday night lectures in his home in San Francisco that
he found his calling. Capitalizing on the occult fad of the 1960s, Howard Levey—calling himself
Anton Szandor LaVey—founded the Church of Satan.LaVey officially established the
organization on April 30th, 1966, but no textbook of the church’s philosophy or core principles
existed until LaVey’s The Satanic Bible was published in 1969. Although LaVey was accused of
borrowing—some called it plagiarizing—the works of several authors, including Aleister Crowley
—The Satanic Bible distilled the principles of what eventually became known as LaVeyan
Satanism.Despite its scary sounding name, the Church of Satan did not believe in the existence
of a literal Satan or Devil in the Judeo-Christian sense. The doctrine took the word Satan—from
the Hebrew root word meaning adversary or arch enemy—to represent a philosophy of
questioning societal mores and exploring one’s natural instincts.Charles Scudder had heard
about the Church of Satan for several years. A lifetime membership could be purchased for one
hundred dollars. Charles wanted to read some of their literature, but a hundred bucks was too
steep for the Corpsewood household budget. However, for only ten dollars, he could get a



limited membership and still receive the newsletter, The Cloven Hoof.After sending in his ten
dollar check, Charles received a packet of items welcoming him to the Church of Satan. He also
received a birthday card that read: Happy Sixteenth Birthday. When Anton LaVey had
established his organization, he declared 1966 as Year One—Anno Satanas; the first year of the
“Age of Satan.” Scudder had joined up in 1982, which was the sixteenth anniversary of the
founding of the organization. Hence, the birthday card.The LaVey doctrine put its stamp of
approval on any type of sexual activity between consenting adults. This was a somewhat
liberating idea for a gay man who had grown up trying to conceal his sexual proclivities. And
from Scudder’s perspective, if playing the Satanist card got a rise out of the people around him,
so much the better.Charles Scudder never referred to himself as a devil-worshipper. As LaVey
pointed out, it wasn’t possible to worship an entity that one didn’t believe existed. Charles would
sometimes introduce himself and Joey Odom as “Satanists.” Odom would immediately object to
this and say, “Speak for yourself, smart-ass. I’m Catholic.”Several years before Charles had ever
sent in his ten dollars, he was playing up the Satanist bit; painting pentagrams on his Jeep’s
doors and affixing pentagrams to the chimneys. He constructed a colorful stained glass
interpretation of LaVey’s Sigil of Baphomet; a pentagram with a goat’s face in the center. It was
all part of Scudder’s mental gymnastics. Although he did subscribe to some of Anton LaVey’s
philosophies, Scudder used Satanism as a way to create spirited conversations. He kept a copy
of the Holy Bible on hand for the same reason.Although Scudder didn’t worship devils or any
other deity, he did continue to conduct his esoteric experiments and studies. That dichotomy
was often confusing to some people who simply and incorrectly labeled everything Scudder did
as devil-worship.* * *Dr. Scudder had long been fascinated with the Ganzfeld Effect. Derived
from German, Ganzfeld means “whole field.” The term describes a phenomenon of visual
perception or hallucinations that results from staring at a featureless and uniform field of color.
The phenomenon had long been known to science, such as the “ghosts” described by miners
trapped in total darkness. These hallucinations were generally regarded as products of the
higher visual cortex as it attempted to locate missing visual signals. A variation of this
phenomenon is an ancient form of divination called scrying. The process involves gazing into a
black mirror or other reflective surface, such as a crystal, and inducing a trance or altered state
of consciousness.Practitioners of scrying believed that it was possible to view other worlds and
planes of existence—including the past, present, and future. Legends state that Nostradamus
conducted his “seeing” by using a bowl of black ink and a candle. As a scientist, Scudder was
expected to dismiss such notions as mere pseudoscience. However, like everything else,
Scudder insisted that these concepts be put to the test before he drew any conclusions.On a
couple of occasions, Charles had mentioned that he had been conducting a mirror-gazing
experiment in Chicago several years earlier and had envisioned the way he would die someday.
He said that he was intrigued by what had materialized in the glass and he continued staring into
the mirror and painted what he saw. The result was the mysterious painting of himself with the
gag in his mouth. If he knew what it all meant, he never said.On other occasions, Charles told



people that the face in the painting wasn’t his at all, though it clearly was. Perhaps he began to
realize that it may not be prudent to plant the idea of his death in the minds of too many people.
The wrong person might cause the image in the painting to become real.CHAPTER
NINEClaude BullardCharles Scudder did not believe in magic. He did, however, suspect that
there were other planes of existence or knowledge which could be accessed if one could find
the correct path. This was hardly an original idea, of course, as it had been around since the
beginning of mankind.For decades, Scudder’s professional career was that of a university
professor involved exclusively with hard science. But in his spare time, he conducted
experiments in esoteric fields of study, such as divination. During his years at Corpsewood, Dr.
Scudder had narrowed his focus to the study of Tarot.His preoccupation with tarot cards led
Scudder to document his discoveries. In 1978, Scudder wrote to his friend, British theorist and
cybernetics expert, Professor Stafford Beer:“I have been outlining a book I want to write on the
Major Arcana of the Tarot cards. I have been linking each card with an aspect of science and the
various phenomena which it describes. I don’t know if you are familiar with the Tarot but there is
one card called ‘The Fool.’ It lies outside the pack; it is one of two paths to Kether in the tree of
life of the Kabbalah. Well, I couldn’t decide the meaning of The Fool in the scheme of things I
was developing until I understood that ‘That which lies outside of science is
consciousness.’”Those who are practiced in the reading of tarot cards have their own
interpretations as to what the cards mean. Scudder became proficient in conducting “readings”
of individuals who visited Corpsewood, reportedly with startling accuracy. It was because of
Scudder’s divination skills with tarot cards that Little Goob and some of the other regulars
convinced Claude Bullard to “have his cards read” by Dr. Scudder in August of 1981. Claude,
who owned the small grocery store at the foot of the mountain, found the idea of a tarot card
reading intriguing, but admitted that he was skeptical about such things. He had just turned thirty-
eight and was curious about what his future held.A small group of friends were gathered around
the candlelit table in the foyer. Claude took his seat and removed his frayed baseball cap.
Scudder insisted on absolute silence as he began turning over the cards. The other visitors at
the table had seen Charles conduct readings before. But this time, his demeanor was different.
Rather than a relaxed conversational tone, Scudder’s voice was tense. He seemed nervous or
slightly nauseated.“Claude,” Scudder whispered, “I am seeing something very serious and
disturbing here.”“Serious how?” Bullard smiled. “Am I gonna die or something?”Scudder looked
up from the cards and said, “A transition.”“A transition? What the hell’s that supposed to mean?
Am I gonna die?”Scudder paused for a second, then looked at Claude Bullard and said, “It
appears that way.”“Dang! Y’all told me that gettin’ my cards read was gonna be fun,” Bullard
laughed. “I reckon the fun begins when I drop dead.”Claude found the experience amusing, but
Charles wasn’t laughing. It appeared to Raymond Williams that Scudder was a little shaken up.
Charles did not offer any details about what he had supposedly seen in the cards, but he did
advise Claude to be especially careful in the next four to five weeks.“Just don’t take any
unnecessary chances,” Scudder cautioned.Bullard folded his arms and said, “Charlie, I told you I



don’t believe in this crap.”The following month, Claude Bullard was found dead in his home. The
official cause of death was determined to be acute myocardial infarction—a heart attack.
Charles Scudder refused to conduct any more tarot card readings for friends. As for the book
Scudder had been writing about the Tarot—he aborted the project.CHAPTER TENA Wedding at
CorpsewoodJoan Palazzola was in her early twenties when she moved to Trion with her fiancé,
Bruce Poole. Bruce was an electrician, and his company had sent him to work at a mill in Trion.
The nature of his job required that he and Joan spend several months or even a year in a
location and then migrate to the next work assignment.Joan and Bruce moved next door to
Sonny and Cheryl Durham and the four of them quickly became friends. The Durhams had told
Joan and Bruce all about their friends, Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, but Joan had yet to
visit Corpsewood. Although Cheryl and Joan were both young, Cheryl had the responsibilities of
motherhood and wasn’t always able to hang out. With Bruce and Sonny at work and Cheryl
tending to the kids, Joan was usually home alone and perpetually bored.One day when Joan
was alone, a brown rattletrap Oldsmobile pulled up to the Durham house. Three men emerged
from the vehicle and jovially pounded on the door. “Sonny!” they hollered. Joan recognized the
men as friends of the Durhams. She had met the men briefly on a previous occasion, but didn’t
really know them. One of them she recognized as Little Goob. The other two were Roy Hood and
Gardner Fountain. Standing at a towering 6’ 8” tall, Gardner Fountain was like a young Lurch
from the Addams Family.Joan approached the men to tell them that Sonny and Cheryl were not
home. After some lively conversation, the men talked Joan into taking a ‘little ride’ with them.A
short time later, the four of them were slowly driving along the unpaved logging roads that
snaked through the mountains. Joan realized that the men had been drinking. Suddenly, the car
stopped and the men got out. They huddled together and whispered to each other, making Joan
very nervous. Each man would look up at her from the huddle and she would hear them say
things like, “Should we do it to her?”Joan had been too trusting. She didn’t know these men. She
was in the middle of nowhere and completely at their mercy.The three men walked over to the
car and glared at her. Suddenly, they broke into laughter and said, “Nah, we’re just messin’ with
you, girl.” Joan quickly realized that these guys weren’t rapists or killers, but more like a ‘good ole
boy’ version of the Three Stooges. The men climbed back into the car. They drove up to
Corpsewood and introduced Joan to Charles and Joey.Charles liked Joan immediately, but Joey
Odom fell in love with her. Both Joan and Joey were Catholic, and they formed an instant bond.
Joan made herself at home at Corpsewood and was there practically every day, much to the
delight of Odom but to the dismay of Scudder. At one point, Charles even told Joan to stop
coming up there so much.“It’s not that we don’t love you, my dear,” said Scudder, “but you are
just so engaging that Joey and I are neglecting our chores.”His gentle admonishment did not
work. The truth was, Scudder enjoyed having Joan around—especially for afternoon tea.
Unfortunately, Charles’ tea was not friendly to Joan’s palate. She found it simply gross. And to
make matters worse, Scudder would top off the tea with mint leaves. The tea was served in the
same tin cups that one might use for camping. Joan had some trepidation as to the cleanliness



of the cups and was afraid to drink the nasty tea from them. Still, she tried to be polite.“What’s
wrong?” asked Charles. “You’re not drinking your tea.”“I don’t think tea is supposed to be served
in tin cups,” Joan replied.“Why not?”“I think it affects the taste or something.”Scudder analyzed
the comment, then responded, “No. There’s no chemical reaction between tea and tin. Drink up.
Cheers!”On another occasion, Joan was visiting Charles and Joey when she noticed Charles
staring at her.Finally, she said, “What? What is it?”Charles reached out his hand and gently
moved Joan’s face to the right, and then to the left.“What are you doing?” she giggled.“I want to
do your portrait,” Scudder replied. “Would you do a sitting for me?”“Would I what?”“Sit for
me.”“How can she sit for us?” said Joey. “We don’t have any kids.”“Be quiet,” said Charles, “I
wasn’t talking to you.”Joey smirked and winked at Joan.Intrigued by Scudder’s offer, Joan sat in
a chair in the living room. Charles set up an artist’s easel and readied his oil paints. For the next
thirty or so minutes, Charles scrupulously studied Joan’s face and hair. He moved in closer to
examine her, squinting as he focused on details that only an artist’s eye can see. When she
moved, he commanded her to be still. When she spoke, he shushed her into silence.Finally, he
stepped back from his creation. It was no longer his; it belonged to the ages now.Joan stood up
and said, “Okay, let me see—”“Wait! Wait! One moment, my dear. Let’s do this properly. Close
your eyes.”Charles produced a large piece of ragged cloth from somewhere and gently draped it
over the painting.“Okay,” said Scudder. “We’re ready for the presentation.”Joan walked over to
the easel. Scudder pulled away the cloth and said, “Voila!”Joan was appalled. She was young
and pretty, and she expected her portrait to reflect those facts. What she saw, however, was
some hideous figure staring back at her. It was like one of those ghastly paintings from Rod
Serling’s Night Gallery.“Well?” said Scudder, awaiting praise.“That doesn’t look like me,” Joan
replied.“Of course it does.”“That’s an ugly witch woman.”“What are you referring to?”“That isn’t
me. That’s an ugly witch woman.”“Witch woman?” he said, incredulously. “This is you,
Joanie.”“You think I look like an ugly witch woman?”“I wasn’t trying to recreate your physical
shell. Any cheap photograph can do that. I was going after your very essence, your aura, your
inner self.”“You think my inner self is an ugly witch woman?”Scudder chuckled and said, “This is
your Gemini duality. I think in time you’ll come to appreciate what I’ve captured here.”“You
captured an ugly witch woman.”“It’s true what they say,” he sighed. “An artist is never appreciated
in his own time.”Joey Odom rarely left Corpsewood. But for Joan, he made an exception. Joan
was like a little sister who encouraged his mischievous behavior. When Scudder needed to
catch up on his correspondence or run errands in town, he would sometimes drop Odom off at
Joan’s house, ostensibly for Odom to do some baking in Joan’s electric oven or to wash clothes.
But for Odom, it meant he could goof off without being scolded by Scudder. Charles didn’t
approve of drug use or smoking, and he didn’t care much for television. Odom was happy to
relax, smoke pot, drink beer, and watch The Price is Right—his favorite TV show.Joan allowed
Joey to dress up in her clothes. He made her promise not to mention it to Charles. Not ever.“We
mustn’t tell Charles about this,” said Joey. “It’s our little secret.”“Why can’t we tell Charles?” Joan
asked.“Because we can’t. Trust me on this. It will piss him off.”Bruce Poole and Joan Palazzola



had been together since they met in Nebraska three years earlier. They had every intention of
getting married, but there always seemed to be some obstacle standing in the way of their
nuptials.Joan was Catholic and had planned to be married in a traditional Catholic ceremony.
After visiting a Catholic church in the summer of 1981, the priest had some disappointing news
for her. Because Bruce had been married previously, they could not be married in a Catholic
ceremony unless Bruce had his first marriage annulled. Being a Southern Baptist, Bruce
objected to the idea. He was raising a son from his first marriage and to have it annulled was
tantamount to denying that a significant life experience had ever occurred.Bruce and Joan could
have gotten married at Bruce’s church, but it was over two hundred miles away, in his hometown
of Augusta, Georgia. Of course, there were plenty of other churches nearby, but neither Joan nor
Bruce were members.While admiring Scudder’s beautiful flower garden one bright summer day,
it occurred to Joan that Corpsewood would be an ideal place for a wedding. She asked Joey if
he would get Charles’ consent.“I don’t know why he wouldn’t,” Joey smiled as he gently patted
the back of her hand. “Charles believes in love. Besides, me and you are Catholic, and us
Catholics have to stick together.”Joan’s apprehension in getting Scudder’s blessing was a
reasonable concern. When one of Scudder’s prison inmate pen pals sent him a religious-themed
greeting card, Scudder went berserk, writing the inmate an excoriating rebuke. There was more
than one Charles Scudder, it seemed, and it was impossible to predict which one might show
up.Any anxiety Joan had harbored was quickly laid to rest. When the idea of the wedding was
presented to Scudder, he embraced it with great alacrity. Charles Scudder would now add
another achievement to his list of accomplishments: wedding planner.None of Joan’s or Bruce’s
family members would be able to attend, so the wedding party would consist entirely of friends.
Cheryl Durham would serve as maid of honor, while Sonny performed the duties of best man.
Perhaps the happiest person of all was Joey Odom, who had the honor of standing in for Joan’s
dad and giving away the bride.On Saturday, September 5th, 1981, Joey Odom prepared a grand
feast, which was served on the picnic table. Cheryl had the added responsibility of baking the
wedding cake. Charles fussed over the details, insisting that everything be just right. He
decorated the table and the window sills with small pumpkins harvested from his field. Charles
carefully selected blossoms from his flower garden for the bride’s bouquet.For this very special
occasion, Scudder brought out some of his best homemade wine—Strega—as he called it.
Scudder explained that Strega was Italian for witch.Filled with childlike excitement, Joey Odom
was decked out in his finest outfit—a brown corduroy jacket and an open collared red plaid shirt.
This was as fancy as Joey could get.With Charles at the helm, things were up and running by
the time the guests arrived. Among those in attendance were Raymond “Little Goob” Williams,
Roy Hood, and Gardner Fountain. Candie Grogan and husband Gene were there, along with
Wayne and Debbie Wilson.Charles Scudder quickly moved about, sporting a purple paisley shirt
and a blue bandana as a headband. With his hair nearly touching his shoulders, Scudder
seemed more like a free-spirited college student than a fifty-four-year-old former university
professor.The stage was set for a proper garden wedding. The only thing missing was the



groom. Bruce Poole had driven over to the Chattooga County Courthouse in Summerville to
retrieve Justice of the Peace Clyde “Gene” Kellett. That simple task should have only taken thirty
minutes. Two hours had passed and Bruce still wasn’t back. Everyone began to speculate as to
the reason for the delay.The blistering Georgia sun melted the white icing on Cheryl’s cake. She
had to perform some on-the-spot wedding cake maintenance as the layers began to soften and
slide. Finally, the sound of Bruce’s car was heard as it weaved through the woods on Dead
Horse Road.Bruce Poole and Gene Kellet were greeted as they emerged from the car. Bruce
explained that after he picked up Judge Kellet, they had suffered a flat tire. Much to Bruce’s
chagrin, he didn’t have a spare, nor did he have sufficient money on him to get the tire repaired.
Judge Kellet had paid for the tire repair himself, with the understanding that Bruce would
reimburse him.With the marriage license in his pocket, Judge Kellet took his place in the garden.
Charles disappeared into the house. A few moments later, Charles began playing Wagner’s
Wedding March on his harp, the beautiful notes wafting from the upstairs windows. Starting at
the twin stone columns of the walkway, Joey Odom took Joan by the arm and escorted her down
the path to the flower garden. The bride wore a blue dress and blouse and a matching hair
ribbon.Before reaching the garden, Odom told Joan that he wanted to be the first to kiss the
bride. He wasn’t kidding.Finally, the ceremony was underway. Joan and Bruce stood before
Justice of the Peace Gene Kellett as he read from the Bible. Charles had returned outside so
that he could snap pictures of the ceremony. When Kellet told Bruce, “You may now kiss the
bride,” Joan turned to Joey Odom and gave him the first kiss. Bruce played along, closing his
eyes and pretending to kiss the air.The group gathered around the picnic table and prepared to
toast the bride and groom. Scudder poured a glass for the justice of the peace. Kellet looked at
the small shot of wine in the glass, then slid his jacket sleeve up a couple of inches to see his
watch. “Well,” said Kellet, “I’m officially off duty. So I reckon we’re okay.”Everyone raised their
glasses and Charles hollered, “Salute!”Scudder was elated that the wedding had gone so well.
He shook hands with Gene Kellett.If Charles Scudder was a devil-worshipper, he wasn’t making
a very fine figure. Not only had he not worshipped any devils or sacrificed animals, he had
permitted a total stranger to read aloud from the Holy Bible on Corpsewood property.It was an
insult to self-respecting devil-worshippers everywhere.CHAPTER ELEVENThirty-year-old
Samuel Tony West had never run afoul of the law in Chattooga County, but that was probably
because he had spent little time there. However, his shoulder-length brown hair and full beard
were familiar to police in Chattanooga, Tennessee.On a sweltering July afternoon in 1979, Tony
West and his wife were visiting West’s brother-in-law, Kenneth Todd, in the Chattanooga suburb
of Ooltewah, in Hamilton County.Tony West, Kenneth Todd, and another man were playing poker
in the dining room while their wives chatted in the kitchen. An argument between West and Todd
erupted during the card game and West pulled out a .22 caliber pistol. Todd tried to escape
through the back door, but was shot four times by West—twice in the back, once in the head,
and once in the stomach. Tony West fled the scene. Hamilton County deputies arrived at the
house and found Kenneth Todd unconscious and bleeding on the bathroom floor. Todd was



taken to Erlanger Hospital in critical condition.As the Hamilton County Sheriff’s Department
conducted an all-night manhunt for Tony West, they were surprised when West drifted into the
Hamilton County Jail at four o’clock a.m. and surrendered. As West was being booked, a routine
background check revealed that West had escaped from the Hamilton County Penal Farm. He
had been serving two eleven month, twenty-nine day sentences for petty larceny and felony bail
jumping. West had not been heard from since his escape in 1974. Evidently, he had been hiding
in plain sight for the past five years.Kenneth Todd narrowly survived the shooting. Tony West
remained in the Hamilton County Jail for the next six months, awaiting trial for the shooting and
attempted murder of Kenneth Todd. But in January of 1980, West was offered a deal that was
too sweet to pass up. In order to avoid a jury trial, Tony West entered a plea of “no contest” to a
charge of assault with intent to commit murder in the first degree for shooting his brother-in-law.
West was sentenced to three years in the Charles B. Bass Correctional Prison in Nashville. He
was given no additional time for his escape, nor was he required to complete his original
sentences.As he was preparing to begin serving his sentence for the Kenneth Todd shooting,
Tony West’s already strained marriage disintegrated. While he was incarcerated, his wife
divorced him and placed their five young sons in foster care.Tony West was born in Anderson,
Indiana, on August 11th, 1952. He was the only boy, having four sisters. Joseph and Nelda West
had moved with their five children from Indiana to Rock Spring, Georgia, when Tony West was
just nine years old. Rock Spring is a small unincorporated community in Walker County, Georgia,
approximately fourteen miles south of Chattanooga, Tennessee.A few years earlier, Joseph
Horace West had broken his back in a horrendous train accident in Anderson, Indiana. He would
walk with a pronounced limp and suffer neck and back pain for the rest of his days. Mr. West
supported his family as best he could by supplementing his miniscule disability check with odd
jobs.Money was scarce, and financial resources were further strained when Joseph West
contracted tuberculosis. Although Mr. West would eventually recover from tuberculosis at Battey
State Hospital in Rome, Georgia, the reunion would be short-lived.On a cold Thursday night in
November of 1962, Nelda West was worried when her husband did not come home from work.
In the early morning hours of the following day, deputies from the Walker County Sheriff’s
Department came upon the frost-covered wreckage of West’s automobile, two miles north of
Catlett on Georgia Highway 95. The car had left the road, traveled down a ditch some sixty-two
feet and crashed into a telephone pole. The body of thirty-seven-year-old Joseph West was still
behind the wheel. His chest had been crushed by the steering column and his neck was broken.
The investigators concluded that Joseph West had been dead for several hours.A few years
after Joseph’s death, Nelda West remarried. Her second husband, Bill Williams, was a police
officer from the Chattanooga area. With a stern cop for a stepfather, Tony’s constant misdeeds
guaranteed a house filled with drama and tension. The stress that ensued from Bill’s conflicts
with Tony accelerated the disintegration of the marriage.For as unfortunate as Tony West’s
personal life had been, he was remarkably fortunate when it came to the legal system. By the
time West was twenty-eight years old, he had racked up several criminal convictions but had



served very little time. Now, he had been sentenced to three years for the attempted murder of
his brother-in-law. Eighteen months into his sentence, West was released from his Tennessee
prison.A free man once again, Tony West moved to Hall’s Valley in Walker County, Georgia, near
the Chattooga County line. His older sister, Myra Haygood, owned a vacant trailer next to the
one she occupied with her husband and their five children. The vacant trailer was dilapidated
and had no electricity or running water, but his new accommodations suited Tony just fine. After
all, it was free.For a few months in 1982, Tony West worked odd construction jobs, mainly as a
stone and block mason. He kept out of trouble and was a frequent visitor at the residence of his
sister, Myra Haygood. Tony enjoyed visiting with Myra and her children and seemed to have a
special bond with his nephew, nineteen-year-old Joey Wells, Myra’s son from a previous
marriage.In November of that year, Joey Wells introduced West to seventeen-year-old Avery
Brock. Despite a nearly thirteen year age difference, West and Brock formed an instant
connection.* * *Kenneth Avery Brock had never been in any serious trouble. He had spent
all seventeen years of his young life in Walker County.Avery’s father, Joel Kenneth Brock, was a
farmer by trade. After marrying his wife, Betty Jo, in the early 1960s, the Brocks resided in the
rural Kensington area of Walker County, along with her four children from a previous marriage.
Eventually, Mr. and Mrs. Brock would have two sons of their own, Randall Joel and Kenneth
Avery, born a year apart. Avery was the younger of the two.Unfortunately, Avery’s father would
not have the opportunity to enjoy his blended family for long. Avery was one month shy of his
seventh birthday when his father died from a cerebral hemorrhage brought on by hypertension.
He was fifty-eight.Now a young widow, Betty Jo Brock was left alone to care for six children. She
would eventually marry Dewey C. Lowrance. Some of the children, including Avery, occasionally
used the Lowrance surname.Losing his biological father at a young age was something Avery
had in common with Tony West. Another thing he and West shared was a contentious
relationship with their respective stepfathers. Right from the beginning, there was bad blood
between Avery and Mr. Lowrance. Avery’s stepfather was, by some accounts, a harsh
disciplinarian who often took out his frustrations on young Avery.According to Avery, he tolerated
the abuse doled out by his stepfather in order to protect his mother from catching the brunt of it.
But now, at seventeen, Avery was six feet tall and weighed 170 lbs. He wasn’t his stepfather’s
whipping boy anymore, but he kept clear of him just the same. The chemistry was never going to
be right.By the time he met Tony West, Avery had already quit high school and was working odd
jobs to make money. He had a decent work ethic and could be relied upon to mow lawns, chop
firewood, and perform landscaping tasks. Although he didn’t have a driver’s license, he drove a
truck and hauled pulpwood.To an impressionable young man with limited life experience,
someone like Tony West and his checkered past appeared worldly. Perhaps Avery viewed Tony
as the father figure he craved, or simply as a mentor, but shortly after they met in November of
1982, Avery moved into Tony’s trailer in Hall’s Valley. Spending most of his time at the trailer
meant fewer confrontations with Dewey Lowrance, but the trailer’s lack of electricity and running
water meant that Brock would still make frequent trips to his mother’s house for meals and



showers.The living arrangement seemed to suit West and Brock. Both were unemployed and
their expenses basically consisted of food and gasoline. Tony’s red 1970 AMC Javelin was
something of a mystery. Tony drove it, but the title was in the name of a woman who resided in
Chattanooga. There was some suspicion that the Javelin might have been stolen, but it wasn’t
wise to pry into Tony’s affairsOne thing that Avery could do in Tony’s trailer that he couldn’t do at
home was get high. Getting high was another thing that he had in common with Tony West. But
since neither man was employed, they lacked the money to purchase quality contraband. They
improvised by huffing a substance known in the rural South as toot-a-loo.Basically, toot-a-loo
was a mixture of paint thinner, model airplane glue, and anything else that contained the solvent
toluene. The toot-a-loo was mixed and stored in a one gallon white plastic bleach jug that had
been stripped of its label. The substance was poured onto a rag or piece of cloth and then
dropped into a plastic bag. Intoxication was achieved by placing the bag over the nose and
mouth and inhaling deeply.A year earlier, Avery’s older brother, Randy, had visited Corpsewood
with some friends. Like many other visitors to Corpsewood, Randy would return on several
occasions, introducing friends to the interesting Dr. Scudder and the reclusive Joey
Odom.Charles Scudder was a gracious host and was happy to show his visitors around.
Scudder gave Randy and his friends the grand tour, showing them Corpsewood’s impressive
library and collection of antiques. It was only in recent weeks that Avery had made his first visit to
Corpsewood. The introduction left an indelible impression on young Avery. He told people that
there was a place “up there on the mountain that you would not believe.” Brock enjoyed
Scudder’s carefully cultivated flower garden and seeing how the two residents lived off the
land.But unlike the casual visitor to Corpsewood, Avery formed an instant connection with
Charles Scudder. The professor was unlike anyone he had ever known. Scudder was
imaginative and artistic, educated and intelligent.For his part, Scudder took a special interest in
Avery. It was true that Dr. Scudder had been an erudite college professor, but he was not a snob.
He frequently met and befriended people who had very little formal education. But rather than
condescend to the lesser-educated people, Scudder tried to teach them. He drew upon his rich
knowledge of literature, history, art, and science. He eagerly lent books from his vast
library.Although the relationship between Scudder and Brock began as mentor and student, it
wasn’t long before certain boundaries were crossed.CHAPTER TWELVEA Friendly VisitNow, it
was mid-November, and Avery Brock and Tony West were roommates in Tony’s ramshackle
trailer.Corpsewood, it seemed, was always on the mind of young Avery. He had suggested to
Tony West on several occasions that they should take a ride up there so that West could finally
meet Dr. Scudder and Joey Odom. “Hey man,” said Brock, “You gotta go out there and meet the
devil-worshippers. They’re cool. They like to hang out. They make their own wine.”West was not
particularly interested in meeting these strange men up on the mountain. Brock talked about
Corpsewood incessantly and campaigned for West to accompany him and sample some free
wine. During the first week of December, Brock’s prodding finally paid off. West agreed to meet
“the devil-worshippers.”It was already late in the afternoon when Brock and West drove up to



Corpsewood. With Tony at the wheel, Avery directed him up the unpaved forest service roads
that led to Corpsewood Manor.Charles Scudder was finishing up some chores as the red Javelin
emerged from the pine trees. Scudder set down his pail and walked toward the car as it slowed
to a stop.It was twilight, and Joey was clearing away the evening meal. Arsinath and Lucifer,
Scudder’s two Old English mastiffs, were already settled down for the evening. Lucifer wasn’t
quite full grown; he had taken the place of Scudder’s beloved mastiff, Beelzebub, who had died
several months earlier.Brock introduced Scudder to Tony West. Scudder then invited his visitors
to “the guest room,” which was on the third floor of the chicken house.From its inception, the top
floor of the chicken house was intended to be a guest room. Scudder wasn’t comfortable having
just anyone inside his house—and yet—he wanted his visitors to make themselves at home.
With the advent of the guest room, people could smoke, drink, or do whatever they wanted
without bringing harm to Scudder’s precious antiques—and without the dogs attacking an
inebriated stranger. There had been occasions where his guests were simply too drunk to get
home safely, so Scudder had installed two mattresses on the floor to allow people to sleep it
off.Scudder had not envisioned the guest room as being pink. One of the hobbies of Cheryl and
Sonny Durham was to explore flea markets, or trade days, as they are sometimes called in the
South. The Durhams had bought a grab bag of mystery items for next to nothing. Among the
treasures acquired by the Durhams were a couple of gallons of antique pink house paint. When
they asked Scudder if he had any use for the paint, he replied with an emphatic, “Yes!” and the
Pink Room was born.Upon arriving in the Pink Room, Brock asked Scudder if he had anything to
drink. Always the convivial host, Scudder descended the ladder and soon returned with some
pint bottles of homemade watermelon wine. The three engaged in small talk, and the alcohol
served its function as a social lubricant. Inhibitions began to fall.“So, tell me, Tony,” said Scudder.
“When is your birthday?”“August eleven.”“Interesting. That means you’re a Leo.”“Yeah, I reckon,”
Tony nodded. “Leo the Lion.”“Well, you see, Avery is an Aquarius,” said Scudder. “You’re polar
opposites, astrologically speaking.”“I don’t know nothing about that,” Tony replied as he guzzled
the wine.“It’s something I was exploring a while back. The dynamics are interesting. For
example, my friend, Joe, is an Aries. I’m a Libra. We’re also polar opposites.”West examined the
bottle of wine and said, “This is pretty good. Kind of sweet.”“Thank you,” Scudder replied. “That
one turned out rather well. I’ve been trying to make a decent tomato wine, but it’s been a
challenge.”“I reckon it’s easier to make fruits into wine instead of vegetables.”“Actually,” Scudder
chuckled, “tomatoes are fruit. They’re in the nightshade family. The way these botanists classify
things. Odd that we don’t think of marinara as being a fruit-based sauce.”The night had cloaked
the surrounding woods in darkness. Tony West sat on one of the mattresses, leaning back
against the wall. Avery and Charles were a few feet away, having a quiet conversation. All three
of them had been drinking wine and were slightly inebriated. Tony relaxed on the mattress, on
the verge of slumber. Suddenly, Tony returned to alertness. He looked over and observed
Charles performing oral sex on Avery.Tony West sat quietly and sipped his wine as he watched
the episode unfold. Avery suddenly became aware that Tony was not only awake, but had been



watching. Charles offered to perform the same service for Tony. After a moment to consider the
offer, Tony declined.As they drove home that night, Avery was clearly uncomfortable with what
had happened. However, it was unclear as to whether Avery was uncomfortable with the incident
itself, or merely that Tony had witnessed it. Both men were still feeling the effects of the wine as
they drove toward Halls Valley.“I told you they was cool,” said Brock. “Well, you ain’t met Joey yet,
but he’s cool, too.”West listened and nodded as he lit a cigarette.“Look,” said Brock. “About that
back there—about what happened back there. I ain’t no damn queer.”“Who says you are?”“I was
so high, man. I didn’t know what was happenin.’”West took a drag on his Marlboro and said, “I
wish they’d fix this road. I just about busted the shocks when we come through here on the way
up.”Brock folded his arms and sat quietly. After a while, Brock muttered, “He took advantage of
me.”“What?”“Scudder. He got me drunk where I couldn’t do nothin’, and then he did that. He
went down on me.”West developed a slight smile as he flicked his ashes.“Promise me you ain’t
gonna say nothin’ to nobody,” said Brock.“Don’t worry about it.”“No, I’m serious, man. Really.”“I
told you don’t worry about it.”The following day, Avery became enraged over the oral sex
incident. Embarrassed and humiliated, Brock continued to insist that Scudder had taken
advantage of him. Brock adamantly maintained that such a thing never would have happened if
he hadn’t been drunk. But Tony West wasn’t naive. He had served time in a state prison in his
twenties and he knew all too well what occurred between men. There was something about
Avery’s demeanor toward Scudder that led West to believe that the sexual encounter had not
been an isolated incident. Tony concluded that Avery had been a willing participant in other
sexual liaisons with Charles, but was now having buyer’s remorse.In the Deep South, there were
three things that a man didn’t ever want to be accused of being: a communist, an atheist, or a
homosexual. And the order of the list made no difference.Tony’s opinion was important to Avery.
Young Avery looked up to the worldly-though-flawed Tony West and Avery was now concerned
that Tony thought he was a “queer.” Whether Tony realized it or not, he wielded a lot of power
during that week. The sexual incident was a constant source of humiliation for Avery. West could
push that sensitive button with a joking remark, or, through his silence, transmit a moral
condemnation.Brock continued to obsess over the previous visit to Corpsewood. It all came to a
head when Avery said to Tony, “I’m gonna kill that son-of-a-bitch.”As Brock and West talked, the
already irrational conversation grew darker with the intoxicating effects from a batch of toot-a-
loo.“You ain’t been inside the house yet,” said Brock, “but I have. Them sumbitches got money.
They got that house up there. And a Jeep. And they ain’t got no bills. Scudder told me he paid
something like ten grand in cash for that piece of land.”“If you’re going to kill them, you might as
well make it worth your while,” West replied. “You need that money more than they do. Where do
they keep it?”“That’s what we got to find out. It might be buried somewhere. It might be inside the
house. The place is full of antiques. Lots of valuable stuff in there. Lots of sterling and brass. He’s
even got a solid gold harp.”“Maybe they keep all their money in the bank. You ever think about
that?”“They don’t trust banks. That’s why they live way out there on the mountain like they do.
Hell, they ain’t got nobody. If we was to get rid of ‘em, nobody’s gonna come lookin’ for ‘em.”West



nodded in agreement.The plan of action discussed by West and Brock involved visiting Scudder
and Odom under the pretense of friendship, then binding them at gunpoint. The two victims
would be tortured by having heated soldering irons inserted into their anuses until they disclosed
the location of the alleged Corpsewood fortune. Once the money was found, there would be no
reason to keep Scudder and Odom alive.West and Brock were under the assumption that no
one would notice that Scudder and Odom were gone. With the rightful owners out of the way,
West and Brock figured that they would just take over the property and live there. The shared
fantasy of robbing Corpsewood was becoming an adrenalin rush for the pair.West and Brock
awakened on Friday, December 10th and thought that this might be the day. They got in Tony’s
Javelin and headed toward Corpsewood. As they made their way down Dead Horse Road, Tony
said to Avery, “Are you up for this?”Avery looked at Tony for a second, and said, “Why, hell
yeah.”“All right,” Tony nodded. They pulled up near the chicken house and stopped. There was
no sign of Scudder or Odom. Brock knew they were home, as the Jeep was parked in its normal
spot by the stone wall.“Where’s the gun?” asked Tony.“I didn’t bring it. I’ve got my hunting knife.
That’s all we need.”“No. We need to come back with the gun.”“We don’t need no gun,” said Avery.
“They ain’t gonna give us no trouble.”“It ain’t them that I’m concerned about. If they was to set
them big dogs loose on us, it’ll mess everything up.”Avery considered what Tony was saying.
“Besides,” Tony continued, “It’s not like they’re going anywhere.”“We can get the gun and come
back tonight,” said Brock. “We can do it then.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. We gotta be
somewhere tonight.”“Where?”“Bible study.”Brock had forgotten. Reverend Wayne Pell was
conducting a Bible study meeting at the home of Tony’s sister, Myra Haygood. Several of West’s
family members would be there, and West’s mother had convinced Tony and Avery to
attend.Any notion that West and Brock entertained about torturing and robbing innocent people
would have to wait until after they had studied Scripture. They departed Corpsewood.CHAPTER
THIRTEENDecember 12th, 1982Teresa Lynn Hudgins did not really know Tony West. She knew
of him through her association with the Haygood family and had met him briefly on four or five
occasions. Barely eighteen years old, Teresa had been raised in the tiny community of Holland
in Chattooga County. Holland was one of those rural unincorporated communities of Chattooga
County that outsiders wouldn’t even know had a name. It shared that distinction with several of
its neighboring communities, such as Taliaferro and Sprite.Teresa had only recently started
using the Hudgins surname. She had been raised as Teresa Milam, but in her early teens, she
discovered that she had been adopted when she was just six months old. However, Teresa was
still living amongst her biological relatives. Her “mother,” she learned, was in fact her aunt.
Teresa’s sister, therefore, was her cousin. When Teresa was old enough to search for a job, she
began using the Hudgins name since it had been listed that way on her legal documents.She
had only been Teresa Hudgins for a short while when she became a sixteen-year-old bride.
Although the marriage didn’t last, it did produce a daughter who was now two years old.It had
been a constant financial struggle for the single teenage mother. The greater challenge may
have been balancing the adult responsibilities of motherhood with the craving for excitement that



is a natural part of adolescence.Teresa knew Avery Brock. She had once lived at the end of
Ramey Road not far from Myra Haygood and her family. Teresa, Avery, and the other kids would
often play basketball together.During the first week of December, Teresa and her daughter had
moved in with the family of James Blevins, in LaFayette. His parents welcomed Teresa and her
baby, though the arrangement was temporary. Teresa was planning to find a new apartment after
the first of the year. It was during this same time that Teresa had become interested in nineteen-
year-old Joey Wells, the nephew of Tony West. Teresa knew Wells’ mother, Myra Haygood, as
well as some of the other relatives of Tony West. But she knew Tony only in passing.Teresa and
Joey had a longstanding mutual attraction, and in December she finally agreed to go “riding
around” with Wells. “Riding around” was something of a custom in the South. It simply meant
getting into a vehicle with one’s friends and driving without any particular destination in mind.
“Riding around” usually involved playing music on the car stereo and stopping somewhere for a
Coke.The date was planned for Sunday, December 12th. Teresa had been looking forward to it
for several days. When Sunday arrived, however, Joey called and said that his car wouldn’t
start.Although he couldn’t go “riding around,” Wells said that he still wanted to hang out with
Teresa at his family’s trailer. Joey’s mother, Myra Haygood, agreed to drive over to the Blevins’
house and pick up Teresa. In a way, this was a fortuitous development. James and Teresa were
not exactly on the same page as to the nature of their relationship. She viewed him as a friend;
he believed her to be his girlfriend.In order to avoid an unpleasant situation, Teresa told James
that she was going with Myra to play bingo in Rome. And when Myra pulled up in the driveway—
alone—it served to alleviate any anxieties that James might have had about the truthfulness of
Teresa’s story.Teresa got into the car and waved goodbye to James. He stood on the porch and
watched as Myra’s car disappeared down the road.* * *Tony and Avery had partied
Saturday night. They had resolved that Sunday would be more productive. There was a small
drainage ditch that separated the unpaved road from the property on which Tony’s trailer rested,
so they decided to construct a small bridge that would enable Tony to park next to the trailer.
West had done some carpentry work in his years of odd construction jobs and felt confident that
he and Brock could accomplish this feat of engineering.However, when Sunday, December 12th
arrived, Tony and Avery were awakened by the midday sun. Avery stated that he was hungry,
and as was his custom, went to his mother’s house for a meal. Tony ambled over to Myra’s
trailer, where her family was watching football on television.Avery consumed his meal at his
mother’s house. The plans he and Tony had made to rob Corpsewood played over and over in
his head. He had been convinced early on that Tony was a Billy Bad-Ass, a tough ex-con who
was up for this sort of thing. But now, he was having doubts. When he and Tony had driven to
Corpsewood a couple of days earlier, Tony was reluctant to go through with the plan because
they didn’t have the gun with them. Tony wouldn’t use that excuse again.Avery went to the place
in his mother’s house where she kept the gun—a .22 caliber Remington Speedmaster 552 rifle.
The gun was as special to his mother, Betty Jo Lowrance, as it was to Avery. The rifle had
belonged to his late father.As Avery retrieved the rifle and a box of shells, his mother walked in.



“What are you doing with that, Avery?” she asked.“Me and Tony are gonna spotlight rabbits on a
dirt road tonight.”“Well, you’d better be careful.”Avery didn’t bother returning to Tony’s trailer. He
knew that Tony would still be at Myra’s watching the game. Everyone had seen Avery with the
rifle many times, so no one had any reason to question him about it when he walked in carrying
the gun. Avery leaned the rifle against a wall in Myra’s living room and joined Tony, Joey Wells,
and the Haygood children in watching football on television.The day passed as Avery and Tony
became engrossed in the football game. The Miami Dolphins were playing the New England
Patriots in Schaefer Stadium in Foxborough, Massachusetts. The snow was flying and the
players were having difficulty getting traction in the blizzard-like conditions. Both teams remained
scoreless late into the fourth quarter. Oddly, the Patriots’ coach directed a snowplow operator to
clear a path for the Patriots’ placekicker. Miami coach Don Shula protested. The field goal was
good, and the Patriots won the game 3-0.By now, any thoughts of constructing the bridge across
the ditch were long gone from the heads of Brock and West. The sun had already set when Myra
Haygood arrived with Teresa Hudgins. Besides Myra and her husband, Herman, Joey’s younger
siblings were in the living room watching television with Avery and Tony. After they all chatted for
around twenty minutes, Brock motioned to Tony that he was leaving.West asked Joey and
Teresa what their plans were.“Just ridin’ around,” said Teresa. “But since Joey’s car ain’t workin,’ I
don’t know. I reckon we’ll watch TV.”Tony stood up and put on his coat. He felt around in his
pocket for his cigarettes. “Well,” said Tony, extracting a pack of Marlboros from his coat pocket,
“Y’all can hang out with us, I reckon.” He shook the pack. It was empty.“Where y’all going?”
asked Joey.“Ridin’ around,” Tony replied as he zipped up his coat.While Tony talked with Teresa
and Joey, Avery went outside and placed the rifle in the front floorboard of the Javelin. He was
wearing a pair of Tony’s old combat style jungle boots. Avery liked the boots. They fit him well
and there was enough room to conceal his hunting knife.A few minutes later, Teresa and Joey
climbed into the backseat of Tony’s Javelin. Brock hurried back inside Tony’s trailer and returned
with the jug of toot-a-loo. Brock slid into the front passenger’s seat as Tony put the Javelin in
gear. As they proceeded down Ramey Road, Tony tapped on the gas gauge. It was below the
empty mark.“Is it broke?” asked Teresa.“Nah,” Tony replied. “It’s just out of gas.”Tony made a turn
onto Highway 151, also known as Alabama Highway. He went a short distance down the dark
road until he reached US Highway 27. Near the corner where 151 intersected with 27 was a
convenience store and gas station called The Red Barn. Tony pulled up to one of the gas pumps
and turned toward Brock.“Don’t look at me,” said Brock. “You know I ain’t got no money.”Joey
reached into his pocket and removed some change. He leaned forward, letting Tony see the
coins in his outstretched hand. Joey said, “That’s about two dollars. That’s all I got on me.”Tony
said, “That’ll work.” He got out of the car and moved the seat forward so that Teresa and Joey
could get out. As Tony removed the gas nozzle from the pump, he said to Joey, “And get a pack
of Marlboros.”Joey turned toward Tony and said, “We only got two dollars.”“Marlboros are only
eighty cents,” West coughed. “You got enough.”Teresa and Joey went into the store. They exited
two minutes later, removing the cellophane from a fresh pack of Marlboro cigarettes.Tony



proceeded to pump exactly one dollar’s worth of gasoline into the Javelin. He returned to the
driver’s seat and slammed the door. The other three passengers were already lighting up their
new cigarettes when Tony slid a Marlboro from the pack.The Javelin didn’t want to start up as
easily as it had previously. The engine clicked and sputtered. The night was already cold and the
temperature was continuing to drop. Tony pumped the accelerator a couple of times and the car
finally came to life. The red Javelin moved away from the dimly lit gas pumps and faded into the
cold Georgia darkness.CHAPTER FOURTEENAs the Javelin headed toward Hall’s Valley Road,
Teresa noticed the rifle resting between Tony’s and Avery’s seats.“Why have y’all got that gun in
the car?” she asked.“We was gonna go rabbit hunting,” Brock replied.Avery removed the lid from
the bleach jug. He carefully doused a rag with toot-a-loo and then dropped the rag into a small
plastic bag. Placing the open end of the bag over his nose and mouth, Avery inhaled the fumes
deeply and held his breath.“So what do y’all wanna do?” said West.Joey laughed and said,
“What can we do? Nobody’s got any money.”“Let’s ride up to the devil-worshipper’s house,” said
Brock. “We can drink some free wine.”“To the what house?” asked Teresa.“The devil-
worshippers. Up here on the mountain.”“Devil-worshippers. What are you talkin’ about?”“They’re
just a couple of queers that live out there in the woods,” said West.“And they worship the devil?”
asked Teresa.“Nah,” said West. “They just make their own wine.”“And it don’t cost nothin’,” Brock
smiled.They passed around the toot-a-loo bag, taking hits as Tony made the numerous turns
required to get from Halls Valley Road to Narrows Road. But as the Javelin ascended the hill, the
car began to sputter and lurch. Tony shifted the gears. The car threatened to quit on them as
they bounced around on the rutted logging road, but Tony finally found the right amount of
pressure on the gas pedal to keep the engine running.When they made the sharp turn onto
Dead Horse Road, it appeared to Teresa that they were about to drive over a cliff. The headlights
captured vignettes of trees and rocks, surrounded by a pure black darkness. As the car made
another turn, Joey Wells saw the headlights sweep across the sign that read Beware of the
Thing.Finally, the headlights of the Javelin illuminated the dark red brick of Corpsewood Manor.
Teresa could see flickering lights emanating from the windows of the house. Both she and Joey
were surprised to see a structure like this in such a remote location. They had assumed that
these people lived in a trailer or a shack, but certainly not a castle.“Are you gonna honk the
horn?” asked Joey.Tony took a drag from his cigarette and tapped his fist on the steering wheel.
“Horn don’t work,” he said, exhaling noxious smoke.The silhouette of a man appeared in the
windows of the green doors. The figure stood motionless for a moment, like a construction paper
cut out. The silhouette walked away. Seconds later, a different, smaller silhouette appeared in
the windows. The silhouette pushed open the green doors. As the silhouette stepped outside,
Tony’s headlights transformed it into Charles Scudder.Dr. Scudder paused as he secured a
heavy suede winter coat. He shaded his eyes from the harsh headlights of the Javelin and
motioned for the driver to turn the lights off. Tony killed the engine and extinguished the lights.
Scudder turned on a flashlight as he approached the passenger side of the car.Avery rolled
down the window. Scudder knelt down and shined the flashlight into the Javelin’s dark interior,



revealing the only two faces that he recognized—Avery’s and Tony’s.“Hey,” Brock
muttered.Scudder acknowledged his guests with a warm smile.“Do you guys have a cigarette?”
asked Scudder. The question was rhetorical; all four passengers had cigarettes dangling from
their lips.Avery spanked the bottom of the pack of Marlboros, commanding one of the cigarettes
to come forth. “I thought you didn’t smoke,” said Avery, offering the pack to Scudder.Charles took
the cigarette and said, “It’s not for me,” and headed back toward the house.It was true that
Charles Scudder did not smoke. He did not want Joey Odom to smoke, either. But Scudder also
believed in people exercising their free will. Odom had always smoked, even before he met
Scudder. Financially, a regular smoking habit wasn’t in the Corpsewood budget. Odom had long
ago invested in a Laredo cigarette making machine that was popular in the 1970s. The machine
was a simple device in which paper and tobacco were inserted. A lever compressed the tobacco
into a cigarette. The Laredo brand of tobacco came in a gold can, the empties of which Odom
saved. But still, Scudder didn’t care for smoking. However, on rare occasions, he would indulge
Odom a smoke if Odom had earned it by doing an outstanding job on a meal or if he had won a
friendly wager.“Roll up that window, Avery,” said Teresa. “I’m freezin’ back here.”Scudder stood
inside the green doors. The larger silhouette that had been there previously now reappeared.
Scudder handed the cigarette to the silhouette of the man, then returned to the Javelin.Avery
opened the passenger door and said, “Come on, y’all.”Tony, Joey Wells, and Teresa stepped out
into the frigid mountain air. Scudder looked at them and said, “What are you folks up to
tonight?”Brock replied, “Ah, we was just out ridin’ around, you know. Thought we’d come by and
holler at you. We was tellin’ them about the good wine you made up here, and they wanted to
check it out.”“Really?” Scudder chuckled. “I had no idea my wine would bring me such
notoriety.”Teresa and Joey began walking toward the brick manor house and the green doors
from which Scudder had emerged. Brock intervened and motioned for Joey and Teresa to follow
Dr. Scudder toward the chicken house.“Come on y’all,” said Brock. “We’re going up here.”“We’re
going up to the guest room,” said Scudder.Teresa stopped and folded her arms. She was
shivering from the icy Corpsewood air. “Y’all have got that big warm house,” she said. “How
come we’re going inside a barn?”Scudder smiled at Teresa, waved his finger and said, “No, no,
no, my dear. Nobody goes in the professor’s house.”Dr. Scudder walked in front of the quartet.
They followed him into the darkness and through the brick archway of the chicken house.
Scudder quickly ascended the cold metal rungs of the ladder that stretched up into the black
opening in the ceiling. The others looked up and could see the beam of the flashlight darting
frantically as Scudder climbed to the third floor.As Scudder’s four visitors ascended the ladder, a
light suddenly appeared above them. Charles had lit a kerosene lamp. One by one, Scudder’s
guests came up through the wooden hatch and into the Pink Room.Teresa wrapped her arms
around herself in an attempt to warm up. Scudder was already igniting the wood in the cast iron
stove. He was clearly an expert in commanding any type of wood stove to immediately heat a
room. Within a short time, the Pink Room was feeling quite cozy.Joey saw a glass pint bottle of
wine sitting near the oil lamp. The bottle was about half full. Scudder was still tending to the fire



when Joey removed the lid from the bottle. Seeing no objection from Scudder, he began
drinking. Joey then passed the bottle to Teresa. She sipped the wine, but found the taste too
bitter. Avery took the bottle. It was passed around until it was gone.Scudder looked at each of his
visitors. He then said to Avery, “Well, aren’t you going to introduce me to my guests?”Avery lazily
motioned his hand toward Joey and said, “That’s Joey. And that’s Teresa.”“Nice to meet you. I’m
Charles.”Brock took a step toward Scudder and said, “Do you have a bread sack?”“Do I have a
what?”“A bread sack.”“I’m…not understanding you.”“You know, a plastic sack that bread comes
in.”“Ohhh. I’m sorry. Well, no. We make our own bread. We wouldn’t have anything like that. What
do you need it for?”Brock reached down and hoisted the bleach jug filled with toot-a-loo.
Scudder looked at the jug, processing the scenario. “Oh,” said Scudder. “I see. Well, we might
have a plastic bag or something in the kitchen. Let me go down and see what I can find.”Just as
Scudder started down the ladder, Brock said to him, “And maybe a piece of old rag or
something.”Scudder shook his head and answered, “A bag and a rag. Check.” He then
disappeared down the ladder. Joey was still holding the empty wine bottle. He suddenly asked
Tony, “What’s his name? What’s that man’s name?”Tony shrugged, “I don’t know his name.”Wells
shouted down the open hatch, “Uh…could you bring us back some more wine?” There was no
reply. Wells looked at Tony and said, “You think he heard me?”Avery nodded, “He heard
you.”Brock felt around in his coat pocket and realized that he had brought the other toot-a-loo
bag from the car. He pulled out the bag and doused the rag inside with toot-a-loo from the jug.
He inhaled deeply from the bag, and then passed it around.Joey Wells gravitated toward Teresa
and sat down with her on the other side of the room. Tony was lounging on the other mattress,
leaning his back up against the wall. Avery sat down next to Tony and whispered, “When he gets
back up here, I’ll go down and get the gun.” Tony stared at Avery for a few seconds, and then
shook his head no.“Yeah,” Avery replied. “Let’s do it now.”Tony whispered, “You’re crazier’n hell,
man. We got Joey and Teresa with us. No. We can’t do nothin’ tonight. Not with them here.
No.”Avery was incensed. He had mentally rehearsed the robbery plan to the point of obsession,
and in his estimation, this was just another one of Tony’s excuses. The last time, it was because
they didn’t have the gun.As Avery sat and fumed, Scudder emerged from the hatch in the floor.
He climbed over onto the wooden floor planks and closed the trapdoor. Dr. Scudder reached into
the pocket of his olive colored suede coat and extracted a plastic food storage bag and a piece
of cloth. Scudder handed the items to Avery and said, “Will this do?”Avery nodded and said,
“That’ll work.”Scudder produced two twelve ounce glass bottles from his coat pockets. The
bottles were full of wine. He handed one to Joey Wells and the other to Avery. Teresa found the
taste of this wine to be a bit friendlier to her palate than the previous bottle; but she simply wasn’t
a wine drinker. She passed the bottle back to Joey. Avery unscrewed the lid of his bottle of wine
and began guzzling. He passed the bottle to Tony, who also enjoyed the taste of free homemade
wine.“That’s good stuff,” said Tony. “Warms you up on a night like this.”Scudder sat down on the
mattress with Avery and Tony.“This weather would be considered mild in Chicago,” said Scudder.
“We think of this as tropical weather,” he chuckled.The social gathering was going well, and



Charles engaged in conversation with Avery and Tony. But unlike his young guests, Scudder did
not partake of the toot-a-loo.Dr. Scudder’s friends occasionally accused him of hypocrisy, stating
that if he was truly opposed to people abusing drugs or other substances, then he shouldn’t
permit it being done in his presence. Scudder would respond, “I’ll put the information out there
and let them make their own choices. In that respect, I’m no different than the Surgeon General’s
warning on a pack of cigarettes. Then, if people want to kill themselves they are making an
informed choice.”On this night, Scudder’s guests were making their own choices. Scudder
decided to give his anti-chemical abuse statement the night off. Everyone seemed to be having
a good time, and it appeared to Tony that Avery had abandoned his earlier thoughts of robbery.
Teresa and Joey were laughing and talking on the other side of the room, isolated in their own
world. Tony talked with Scudder for a while about why Scudder had built his house in such a
remote area. He told Scudder that he, too, liked the idea of being away from the rest of the
world.But now, Tony was getting bored. Scudder and Avery had been talking for some time, and
Tony was ready to go.Tony stood up and announced that he was leaving. Joey and Avery had
already drained most of the wine from the bottles, and Avery had been hitting the toot-a-loo
hard. The party was over and everyone climbed down the ladder.West approached the Javelin
and wiped away the frost that had formed on the windshield. Joey and Teresa resumed their
places in the backseat. Avery stood talking to Scudder as Tony turned the key in the ignition. The
engine complained for a few seconds, then stubbornly cranked. Avery got into the passenger’s
seat and slammed the door.There was only a tiny sliver of moon visible through the barren tree
branches, so Scudder used his flashlight to guide Tony in backing up. Tony put the Javelin in
gear. The car rolled about two feet—and died. For a couple of minutes, Tony sat in the car,
pumping the gas pedal and turning the ignition switch. Tony’s efforts were futile; the Javelin had
no intention of starting.“Well,” said Tony, “looks like we might have to spend the night up here.”“If
it’s the battery, we can jump it off with my Jeep,” Charles replied.“It’ll crank up here in a minute,”
Tony nodded. “It’s flooded. I just need to let it rest.”Avery looked at Tony and said, “I’m going back
up here and warm up.” With that, Scudder and Avery returned to the Pink Room. Tony lit a
cigarette.“I’m freezin’ out here,” said Teresa. “Are we going back into the barn with them?”“In a
minute,” Tony replied. “I think ole’ Avery’s up there gettin’ him a head.”Joey chuckled. Teresa
folded her arms and said, “Y’all are talkin’ nasty.”Tony looked over in the passenger side
floorboard. He could see the wooden stock of the rifle, but the toot-a-loo was gone. He looked
back at Joey and said, “Is that jug back there with y’all?”“Uh-uh,” said Joey.“I reckon Avery took it
back upstairs,” said West. “I guess he’s plannin’ on stayin’ for a while.”Tony, Joey, and Teresa got
out of the car and rejoined Scudder and Brock in the Pink Room. The party picked up where it
had left off. Both Tony and Avery were hitting the toot-a-loo hard. Avery was standing near one of
the mattresses. He kept huffing the toot-a-loo until he was on his knees, mucous dripping from
his nostrils.Tony had resumed his place on the mattress, and was lying on his side, leaning on
one elbow as he talked to Scudder. Avery watched them talking for a moment, then opened the
trapdoor.“Where you going?” asked Joey.Avery replied, “I’m going to get some more toot-a-loo.



We’re running out.”“No we ain’t, man. Look. We got a whole jug full.”“It’s almost empty. I got some
more in the car.”Avery went down the ladder.Charles and Tony continued their conversation.
Tony was asking Scudder about a silver medallion which hung from a chain around Scudder’s
neck. Scudder looked over and saw Avery rising from the opening in the floor—grasping the rifle.
Scudder chuckled, made a mock gun with his finger and thumb and said, “Bang, bang.” Dr.
Scudder returned to his conversation with Tony. Avery placed the rifle in the corner, allowing it to
rest against the wall.Scudder was explaining the significance of his silver medallion to Tony.
Avery moved closer to Scudder. Tony reached over and pulled Scudder’s medallion toward him,
but was having difficulty seeing the medallion’s details because of the dim light. Scudder stood
up and said, “We’re in too much shadow for you to see what I’m referring to. I’ll turn up the light
and you’ll see what I mean.”Dr. Scudder walked over to the kerosene lamp to adjust the flame.
Suddenly, Avery pulled the hunting knife from his boot and lunged at Scudder, grabbing him by
the hair on the back of his head and violently throwing him face down on the mattress. Brock
pressed the knife against Scudder’s neck and shouted, “Don’t move or I swear to God I’ll cut
your throat!”Scudder was caught so off guard that he thought Brock was role playing. He and
Brock had been intimate on previous occasions, and Scudder assumed that this performance
was in relation to something they had done before. “Okay,” said Scudder. “What kind of game do
you want to play? I’ll play your game.”“This ain’t no damn game,” Brock replied as he pressed his
knee into Scudder’s back. Tony West grabbed the rifle and held it on Scudder. Brock began
stabbing the mattress with the knife. He dragged the blade across the pink and white striped
sheet, making indentations which he then tore into strips of cloth. Brock cut slits in the cuffs of
Scudder’s coat sleeves and threaded a cloth strip through the slits. Tony joined in and began
binding Scudder’s ankles with the strips of cloth.Joey and Teresa were horrified. Teresa began to
cry. “What are y’all doin’ to him?” she said. “Stop it!”Tony hollered, “Shut up, Teresa!”Scudder
looked up at her and said, “Teresa, are you okay?”Wells replied to Scudder, “You’d just better
worry about yourself!”West and Brock began to interrogate Scudder.“What’s your name?” said
West.Scudder looked at him and said, “Charles.”“Who else is in the house?”“Just Joe.”“Joe? Joe
and who else?”“What?”“You got some dogs over there, too. Right?”“Yes.”Brock pulled Scudder
toward him and said, “How much money do you got in that house?”“Money? We haven’t got any
money.”“Don’t lie to me, you queer!”“Listen,” said Scudder. “I will help you boys in any way I can.
All of this is unnecessary.”Brock shoved Scudder.Teresa was hysterical. “Stop it! You’re hurting
him!” she cried.Tony scowled at Teresa and yelled, “Sit down and shut up!”Teresa panicked. She
and Joey darted for the hatch and quickly climbed down the ladder. Tony, still securing
Scudder’s bonds, shouted for them to come back.Teresa and Joey reached the ground floor of
the chicken house. They pushed open the wooden door and bolted down the dirt road. Seconds
later, Tony stormed from the chicken house, brandishing the rifle. Teresa and Joey were
concealed by the Corpsewood darkness—but Tony knew where they were. There was only one
way out, and it was down Dead Horse Road. Tony heard their footsteps on the frozen dirt.“Joey!
Teresa! Come back!”When the couple did not acknowledge him, Tony became more enraged,



shouting, “By God if I have to come after you, I’ll shoot you both and leave you up here! I don’t
want to hurt you, but I will if I have to!”A sharp pop echoed through the mountains as Tony fired
the rifle once through the trees. Teresa and Joey then heard the thud of Tony’s angry, stomping
footsteps quickly advancing toward them in the darkness. The teenagers were miles from
civilization, and they were out of options. The pair surrendered.“All right, man, all right!” Joey
hollered. “Don’t shoot! We’re coming back.”Joey and Teresa walked slowly toward Tony. Teresa
was trembling, and still sniffling from crying.“What the hell, man?” said Joey.“I couldn’t help it,”
said Tony. “Avery just…does things. He don’t think about it.”“Tony, you don’t need all of this on
you, man. Come on. You just got out of prison for shooting Kenneth. If y’all rob these guys, they'll
send you back to prison.”“It’s too late now.”“Naw, it ain’t too late! If we leave now, that'll be the
end of it. That guy ain’t gonna say nothin’ about this. He’ll figure everybody was just high and got
a little out of control.”“I don’t know.”“You heard him. Even after y’all tied him up he was saying he
would help you any way he could.”Tony took a deep breath and exhaled. He slowly nodded and
mumbled, “I don't know. Maybe.”West motioned toward the Javelin and said, “Let’s get in the car.
I need to think about this.”Joey and Teresa climbed into the backseat. Although it was freezing,
Teresa no longer complained about the cold. She remained silent, tears still forming in her hazel
teenage eyes.West placed the rifle in the floor next to him and lit a cigarette. He then handed the
pack to Joey. The three of them sat quietly in the frozen car and smoked Marlboros. Finally, Tony
said, “All right. Let’s holler at Avery and get out of here.”A wave of relief washed over Joey and
Teresa.Tony inserted the key into the ignition and turned the switch. The starter made an anemic
whirring sound—then fell silent. He turned the key once again, this time hearing nothing but a
faint clicking noise. Tony gently nodded. He shifted his eyes to the rearview mirror, nudging it
slightly to confirm that Joey’s and Teresa’s eyes saw his.“You see?” said West. “This was meant
to happen.”The cold anger returned to Tony’s voice. He grabbed the rifle from the passenger’s
seat and ordered Joey and Teresa out of the car and back to the chicken house. Moments
later, Tony, Joey, and Teresa had rejoined Brock and Scudder in the Pink Room. Avery was
tightening the bonds around Scudder’s feet.Joey Wells once again tried to end the nightmare
that was unfolding. “Why are y’all doing this?” asked Wells.“I’ll tell you why we’re doing this!”
Brock replied. “Because this son-of-a-bitch is getting paid back. He knows why.”“Paid back for
what?” asked Wells.“He tricked me—forced me to have sex with him.”“Come on, y’all,” said
Wells. “Let’s just cut him loose. He ain’t gonna say nothing.”“You just don’t get it,” said Brock.
“This is a way of life!”“You got that right,” West added. “There’s just some things in life you gotta
do to get by.”As Tony stood holding the rifle, Avery said, “Go down to the house and get the other
one.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. You do it.”“I should have known that.”“What?”“Man, I
gotta do everything myself.”Avery snatched the rifle from Tony and said, “You ain’t got the guts to
kill nobody, anyway.” Avery then handed the hunting knife to Tony.With the rifle in hand, Brock
disappeared down the dark hatch. There was an uneasy silence in the Pink Room. West then
stuck the point of the knife near Scudder’s face and said, “Have y’all got any guns?”Scudder
quietly replied, “No.”* * *Avery Brock skulked in the darkness outside the green doors of the



Corpsewood Manor kitchen. He observed Joey Odom through a small sliding window to the left
of the green doors. Odom was in the process of cleaning up after supper. An iron skillet
containing remnants of food sat on the stove, but Odom was waiting for the stove top to cool
down before scraping the contents from the pan. It may have been freezing outside, but the
wood burning stove—combined with Dr. Scudder’s insulated walls—made the kitchen as stifling
as a brick oven. Odom removed his shirt and tossed it over his shoulder. He picked up some of
the leftovers from the table and opened the refrigerator door.Brock quickly moved over to the
green wooden doors and tapped on the glass with the barrel of the rifle. “Get the dogs and come
out here!” Brock shouted. Odom turned and moved toward the doors, his eyeglasses dangling
from an elastic strap around his neck.Joey’s eyesight was poor and he could not decipher the
blurred image that lurked in the darkness outside the glass. Odom raised his eyeglasses above
his ragged black beard and focused. When Odom realized that someone had a gun pointed at
him, he panicked and turned to run away. Brock frantically fired shots through the glass, striking
Odom twice in the head and once in the upper left arm. Brock continued firing as Joey stumbled
through the brick archway toward the foyer. One of the bullets struck and shattered a wall-
mounted kerosene lamp, sending it crashing to the kitchen floor.The melee alerted the dogs,
and they began barking loudly. Brock kicked open the kitchen doors and pursued the mortally
wounded Joey Odom into the dining room. The two English mastiffs appeared in the archway
that led from the study. Brock fired shots into the dogs, backing them off. A pool of blood was
spreading from the fallen Joey Odom, who now crawled on his belly, straining to pull himself
across the brick and concrete floor. In the study, the dogs cried and bellowed in pain. Brock
walked around the dining room table, pointed the rifle at Odom’s head, and fired twice more.His
adrenalin pumping, Brock hurried through the wafting gun smoke and ran back through the
kitchen.Up in the Pink Room, the others had heard the commotion. Joey Wells had heard Brock
shouting, and then the gunshots and glass breaking. Teresa had heard the dogs barking, and
then crying out in pain. Scudder sat stone-faced; the surreal events around him were
incomprehensible.The ladder began to shake and rattle as Brock made his way back to the Pink
Room. He was panting as he climbed from the hatch. “Okay,” said Brock, “I got him. I put two
bullets in his head and I killed the dogs.”Scudder sat quietly and stared at the floor as Avery put
a gag in Scudder’s mouth. It appeared to Teresa that the professor was in shock.“We can go
down there now,” said Brock.West and Brock decided that they would all go into the house
together, but that Scudder would remain bound. However, as the two criminals began moving
Scudder toward the hatch, they surmised that Scudder’s feet would have to be untied for this to
succeed. Grasping the hunting knife, Brock cut the bonds from Scudder’s ankles. Brock then
climbed down the ladder to the second floor. Since Scudder did not have the use of his hands,
West steadied Scudder’s shoulders from the third floor hatch. Dr. Scudder then slowly climbed
down the ladder to the second floor, where Brock was waiting to take hold of him. West then
climbed down to the second floor, and Brock climbed down to the ground floor, where the
process was repeated.Once Brock and West had Dr. Scudder on the ground floor, West hollered



up the shaft and told Teresa and Joey to come down. They had tried to run away once and West
was making sure they would not have another opportunity.The five of them walked through the
brick archway of the chicken house and down the dirt driveway toward Corpsewood. Dr.
Scudder, hands tied behind his back and a gag in his mouth, was first. Brock walked behind
Scudder, giving him an occasional push. Joey Wells and Teresa were next, with West following
up the rear carrying the rifle.Upon reaching the green doors, Scudder stopped. He stared at the
broken glass in the kitchen doors. Brock pushed open the doors and shoved Scudder
inside.Teresa looked down and saw the trails of blood on the kitchen floor. She covered her
mouth with her hand. “There’s a bunch of blood in here,” said Brock, “but don’t be afraid of it.”
And indeed, there was a lot of blood. In addition to Joey Odom's blood, the injured dogs had
trailed blood all over the floor.When Scudder arrived at the archway that led to the dining room,
he froze. A few feet away lay Joey Odom, his shirtless form sprawled out on the cold floor. Joey’s
precious blood was pooled throughout the room, draining from his head. In his right hand, Joey
clutched his wadded shirt close to his body, the cloth growing red and moist as it soaked in a
pool of blood. Joey was gone.Through the gag in his mouth, Teresa heard Dr. Scudder’s muffled
scream of abject terror. Scudder hung his head, shaking it back and forth. Brock pulled
Scudder’s hair, forcing his head back upright. Teresa began to cry. A man she had only met that
evening, a kind man she knew only as Charles, was grieving. But even now, Charles would not
be permitted to mourn his dearest friend.“Just step over him,” said Brock.They walked around
Odom’s lifeless body and entered the study. As Tony West stepped through the archway, one of
the dogs growled at him. West looked to his left and saw one of the bleeding dogs moving next
to a wood stove. West quickly swung the rifle up and shot the dog several times. The proud
mastiff sank to the stone floor, rolled on its side, and was silent. West then fired shots into the
other dog to make sure it was dead.Brock and West pushed Dr. Scudder down onto the sofa.
Teresa began backing away.“Where do you think you’re going?” said West.“It’s just so hot in
here,” said Teresa. “I feel sick. I’m going to wait outside. I’ll just sit at that picnic table outside
—”“No. You’re stayin’ right here with the rest of us. Sit down.”Joey Wells took Teresa by the hand
and led her to a wooden chair near the antique desk. Joey sat in the chair and Teresa sat on his
lap.Brock and West resumed bullying Scudder. West pulled down Scudder’s gag, then got in
Scudder’s face and said, “I’m gonna ask you again. Where’s the money?”Scudder was
distraught. He strained to see Odom in the dining room, but West was blocking his view.“I’ve told
you,” said Scudder. “We don’t have any money!”“Stop lying to us, you damn queer!”West
grabbed Scudder by the lapels of his coat and pulled him closer. “Where’s your soldering iron?”
West demanded. The question seemed so bizarre to Scudder that it momentarily distracted him
from the horror he was facing.“Where’s my what?” Scudder replied.“You heard me! Where’s your
soldering iron?”“Why would I have a soldering iron?” said Scudder. “We don’t have any
electricity!”West’s and Brock’s ranting continued for several minutes. They pulled the gag out of
Scudder’s mouth, shouted a question, and then slid the gag back into place. Scudder sat on the
sofa, his hands bound behind his back. He stared at Odom’s lifeless body just beyond the brick



archway, the pools of blood glistening in the flicker of the kerosene flames.Brock went over to
Scudder’s antique desk. Mistaking a decorative wood panel on the front of the desk for a locked
drawer, Brock pried it off. West stood before Scudder, brandishing the rifle. Brock went to the
other side of the desk and began going through the drawers. He found a pair of metal handcuffs
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those folks who’ve consistently had faith in me and supported my efforts, though I gave them
absolutely no reason to do so: Ruth Pinion, John Atamian, Cecelia Nahrwold, Richard Kilroy,
Jayson Victor, and Melanie Mumea—thank you. Like my own family, you are that which is best in
people, and I am blessed to know you all.AcknowledgementsThere have been many occasions
over the past several years when I wished that I had never heard the word ‘Corpsewood.’ I often
dreaded the word—not only because of the atrocities that occurred there—but because of how
much of my own life it had consumed. On its surface the case appeared very simple, but in fact
was deceptively complex.The story contained within these pages is true. Finding the information
required considerably more effort than simply typing words into an Internet search engine; it
involved interviewing people, traveling to places around the world, and sifting through
documents in musty cobweb-covered basements. Some of the conversations are taken from



audio recordings by the participants themselves. Others were recreated from court testimony,
police reports, and interviews with the witnesses.There is an ancient Chinese expression that
says, “The most faded ink is better than the sharpest memory.” Memories change over time;
details become blurred and are transformed into new memories that no longer accurately reflect
the facts. For that reason, when presented with conflicting information, I chose to go with what
the witness said at the time of the event and not what they remembered thirty-three years later—
unless the new information was supported by the evidence. By no means am I implying that any
witness is being untruthful; we simply remember details differently with the passage of time. It
goes with being human.I am eternally grateful to the people who have so generously given me
their time as I assembled this enormous puzzle. Many of those who’ve assisted me are
inherently private persons and have asked to remain anonymous. Their wishes are honored, but
I am, nevertheless, indebted to them.Thank you, Cheryl and Sonny Durham, and Joan and
Bruce Poole, for allowing me to enter your lives and be a part of your inner circle. Your trust and
your friendship are debts that I cannot repay in ten lifetimes. Charles and Joey chose their
friends well.I will be forever grateful for the help of Teresa Lynn Hudgins. You placed your trust in
me though I had asked the unthinkable: for you to relive a nightmare. Thank you for your
friendship and taking the journey with me. You’ll forever be a heroine in my book.I’d like to
express my gratitude to Judge Ralph Van Pelt, Jr., William Benjamin Ballenger, Clifton “Skip”
Patty, Jr., Lann Cordle, Carlton Vines, Gary W. McConnell, Arch Farrar, Jr., Albert Palmour,
Judge Jon Payne, and Bobby Lee Cook, Sr. Thank you, gentlemen, for providing information and
perspectives that could not have been found otherwise.I am grateful to the ladies in the clerk’s
office at the Chattooga County Courthouse for their unwavering patience: Debbie Floyd, Doris
Allen, and Janet Schram.It would be criminal of me if I failed to thank those kind folks in Warren
County, Mississippi for their incredible hospitality, particularly Sheriff Martin Pace, Jay
Mackenzie, Jerry Campbell, and District Attorney Ricky Smith. Frank Campbell was a lucky man,
indeed.I am humbled by the generosity of The Summerville News for allowing me to ask endless
questions as I haunted their archives. Thanks Gene Espy, Jason Espy, and James Espy.Thank
you, Iris Mattila, for making Kirby Phelps a real person and not just a name in a newspaper.In
Chicago, thanks to Dr. Alex Karczmar and Dr. Michael Collins for your insights and for giving me
a glimpse into the academic landscape that Charles inhabited.Sylvester Evans, I am grateful for
the perspectives that only you could have provided. Thanks for your help.Pam Purcell, thank you
for your candor. Little did you know how you piqued my interest to embark on this odyssey.Thank
you, Jeanne Dicks, Jimmy Fiumefreddo, John Fiumefreddo, Joe Fiumefreddo, and Nicole
Strawser, for letting me experience the powerful family ties that bound Joey Odom. The strength
of your family runs through your veins and honors those who are no longer with us.And finally, to
those folks who’ve consistently had faith in me and supported my efforts, though I gave them
absolutely no reason to do so: Ruth Pinion, John Atamian, Cecelia Nahrwold, Richard Kilroy,
Jayson Victor, and Melanie Mumea—thank you. Like my own family, you are that which is best in
people, and I am blessed to know you all.CHAPTER ONEDecember 16th, 1982Raymond



Williams felt the crunch of the frozen ground as he stepped from his pickup truck. The frigid
mountain breeze rustled the remaining dead leaves that had failed to escape their branches.The
brisk morning air was not unusual. It was mid-December, and Raymond was in the remote
mountains of northwest Georgia, surrounded by the Chattahoochee National Forest. He
expected the mountains of Chattooga County to be cold, but the chill that Raymond felt was
unrelated to the icy wind that numbed his fingers.A few yards away, within a clearing in the
forest, stood Corpsewood—the home of Dr. Charles Scudder and Joey Odom.Raymond began
walking toward the unique brick and mortar structure. Conjured from Scudder’s own imagination,
the two-story house had been built in an oblong shape, like an old-fashioned bathtub. Four
vertical rows of glass blocks had been incorporated into the curved portions at each end of the
house to serve as diminutive windows. The house was crowned with a steep black roof from
which four brick chimneys sprouted.It had always impressed Raymond that Charles and Joey
had built the house themselves. He was amazed—not because the house was a marvel of
engineering—but because Charles and Joey had never laid a brick before in their lives. True,
there was some crudity in the construction; the uneven rows of bricks slathered with rough
mortar betrayed the neophyte masons as amateurs. But what Corpsewood lacked in skilled
craftsmanship it made up for by its sheer audacity. After all, the house was completely off the
grid. It had no electricity, telephone, or running water. And that was by design.Raymond glanced
up at the four dormant chimneys that silhouetted the cold December sky. Two of the chimneys
were decorated with ceramic pentagrams. The morning was cold as hell, and Raymond knew
that there should have been plumes of smoke rising from those chimneys. As he moved closer to
the low mountain stone wall, he realized something else was missing: Scudder’s Jeep. The 1976
CJ5 was always parked in the spot near the back of the house, where Raymond now stood. Like
everything else associated with Dr. Scudder, the Jeep had its own uniqueness. Painted entirely
black, it had a metal top, a side-mounted spare tire, and an inverted white star emblazoned on
both doors. Each five-pointed star was enclosed within a white painted circle. At first glance, one
might take the Jeep to be of military origin. But a closer inspection revealed that those stars—
like the ceramic chimney tiles—were pentagrams.The absence of the Jeep worried Raymond
Williams. Charles only left Taylor’s Ridge once a month to purchase supplies in the valley.
Raymond had circled by the house the previous afternoon, but when he saw that the Jeep was
gone he had assumed that Charles was out making his monthly supply run. Raymond had
driven away without ever getting out of his truck. But he was out of his truck now, and he was
alarmed by what he was seeing. The black metal storm door was wide open, revealing a pair of
green swinging doors that led to the kitchen. Gusts of frozen wind tugged on the wooden doors,
teasingly pushing them open slightly, then releasing them. The top portions of the green doors
contained clear glass windows. What Raymond saw in the glass chilled him more than the
December air he breathed. Bullet holes.Raymond hurried back to his truck. Corpsewood was
five miles east of Trion, but there was a telephone a bit closer. He made the three mile drive
down the rutted, unpaved logging roads until he reached the house of Mr. and Mrs.



Hammonds.Fifty-one-year-old Raymond Leroy Williams was a lifelong resident of Trion.
Everyone knew Raymond, but they called him by his nickname, Little Goob. It was almost nine
o’clock on a Thursday morning and Mrs. Hammonds was surprised to see Raymond
Williams.“Hey,” Raymond said, politely.“Well good mornin’,” answered Mrs. Hammonds. She
turned to her husband and said, “It’s Goob.” Mr. Hammonds saw Raymond and replied, “Ohhh.
You mean Little Goob.” It was an important distinction; Raymond’s daddy was Big Goob.The
screen door creaked as Mrs. Hammonds pushed it open. Raymond entered. “I need to use your
phone.”Mr. Hammonds approached. “What you doin’ out so early, Goob?”“I need to call the
sheriff. I was just up at Charles’ and Joey’s house.”“The castle?”“Yeah. Their Jeep’s missin’ and
there’s bullet holes in the doors.”Half an hour later, Raymond Williams waited in his pickup truck
near the top of Taylor’s Ridge. His truck was parked on Mountain View Road, just a few feet from
where the pavement ended and the hard-packed dirt logging road began.In Raymond’s rearview
mirror, a Chattooga County Sheriff’s car rounded the wooded curve. It had been dispatched from
nearby Summerville, the county seat of Chattooga County. As the vehicle slowed to a stop next
to Raymond’s truck, a second sheriff’s car appeared.Raymond approached the first car, driven
by Sheriff’s Deputy Greg Latta. At only twenty-one years of age, Latta was already a two year
veteran of the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Department. Latta rolled down the window and said,
“You the one that called?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “It’s up there at Dr. Scudder’s.”“You mean
the one they call the devil-worshipper house?”Raymond shrugged. “It’s the brick house up there
‘bout a mile or two. It’s the only house up there.”“We’ve patrolled out there before. I know where it
is. You wanna follow us up there?”Raymond looked at the ground for a moment. “Well sir, to tell
you the truth, I’d rather not. I got a bad feelin’ about it.”“All right. We’ll check it out. Thank you,
sir.”Latta accelerated past Raymond, followed by Deputy Charles Starkey in the second car.
Raymond nodded to the deputies and said, “I appreciate it” as he watched the police cars
diminish down the rocky dirt road.* * *Charles Lee Scudder had moved to Chattooga
County in 1977. Although he was referred to by many of the locals as “the professor,” his title was
legitimate. Dr. Scudder had been an associate professor of pharmacology at Loyola University’s
Stritch School of Medicine in Chicago.Scudder’s friend and companion, Joey Odom, had been
with Scudder since 1959. The forty-four-year-old Odom had been Scudder’s housekeeper and
cook back in Chicago. With Scudder’s three sons now grown, Odom had migrated south with the
professor.It had been a dramatic change in lifestyle. Dr. Scudder tendered his resignation from
Loyola University on October 6th, 1976—his 50th birthday. Scudder sold his turn-of-the-century
era mansion on Chicago’s West Side and moved, figuratively, to the middle of nowhere. The
place didn’t even have a name. The property Scudder had purchased was forty acres of
undeveloped raw wilderness—as was the land that surrounded it for countless miles. There
were no utility services of any kind, including electricity or water.Scudder and Odom had made
the journey from Chicago in the dead of winter. They packed all that they could carry in the Jeep
and the small travel camper it towed. Scudder had brought only what he deemed most essential,
which included Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs.Back when Scudder had



first explored the property, he had discovered the path blocked by the rotting carcass of a dead
horse. Citing that “every tradition has a genesis,” Scudder dubbed the path to his property Dead
Horse Road.Using only hand tools and a chainsaw, the two middle-aged men engaged in
backbreaking labor—clearing a patch of land deep within the interior of the forest where they
would eventually build their castle, or what Scudder referred to as an “early European-style
home.”The place still didn’t have a name, but that all changed when Scudder erected a mailbox
on the logging road a half mile from his house. The postal service designated the property:
Route 1, Box 589. It was not really a name, of course, but a mailing address—one that Dr.
Scudder found exceedingly dry and boring. In keeping with his own sense of individualism,
Scudder embraced the old English custom of house naming.According to tradition, the name
one selects for the house is usually descriptive of some feature of the house or property.
Scudder knew that a name like Four Chimneys or Rose Cottage would never do. The name
Moldavia wasn’t bad, but it had belonged to a house once occupied by Edgar Allan Poe. And
though Scudder lived in Georgia, his “early European-style home” was certainly no
Tara.Scudder once again drew inspiration from the dead horse he had found on his property.
Because the corpse had been discovered amongst the hardwood trees, Scudder coined the
name Corpsewood.* * *Deputies Latta and Starkey negotiated the winding dirt driveway that
cut through the dark mountain woods; the driving path Scudder called “Dead Horse Road.” As
they rounded the final curve, the officers entered an area that had been thinned of its trees. To
the right, mountain stone had been stacked to define the edge of the path. Affixed to a poplar
tree at the entrance of the estate was a sign made from a wooden plank. Painted in Old English
lettering, the sign warned: Beware of the Thing.Rising from the forest ahead was a three-story
wooden structure. Although it resembled a watchtower, Scudder and Odom had built it to serve
as a chicken house. Thirty yards from the chicken house stood the brick manor, its bullet-riddled
doors exactly as Raymond Williams had described.Latta and Starkey emerged from their patrol
cars. They had, indeed, patrolled the area on previous occasions—but never on foot. The
deputies knew that Scudder and Odom owned two English mastiffs. Weighing in at around 160
pounds each, local legend stated that the dogs were trained to kill.The officers moved toward
the house. On either side of the deputies were two circular brick outbuildings, approximately
eight feet in height. Mounted on top of these cylindrical brick buildings were classical stone
grotesques, sculptures representing Autumn Man and Green Man.Finally, the deputies arrived at
the green wooden doors. There were no doorknobs, just metal handles affixed to each door. The
deputies peered through the broken glass and into the murky interior.“Hello! Sheriff’s
department!” Latta shouted.The eerie silence within the house was unbroken. The officers slowly
pushed open one of the wooden doors. Careful not to disturb the shards of glass and the shell
casings that glistened on the cold ground, they entered the manor.Once inside the house, the
officers found themselves in a very dark kitchen. Aside from the kitchen doors, the only light in
the room was provided by the glass block windows in the curved wall to the right. There was just
enough filtered light for the deputies to see their breath as they moved into the room. To their left



sat a rusty metal pail, half-filled with icy water. Resting in the bottom of the bucket was a dead
rat.Near the bucket, against the left wall, stood a cast iron stove. A skillet containing the
congealed remnants of a recently prepared meal sat on the cold metal surface.As their eyes
adjusted to the dim light, the officers began to make out details. A round wooden table stood in
the middle of the kitchen. Suspended above the dark brown table was an old wagon wheel.
Curiously, three wishbones straddled the spokes of the wheel. It was obvious to the lawmen that
the kitchen had been ransacked; cupboard doors were ajar and canisters were strewn about. A
dutch oven sat on the table, covered in flour. Off to the right, a refrigerator stood with its door
wide open.The dark interior of Corpsewood was immune to the morning sun. The beam from a
flashlight revealed a blackened human skull mounted on the wall directly ahead. The bitter cold
stung their nostrils, but the deputies noticed something else in the air; a powerful, unique stench
that was not diluted by the cold—a mixture of soot and dogs and death.Affixed to the wall to the
left were two kerosene lamps. One of the lamps had been shattered, the remains of its white
ceramic shade rested on the floor. Anemic shafts of light appeared through the glass block
windows. On the dusty cement floor, the officers observed a trail of dried blood. The blood
spatter trailed to the left, through a brick archway that led to a darker chamber.Peering through
the brick archway, the officers bore witness to a waking nightmare. In the shadows of the foyer
ahead lay a dark mass. It was the body of a man. Clad only in blue jeans and hiking boots, the
shirtless corpse was sprawled out on the concrete floor. The Caucasian dead man rested on his
right side, clutching a wad of blood-soaked cloth in his hand. His thick dark hair and long black
beard were matted to the floor in a large pool of coagulated blood.The beam from Latta’s
flashlight revealed a coating of dried blood and gore that obscured the face of Joey Odom.The
body was lying just inches from the front door of the house—the door that led to a brick gazebo
where Odom and Scudder had enjoyed their morning tea. Five feet above Odom’s remains were
two stained glass windows depicting spiders. The colorful stained glass—a hobby of Dr.
Scudder’s—refracted the morning sunlight and bathed the horrendous scene in an eerie
magenta glow. Near Odom’s head, spent bullet casings glinted in the faint light. The casings
were suspended in a pool of dried blood that was as thick as candle wax.A couple of feet
beyond Odom’s body, a second brick archway led to another dark room in the house. The
deputies cautiously stepped around the body of Joey Odom. Within the gloom of the chamber
beyond lurked the specter of a new horror. A second body.Like Odom, the second body was a
white male. As the officers moved closer, they saw that this body was also dressed in faded
jeans and hiking boots. The victim wore an olive-colored suede winter coat. The man’s arms had
been bound behind his back with a pink and white striped cloth material. He rested on his right
side, bent at the waist with his outstretched legs forming an “L” shape within the blackish pools of
blood. The victim’s face was turned away from the officers; they could not see his features,
except for the wavy blond hair—and the gag that had been used to suppress his final words.
They had located the body of Charles Scudder.The room that contained the body of Dr. Scudder
appeared to be a study and living room. It looked like a set from an old Hammer horror movie.



There were shelves of books that stretched from floor to ceiling. An ornate antique desk sat in
the curved portion of the room. The desk was cluttered with kerosene lamps and piles of papers.
Cans of glaze and colored glass beads, the debris from one of Scudder’s stained glass projects,
littered the work area. On the corner of the desk—as though grinning at the deputies—was a
human skull.Scudder’s body was lying in front of a small bookcase. Behind his body, two
wooden drawers had been pulled from the base of the bookcase and had been rifled through. To
the left of the small bookcase was a brown and beige plaid sofa, splattered with blood. Two glass
pint bottles containing an orange liquid were lying on the couch.The deputies carefully stepped
over Scudder’s legs to examine the scene. On the opposite side of the room was an old
grandfather clock. On top of the dusty clock—as if observing the macabre scene—was another
human skull.One of the officers detected something in the darkest corner of the room. A sweep
of the flashlight revealed a cast iron wood stove. Curled around the stove—motionless—were
the two English mastiffs. Dried streams of blood pointed to the bullet holes that had ended their
lives.The icy December wind began to animate the branches of the trees. Like the arms of a
marionette, the limbs of the trees danced about, their skeletal fingers casting shadow puppets
on the bloodstained floors of Corpsewood Manor.Deputies Starkey and Latta walked back into
the foyer area. Next to Odom’s body was a cheap, laminated dining room table; the simulated
wood veneer separating around the edges. Two wooden chairs were on either side of the table,
giving the foyer a feeling of claustrophobia—an easy task for a chamber barely eight feet
wide.The table seemed oddly out of place in the house. If the table was incongruous, it was
because it was so common, so ordinary. It stood in conflict with the impressive antiques and
unique objects that surrounded it.At the opposite end of the foyer was another brick archway.
Stone steps within the archway spiraled to the right, leading to the second floor of the house.A
pair of unique oil paintings, another hobby of the multifaceted Dr. Scudder, flanked the entrance
to the spiral stairs. The painting to the left was a stylized image of a male fetus in a womb. The
features of the fetus were distorted, its anatomy deliberately out of proportion. To the right was a
rendering of the same baby, its position reversed as though it were mirrored, but now depicted
as a skeleton in its grave.The spiral stone steps gave the house the look and feel of a medieval
castle. As the deputies ascended the stairway, they observed dried bloody shoe prints on the
stone steps.Upon reaching the second floor landing, the officers were greeted by a colorful
stained glass window to their left. The image in the glass was that of a human skull, surrounded
by coils of snakes. To the right of the landing was another stained glass creation used as a
decoration. Suspended by a wrought iron stand, this work featured a pentagram, three feet in
diameter, with a goat’s head in the center.Whereas the floor downstairs was comprised of bricks
covered with concrete, the second floor was constructed of dusty wooden planks. Two wooden
trunks, both painted fire engine red, sat on either side of the upstairs hall. Directly ahead, at the
end of the hall, stood two wooden double doors, painted in the same red hue as the trunks. A
pair of stained glass windows depicting houseflies flanked the red doors. Beyond those doors, a
wooden bridge led outside the house and onto a brick gazebo, where a stone gargoyle stood



guard. The gargoyle had been painted pink.The second story mirrored the layout of the first floor.
On either side of the red doors at the end of the hall were two brick archways, one to the east
and one to the west. Each of the arched openings led to a room.Passing through the archway on
the right, the officers found themselves in the west bedroom—Joey Odom’s room. Unlike the
somewhat medieval feel of the rest of the house, this room seemed non-threatening, almost
feminine. An antique dresser sat at the far end of the room. In contrast to the skulls and death
images found elsewhere in the house, the dresser was decorated with perfume bottles, delicate
glass objects, and a small toy koala bear.Various antiques were positioned throughout the room,
including an old spinning wheel and an ancient foot-operated Singer sewing machine. Next to
the twin bed was a wooden hoop barrel that served as a table. On the floor near the barrel was a
broken kerosene lamp.The room had been ransacked. Drawers had been pulled out of the
antique cabinets and their contents strewn on the floor. Clothes had been torn from an old trunk
at the foot of the bed and scattered in the room.Latta and Starkey now turned their attention to
the final room, the one across the hall.The strange medieval energy that had been absent in the
previous room had returned. It was here, in the bedroom that had belonged to Charles Scudder.
Upon entering the chamber, the eyes were immediately drawn to the impressive Elizabethan
furniture. The cabinets alone dated back to the late 1500s.Scudder’s bedroom was dominated
by a massive canopied bed, also from the Elizabethan era. Constructed from oak, the
headboard and foot posts were intricately carved and decorated. The solid wood canopy bore
the magnificent ornamentation its builders had crafted some four hundred years earlier. Beside
the bed, a sculpture of Quasimodo—the Hunchback of Notre Dame—served as a nightstand.
Resting on the nightstand was a bronze statue of Mephistopheles, the Devil from German
folklore.Against the curved wall in the back of the room, a large wood carving of a dragon figure
was suspended from an overhead beam. The mysterious creature in the sculpture held a large
mirror in its talons. The wings of the sculpture spanned some six feet. It was yet another
magnificent antique in an impressive collection.Indeed, there were some fine pieces in the room,
but the object that commanded the attention of an onlooker was what stood in the far left corner:
a gold-plated harp.This room had also been ransacked. Clothing and other belongings were
scattered across the room. On the floor near the foot of the bed, the officers noted a bloody shoe
print on a faded green pillow. Adjacent to the pillow were some pornographic magazines—
homosexual in nature—also stamped with bloody shoe prints.Having confirmed that there were
no other victims in the house, Latta and Starkey exited Corpsewood Manor and radioed the
sheriff.CHAPTER ONECHAPTER ONEDecember 16th, 1982Raymond Williams felt the crunch
of the frozen ground as he stepped from his pickup truck. The frigid mountain breeze rustled the
remaining dead leaves that had failed to escape their branches.The brisk morning air was not
unusual. It was mid-December, and Raymond was in the remote mountains of northwest
Georgia, surrounded by the Chattahoochee National Forest. He expected the mountains of
Chattooga County to be cold, but the chill that Raymond felt was unrelated to the icy wind that
numbed his fingers.A few yards away, within a clearing in the forest, stood Corpsewood—the



home of Dr. Charles Scudder and Joey Odom.Raymond began walking toward the unique brick
and mortar structure. Conjured from Scudder’s own imagination, the two-story house had been
built in an oblong shape, like an old-fashioned bathtub. Four vertical rows of glass blocks had
been incorporated into the curved portions at each end of the house to serve as diminutive
windows. The house was crowned with a steep black roof from which four brick chimneys
sprouted.It had always impressed Raymond that Charles and Joey had built the house
themselves. He was amazed—not because the house was a marvel of engineering—but
because Charles and Joey had never laid a brick before in their lives. True, there was some
crudity in the construction; the uneven rows of bricks slathered with rough mortar betrayed the
neophyte masons as amateurs. But what Corpsewood lacked in skilled craftsmanship it made
up for by its sheer audacity. After all, the house was completely off the grid. It had no electricity,
telephone, or running water. And that was by design.Raymond glanced up at the four dormant
chimneys that silhouetted the cold December sky. Two of the chimneys were decorated with
ceramic pentagrams. The morning was cold as hell, and Raymond knew that there should have
been plumes of smoke rising from those chimneys. As he moved closer to the low mountain
stone wall, he realized something else was missing: Scudder’s Jeep. The 1976 CJ5 was always
parked in the spot near the back of the house, where Raymond now stood. Like everything else
associated with Dr. Scudder, the Jeep had its own uniqueness. Painted entirely black, it had a
metal top, a side-mounted spare tire, and an inverted white star emblazoned on both doors.
Each five-pointed star was enclosed within a white painted circle. At first glance, one might take
the Jeep to be of military origin. But a closer inspection revealed that those stars—like the
ceramic chimney tiles—were pentagrams.The absence of the Jeep worried Raymond Williams.
Charles only left Taylor’s Ridge once a month to purchase supplies in the valley. Raymond had
circled by the house the previous afternoon, but when he saw that the Jeep was gone he had
assumed that Charles was out making his monthly supply run. Raymond had driven away
without ever getting out of his truck. But he was out of his truck now, and he was alarmed by
what he was seeing. The black metal storm door was wide open, revealing a pair of green
swinging doors that led to the kitchen. Gusts of frozen wind tugged on the wooden doors,
teasingly pushing them open slightly, then releasing them. The top portions of the green doors
contained clear glass windows. What Raymond saw in the glass chilled him more than the
December air he breathed. Bullet holes.Raymond hurried back to his truck. Corpsewood was
five miles east of Trion, but there was a telephone a bit closer. He made the three mile drive
down the rutted, unpaved logging roads until he reached the house of Mr. and Mrs.
Hammonds.Fifty-one-year-old Raymond Leroy Williams was a lifelong resident of Trion.
Everyone knew Raymond, but they called him by his nickname, Little Goob. It was almost nine
o’clock on a Thursday morning and Mrs. Hammonds was surprised to see Raymond
Williams.“Hey,” Raymond said, politely.“Well good mornin’,” answered Mrs. Hammonds. She
turned to her husband and said, “It’s Goob.” Mr. Hammonds saw Raymond and replied, “Ohhh.
You mean Little Goob.” It was an important distinction; Raymond’s daddy was Big Goob.The



screen door creaked as Mrs. Hammonds pushed it open. Raymond entered. “I need to use your
phone.”Mr. Hammonds approached. “What you doin’ out so early, Goob?”“I need to call the
sheriff. I was just up at Charles’ and Joey’s house.”“The castle?”“Yeah. Their Jeep’s missin’ and
there’s bullet holes in the doors.”Half an hour later, Raymond Williams waited in his pickup truck
near the top of Taylor’s Ridge. His truck was parked on Mountain View Road, just a few feet from
where the pavement ended and the hard-packed dirt logging road began.In Raymond’s rearview
mirror, a Chattooga County Sheriff’s car rounded the wooded curve. It had been dispatched from
nearby Summerville, the county seat of Chattooga County. As the vehicle slowed to a stop next
to Raymond’s truck, a second sheriff’s car appeared.Raymond approached the first car, driven
by Sheriff’s Deputy Greg Latta. At only twenty-one years of age, Latta was already a two year
veteran of the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Department. Latta rolled down the window and said,
“You the one that called?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “It’s up there at Dr. Scudder’s.”“You mean
the one they call the devil-worshipper house?”Raymond shrugged. “It’s the brick house up there
‘bout a mile or two. It’s the only house up there.”“We’ve patrolled out there before. I know where it
is. You wanna follow us up there?”Raymond looked at the ground for a moment. “Well sir, to tell
you the truth, I’d rather not. I got a bad feelin’ about it.”“All right. We’ll check it out. Thank you,
sir.”Latta accelerated past Raymond, followed by Deputy Charles Starkey in the second car.
Raymond nodded to the deputies and said, “I appreciate it” as he watched the police cars
diminish down the rocky dirt road.* * *Charles Lee Scudder had moved to Chattooga
County in 1977. Although he was referred to by many of the locals as “the professor,” his title was
legitimate. Dr. Scudder had been an associate professor of pharmacology at Loyola University’s
Stritch School of Medicine in Chicago.Scudder’s friend and companion, Joey Odom, had been
with Scudder since 1959. The forty-four-year-old Odom had been Scudder’s housekeeper and
cook back in Chicago. With Scudder’s three sons now grown, Odom had migrated south with the
professor.It had been a dramatic change in lifestyle. Dr. Scudder tendered his resignation from
Loyola University on October 6th, 1976—his 50th birthday. Scudder sold his turn-of-the-century
era mansion on Chicago’s West Side and moved, figuratively, to the middle of nowhere. The
place didn’t even have a name. The property Scudder had purchased was forty acres of
undeveloped raw wilderness—as was the land that surrounded it for countless miles. There
were no utility services of any kind, including electricity or water.Scudder and Odom had made
the journey from Chicago in the dead of winter. They packed all that they could carry in the Jeep
and the small travel camper it towed. Scudder had brought only what he deemed most essential,
which included Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs.Back when Scudder had
first explored the property, he had discovered the path blocked by the rotting carcass of a dead
horse. Citing that “every tradition has a genesis,” Scudder dubbed the path to his property Dead
Horse Road.Using only hand tools and a chainsaw, the two middle-aged men engaged in
backbreaking labor—clearing a patch of land deep within the interior of the forest where they
would eventually build their castle, or what Scudder referred to as an “early European-style
home.”The place still didn’t have a name, but that all changed when Scudder erected a mailbox



on the logging road a half mile from his house. The postal service designated the property:
Route 1, Box 589. It was not really a name, of course, but a mailing address—one that Dr.
Scudder found exceedingly dry and boring. In keeping with his own sense of individualism,
Scudder embraced the old English custom of house naming.According to tradition, the name
one selects for the house is usually descriptive of some feature of the house or property.
Scudder knew that a name like Four Chimneys or Rose Cottage would never do. The name
Moldavia wasn’t bad, but it had belonged to a house once occupied by Edgar Allan Poe. And
though Scudder lived in Georgia, his “early European-style home” was certainly no
Tara.Scudder once again drew inspiration from the dead horse he had found on his property.
Because the corpse had been discovered amongst the hardwood trees, Scudder coined the
name Corpsewood.* * *Deputies Latta and Starkey negotiated the winding dirt driveway that
cut through the dark mountain woods; the driving path Scudder called “Dead Horse Road.” As
they rounded the final curve, the officers entered an area that had been thinned of its trees. To
the right, mountain stone had been stacked to define the edge of the path. Affixed to a poplar
tree at the entrance of the estate was a sign made from a wooden plank. Painted in Old English
lettering, the sign warned: Beware of the Thing.Rising from the forest ahead was a three-story
wooden structure. Although it resembled a watchtower, Scudder and Odom had built it to serve
as a chicken house. Thirty yards from the chicken house stood the brick manor, its bullet-riddled
doors exactly as Raymond Williams had described.Latta and Starkey emerged from their patrol
cars. They had, indeed, patrolled the area on previous occasions—but never on foot. The
deputies knew that Scudder and Odom owned two English mastiffs. Weighing in at around 160
pounds each, local legend stated that the dogs were trained to kill.The officers moved toward
the house. On either side of the deputies were two circular brick outbuildings, approximately
eight feet in height. Mounted on top of these cylindrical brick buildings were classical stone
grotesques, sculptures representing Autumn Man and Green Man.Finally, the deputies arrived at
the green wooden doors. There were no doorknobs, just metal handles affixed to each door. The
deputies peered through the broken glass and into the murky interior.“Hello! Sheriff’s
department!” Latta shouted.The eerie silence within the house was unbroken. The officers slowly
pushed open one of the wooden doors. Careful not to disturb the shards of glass and the shell
casings that glistened on the cold ground, they entered the manor.Once inside the house, the
officers found themselves in a very dark kitchen. Aside from the kitchen doors, the only light in
the room was provided by the glass block windows in the curved wall to the right. There was just
enough filtered light for the deputies to see their breath as they moved into the room. To their left
sat a rusty metal pail, half-filled with icy water. Resting in the bottom of the bucket was a dead
rat.Near the bucket, against the left wall, stood a cast iron stove. A skillet containing the
congealed remnants of a recently prepared meal sat on the cold metal surface.As their eyes
adjusted to the dim light, the officers began to make out details. A round wooden table stood in
the middle of the kitchen. Suspended above the dark brown table was an old wagon wheel.
Curiously, three wishbones straddled the spokes of the wheel. It was obvious to the lawmen that



the kitchen had been ransacked; cupboard doors were ajar and canisters were strewn about. A
dutch oven sat on the table, covered in flour. Off to the right, a refrigerator stood with its door
wide open.The dark interior of Corpsewood was immune to the morning sun. The beam from a
flashlight revealed a blackened human skull mounted on the wall directly ahead. The bitter cold
stung their nostrils, but the deputies noticed something else in the air; a powerful, unique stench
that was not diluted by the cold—a mixture of soot and dogs and death.Affixed to the wall to the
left were two kerosene lamps. One of the lamps had been shattered, the remains of its white
ceramic shade rested on the floor. Anemic shafts of light appeared through the glass block
windows. On the dusty cement floor, the officers observed a trail of dried blood. The blood
spatter trailed to the left, through a brick archway that led to a darker chamber.Peering through
the brick archway, the officers bore witness to a waking nightmare. In the shadows of the foyer
ahead lay a dark mass. It was the body of a man. Clad only in blue jeans and hiking boots, the
shirtless corpse was sprawled out on the concrete floor. The Caucasian dead man rested on his
right side, clutching a wad of blood-soaked cloth in his hand. His thick dark hair and long black
beard were matted to the floor in a large pool of coagulated blood.The beam from Latta’s
flashlight revealed a coating of dried blood and gore that obscured the face of Joey Odom.The
body was lying just inches from the front door of the house—the door that led to a brick gazebo
where Odom and Scudder had enjoyed their morning tea. Five feet above Odom’s remains were
two stained glass windows depicting spiders. The colorful stained glass—a hobby of Dr.
Scudder’s—refracted the morning sunlight and bathed the horrendous scene in an eerie
magenta glow. Near Odom’s head, spent bullet casings glinted in the faint light. The casings
were suspended in a pool of dried blood that was as thick as candle wax.A couple of feet
beyond Odom’s body, a second brick archway led to another dark room in the house. The
deputies cautiously stepped around the body of Joey Odom. Within the gloom of the chamber
beyond lurked the specter of a new horror. A second body.Like Odom, the second body was a
white male. As the officers moved closer, they saw that this body was also dressed in faded
jeans and hiking boots. The victim wore an olive-colored suede winter coat. The man’s arms had
been bound behind his back with a pink and white striped cloth material. He rested on his right
side, bent at the waist with his outstretched legs forming an “L” shape within the blackish pools of
blood. The victim’s face was turned away from the officers; they could not see his features,
except for the wavy blond hair—and the gag that had been used to suppress his final words.
They had located the body of Charles Scudder.The room that contained the body of Dr. Scudder
appeared to be a study and living room. It looked like a set from an old Hammer horror movie.
There were shelves of books that stretched from floor to ceiling. An ornate antique desk sat in
the curved portion of the room. The desk was cluttered with kerosene lamps and piles of papers.
Cans of glaze and colored glass beads, the debris from one of Scudder’s stained glass projects,
littered the work area. On the corner of the desk—as though grinning at the deputies—was a
human skull.Scudder’s body was lying in front of a small bookcase. Behind his body, two
wooden drawers had been pulled from the base of the bookcase and had been rifled through. To



the left of the small bookcase was a brown and beige plaid sofa, splattered with blood. Two glass
pint bottles containing an orange liquid were lying on the couch.The deputies carefully stepped
over Scudder’s legs to examine the scene. On the opposite side of the room was an old
grandfather clock. On top of the dusty clock—as if observing the macabre scene—was another
human skull.One of the officers detected something in the darkest corner of the room. A sweep
of the flashlight revealed a cast iron wood stove. Curled around the stove—motionless—were
the two English mastiffs. Dried streams of blood pointed to the bullet holes that had ended their
lives.The icy December wind began to animate the branches of the trees. Like the arms of a
marionette, the limbs of the trees danced about, their skeletal fingers casting shadow puppets
on the bloodstained floors of Corpsewood Manor.Deputies Starkey and Latta walked back into
the foyer area. Next to Odom’s body was a cheap, laminated dining room table; the simulated
wood veneer separating around the edges. Two wooden chairs were on either side of the table,
giving the foyer a feeling of claustrophobia—an easy task for a chamber barely eight feet
wide.The table seemed oddly out of place in the house. If the table was incongruous, it was
because it was so common, so ordinary. It stood in conflict with the impressive antiques and
unique objects that surrounded it.At the opposite end of the foyer was another brick archway.
Stone steps within the archway spiraled to the right, leading to the second floor of the house.A
pair of unique oil paintings, another hobby of the multifaceted Dr. Scudder, flanked the entrance
to the spiral stairs. The painting to the left was a stylized image of a male fetus in a womb. The
features of the fetus were distorted, its anatomy deliberately out of proportion. To the right was a
rendering of the same baby, its position reversed as though it were mirrored, but now depicted
as a skeleton in its grave.The spiral stone steps gave the house the look and feel of a medieval
castle. As the deputies ascended the stairway, they observed dried bloody shoe prints on the
stone steps.Upon reaching the second floor landing, the officers were greeted by a colorful
stained glass window to their left. The image in the glass was that of a human skull, surrounded
by coils of snakes. To the right of the landing was another stained glass creation used as a
decoration. Suspended by a wrought iron stand, this work featured a pentagram, three feet in
diameter, with a goat’s head in the center.Whereas the floor downstairs was comprised of bricks
covered with concrete, the second floor was constructed of dusty wooden planks. Two wooden
trunks, both painted fire engine red, sat on either side of the upstairs hall. Directly ahead, at the
end of the hall, stood two wooden double doors, painted in the same red hue as the trunks. A
pair of stained glass windows depicting houseflies flanked the red doors. Beyond those doors, a
wooden bridge led outside the house and onto a brick gazebo, where a stone gargoyle stood
guard. The gargoyle had been painted pink.The second story mirrored the layout of the first floor.
On either side of the red doors at the end of the hall were two brick archways, one to the east
and one to the west. Each of the arched openings led to a room.Passing through the archway on
the right, the officers found themselves in the west bedroom—Joey Odom’s room. Unlike the
somewhat medieval feel of the rest of the house, this room seemed non-threatening, almost
feminine. An antique dresser sat at the far end of the room. In contrast to the skulls and death



images found elsewhere in the house, the dresser was decorated with perfume bottles, delicate
glass objects, and a small toy koala bear.Various antiques were positioned throughout the room,
including an old spinning wheel and an ancient foot-operated Singer sewing machine. Next to
the twin bed was a wooden hoop barrel that served as a table. On the floor near the barrel was a
broken kerosene lamp.The room had been ransacked. Drawers had been pulled out of the
antique cabinets and their contents strewn on the floor. Clothes had been torn from an old trunk
at the foot of the bed and scattered in the room.Latta and Starkey now turned their attention to
the final room, the one across the hall.The strange medieval energy that had been absent in the
previous room had returned. It was here, in the bedroom that had belonged to Charles Scudder.
Upon entering the chamber, the eyes were immediately drawn to the impressive Elizabethan
furniture. The cabinets alone dated back to the late 1500s.Scudder’s bedroom was dominated
by a massive canopied bed, also from the Elizabethan era. Constructed from oak, the
headboard and foot posts were intricately carved and decorated. The solid wood canopy bore
the magnificent ornamentation its builders had crafted some four hundred years earlier. Beside
the bed, a sculpture of Quasimodo—the Hunchback of Notre Dame—served as a nightstand.
Resting on the nightstand was a bronze statue of Mephistopheles, the Devil from German
folklore.Against the curved wall in the back of the room, a large wood carving of a dragon figure
was suspended from an overhead beam. The mysterious creature in the sculpture held a large
mirror in its talons. The wings of the sculpture spanned some six feet. It was yet another
magnificent antique in an impressive collection.Indeed, there were some fine pieces in the room,
but the object that commanded the attention of an onlooker was what stood in the far left corner:
a gold-plated harp.This room had also been ransacked. Clothing and other belongings were
scattered across the room. On the floor near the foot of the bed, the officers noted a bloody shoe
print on a faded green pillow. Adjacent to the pillow were some pornographic magazines—
homosexual in nature—also stamped with bloody shoe prints.Having confirmed that there were
no other victims in the house, Latta and Starkey exited Corpsewood Manor and radioed the
sheriff.CHAPTER TWOWithin minutes of receiving the call, Sheriff Gary McConnell was on the
scene. At 6’6” and 275 lbs., McConnell was an imposing figure. He had taken over the job when
the previous sheriff—his father—died in office in 1967. Gary McConnell had become sheriff of
Chattooga County at the ripe old age of twenty-three. Now, at thirty-eight years old, he was a
seasoned law enforcement veteran. McConnell’s commanding stature, deep voice, and
receding hairline gave him an air of maturity and respect normally reserved for an older
man.Tony Gilleland soon joined Sheriff McConnell at the scene. Gilleland had been in law
enforcement since 1966, the last two years as Chief Investigator for the Chattooga County
Sheriff’s Department. Tony had been at radio station WGTA when he was summoned to
Corpsewood. In addition to his work as a lawman, Gilleland had a second career as an on air
reporter with the radio station.McConnell and Gilleland conducted a walk-through of the house.
Like the two deputies, they were puzzled by the curious nature of Corpsewood Manor. Driving
along the unpaved logging roads, one would never suspect that the house even existed. The



trees had been cleared by hand. A grass lawn had been planted. Tentacles of ivy clung to the
walls, making the house appear to be something one might see in the English countryside. The
gargoyle on top of the two-story brick gazebo overlooked a quarter acre diameter pond that
Scudder and Odom had been constructing.Two cylindrical brick buildings sat at the rear of the
house. Each of the outbuildings had a black steel door and stained glass windows. One of the
buildings housed a well. It contained a pump for drawing fresh mountain water. The other
cylindrical building enclosed a chemical toilet. Scudder and Odom had buried PVC pipes that
led to a homemade brick septic tank.Walking past one of the brick outbuildings, Tony Gilleland
noticed a refrigerator door that was lying on the ground. He quickly discovered that it was not
only a door—it was an entire refrigerator. It had been buried so that only the door remained
above ground. Gilleland was impressed by the ingenuity of the architects. An old refrigerator had
been converted into a small root cellar.As McConnell surveyed the Corpsewood property, it
occurred to him that all of the surrounding woods were part of the Chattahoochee National
Forest, which was federal land. He wanted to make sure that Corpsewood was actually within his
jurisdiction. McConnell placed a call to the FBI, just to be sure. As it turned out, Charles
Scudder had purchased the only piece of land in the forest that the federal government didn’t
own.Corpsewood was indeed McConnell’s case, but he was still presented with a formidable
challenge. While the sheriff’s department did a good job of enforcing the laws in the county of
23,000 residents, it was clear to McConnell that Chattooga County lacked the resources to
handle a crime with the complexity of Corpsewood. McConnell requested assistance from the
state’s investigative agency—the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.The GBI is not a first
responder organization; a criminal justice agency must first request assistance before the GBI
can open a criminal investigation. As soon as McConnell made the request, GBI agents were
immediately mobilized from their Region One office in Calhoun over in Gordon
County.Corpsewood was not an easy place to find. The never-ending unpaved logging roads
snaked throughout the mountains of northwest Georgia. Some of the GBI agents were given
directions by the sheriff’s department radio dispatcher.Vernon Keenan—Special Agent in
Charge of Region One—quickly arrived and met with Sheriff McConnell. They outlined a
procedure that they would follow in conducting the crime scene investigation. The crime lab
team was en route from Atlanta, and the officers would not take any action until they
arrived.Within minutes, Corpsewood was teeming with law enforcement officers and crime
scene investigators. Before anything in the house was moved or disturbed, the entire crime
scene was photographed. In addition to taking many of the photographs, Special Agent Brad
Bonnell was assigned to create a sketch of the crime scene.Home video cameras were a
relatively new invention. They were so new and so expensive that few people in the area had
ever seen one. However, Sheriff McConnell knew a local man who had access to a video
camera, so he enlisted the man and his friend to videotape the Corpsewood crime scene.The
absence of electricity compounded an already challenging investigation. Gasoline generators
were brought in to provide power for work lights. The harsh incandescent lights blasted the dark



interior of Corpsewood, creating an even more surreal effect as the magnified shadows of
technicians and lawmen moved throughout the manor.Dr. James Byron Dawson, State Medical
Examiner, walked around the bodies of Scudder and Odom, making a preliminary examination
at the scene. The frigid days and nights on the mountain had slowed decomposition, and the
approaching winter ensured that there had been no insect activity.This was not Dr. Dawson’s first
death investigation, nor his first homicide. Dawson had already performed nearly two thousand
autopsies for law enforcement in his medical career. A year earlier, Dawson had been involved in
the investigation of the Atlanta child murders. That case had concluded with the conviction of
Wayne Williams.Evidence technicians recovered numerous latent fingerprints from the crime
scene. In the kitchen, the investigators observed dried blood spatter on the base of the kerosene-
powered refrigerator.The blood trail in the kitchen led to massive pools of blood in the foyer,
where Odom’s body was found. The crime lab technicians collected five .22 caliber casings near
Odom’s body. Bloody shoe prints—stamped in Odom’s blood—tracked into the study. The shoe
print evidence suggested the involvement of multiple suspects.Preliminary observations
indicated that at least one set of bloody tread patterns matched the boots that Scudder was
wearing. A horrifying story was beginning to emerge. It appeared that Odom had been shot first,
and that Scudder had been marched through the house by the assailants.State Crime Lab
Analyst Kelly Fite collected some nineteen spent shell casings from the crime scene. All
appeared to be .22 caliber casings—but from two different weapons. Most of the spent hulls
were from .22 caliber long rifle ammunition, but a few were .22 caliber shorts.The GBI agents
searched the desk in the study. They found numerous personal letters addressed to Scudder
and Odom. On the floor near the desk were various pieces of debris, including pencils, work
gloves—and two hypodermic syringes. Amid the pile of bills on the desk was a canceled check
from the First National Bank of Chattooga County, drawn on the account of Charles L. Scudder
and Joseph Odom. The check was in the amount of ten dollars and was made out to the Church
of Satan.Twenty-six-year-old Ralph Van Pelt, Jr. walked through Corpsewood Manor, surveying
the grisly horrors lying within its walls. Van Pelt was one of the assistant district attorneys for the
Lookout Mountain Judicial Circuit, which was comprised of the counties of Catoosa, Chattooga,
Walker, and Dade.Van Pelt was a native of Chattooga County. He had only recently returned
after obtaining his law degree from the University of Georgia School of Law. Van Pelt knew that if
anyone was ever charged with the Corpsewood murders, he would be involved in the
prosecution.While the crime scene in the house was being processed, other law agents turned
their attention to the three-story wooden tower structure—the chicken house. In keeping with the
theme of the manor house, the entrance to the chicken house also featured a brick
archway.Although currently empty, it was obvious to the investigators that the first floor had at
one time been used to house chickens. A metal ladder, secured to the wall with wire, stretched
up through a rectangular opening in the ceiling. The second floor contained a wine press and
jars of preserved fruits and vegetables. The ladder continued to the third floor, but stopped at a
wooden hatch which had been left open.When the agents arrived on the third floor of the



chicken house, the first thing that struck them was that the room had been painted entirely pink.
There was pink carpet on the floor, along with two mattresses and several pillows. Wadded up
on one of the mattresses was something that was now familiar to the agents—a sheet with pink
and white stripes. It appeared to be the same material that had been used to bind and gag Dr.
Scudder.There was no furniture in the Pink Room. A wood-burning stove sat in one corner.
Because the room had no windows, and the hatch was so narrow, it appeared that the room
must have been completed after the wood stove had been installed.Within Corpsewood Manor,
two homicide victims lay frozen in the positions in which they had died. Although the
investigators suspected that the victims were Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, the bodies had
not yet been officially identified.Around midday, a deputy escorted a young woman to the crime
scene. Twenty-two-year-old Pam Purcell, a reporter from Chattooga County’s only newspaper,
The Summerville News, told GBI Special Agent Charlie Johnson that she had interviewed
Scudder and Odom for an article she had written for the newspaper back in 1978. The article
focused on the two men and the unusual house they had constructed.Scudder told Purcell that
he and Odom had lived on Chicago’s West Side and that he had grown tired of the city and was
sick of people. “Charles said that he wanted to get back to the basics,” said Purcell. “He didn’t
want electricity or telephones.” She told Agent Johnson that Scudder and Odom were respected
in the community and had never caused any problems. “They seemed to be very nice people,”
she said.Pam Purcell told Agent Johnson that local people were always driving up to the house
due to its unusual nature. Purcell said she knew that Scudder owned a Jeep, but didn’t know the
year or model. “Dr. Scudder goes into town to get provisions,” she said. “But Joey never went out
much. He usually stayed at the residence.”After viewing the bodies in the house, Pam Purcell
removed any lingering doubt; she positively identified the victims as Charles Scudder and
Joseph Odom.As GBI agents continued to process the Corpsewood crime scene, one of them
made a curious observation on the second floor. Suspended in the shadows of the upstairs
hallway was another of Dr. Scudder’s creations—an oil painting of Scudder himself. The man in
the painting bore Scudder’s distinctive facial features and widow’s peak hairline.The painting
appeared to be a self-portrait. The man’s head was turned at a three quarter angle with his green
eyes looking downward. The face depicted in the painting was gagged and there were five or six
wounds in the head that resembled bullet holes. Below the face, the artist had painted what
appeared to be a web of broken glass—not unlike the broken glass first seen by Raymond
Williams in the kitchen door. Surrounding the head was a broken brick wall painted in hues of
green and yellow.The portrait was definitely of interest to the investigators. The figure in the
painting eerily resembled one of the murder victims downstairs—right down to the cloth gag in
his mouth. Had the murderers found their inspiration in a piece of morbid art? The painting was
seized as potential evidence.CHAPTER TWOCHAPTER TWOWithin minutes of receiving the
call, Sheriff Gary McConnell was on the scene. At 6’6” and 275 lbs., McConnell was an imposing
figure. He had taken over the job when the previous sheriff—his father—died in office in 1967.
Gary McConnell had become sheriff of Chattooga County at the ripe old age of twenty-three.



Now, at thirty-eight years old, he was a seasoned law enforcement veteran. McConnell’s
commanding stature, deep voice, and receding hairline gave him an air of maturity and respect
normally reserved for an older man.Tony Gilleland soon joined Sheriff McConnell at the scene.
Gilleland had been in law enforcement since 1966, the last two years as Chief Investigator for
the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Department. Tony had been at radio station WGTA when he was
summoned to Corpsewood. In addition to his work as a lawman, Gilleland had a second career
as an on air reporter with the radio station.McConnell and Gilleland conducted a walk-through of
the house. Like the two deputies, they were puzzled by the curious nature of Corpsewood
Manor. Driving along the unpaved logging roads, one would never suspect that the house even
existed. The trees had been cleared by hand. A grass lawn had been planted. Tentacles of ivy
clung to the walls, making the house appear to be something one might see in the English
countryside. The gargoyle on top of the two-story brick gazebo overlooked a quarter acre
diameter pond that Scudder and Odom had been constructing.Two cylindrical brick buildings sat
at the rear of the house. Each of the outbuildings had a black steel door and stained glass
windows. One of the buildings housed a well. It contained a pump for drawing fresh mountain
water. The other cylindrical building enclosed a chemical toilet. Scudder and Odom had buried
PVC pipes that led to a homemade brick septic tank.Walking past one of the brick outbuildings,
Tony Gilleland noticed a refrigerator door that was lying on the ground. He quickly discovered
that it was not only a door—it was an entire refrigerator. It had been buried so that only the door
remained above ground. Gilleland was impressed by the ingenuity of the architects. An old
refrigerator had been converted into a small root cellar.As McConnell surveyed the Corpsewood
property, it occurred to him that all of the surrounding woods were part of the Chattahoochee
National Forest, which was federal land. He wanted to make sure that Corpsewood was actually
within his jurisdiction. McConnell placed a call to the FBI, just to be sure. As it turned out,
Charles Scudder had purchased the only piece of land in the forest that the federal government
didn’t own.Corpsewood was indeed McConnell’s case, but he was still presented with a
formidable challenge. While the sheriff’s department did a good job of enforcing the laws in the
county of 23,000 residents, it was clear to McConnell that Chattooga County lacked the
resources to handle a crime with the complexity of Corpsewood. McConnell requested
assistance from the state’s investigative agency—the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.The GBI
is not a first responder organization; a criminal justice agency must first request assistance
before the GBI can open a criminal investigation. As soon as McConnell made the request, GBI
agents were immediately mobilized from their Region One office in Calhoun over in Gordon
County.Corpsewood was not an easy place to find. The never-ending unpaved logging roads
snaked throughout the mountains of northwest Georgia. Some of the GBI agents were given
directions by the sheriff’s department radio dispatcher.Vernon Keenan—Special Agent in
Charge of Region One—quickly arrived and met with Sheriff McConnell. They outlined a
procedure that they would follow in conducting the crime scene investigation. The crime lab
team was en route from Atlanta, and the officers would not take any action until they



arrived.Within minutes, Corpsewood was teeming with law enforcement officers and crime
scene investigators. Before anything in the house was moved or disturbed, the entire crime
scene was photographed. In addition to taking many of the photographs, Special Agent Brad
Bonnell was assigned to create a sketch of the crime scene.Home video cameras were a
relatively new invention. They were so new and so expensive that few people in the area had
ever seen one. However, Sheriff McConnell knew a local man who had access to a video
camera, so he enlisted the man and his friend to videotape the Corpsewood crime scene.The
absence of electricity compounded an already challenging investigation. Gasoline generators
were brought in to provide power for work lights. The harsh incandescent lights blasted the dark
interior of Corpsewood, creating an even more surreal effect as the magnified shadows of
technicians and lawmen moved throughout the manor.Dr. James Byron Dawson, State Medical
Examiner, walked around the bodies of Scudder and Odom, making a preliminary examination
at the scene. The frigid days and nights on the mountain had slowed decomposition, and the
approaching winter ensured that there had been no insect activity.This was not Dr. Dawson’s first
death investigation, nor his first homicide. Dawson had already performed nearly two thousand
autopsies for law enforcement in his medical career. A year earlier, Dawson had been involved in
the investigation of the Atlanta child murders. That case had concluded with the conviction of
Wayne Williams.Evidence technicians recovered numerous latent fingerprints from the crime
scene. In the kitchen, the investigators observed dried blood spatter on the base of the kerosene-
powered refrigerator.The blood trail in the kitchen led to massive pools of blood in the foyer,
where Odom’s body was found. The crime lab technicians collected five .22 caliber casings near
Odom’s body. Bloody shoe prints—stamped in Odom’s blood—tracked into the study. The shoe
print evidence suggested the involvement of multiple suspects.Preliminary observations
indicated that at least one set of bloody tread patterns matched the boots that Scudder was
wearing. A horrifying story was beginning to emerge. It appeared that Odom had been shot first,
and that Scudder had been marched through the house by the assailants.State Crime Lab
Analyst Kelly Fite collected some nineteen spent shell casings from the crime scene. All
appeared to be .22 caliber casings—but from two different weapons. Most of the spent hulls
were from .22 caliber long rifle ammunition, but a few were .22 caliber shorts.The GBI agents
searched the desk in the study. They found numerous personal letters addressed to Scudder
and Odom. On the floor near the desk were various pieces of debris, including pencils, work
gloves—and two hypodermic syringes. Amid the pile of bills on the desk was a canceled check
from the First National Bank of Chattooga County, drawn on the account of Charles L. Scudder
and Joseph Odom. The check was in the amount of ten dollars and was made out to the Church
of Satan.Twenty-six-year-old Ralph Van Pelt, Jr. walked through Corpsewood Manor, surveying
the grisly horrors lying within its walls. Van Pelt was one of the assistant district attorneys for the
Lookout Mountain Judicial Circuit, which was comprised of the counties of Catoosa, Chattooga,
Walker, and Dade.Van Pelt was a native of Chattooga County. He had only recently returned
after obtaining his law degree from the University of Georgia School of Law. Van Pelt knew that if



anyone was ever charged with the Corpsewood murders, he would be involved in the
prosecution.While the crime scene in the house was being processed, other law agents turned
their attention to the three-story wooden tower structure—the chicken house. In keeping with the
theme of the manor house, the entrance to the chicken house also featured a brick
archway.Although currently empty, it was obvious to the investigators that the first floor had at
one time been used to house chickens. A metal ladder, secured to the wall with wire, stretched
up through a rectangular opening in the ceiling. The second floor contained a wine press and
jars of preserved fruits and vegetables. The ladder continued to the third floor, but stopped at a
wooden hatch which had been left open.When the agents arrived on the third floor of the
chicken house, the first thing that struck them was that the room had been painted entirely pink.
There was pink carpet on the floor, along with two mattresses and several pillows. Wadded up
on one of the mattresses was something that was now familiar to the agents—a sheet with pink
and white stripes. It appeared to be the same material that had been used to bind and gag Dr.
Scudder.There was no furniture in the Pink Room. A wood-burning stove sat in one corner.
Because the room had no windows, and the hatch was so narrow, it appeared that the room
must have been completed after the wood stove had been installed.Within Corpsewood Manor,
two homicide victims lay frozen in the positions in which they had died. Although the
investigators suspected that the victims were Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, the bodies had
not yet been officially identified.Around midday, a deputy escorted a young woman to the crime
scene. Twenty-two-year-old Pam Purcell, a reporter from Chattooga County’s only newspaper,
The Summerville News, told GBI Special Agent Charlie Johnson that she had interviewed
Scudder and Odom for an article she had written for the newspaper back in 1978. The article
focused on the two men and the unusual house they had constructed.Scudder told Purcell that
he and Odom had lived on Chicago’s West Side and that he had grown tired of the city and was
sick of people. “Charles said that he wanted to get back to the basics,” said Purcell. “He didn’t
want electricity or telephones.” She told Agent Johnson that Scudder and Odom were respected
in the community and had never caused any problems. “They seemed to be very nice people,”
she said.Pam Purcell told Agent Johnson that local people were always driving up to the house
due to its unusual nature. Purcell said she knew that Scudder owned a Jeep, but didn’t know the
year or model. “Dr. Scudder goes into town to get provisions,” she said. “But Joey never went out
much. He usually stayed at the residence.”After viewing the bodies in the house, Pam Purcell
removed any lingering doubt; she positively identified the victims as Charles Scudder and
Joseph Odom.As GBI agents continued to process the Corpsewood crime scene, one of them
made a curious observation on the second floor. Suspended in the shadows of the upstairs
hallway was another of Dr. Scudder’s creations—an oil painting of Scudder himself. The man in
the painting bore Scudder’s distinctive facial features and widow’s peak hairline.The painting
appeared to be a self-portrait. The man’s head was turned at a three quarter angle with his green
eyes looking downward. The face depicted in the painting was gagged and there were five or six
wounds in the head that resembled bullet holes. Below the face, the artist had painted what



appeared to be a web of broken glass—not unlike the broken glass first seen by Raymond
Williams in the kitchen door. Surrounding the head was a broken brick wall painted in hues of
green and yellow.The portrait was definitely of interest to the investigators. The figure in the
painting eerily resembled one of the murder victims downstairs—right down to the cloth gag in
his mouth. Had the murderers found their inspiration in a piece of morbid art? The painting was
seized as potential evidence.CHAPTER THREEMadison Parish, LouisianaNearly four hundred
miles from Corpsewood, in Madison Parish, Louisiana—Manuel Lopez became suspicious of a
vehicle that had been abandoned in a soybean field near his father’s rural home. The vehicle
was a black 1976 CJ5 Jeep with a metal top. A distinctive white star surrounded by a circle
decorated each of the doors. Lopez reported the abandoned vehicle to the police.Deputy Jerry
Cummins of the Madison Parish Sheriff’s Office arrived at the Lopez residence and examined
the Jeep. The CJ5 had been abandoned approximately one hundred yards from Highway 603,
near a small culvert that crossed a bayou. The license plate was missing, but the bolts used to
secure the plate were sitting on the rear bumper.Affixed to the back window were two decals.
Someone had made an effort to scratch through the decals as to render them illegible. Inside the
Jeep was a large assortment of soiled men’s clothing and scraps of paper. Among the empty
packs of Golden Lights cigarettes and Stuckey’s hamburger paper wraps were deposit slips and
other bank materials belonging to Charles Scudder and Joseph Odom in Trion, Georgia.Deputy
Cummins looked in the glove compartment. Beneath the trash and debris was a box of
Remington-Peters .22 caliber short rimfire ammunition. Cummins shook the box. Several bullets
were missing. The deputy looked beneath a crumpled highway map of Mississippi and found a
partial box of Federal .22 caliber long rifle ammunition.“When did you first notice the Jeep
parked here?” asked Cummins.“Well, I only saw it today,” Manuel replied. “But my dad said he
saw it a couple of days ago, on Tuesday morning.”“This past Tuesday? December
fourteenth?”“Yes, sir. He said it was there pretty early. He came back later, around sunset, to
load some beans on the truck, and the Jeep was still there. We thought maybe somebody was
off hunting and maybe they had an accident or got stranded.”The fact that the license plate had
been deliberately removed led Deputy Cummins to suspect that the Jeep had been stolen,
possibly from Charles Scudder in Georgia. After impounding the CJ5 at the Madison Parish Jail,
Cummins placed a call to the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.Five hours had elapsed since
Raymond Williams had summoned the authorities to Corpsewood. The investigation was still in
its early stages when the GBI received the phone call from Deputy Cummins, stating that a Jeep
registered to a Mr. Charles Scudder had been found in Madison Parish, about twelve miles south
of Tallulah, Louisiana.GBI agents contacted the Louisiana State Police and advised their
detectives that the Jeep was believed to have been stolen from the scene of a double homicide
in Georgia. The Louisiana authorities confirmed that their crime lab personnel would thoroughly
and carefully process the Jeep and inform the GBI of the evidence collected.* * *In
Chattooga County, news of the Corpsewood tragedy was spreading quickly throughout the area.
People began trickling into the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office, volunteering information that



they hoped would help catch the murderers of Charles Scudder and Joey Odom. GBI Special
Agent Larry Oxford interviewed twenty-five-year-old Herbert Ballenger, Jr.“When were you out
there last?” asked Oxford.Ballenger thought for a moment. “It was on Sunday. Last
Sunday.”“December the 12th?”“Yes sir. I drove out there with a couple of friends. Allene and her
boyfriend, Tim.”“What time did y’all get there?”“About 2:30 in the afternoon.”“What were y’all
doing?”“I just drove them up there so they could see the house.”“What vehicle were you and your
party in?”“A blue ‘76 Ford pickup. Four wheel drive. We hung out there for about an
hour.”“Besides Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom, did you all see anyone else?”“Well,” said Ballenger,
“when we first got there, a man was just leaving. We didn’t know him.”“Did y’all talk or
anything?”“No, he just got in his truck and left.”“What did he look like?”“Older guy. Maybe forty-
five, fifty years old. Caucasian. I’d say six foot. Six one. Heavy set. His truck was a gold or bronze
colored Chevy with metal cattle rails on the back.”* * *As investigators continued to process
the crime scene at Corpsewood, they scrutinized each piece of evidence the way a fortuneteller
studies tea leaves. The crime scene was speaking to them, but what was it saying?Why had
these two men been murdered? Who would have wanted them dead? The fact that the house
had been ransacked suggested robbery as the motive. But if it was a robbery, why murder the
occupants of Corpsewood? Why was one of the victims bound and gagged? And given the
freezing temperatures, why was one of the victims not wearing a shirt?The investigators had
already interviewed numerous people who had known the two victims. And so far, none of them
had any unkind words to say about either Scudder or Odom.It seemed to defy all the
stereotypes an outsider would assume about the Deep South. This was, after all, the Bible Belt.
Two men living alone in the wilderness—in a castle fit for a druid—and openly displaying occult
symbols on their home. It was no secret in the area that the victims were homosexual. And to
make matters worse, they were Yankees.If Corpsewood had been a Hollywood movie, hordes of
drunken rednecks would have surrounded the house and burned a cross in the yard. But this
was real life, and even the so-called rednecks were defending these men as being “the nicest
couple of fellas you’d ever want to meet.”While the crime scene technicians continued to
process the interior of the house, investigators walked about the grounds of the estate,
searching for anything that might become a viable clue. On the east side of the property, officers
thought they might have found that clue in the form of some freshly dug earth. The authorities
weren’t sure what to make of it—if anything.Various individuals had been showing up at
Corpsewood and offering dubious information to the investigators—alleging—among other
things—the existence of an elaborate underground drug laboratory. Someone else had heard
that Scudder had hidden a treasure on his property. One tipster claimed that Scudder was
planning to build a satanic temple. The freshly dug earth, the cops were told, was in fact a grave.
People had been buried there, possibly as some sort of satanic ritual.It was still early in the
investigation and the authorities wanted to keep an open mind, no matter how absurd the
information sounded. Plans were made to excavate the site the following day.The cold afternoon
sun had conjured enough warmth to turn the icy dirt road into a brown slush. The initial



processing of the crime scene was wrapping up. The bodies of Joey Odom and Charles
Scudder were placed in black body bags and removed from the house. The carcasses of the two
English mastiffs were also placed in body bags and loaded into the bed of a pickup truck.The
short days of the approaching winter were upon Corpsewood, and the long shadows signaled
the coming of darkness. The earthly remains of Charles and Joey made their final journey down
Dead Horse Road.The bodies of Scudder and Odom were taken to Lane Funeral Home in
nearby Summerville, where Dr. Dawson would perform autopsies on the victims. The remains of
the dogs were transported to the Chattooga County Hospital to be X-rayed.Night had shrouded
Corpsewood in darkness, but there would be no peace there. As word spread about the murders
and the strange castle in the woods, gawkers learned of the location of Corpsewood Manor and
descended upon it. Those who sought to acquire a morbid souvenir from the house were turned
away by deputies who had been posted to secure the crime scene. But that wouldn’t be the end
of it; the media sensation that was developing ensured that more tourists would
follow.CHAPTER THREECHAPTER THREEMadison Parish, LouisianaNearly four hundred
miles from Corpsewood, in Madison Parish, Louisiana—Manuel Lopez became suspicious of a
vehicle that had been abandoned in a soybean field near his father’s rural home. The vehicle
was a black 1976 CJ5 Jeep with a metal top. A distinctive white star surrounded by a circle
decorated each of the doors. Lopez reported the abandoned vehicle to the police.Deputy Jerry
Cummins of the Madison Parish Sheriff’s Office arrived at the Lopez residence and examined
the Jeep. The CJ5 had been abandoned approximately one hundred yards from Highway 603,
near a small culvert that crossed a bayou. The license plate was missing, but the bolts used to
secure the plate were sitting on the rear bumper.Affixed to the back window were two decals.
Someone had made an effort to scratch through the decals as to render them illegible. Inside the
Jeep was a large assortment of soiled men’s clothing and scraps of paper. Among the empty
packs of Golden Lights cigarettes and Stuckey’s hamburger paper wraps were deposit slips and
other bank materials belonging to Charles Scudder and Joseph Odom in Trion, Georgia.Deputy
Cummins looked in the glove compartment. Beneath the trash and debris was a box of
Remington-Peters .22 caliber short rimfire ammunition. Cummins shook the box. Several bullets
were missing. The deputy looked beneath a crumpled highway map of Mississippi and found a
partial box of Federal .22 caliber long rifle ammunition.“When did you first notice the Jeep
parked here?” asked Cummins.“Well, I only saw it today,” Manuel replied. “But my dad said he
saw it a couple of days ago, on Tuesday morning.”“This past Tuesday? December
fourteenth?”“Yes, sir. He said it was there pretty early. He came back later, around sunset, to
load some beans on the truck, and the Jeep was still there. We thought maybe somebody was
off hunting and maybe they had an accident or got stranded.”The fact that the license plate had
been deliberately removed led Deputy Cummins to suspect that the Jeep had been stolen,
possibly from Charles Scudder in Georgia. After impounding the CJ5 at the Madison Parish Jail,
Cummins placed a call to the Georgia Bureau of Investigation.Five hours had elapsed since
Raymond Williams had summoned the authorities to Corpsewood. The investigation was still in



its early stages when the GBI received the phone call from Deputy Cummins, stating that a Jeep
registered to a Mr. Charles Scudder had been found in Madison Parish, about twelve miles south
of Tallulah, Louisiana.GBI agents contacted the Louisiana State Police and advised their
detectives that the Jeep was believed to have been stolen from the scene of a double homicide
in Georgia. The Louisiana authorities confirmed that their crime lab personnel would thoroughly
and carefully process the Jeep and inform the GBI of the evidence collected.* * *In
Chattooga County, news of the Corpsewood tragedy was spreading quickly throughout the area.
People began trickling into the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office, volunteering information that
they hoped would help catch the murderers of Charles Scudder and Joey Odom. GBI Special
Agent Larry Oxford interviewed twenty-five-year-old Herbert Ballenger, Jr.“When were you out
there last?” asked Oxford.Ballenger thought for a moment. “It was on Sunday. Last
Sunday.”“December the 12th?”“Yes sir. I drove out there with a couple of friends. Allene and her
boyfriend, Tim.”“What time did y’all get there?”“About 2:30 in the afternoon.”“What were y’all
doing?”“I just drove them up there so they could see the house.”“What vehicle were you and your
party in?”“A blue ‘76 Ford pickup. Four wheel drive. We hung out there for about an
hour.”“Besides Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom, did you all see anyone else?”“Well,” said Ballenger,
“when we first got there, a man was just leaving. We didn’t know him.”“Did y’all talk or
anything?”“No, he just got in his truck and left.”“What did he look like?”“Older guy. Maybe forty-
five, fifty years old. Caucasian. I’d say six foot. Six one. Heavy set. His truck was a gold or bronze
colored Chevy with metal cattle rails on the back.”* * *As investigators continued to process
the crime scene at Corpsewood, they scrutinized each piece of evidence the way a fortuneteller
studies tea leaves. The crime scene was speaking to them, but what was it saying?Why had
these two men been murdered? Who would have wanted them dead? The fact that the house
had been ransacked suggested robbery as the motive. But if it was a robbery, why murder the
occupants of Corpsewood? Why was one of the victims bound and gagged? And given the
freezing temperatures, why was one of the victims not wearing a shirt?The investigators had
already interviewed numerous people who had known the two victims. And so far, none of them
had any unkind words to say about either Scudder or Odom.It seemed to defy all the
stereotypes an outsider would assume about the Deep South. This was, after all, the Bible Belt.
Two men living alone in the wilderness—in a castle fit for a druid—and openly displaying occult
symbols on their home. It was no secret in the area that the victims were homosexual. And to
make matters worse, they were Yankees.If Corpsewood had been a Hollywood movie, hordes of
drunken rednecks would have surrounded the house and burned a cross in the yard. But this
was real life, and even the so-called rednecks were defending these men as being “the nicest
couple of fellas you’d ever want to meet.”While the crime scene technicians continued to
process the interior of the house, investigators walked about the grounds of the estate,
searching for anything that might become a viable clue. On the east side of the property, officers
thought they might have found that clue in the form of some freshly dug earth. The authorities
weren’t sure what to make of it—if anything.Various individuals had been showing up at



Corpsewood and offering dubious information to the investigators—alleging—among other
things—the existence of an elaborate underground drug laboratory. Someone else had heard
that Scudder had hidden a treasure on his property. One tipster claimed that Scudder was
planning to build a satanic temple. The freshly dug earth, the cops were told, was in fact a grave.
People had been buried there, possibly as some sort of satanic ritual.It was still early in the
investigation and the authorities wanted to keep an open mind, no matter how absurd the
information sounded. Plans were made to excavate the site the following day.The cold afternoon
sun had conjured enough warmth to turn the icy dirt road into a brown slush. The initial
processing of the crime scene was wrapping up. The bodies of Joey Odom and Charles
Scudder were placed in black body bags and removed from the house. The carcasses of the two
English mastiffs were also placed in body bags and loaded into the bed of a pickup truck.The
short days of the approaching winter were upon Corpsewood, and the long shadows signaled
the coming of darkness. The earthly remains of Charles and Joey made their final journey down
Dead Horse Road.The bodies of Scudder and Odom were taken to Lane Funeral Home in
nearby Summerville, where Dr. Dawson would perform autopsies on the victims. The remains of
the dogs were transported to the Chattooga County Hospital to be X-rayed.Night had shrouded
Corpsewood in darkness, but there would be no peace there. As word spread about the murders
and the strange castle in the woods, gawkers learned of the location of Corpsewood Manor and
descended upon it. Those who sought to acquire a morbid souvenir from the house were turned
away by deputies who had been posted to secure the crime scene. But that wouldn’t be the end
of it; the media sensation that was developing ensured that more tourists would
follow.CHAPTER FOURA bright flash illuminated the blood-covered face of Charles Scudder.
His bound and gagged body was now stretched out on a stainless steel embalming table in the
back of Lane Funeral Home. Dr. James Byron Dawson directed the GBI photographer, Shirley
Freeman, to focus on specific areas of Scudder’s face and head.If a death was merely
suspicious, a body might be taken back to Atlanta to perform an autopsy in the GBI Crime Lab
facility. But in homicide cases, time is the enemy, and murderers always have a head start on law
enforcement. Even a delay of a few hours could result in the loss of valuable evidence. The GBI
had faced this scenario countless times and was well prepared. Dr. Dawson had brought all of
his equipment with him. The embalming area of a local funeral home provided everything he
required to perform a thorough autopsy.Dr. Dawson began with an external examination of the
body, noting in detail the gag that encircled Scudder’s head and the bindings that secured his
hands behind his back. Scudder’s body was cloaked in a heavy, olive-colored suede coat with a
soft lining. The sleeves had been slit near the cuffs and the bonds were threaded through the
slits and looped around Scudder’s hands.Dawson carefully removed the bonds from Charles
Scudder’s hands in such a way as to preserve the knots. The process was repeated for the gag
on Scudder’s mouth. The cloth gag and the bonds were bagged and labeled by a GBI
microanalyst. Observing the autopsy were several law enforcement officers and evidence
technicians.Upon initial observation, it appeared that Charles Scudder had been shot in the



head several times. However, that in itself is not actual proof under the law. The cause of death
needed to be scientifically established.Scudder was wearing a dark blue sweater over a maroon
sweatshirt. Each article of blood-soaked clothing was carefully removed and logged as
evidence. Significant rigor mortis was present in the legs, knees, and shoulders. After cleaning
the copious amounts of blood that had streamed down Scudder’s face, the dissection began.In
popular culture, law enforcement personnel and technicians are often depicted callously
cracking jokes and eating sandwiches during autopsies. The reality is very different. While it is
true that someone who has attended multiple autopsies might make an off-colored remark, it is
merely a feeble attempt to inject levity into what is actually a traumatic experience.For most of
those present, this was the first autopsy that they had ever witnessed. The atmosphere was
somber and quiet. For an onlooker, an autopsy is a grotesque horror show in itself. When a saw
slices through a human head and the skull cap is removed, it’s not an appetizing sight. And
when a human face is peeled away like a rubber mask from the skull that had worn it,
professional law enforcement officers don’t find it humorous. There is a heavy silence in the
room; each individual considering his or her own mortality. The observers know that but by the
Grace of God, that could be them lying on that table.During the internal examination of the face
and head, Dawson found evidence that Scudder had been shot in the head five times. At least
one of the bullets had caused total collapse of the left eye. Dawson recovered four .22 caliber
lead bullets from the head and face of Charles Scudder. The bullets were taken into custody by
GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite. Each bullet was placed in a container and labeled. Dr.
Dawson could see a bullet track in Scudder’s brain, illustrating where a fifth projectile had
entered, but he was unable to recover the bullet. It wasn't there. Dawson traced the path of the
bullet to Scudder’s nasal cavity, leading him to conclude that the bullet had been expelled from
the victim’s mouth at the crime scene. This was not all that unusual; Dawson had seen it
before.Dr. Dawson found evidence that at least one of the gunshots had been a pressed contact
wound. That is, the muzzle of the weapon had actually been pressed against the head when the
gun was discharged. The murder had been brutal indeed.The stomach was opened and its
contents examined. There was a thick, pasty moderately digested meal consisting of meat fibers
and what appeared to be shredded potatoes or long grains of rice. Dawson estimated that
Scudder had consumed the meal anywhere between one and a half to three hours before death.
Finally, a blood sample was taken for later analysis in the GBI Crime Lab.While Dr. Dawson
conducted the autopsy on the body of Charles Scudder in Summerville, Special Agent in
Charge Larry Oxford of the GBI was interviewing Raymond Williams at the Chattooga County
Sheriff’s Office.“Now, it was you who made the initial report to the sheriff’s department about
seeing the bullet holes in the door,” said Oxford. “Is that correct?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “I
had gone over there this morning to carry the mail.”“Is that something you normally
do?”“Sometimes. But see, I had come by there yesterday, and I seen that the Jeep was
gone.”“Okay.”“And something else was strange, but I didn’t think much about it at the time.”“What
was that?”“Okay, when I turned off of that logging road and onto the one that goes to Charles’



house, there was a muffler laying in the driveway.”“A muffler?”“Yeah, I come up on it and stopped.
I just got out and moved it out of the road.”Oxford nodded and continued taking notes. “Mr.
Williams, when was the last time you saw Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom alive?”“Sunday. This past
Sunday. I reckon it would’ve been December the 12th. I left their house at about…oh…I’d say
about 2:30.”“2:30 p.m.?”“Yes sir,” Raymond nodded. “I had come by to tell Charles that a friend of
ours—Roy—was on his death bed at the hospital in Rome.”“Roy?”“Roy Hood. Charles had
asked me to keep him updated about the situation. Roy passed away the next day and I had
come by to let Charles and Joey know about it.”“Do you know if either Mr. Scudder or Mr. Odom
owned any firearms?”“Yeah. Charles had a pistol. I’ve seen it on a couple of occasions. I don’t
know anything about it. I think it might be a .32 caliber.”“Did you notice anything unusual when
you were out there on Sunday?”Raymond shook his head “no.” Then, he said, “Well, I did notice
a brand new radio. It was one of them big cassette tape recorder radios. What do they call them
things? Ghetto Blasters? I asked Charles about it, and he told me a friend had sent it to him so
that Charles could record himself playing his harp. I reckon his friend wanted to hear him.
Charles could really play that harp.”The radio was of particular interest to Agent Oxford. He knew
that the radio Williams had described was not found in the house. It appeared that the killers had
taken it.“As I was leaving,” Williams continued, “I passed a blue pickup truck. There were three
people inside—a woman and two men.”“Can you describe them?”“They were white. I don’t
remember much else, except that I had never seen them before. They were fairly young.”Oxford
looked at Raymond Williams and said, “What type of vehicle were you driving when you saw this
blue pickup?”“Oh, I was in my truck. It’s a gold Chevy.”“Gold Chevy. With metal cattle
rails?”“How’d you know that?”Oxford knew that the man Herbert Ballenger had described earlier
was Raymond Williams. They had identified each other.Back at Lane Funeral Home, the autopsy
procedure that Dr. Dawson had employed for the body of Charles Scudder was being repeated
for Joey Odom, beginning with an external examination. Odom’s body was clothed only in jeans
and hiking boots, just as it had been found at the crime scene. Beneath Joey Odom’s ragged
black beard, a pair of eyeglasses was held to his neck by an elastic strap.Rigor mortis was well
fixed in the ankles and in the left knee and hip, but otherwise absent in the elbows and neck.
There was a large amount of dried blood in Odom’s mouth and nose. Dawson noted Odom’s
numerous well-healed scars; the roadmap of a man’s life. Each scar revealed something of
Odom’s history, as did the red and green serpent that was tattooed on his right shoulder.Odom’s
body had been found in what was practically a lake of dried blood. His body had soaked for so
long on the bloody floor that his hands had immersion wrinkling. Blood was abundant on Odom’s
face and head and in his beard. His arms and chest were so covered in blood that it almost
appeared that someone had used a paintbrush to achieve a uniform crimson.There was a large
amount of swelling in Joey Odom’s right eyelid, along with a dark bluish-purple discoloration. In
fact, there was significant swelling in the entire right side of Odom’s face.As Dr. Dawson set
about the task of cleaning the body, he immediately began to identify gunshot wounds on the left
side of Odom’s head. One of the bullets had passed through the left outer ear and into Odom’s



brain. Dawson identified four gunshot wounds on the head, but the oval shape of one of the
wounds caused him to suspect that it was actually two separate wounds masquerading as one.
Until he conducted the internal examination, he wouldn’t know for sure. Finding no exit wounds
on the head, Dawson was reasonably confident that he would recover the bullets—or what was
left of them—inside the body.On Odom’s upper left arm, Dr. Dawson identified a gunshot point of
entry in the triceps area, along with a corresponding exit wound on the front shoulder region.
The tale being told by the trajectory was that Odom had his back to his assailant when that shot
was fired. The bullet had entered the back of the left arm and exited out the front. Based on the
other evidence found at the scene, it appeared that Odom’s murderer had pursued him from the
kitchen to the foyer where his body was ultimately found.Now began the task of opening the
head and examining its grisly contents. Dawson had been performing autopsies for several
years, so he was not surprised when he saw the areas of trauma inside the head that
corresponded to the gunshot points of entry. He removed two flattened .22 caliber bullets that
were trapped just beneath the scalp.Dawson confirmed his suspicion that the one oval shaped
wound was actually two entry wounds. He recovered both bullets from the right temporal lobe of
Odom’s brain. Finally, Dr. Dawson located and recovered a fifth bullet from inside the head. The
fifth bullet was found lodged in the muscle tissue of Joey Odom’s right mandible.The contents of
Odom’s stomach consisted of a very thick pasty material that included well-chewed meat and
some vegetable matter. Dawson speculated that the meal had been ingested approximately one
and a half to three hours prior to death.When Joey Odom’s body was discovered at the crime
scene, he had been clutching a bloody wad of cloth. As that cloth was unfurled, it was identified
as a shirt. An examination of that shirt confirmed that it did not have any bullet holes to
correspond with Odom’s shoulder wound. He hadn’t been wearing the shirt when he was
attacked.GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite took custody of the bullets that had been removed
from Scudder and Odom’s bodies. All but one of the bullets were .22 caliber long rifle
ammunition. The remaining bullet, extracted from Odom’s scalp, was a .22 caliber
short.CHAPTER FOURCHAPTER FOURA bright flash illuminated the blood-covered face of
Charles Scudder. His bound and gagged body was now stretched out on a stainless steel
embalming table in the back of Lane Funeral Home. Dr. James Byron Dawson directed the GBI
photographer, Shirley Freeman, to focus on specific areas of Scudder’s face and head.If a death
was merely suspicious, a body might be taken back to Atlanta to perform an autopsy in the GBI
Crime Lab facility. But in homicide cases, time is the enemy, and murderers always have a head
start on law enforcement. Even a delay of a few hours could result in the loss of valuable
evidence. The GBI had faced this scenario countless times and was well prepared. Dr. Dawson
had brought all of his equipment with him. The embalming area of a local funeral home provided
everything he required to perform a thorough autopsy.Dr. Dawson began with an external
examination of the body, noting in detail the gag that encircled Scudder’s head and the bindings
that secured his hands behind his back. Scudder’s body was cloaked in a heavy, olive-colored
suede coat with a soft lining. The sleeves had been slit near the cuffs and the bonds were



threaded through the slits and looped around Scudder’s hands.Dawson carefully removed the
bonds from Charles Scudder’s hands in such a way as to preserve the knots. The process was
repeated for the gag on Scudder’s mouth. The cloth gag and the bonds were bagged and
labeled by a GBI microanalyst. Observing the autopsy were several law enforcement officers
and evidence technicians.Upon initial observation, it appeared that Charles Scudder had been
shot in the head several times. However, that in itself is not actual proof under the law. The cause
of death needed to be scientifically established.Scudder was wearing a dark blue sweater over a
maroon sweatshirt. Each article of blood-soaked clothing was carefully removed and logged as
evidence. Significant rigor mortis was present in the legs, knees, and shoulders. After cleaning
the copious amounts of blood that had streamed down Scudder’s face, the dissection began.In
popular culture, law enforcement personnel and technicians are often depicted callously
cracking jokes and eating sandwiches during autopsies. The reality is very different. While it is
true that someone who has attended multiple autopsies might make an off-colored remark, it is
merely a feeble attempt to inject levity into what is actually a traumatic experience.For most of
those present, this was the first autopsy that they had ever witnessed. The atmosphere was
somber and quiet. For an onlooker, an autopsy is a grotesque horror show in itself. When a saw
slices through a human head and the skull cap is removed, it’s not an appetizing sight. And
when a human face is peeled away like a rubber mask from the skull that had worn it,
professional law enforcement officers don’t find it humorous. There is a heavy silence in the
room; each individual considering his or her own mortality. The observers know that but by the
Grace of God, that could be them lying on that table.During the internal examination of the face
and head, Dawson found evidence that Scudder had been shot in the head five times. At least
one of the bullets had caused total collapse of the left eye. Dawson recovered four .22 caliber
lead bullets from the head and face of Charles Scudder. The bullets were taken into custody by
GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite. Each bullet was placed in a container and labeled. Dr.
Dawson could see a bullet track in Scudder’s brain, illustrating where a fifth projectile had
entered, but he was unable to recover the bullet. It wasn't there. Dawson traced the path of the
bullet to Scudder’s nasal cavity, leading him to conclude that the bullet had been expelled from
the victim’s mouth at the crime scene. This was not all that unusual; Dawson had seen it
before.Dr. Dawson found evidence that at least one of the gunshots had been a pressed contact
wound. That is, the muzzle of the weapon had actually been pressed against the head when the
gun was discharged. The murder had been brutal indeed.The stomach was opened and its
contents examined. There was a thick, pasty moderately digested meal consisting of meat fibers
and what appeared to be shredded potatoes or long grains of rice. Dawson estimated that
Scudder had consumed the meal anywhere between one and a half to three hours before death.
Finally, a blood sample was taken for later analysis in the GBI Crime Lab.While Dr. Dawson
conducted the autopsy on the body of Charles Scudder in Summerville, Special Agent in
Charge Larry Oxford of the GBI was interviewing Raymond Williams at the Chattooga County
Sheriff’s Office.“Now, it was you who made the initial report to the sheriff’s department about



seeing the bullet holes in the door,” said Oxford. “Is that correct?”“Yes sir,” Raymond replied. “I
had gone over there this morning to carry the mail.”“Is that something you normally
do?”“Sometimes. But see, I had come by there yesterday, and I seen that the Jeep was
gone.”“Okay.”“And something else was strange, but I didn’t think much about it at the time.”“What
was that?”“Okay, when I turned off of that logging road and onto the one that goes to Charles’
house, there was a muffler laying in the driveway.”“A muffler?”“Yeah, I come up on it and stopped.
I just got out and moved it out of the road.”Oxford nodded and continued taking notes. “Mr.
Williams, when was the last time you saw Mr. Scudder and Mr. Odom alive?”“Sunday. This past
Sunday. I reckon it would’ve been December the 12th. I left their house at about…oh…I’d say
about 2:30.”“2:30 p.m.?”“Yes sir,” Raymond nodded. “I had come by to tell Charles that a friend of
ours—Roy—was on his death bed at the hospital in Rome.”“Roy?”“Roy Hood. Charles had
asked me to keep him updated about the situation. Roy passed away the next day and I had
come by to let Charles and Joey know about it.”“Do you know if either Mr. Scudder or Mr. Odom
owned any firearms?”“Yeah. Charles had a pistol. I’ve seen it on a couple of occasions. I don’t
know anything about it. I think it might be a .32 caliber.”“Did you notice anything unusual when
you were out there on Sunday?”Raymond shook his head “no.” Then, he said, “Well, I did notice
a brand new radio. It was one of them big cassette tape recorder radios. What do they call them
things? Ghetto Blasters? I asked Charles about it, and he told me a friend had sent it to him so
that Charles could record himself playing his harp. I reckon his friend wanted to hear him.
Charles could really play that harp.”The radio was of particular interest to Agent Oxford. He knew
that the radio Williams had described was not found in the house. It appeared that the killers had
taken it.“As I was leaving,” Williams continued, “I passed a blue pickup truck. There were three
people inside—a woman and two men.”“Can you describe them?”“They were white. I don’t
remember much else, except that I had never seen them before. They were fairly young.”Oxford
looked at Raymond Williams and said, “What type of vehicle were you driving when you saw this
blue pickup?”“Oh, I was in my truck. It’s a gold Chevy.”“Gold Chevy. With metal cattle
rails?”“How’d you know that?”Oxford knew that the man Herbert Ballenger had described earlier
was Raymond Williams. They had identified each other.Back at Lane Funeral Home, the autopsy
procedure that Dr. Dawson had employed for the body of Charles Scudder was being repeated
for Joey Odom, beginning with an external examination. Odom’s body was clothed only in jeans
and hiking boots, just as it had been found at the crime scene. Beneath Joey Odom’s ragged
black beard, a pair of eyeglasses was held to his neck by an elastic strap.Rigor mortis was well
fixed in the ankles and in the left knee and hip, but otherwise absent in the elbows and neck.
There was a large amount of dried blood in Odom’s mouth and nose. Dawson noted Odom’s
numerous well-healed scars; the roadmap of a man’s life. Each scar revealed something of
Odom’s history, as did the red and green serpent that was tattooed on his right shoulder.Odom’s
body had been found in what was practically a lake of dried blood. His body had soaked for so
long on the bloody floor that his hands had immersion wrinkling. Blood was abundant on Odom’s
face and head and in his beard. His arms and chest were so covered in blood that it almost



appeared that someone had used a paintbrush to achieve a uniform crimson.There was a large
amount of swelling in Joey Odom’s right eyelid, along with a dark bluish-purple discoloration. In
fact, there was significant swelling in the entire right side of Odom’s face.As Dr. Dawson set
about the task of cleaning the body, he immediately began to identify gunshot wounds on the left
side of Odom’s head. One of the bullets had passed through the left outer ear and into Odom’s
brain. Dawson identified four gunshot wounds on the head, but the oval shape of one of the
wounds caused him to suspect that it was actually two separate wounds masquerading as one.
Until he conducted the internal examination, he wouldn’t know for sure. Finding no exit wounds
on the head, Dawson was reasonably confident that he would recover the bullets—or what was
left of them—inside the body.On Odom’s upper left arm, Dr. Dawson identified a gunshot point of
entry in the triceps area, along with a corresponding exit wound on the front shoulder region.
The tale being told by the trajectory was that Odom had his back to his assailant when that shot
was fired. The bullet had entered the back of the left arm and exited out the front. Based on the
other evidence found at the scene, it appeared that Odom’s murderer had pursued him from the
kitchen to the foyer where his body was ultimately found.Now began the task of opening the
head and examining its grisly contents. Dawson had been performing autopsies for several
years, so he was not surprised when he saw the areas of trauma inside the head that
corresponded to the gunshot points of entry. He removed two flattened .22 caliber bullets that
were trapped just beneath the scalp.Dawson confirmed his suspicion that the one oval shaped
wound was actually two entry wounds. He recovered both bullets from the right temporal lobe of
Odom’s brain. Finally, Dr. Dawson located and recovered a fifth bullet from inside the head. The
fifth bullet was found lodged in the muscle tissue of Joey Odom’s right mandible.The contents of
Odom’s stomach consisted of a very thick pasty material that included well-chewed meat and
some vegetable matter. Dawson speculated that the meal had been ingested approximately one
and a half to three hours prior to death.When Joey Odom’s body was discovered at the crime
scene, he had been clutching a bloody wad of cloth. As that cloth was unfurled, it was identified
as a shirt. An examination of that shirt confirmed that it did not have any bullet holes to
correspond with Odom’s shoulder wound. He hadn’t been wearing the shirt when he was
attacked.GBI Firearms Examiner Kelly Fite took custody of the bullets that had been removed
from Scudder and Odom’s bodies. All but one of the bullets were .22 caliber long rifle
ammunition. The remaining bullet, extracted from Odom’s scalp, was a .22 caliber
short.CHAPTER FIVEWarren County, MississippiOne day before the crime at Corpsewood had
been discovered, Frank Smith stared from the window of his home in Morton, Mississippi. He
had awakened to rain. Smith was a construction worker and the rain meant that he would not be
working on this particular day. He phoned his friend, John Dolan.“What say, bud?” said
Smith.“Just drinkin’ a cup of coffee,” Dolan yawned.“If you ain’t doin’ nothin’, why don’t we ride
over to that park and hunt for stuff?”“What park?”“You know,” said Smith. “The one over in
Vicksburg.”“Oh, yeah,” Nolan replied. “That big Civil War Park.”“Let’s bring our metal detectors.
We might can find us some Civil War stuff.”Before long, the two Civil War relic hunters were



driving west on Interstate 20. Vicksburg was about 80 miles away. As they approached their
destination, the men were disappointed to see dark rain clouds over Vicksburg.“Well,” said
Smith, “I reckon Vicksburg’s gettin’ rained out. What do you wanna do?”“I got an idea,” said
Dolan. “Let’s just go over here in Bovina.”“Bovina?”“Yeah, back in the woods there’s an old dirt
road they used in the Civil War. We might be able to find something over there.”“Where’s this,
now?”“North side of I-20. We can park up here at the rest area and walk out there in the
woods.”A short time later, Frank Smith and John Dolan were parked in the rest area, just off of
the westbound lanes of Interstate 20. The rest area was nothing more than a lonely paved circle
on top of a hill, surrounded by woods. There were no facilities; just an isolated area in which to
park and take a break.The cold December sun struggled to penetrate the overcast sky. The two
men walked into the woods, climbing over steep rises of earth that had once flanked a road built
by Confederate soldiers. Smith and Dolan moved deeper through the barren trees, slowly
sweeping their metal detectors just inches above the dead leaves that carpeted the forest floor.
Dolan drifted toward a small rise in the woods—and froze.“Come here, Frank!” Dolan shouted.
“Look over there! Does that look like somebody to you?”The two relic hunters had stumbled
upon the remains of a dead man.Smith and Dolan hurried back to their car. They drove to a truck
weigh station on I-20, where they notified authorities of their gruesome find. Within minutes,
deputies from the Warren County Sheriff’s Department were on the scene. Among the first
officers to arrive was Deputy John Dolan, who, despite having the same name as one of the men
who discovered the body, was of no relation.Lying face down in the autumn leaves, the body was
that of a young Caucasian man. The body was dressed in Levis jeans, a blue and brown flannel
shirt, and black loafers. The victim appeared to be in his mid-twenties. His reddish-blond hair
was cut short and neat, and his red moustache was military trim. He had no identification. The
body had been found about two hundred yards away from the rest area, within the pine trees. A
handcuff was closed around the victim’s right wrist.Warren County Coroner L.W. Callaway III,
nicknamed “Bump,” examined the body at the scene. The victim had been shot in the back of the
head with a small caliber weapon. Callaway and a deputy turned the body over. Amid the blood
that covered the victim’s face, Callaway identified two more bullet holes—one below the right ear
and the other on the right side of the chin. The victim’s clothes were damp, indicating that the
body had been there overnight.Deputy Dolan and Bump Callaway loaded the body into an
ambulance on loan from the Vicksburg Fire Department.Investigators from the Mississippi Crime
Lab in Jackson photographed the scene and collected trace evidence. The Mississippi Highway
Patrol searched the area for any abandoned vehicles.Deputy Dolan told a reporter at the scene,
“We would absolutely, positively have to call it an execution-type murder.”The unlikelihood of
stumbling across a fresh body in those remote woods was not lost on the investigators. A more
probable scenario would have been for hunters to discover skeletal remains a year or two later.
Whether the confluence of events that led to the discovery was random chance or Divine
Providence, the Warren County Sheriff’s Department had a murder on its hands. Detective Larry
Ashley would lead the investigation.It was believed that the victim had been dead at least twenty-



four hours prior to being found. The victim—referred to as John Doe—was transported to the
University Medical Center in Jackson. Later that night, Dr. Rodrigo Galvez performed an autopsy
on the victim. Dr. Galvez removed three fragmented bullets from the brain of the John Doe. The
Mississippi Crime Lab identified the slugs as .22 caliber shorts.CHAPTER FIVECHAPTER
FIVEWarren County, MississippiOne day before the crime at Corpsewood had been discovered,
Frank Smith stared from the window of his home in Morton, Mississippi. He had awakened to
rain. Smith was a construction worker and the rain meant that he would not be working on this
particular day. He phoned his friend, John Dolan.“What say, bud?” said Smith.“Just drinkin’ a cup
of coffee,” Dolan yawned.“If you ain’t doin’ nothin’, why don’t we ride over to that park and hunt
for stuff?”“What park?”“You know,” said Smith. “The one over in Vicksburg.”“Oh, yeah,” Nolan
replied. “That big Civil War Park.”“Let’s bring our metal detectors. We might can find us some
Civil War stuff.”Before long, the two Civil War relic hunters were driving west on Interstate 20.
Vicksburg was about 80 miles away. As they approached their destination, the men were
disappointed to see dark rain clouds over Vicksburg.“Well,” said Smith, “I reckon Vicksburg’s
gettin’ rained out. What do you wanna do?”“I got an idea,” said Dolan. “Let’s just go over here in
Bovina.”“Bovina?”“Yeah, back in the woods there’s an old dirt road they used in the Civil War. We
might be able to find something over there.”“Where’s this, now?”“North side of I-20. We can park
up here at the rest area and walk out there in the woods.”A short time later, Frank Smith and
John Dolan were parked in the rest area, just off of the westbound lanes of Interstate 20. The
rest area was nothing more than a lonely paved circle on top of a hill, surrounded by woods.
There were no facilities; just an isolated area in which to park and take a break.The cold
December sun struggled to penetrate the overcast sky. The two men walked into the woods,
climbing over steep rises of earth that had once flanked a road built by Confederate soldiers.
Smith and Dolan moved deeper through the barren trees, slowly sweeping their metal detectors
just inches above the dead leaves that carpeted the forest floor. Dolan drifted toward a small rise
in the woods—and froze.“Come here, Frank!” Dolan shouted. “Look over there! Does that look
like somebody to you?”The two relic hunters had stumbled upon the remains of a dead
man.Smith and Dolan hurried back to their car. They drove to a truck weigh station on I-20,
where they notified authorities of their gruesome find. Within minutes, deputies from the Warren
County Sheriff’s Department were on the scene. Among the first officers to arrive was Deputy
John Dolan, who, despite having the same name as one of the men who discovered the body,
was of no relation.Lying face down in the autumn leaves, the body was that of a young
Caucasian man. The body was dressed in Levis jeans, a blue and brown flannel shirt, and black
loafers. The victim appeared to be in his mid-twenties. His reddish-blond hair was cut short and
neat, and his red moustache was military trim. He had no identification. The body had been
found about two hundred yards away from the rest area, within the pine trees. A handcuff was
closed around the victim’s right wrist.Warren County Coroner L.W. Callaway III, nicknamed
“Bump,” examined the body at the scene. The victim had been shot in the back of the head with
a small caliber weapon. Callaway and a deputy turned the body over. Amid the blood that



covered the victim’s face, Callaway identified two more bullet holes—one below the right ear and
the other on the right side of the chin. The victim’s clothes were damp, indicating that the body
had been there overnight.Deputy Dolan and Bump Callaway loaded the body into an ambulance
on loan from the Vicksburg Fire Department.Investigators from the Mississippi Crime Lab in
Jackson photographed the scene and collected trace evidence. The Mississippi Highway Patrol
searched the area for any abandoned vehicles.Deputy Dolan told a reporter at the scene, “We
would absolutely, positively have to call it an execution-type murder.”The unlikelihood of
stumbling across a fresh body in those remote woods was not lost on the investigators. A more
probable scenario would have been for hunters to discover skeletal remains a year or two later.
Whether the confluence of events that led to the discovery was random chance or Divine
Providence, the Warren County Sheriff’s Department had a murder on its hands. Detective Larry
Ashley would lead the investigation.It was believed that the victim had been dead at least twenty-
four hours prior to being found. The victim—referred to as John Doe—was transported to the
University Medical Center in Jackson. Later that night, Dr. Rodrigo Galvez performed an autopsy
on the victim. Dr. Galvez removed three fragmented bullets from the brain of the John Doe. The
Mississippi Crime Lab identified the slugs as .22 caliber shorts.CHAPTER SIXDecember 17th,
1982By now, the news of the murders at Corpsewood had reached every person in Chattooga
and the surrounding counties. The Associated Press and CNN had picked up the story and it
was being reported nationwide. The crime had all of the elements required for a salacious tale.
Newspapers from Florida to California reported the story using headlines that emphasized “Devil
Worship” and “Homosexuals.”As word spread about the Corpsewood tragedies, more people
from the community came to the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office to provide information.GBI
Special Agent in Charge Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-seven-year-old Ann Shell.“I’d say that
Charles is more of an acquaintance to me,” said Ms. Shell. “But my brother, Jimmy, knew him
pretty well.”“Who’s your brother?”“Jimmy Ray Seals. He lives with me in Trion.”“Okay. When was
the last time you saw Mr. Scudder?”“I saw him in Summerville on December the 7th. But about
two months ago, he was up at my house talking to my brother. I wasn’t trying to listen in, but I
overheard Charles tell Jimmy that around Christmas, a prison inmate was coming to live with
him and Joey.”“Do you know who this prison inmate is?”“I’m sorry, I really don’t. But you should
talk to my brother. He can probably tell you more about him.”Later that afternoon, GBI Agents
Charlie Johnson and Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-four-year-old Jimmy Ray Seals at his
residence in Trion.“Oh, I first met Charles and Joey several years ago,” said Seals. “I’d say I know
them pretty well.”Agent Johnson asked, “Did they ever come up here?”“Yeah. Charles did. He’s
been up here. Joey don’t go nowhere, though. He stays down at the house.”“When was the last
time you saw Mr. Scudder?” asked Johnson.“Let’s see now. About two weeks ago, I reckon. He
come up here and brought me some watermelon wine he’d made, and I give him two bags of
cement. Him and Joey are building a swimming pool.”“Your sister said Mr. Scudder was
expecting a house guest sometime this month,” said Oxford. “Possibly an individual who had
served time in prison?”“Yeah,” Seals replied. “He said that around Christmas time some guy was



moving in with him and Joey. He said the guy had done time.”“Did he mention the man’s name?”
asked Johnson.“I’m pretty sure he said the guy’s name was Chuck.”“Just Chuck?” asked
Johnson. “No last name?”Seals shook his head. “That’s all he said.”Agent Oxford asked, “Did Mr.
Scudder own any firearms?”“Yeah,” Seals nodded. “Charlie had a twenty-two revolver that he
kept in either the bedroom or living room. I don’t know what kind it is, though. I think it’s an off
brand. It ain’t a Smith or a Colt or nothin’. Just a little .22 caliber pistol.”Back at Corpsewood,
crime scene technicians continued collecting evidence throughout the second day of the
investigation. Kelly Fite of the Georgia State Crime Lab recovered two bullets near where the
dogs had been found in the study. He also logged into evidence an additional shell casing he
recovered from underneath the sofa adjacent to where Scudder’s body had been found. In all,
Fite had recovered a total of nineteen spent cartridge casings from Corpsewood—five from just
outside the green kitchen doors and fourteen from inside the house.In the study, GBI Special
Agent Brad Bonnell collected documents from Charles Scudder’s antique desk. Among the
assorted receipts and insurance papers was a copy of Dr. Scudder’s Last Will and Testament.As
Bonnell searched the desk, he opened a drawer to his right and discovered an old cigar box that
contained three small glass vials or ampoules. The GBI agent picked up the vials and briefly
examined them. The vials appeared old, their labels yellowed and faded with time. However,
despite their deteriorated condition, Bonnell could still make out the printing on the labels:
LSD-25.Lysergic acid diethylamide, or LSD, is a psychedelic drug first synthesized in 1938 from
a chemical derived from a grain fungus. As Bonnell examined the small vials, he saw that the
aging labels identified the product as Delysid, which was the commercial trade-name under
which the Swiss pharmaceutical company, Sandoz, had marketed LSD for psychiatric use
beginning in 1947.Possession of LSD had been illegal in the United States since 1968. It
seemed obvious to Special Agent Brad Bonnell that these vials were very old and were of pre-
ban manufacture. If there was any LSD actually contained in these dusty vials, no one was using
it.One of the vials was broken and dry; whatever liquid it once held was long gone. A second vial
was ruptured and leaking. The remaining vial appeared intact. Bonnell placed the three vials in a
paper bag, along with other items from the desk, such as personal photographs and the will, that
were deemed to have no evidentiary value.* * *A backhoe was brought onto the grounds of
Corpsewood to excavate the area on the east side of the property—the disturbed areas of earth
that a tipster had insisted were “freshly dug graves.” The backhoe sank its metal teeth into the
frozen ground, chewing scoops of chilled earth and tangled tree roots. The evidence technicians
sifted through the mounds of excavated Georgia dirt. There were no remains of humans or
animals. There was no treasure and there was no hidden drug lab. There was only the cold earth
of Corpsewood.It is common knowledge in law enforcement that murder victims usually know
their assailants. Therefore, the first place to start searching for a murderer is within the circle of
people who knew the victims. GBI Special Agent Brad Bonnell pored over a mountain of
correspondence addressed to Charles Scudder, searching for a clue as to who might have had
an axe to grind against the occupants of Corpsewood.A faithful and prolific pen pal, Scudder



maintained relationships with friends and colleagues around the world through the art of the
written word. His letters ranged from brief, handwritten notes to an occasional mini-book
composed on his old Remington manual typewriter.For several years, Scudder had subscribed
to The Gay Community News, a weekly newspaper published in Boston. The GCN, as it was
often referred to, was not a pornographic publication; it was a journal that featured news and
articles specifically written for the gay community. Like other newspapers, the GCN had
classified ads, including a section that featured requests for pen pals. Often read by lonely
inmates, Georgia was one of the few states that allowed prisoners to receive the Gay
Community News.In late 1981, Scudder placed an ad in the pen pals section of the GCN. The
ad simply read: “I want to correspond with those who wear the Great Seal of Oaphomet.” The ad
provided Scudder’s name and address, including the word Corpsewood. Several readers were
intrigued by Scudder’s seemingly cryptic ad, and Charles quickly found himself with many new
pen pals—including prison inmates.The first thing Dr. Scudder explained to his new pen pals
was that the ad contained an embarrassing misprint. Scudder had handwritten the ad on the
order form, and the GCN staff had mistaken his capital “B” for an “O.” He had meant for the ad to
say “The Great Seal of Baphomet,” but it ended up as “Oaphomet.”The exact origin and meaning
of the word “Baphomet” had been debated by scholars for centuries. In 1854, French occult
author Eliphas Levi published a book entitled Dogma and Ritual of High Magic, in which he
included a drawing of an ancient deity called the “Goat of the Sabbath.” The image was that of a
human body with the head of a goat. In the text, Levi also referred to this figure as Baphomet.In
the 1960s, Anton LaVey, the founder of the Church of Satan, had adopted an old occult symbol
of a goat’s head within a pentagram to serve as the official logo for the church. LaVey named the
logo The Sigil of Baphomet. It was this symbol that Scudder was referring to in his ad.Charles
Scudder was dismayed that the misprint had caused people to inquire about this “oaf I met.”
However, Scudder was unable to tell the story without finding the humor in it.As Special Agent
Bonnell sorted through the correspondence, he noted that there were several letters from prison
inmates who had responded to Scudder’s ad. Although none of the convicts in the letters were
named “Chuck,” the letters at least confirmed that Scudder was communicating with convicted
felons.The prisoners were incarcerated in several different states, including The Missouri State
Penitentiary in Jefferson City, Missouri; The Georgia State Penitentiary in Reidsville, Georgia;
The Federal Correctional Institute in Englewood, Colorado, and the federal prison in Texarkana,
Texas. Had one of these criminals gotten out of prison and paid a visit to Corpsewood? Agent
Bonnell promptly began following up on each of these potential suspects.Unfortunately, the lead
that had seemed so immediately promising was just as quickly dashed. All of the inmates were
still in custody.It had been almost thirty-six hours since the Corpsewood murders had been
discovered. Crime scene investigators had recovered trace evidence and latent prints. Heavy
equipment had sifted through the cold dirt of Corpsewood like bread crumbs, looking for
anything that might have been missed. Investigators had canvassed the area for miles and
conducted dozens of interviews. The autopsied bodies of Scudder and Odom now rested in



dark, refrigerated chambers at Lane Funeral Home. The bodies had relinquished all of their
secrets but one: the identities of the murderers.Homicides—even multiple ones—are
commonplace in the United States. Some of these crimes receive barely a mention in the
newspaper. But the murders at Corpsewood were different. Television news cameras from
nearby Chattanooga, Tennessee and Atlanta were bringing the Corpsewood murders into
people’s living rooms.The idea of a clandestine castle in the woods and possibly real life devil-
worshippers captured the imagination. People who only knew Charles Scudder from a brief
encounter in a grocery store were talking to reporters, claiming that Scudder boasted of
controlling people’s minds and that he had revealed sinister plans to construct a satanic temple
on his land.It fell to the investigators to penetrate the layers of hyperbole and answer the
question: Who were these victims, anyway?CHAPTER SIXCHAPTER SIXDecember 17th,
1982By now, the news of the murders at Corpsewood had reached every person in Chattooga
and the surrounding counties. The Associated Press and CNN had picked up the story and it
was being reported nationwide. The crime had all of the elements required for a salacious tale.
Newspapers from Florida to California reported the story using headlines that emphasized “Devil
Worship” and “Homosexuals.”As word spread about the Corpsewood tragedies, more people
from the community came to the Chattooga County Sheriff’s Office to provide information.GBI
Special Agent in Charge Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-seven-year-old Ann Shell.“I’d say that
Charles is more of an acquaintance to me,” said Ms. Shell. “But my brother, Jimmy, knew him
pretty well.”“Who’s your brother?”“Jimmy Ray Seals. He lives with me in Trion.”“Okay. When was
the last time you saw Mr. Scudder?”“I saw him in Summerville on December the 7th. But about
two months ago, he was up at my house talking to my brother. I wasn’t trying to listen in, but I
overheard Charles tell Jimmy that around Christmas, a prison inmate was coming to live with
him and Joey.”“Do you know who this prison inmate is?”“I’m sorry, I really don’t. But you should
talk to my brother. He can probably tell you more about him.”Later that afternoon, GBI Agents
Charlie Johnson and Larry Oxford interviewed thirty-four-year-old Jimmy Ray Seals at his
residence in Trion.“Oh, I first met Charles and Joey several years ago,” said Seals. “I’d say I know
them pretty well.”Agent Johnson asked, “Did they ever come up here?”“Yeah. Charles did. He’s
been up here. Joey don’t go nowhere, though. He stays down at the house.”“When was the last
time you saw Mr. Scudder?” asked Johnson.“Let’s see now. About two weeks ago, I reckon. He
come up here and brought me some watermelon wine he’d made, and I give him two bags of
cement. Him and Joey are building a swimming pool.”“Your sister said Mr. Scudder was
expecting a house guest sometime this month,” said Oxford. “Possibly an individual who had
served time in prison?”“Yeah,” Seals replied. “He said that around Christmas time some guy was
moving in with him and Joey. He said the guy had done time.”“Did he mention the man’s name?”
asked Johnson.“I’m pretty sure he said the guy’s name was Chuck.”“Just Chuck?” asked
Johnson. “No last name?”Seals shook his head. “That’s all he said.”Agent Oxford asked, “Did Mr.
Scudder own any firearms?”“Yeah,” Seals nodded. “Charlie had a twenty-two revolver that he
kept in either the bedroom or living room. I don’t know what kind it is, though. I think it’s an off



brand. It ain’t a Smith or a Colt or nothin’. Just a little .22 caliber pistol.”Back at Corpsewood,
crime scene technicians continued collecting evidence throughout the second day of the
investigation. Kelly Fite of the Georgia State Crime Lab recovered two bullets near where the
dogs had been found in the study. He also logged into evidence an additional shell casing he
recovered from underneath the sofa adjacent to where Scudder’s body had been found. In all,
Fite had recovered a total of nineteen spent cartridge casings from Corpsewood—five from just
outside the green kitchen doors and fourteen from inside the house.In the study, GBI Special
Agent Brad Bonnell collected documents from Charles Scudder’s antique desk. Among the
assorted receipts and insurance papers was a copy of Dr. Scudder’s Last Will and Testament.As
Bonnell searched the desk, he opened a drawer to his right and discovered an old cigar box that
contained three small glass vials or ampoules. The GBI agent picked up the vials and briefly
examined them. The vials appeared old, their labels yellowed and faded with time. However,
despite their deteriorated condition, Bonnell could still make out the printing on the labels:
LSD-25.Lysergic acid diethylamide, or LSD, is a psychedelic drug first synthesized in 1938 from
a chemical derived from a grain fungus. As Bonnell examined the small vials, he saw that the
aging labels identified the product as Delysid, which was the commercial trade-name under
which the Swiss pharmaceutical company, Sandoz, had marketed LSD for psychiatric use
beginning in 1947.Possession of LSD had been illegal in the United States since 1968. It
seemed obvious to Special Agent Brad Bonnell that these vials were very old and were of pre-
ban manufacture. If there was any LSD actually contained in these dusty vials, no one was using
it.One of the vials was broken and dry; whatever liquid it once held was long gone. A second vial
was ruptured and leaking. The remaining vial appeared intact. Bonnell placed the three vials in a
paper bag, along with other items from the desk, such as personal photographs and the will, that
were deemed to have no evidentiary value.* * *A backhoe was brought onto the grounds of
Corpsewood to excavate the area on the east side of the property—the disturbed areas of earth
that a tipster had insisted were “freshly dug graves.” The backhoe sank its metal teeth into the
frozen ground, chewing scoops of chilled earth and tangled tree roots. The evidence technicians
sifted through the mounds of excavated Georgia dirt. There were no remains of humans or
animals. There was no treasure and there was no hidden drug lab. There was only the cold earth
of Corpsewood.It is common knowledge in law enforcement that murder victims usually know
their assailants. Therefore, the first place to start searching for a murderer is within the circle of
people who knew the victims. GBI Special Agent Brad Bonnell pored over a mountain of
correspondence addressed to Charles Scudder, searching for a clue as to who might have had
an axe to grind against the occupants of Corpsewood.A faithful and prolific pen pal, Scudder
maintained relationships with friends and colleagues around the world through the art of the
written word. His letters ranged from brief, handwritten notes to an occasional mini-book
composed on his old Remington manual typewriter.For several years, Scudder had subscribed
to The Gay Community News, a weekly newspaper published in Boston. The GCN, as it was
often referred to, was not a pornographic publication; it was a journal that featured news and



articles specifically written for the gay community. Like other newspapers, the GCN had
classified ads, including a section that featured requests for pen pals. Often read by lonely
inmates, Georgia was one of the few states that allowed prisoners to receive the Gay
Community News.In late 1981, Scudder placed an ad in the pen pals section of the GCN. The
ad simply read: “I want to correspond with those who wear the Great Seal of Oaphomet.” The ad
provided Scudder’s name and address, including the word Corpsewood. Several readers were
intrigued by Scudder’s seemingly cryptic ad, and Charles quickly found himself with many new
pen pals—including prison inmates.The first thing Dr. Scudder explained to his new pen pals
was that the ad contained an embarrassing misprint. Scudder had handwritten the ad on the
order form, and the GCN staff had mistaken his capital “B” for an “O.” He had meant for the ad to
say “The Great Seal of Baphomet,” but it ended up as “Oaphomet.”The exact origin and meaning
of the word “Baphomet” had been debated by scholars for centuries. In 1854, French occult
author Eliphas Levi published a book entitled Dogma and Ritual of High Magic, in which he
included a drawing of an ancient deity called the “Goat of the Sabbath.” The image was that of a
human body with the head of a goat. In the text, Levi also referred to this figure as Baphomet.In
the 1960s, Anton LaVey, the founder of the Church of Satan, had adopted an old occult symbol
of a goat’s head within a pentagram to serve as the official logo for the church. LaVey named the
logo The Sigil of Baphomet. It was this symbol that Scudder was referring to in his ad.Charles
Scudder was dismayed that the misprint had caused people to inquire about this “oaf I met.”
However, Scudder was unable to tell the story without finding the humor in it.As Special Agent
Bonnell sorted through the correspondence, he noted that there were several letters from prison
inmates who had responded to Scudder’s ad. Although none of the convicts in the letters were
named “Chuck,” the letters at least confirmed that Scudder was communicating with convicted
felons.The prisoners were incarcerated in several different states, including The Missouri State
Penitentiary in Jefferson City, Missouri; The Georgia State Penitentiary in Reidsville, Georgia;
The Federal Correctional Institute in Englewood, Colorado, and the federal prison in Texarkana,
Texas. Had one of these criminals gotten out of prison and paid a visit to Corpsewood? Agent
Bonnell promptly began following up on each of these potential suspects.Unfortunately, the lead
that had seemed so immediately promising was just as quickly dashed. All of the inmates were
still in custody.It had been almost thirty-six hours since the Corpsewood murders had been
discovered. Crime scene investigators had recovered trace evidence and latent prints. Heavy
equipment had sifted through the cold dirt of Corpsewood like bread crumbs, looking for
anything that might have been missed. Investigators had canvassed the area for miles and
conducted dozens of interviews. The autopsied bodies of Scudder and Odom now rested in
dark, refrigerated chambers at Lane Funeral Home. The bodies had relinquished all of their
secrets but one: the identities of the murderers.Homicides—even multiple ones—are
commonplace in the United States. Some of these crimes receive barely a mention in the
newspaper. But the murders at Corpsewood were different. Television news cameras from
nearby Chattanooga, Tennessee and Atlanta were bringing the Corpsewood murders into



people’s living rooms.The idea of a clandestine castle in the woods and possibly real life devil-
worshippers captured the imagination. People who only knew Charles Scudder from a brief
encounter in a grocery store were talking to reporters, claiming that Scudder boasted of
controlling people’s minds and that he had revealed sinister plans to construct a satanic temple
on his land.It fell to the investigators to penetrate the layers of hyperbole and answer the
question: Who were these victims, anyway?CHAPTER SEVENIn Days PastCharles Lee
Scudder was born on October 6th, 1926 in Wauwatosa, Wisconsin, on the outskirts of
Milwaukee. Scudder himself had once said that such trivial biographical details had little
relevance as to who he was as a person.Charles and his older sister, Janet, were the only
children of Charles M. and Edith Eleanor Scudder. The family of four lived comfortably,
supported by the senior Mr. Scudder’s income as a mechanical engineer for a pipeline
manufacturing company.In his youth, the young Charles Lee Scudder was often called by his
childhood nickname, Buddy Lee. Even from an early age, Buddy Lee demonstrated a natural
aptitude for learning and an insatiable curiosity about things in general.Charles Morrison
Scudder had endeavored to instill in his children the same work ethic that had driven his many
achievements, including a Bachelor of Science Degree in Civil Engineering and a teaching stint
at the University of Wisconsin. “Scud,” as he was called by his fraternity brothers, had served as
a captain in the 107th engineer corps, 32nd division, in World War I.Indeed, Janet Scudder
followed in her father’s footsteps and was driven throughout her high school career. She was
outgoing and smart, traits that she would later transfer to university life.Young Charles was no
slouch when it came to his studies, either. Like his sister Janet, he was a member of the National
Honor Society. But unlike Janet, Charles didn’t have a singular focus. He tended to drift as his
curiosity dictated. Charles did all of the normal things one might expect; he was a member of the
high school science club and sang bass in the school choir.Scudder had some interest in
drama, but was too self-conscious to be a featured player. He tended to hang back and quietly
observe.Although he excelled in academics, Buddy Lee also possessed a strong sense of
aesthetics and embraced creative endeavors such as drawing and painting. When it came time
to choose a college major, science triumphed over art—but not immediately.Of course, all was
not idyllic in the world of the young Charles Scudder. He was aware from an early age that he
had homosexual leanings. Scudder would confide in close friends, years later, that his sexuality
had always been in conflict with his Congregational Church upbringing. Religion would
eventually lose that war.Charles had long enjoyed a strong mental bond with Helen Kilbourne
Hayslette, who was supposedly a distant cousin on his mother’s side of the family. Helen was
almost two years older than Charles and lived in Chicago. They would regularly correspond and
visit one another. Helen would be the first to admit that she was no beauty queen. However, her
gregarious personality and high voltage mental energy made her impossible to ignore. Self-
effacing and witty, Helen was everything that the teenaged Charles wanted. Or so he
thought.Upon graduating high school, Charles had planned to attend the University of
Wisconsin and pursue a career in science. However, his mental attraction to Helen led him to



follow her to Oberlin College in Ohio as she began her junior year. Despite having known him for
so long, Helen fell hard for the young Charles Scudder and they soon took their relationship to a
different level.Charles only attended Oberlin for a year. He finally overcame some of his fear and
even performed in a college production of Candida.During the summer break, Charles’ father
passed away. He was only fifty-six-years-old.Helen was deeply in love with nineteen-year-old
Charles, and Charles was deeply in love with the idea of love itself. The fact that Charles was not
physically attracted to Helen or to women in general was apparently something the young
couple regarded as a minor inconvenience. Given those rather unfavorable circumstances,
Helen and Charles did what seemed most sensible. They got married.One month before
Charles’ twentieth birthday, he and Helen were married in St. Joseph, Michigan. Almost
immediately, the problems began. Scudder decided that he didn’t want to return to Oberlin
College. His father’s passing had made him realize that he needed to adhere to his original plan
and attend the University of Wisconsin. This change of heart didn’t sit well with Helen, who had
just invested three years of study at Oberlin. She insisted that they return to Ohio so that she
could complete her degree.Each of them dug in their heels, unwilling to compromise. Within a
few months, the marriage was finished. By the time the divorce was final, Helen had completed
her degree at Oberlin and moved to California to attend classes at Stanford University. Although
Helen Kilbourne Hayslette would eventually marry again and lead a long and happy life, Charles
Scudder had left an indelible mark upon her heart. When she died more than half a century later
at the age of eighty-six, she made sure that her brief marriage to Charles Lee Scudder was
mentioned in her obituary.Charles dedicated himself to his studies at the University of
Wisconsin, earning a Bachelor of Arts Degree in Zoology with a minor in languages. That
achievement was followed by a Master of Science Degree in Zoology with a minor in
chemistry.To be exposed as a homosexual in those days was a serious matter. The word “gay”
had not yet been annexed as a synonym for homosexual; at least, not in street-level vernacular.
Sodomy laws in Wisconsin and other states were routinely enforced. In the Wisconsin of the
1950s, anyone convicted of “sexual perversion” could spend up to five years in prison.For those
identified as homosexual in the mid twentieth century, imprisonment and hefty fines were only
the beginning. Promotions could be denied. Jobs could be lost. Careers could be ruined.It was
while he was attending college in Wisconsin that Scudder would meet his second wife, Bourtai.
Married in 1949, the marriage produced four sons in rapid succession. Unfortunately, that
marriage did not survive far beyond the birth of the fourth son. Charles would later acknowledge
to close friends that he knew he wasn’t cut out for marriage, but had always wanted to
experience fatherhood.Charles Scudder accepted a position as an instructor in the Biology
Department at the University of Illinois in Chicago. By now, it was the late 1950s. After teaching
for two years, Scudder entered graduate school at Loyola University’s Stritch School of Medicine
in Chicago.Now firmly established in Chicago, Scudder bought a house on Chicago’s West Side.
The three-story mansion had been built in 1904 by a student of famed architect Frank Lloyd
Wright. The house—which Scudder purchased from the original owner—still retained much of its



turn-of-the-century era grandeur, including stained glass windows and vaulted ceilings.The
house itself was nice, but the neighborhood had seen better days. Ultimately, Scudder decided
that the pleasing aesthetics of the mansion outweighed the sketchy neighborhood. Besides, the
mansion also satisfied another need: a place to house Scudder’s collection of baroque furniture
and other antiques, much of which he had purchased when the historic Balaban & Katz movie
palaces were liquidated.Charles and his sons moved into their Adams Street mansion. Scudder
was amused by the name of the street, as he was a fan of the macabre Addams Family cartoons
that had been published in The New Yorker.Twenty-one-year-old Joey Odom was employed in a
bookstore when Charles Scudder walked in one day, seeking a particular book. The chance
encounter would lead to a lifetime bond. Young Odom was, in some ways, the antithesis of
Charles Scudder. Whereas Charles had pursued an impressive academic career, Joey had quit
school in the 5th grade. However, Joey possessed many talents that Charles lacked. For one,
Odom was street smart. Unlike Charles, who had grown up in the relatively sheltered suburbs
outside of Milwaukee, Joey was largely a product of the rough streets of Chicago and was adept
at sizing up and reading people.Charles Scudder was indeed an intelligent and educated man.
Paradoxically, those highly prized attributes sometimes seemed to work against him. Keeping
things on a mental or intellectual level occasionally caused Scudder to be perceived as
emotionally detached and aloof. Charles often viewed people and events not as they really were,
but as the way he thought they were. Scudder’s inability to accurately read strangers was,
according to friends, his Achilles’ heel.Joey Odom, on the other hand, could spot a phony a mile
away. Scudder and Odom seemed to complement each other; each possessing something that
the other lacked.Odom had bounced around from one menial job to the next, often as a cook.
While Scudder pursued his PhD in pharmacology at Loyola University, he enlisted Odom as his
live-in cook and housekeeper. The role suited Odom perfectly. He could be trusted to look after
the boys and the dogs while Scudder was at work.Joey’s parents, Connie and Mary Odom, had
moved from Georgia to Illinois with their infant daughter, Catherine, in the late 1930s. The
country was still in the throes of The Great Depression and jobs were scarce. With only a second
grade education, thirty-three-year-old Connie was able to find work as a linen boy in a Chicago
hotel.Mary Odom’s brother, twenty-five-year-old Peter Condella, lived with the Odoms. He
secured a job as a general laborer at the Chicago Municipal Airport, which would later be
renamed Chicago Midway International Airport.Shortly after settling into their apartment on the
South Side of Chicago, twenty-three-year-old Mary gave birth to Joseph David Terrence Odom
on March 27th, 1938. Eventually, three daughters would follow—Mary, Catherine, and Cora
Mae.Having been raised in a traditional Catholic family in Louisiana, Joey’s mother made certain
that the Odom children would also be raised as Catholics. Early on, young Joey displayed
effeminate traits. But unlike Scudder, Odom was able to reconcile any conflict between his
homosexuality and his religious affiliation. Odom would go to his grave affirming that he was
Catholic.Despite Dr. Scudder’s growing dissatisfaction with organized religion, he was employed
as a research scientist and instructor at the Stritch School of Medicine at Loyola University, a



private Catholic university run by Jesuit Priests.While completing his graduate studies at Loyola,
Scudder caught the attention of Dr. Alexander Karczmar, the Chairman of the Department of
Pharmacology. Karczmar, an accomplished neuroscientist and academician, recognized
Scudder’s talent as a researcher and instructor. In Scudder, he saw a young man with a brilliant
scientific mind, but a mind that was also highly creative.In 1964, Charles received his PhD in
Pharmacology, specializing in psychopharmacology and behavior—thus making him the perfect
choice to serve as assistant director of the newly created Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs,
and Behavior. Scudder described it as “a tiny, embryonic Institute under the auspices of the
Department of Pharmacology and the Department of Psychiatry.”Mainly devoted to
neurosciences, the Institute largely conducted studies pertaining to the cholinergic system,
which refers to a system of nerve cells that uses acetylcholine in transmitting nerve impulses.In
a letter to a friend, years later, Scudder described the Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs, and
Behavior as “a wonderful place” when it was first established.“When it began,” said Scudder, “it
was a place where people worked hard with pleasure and combined their work with volleyball
games, tennis, painting murals on their laboratory walls, etc. There was complete freedom; by
this I mean people felt free to say and to do what seemed most sensible. They freely helped one
another, etc. When there wasn’t much to do, they played games; when there was a lot to do, they
worked cheerfully all night.”Much of Scudder’s published research involved the modulation of
behavior and brain chemistry by drugs in several genera of mice. Scudder—along with his fellow
scientists—were hoping that their research would eventually lead to treatments for a variety of
conditions, such as manic depression, alcoholism, and Alzheimer’s Disease. Scudder also
studied the behavior of self-organizing systems.Charles worked hard during his years at Loyola
University. However, Scudder’s professional life was not exactly picture perfect. As often
happens within a large pool of brilliant minds, there are going to be a few eccentrics. Scudder, it
seemed, was free from the constraints of conventional ideas and behaviors.Although the
university was run by Jesuits, they were very tolerant. The priests were dedicated to learning and
could overlook the occasional eccentric that inhabited the academic landscape. Many of
Scudder’s colleagues, however, did not share in that philosophy. Several of his fellow professors
were staid, old school academicians who viewed institutions of higher learning as sacred and
decorous places. They didn’t find it amusing when Scudder tinted his hair purple-red. At the
time, it was very much an original idea, as punk rock styles wouldn’t exist until fifteen years
later.Scudder would sometimes wear outrageous necklaces or odd clothing. He delighted in the
reactions he received from his disapproving colleagues, in the way that an adolescent boy might
enjoy shocking his peers with a rubber snake or a shrunken head. It was all harmless fun, but
there were some faculty members who would never see the humor. They also didn’t understand
why Scudder owned a pet monkey.On the other hand, Scudder had a great many friends and
admirers among his colleagues and students. They respected Scudder’s intelligence and work
ethic, and enjoyed his originality and innovative solutions. And some simply liked him as a good
friend.Among his numerous talents, Charles was a professional level harp player. He had



mastered many of the classics, but had also created original works. Charles had even received
an invitation to join the Chicago Orchestra. Scudder had continued to develop his artistic skills,
creating works in various mediums, including paint, charcoal, and stained glass.Since the
moment his feet were first set upon the path of knowledge, Charles Scudder had worked hard to
unravel the mysteries of the universe. He had believed that science was the pathway to finding
the answers that he sought. But the years of keeping his nose to the grindstone were beginning
to take a toll.Oftentimes, scientists are expected to be reductionists. That is, to embrace the
philosophical position that complex life-science processes and phenomena can be explained in
terms of the laws of physics and chemistry. As the years wore on, Scudder became frustrated
with many of the reductionist rituals that he was being required to perform in the laboratory.
Writing to a friend, several years later, Scudder expressed his frustration with the office politics
he had endured.“During the years I was there,” wrote Scudder, “the school itself changed. The
dean, who had first sponsored the idea of the Institute, was ‘kicked upstairs’ as they say, and
never heard from again. The new dean was orthodox and believed in a time clock approach to
life. And above all, he was concerned with IMAGE. Our image as scientists wasn’t his image of
scientists. And our Director changed, too. We saw him less and less. His only concern was that
there would be data published; data, not ideas.“Every science has its dogma, its rituals. In one of
my papers, Kelipoth (World Union, Vol 16, No. 7, Pg. 11-16), I divided science into two parts;
ritual and metaphysical. The former is the technique or procedures one goes through to make a
measurement or an experiment, to make something happen. The latter are the opinions,
assumptions, and belief systems which underlie science.”“As the years passed at the Institute,”
Scudder continued, “more and more we were given to understand that we were to produce ritual
science. Our measurements were becoming more and more exact, more complex. Smaller bits
of brain were studied and analyzed—not because this led to a fuller understanding of behavior
or of the brain and its control function—but because this is the routine, the ritual, the paradigm.
Politics and ‘important’ men in this very narrow field began to be the determining factors in the
path of our work.”Scudder’s frustrations increased when he felt that his grant requests were
being derailed because of politics: “The implication was that if we did not say what our peers had
already said, did not do the kinds of experiments which had already been done, we would be
ostracized; our image tarnished, our coffers bankrupt; tarred, feathered…“The sad part was that
when we said what we were going to do, the results we were going to get, the theory we were
going to confirm—all in advance—then we got the money! This was SCIENCE. Not for me it
wasn’t!“There are practically an endless number of measurements which can be taken, but I
came to feel that a scientist indulges in more than endless measurement. He must speculate. He
must dream. He must find that which is beyond understanding.”And indeed, Charles Scudder
meant what he said. In his free time, he indulged in metaphysical studies; exploring that which
exists outside of objective experience. This led him into areas of research generally regarded as
“occult,” such as Tarot cards, scrying, and other forms of divination. Scudder was well aware that
these concepts were not supported by mainstream science, and that may very well have been



what drove him to pursue them.On May 26th, 1973, Charles received the devastating news that
his youngest son, nineteen-year-old Ahab Murdstone Scudder, had died suddenly while in New
York City. The tragedy served as sort of a turning point for forty-six-year-old Charles. The early
1970s had already found Scudder frustrated in his career, and now, he had little refuge in his
private life. The neighborhood had continued to deteriorate over the years and friends were
becoming hesitant about visiting the house. His remaining sons were now adults and were
pursuing their own interests.Joey Odom was still there, of course. And although Joey and
Charles had been intimate, Charles was certainly not monogamous. Indeed, if Scudder had a
serious relationship, it was with his longtime friend, Dr. Guy M. Everett.Eleven years Scudder’s
senior, Guy Everett had met Charles back in the late 1950s. Several years later, Dr. Everett
became an adjunct professor at Loyola University.In Guy Everett, Scudder found not only a
companion, but a peer. Within Scudder’s profession, Guy Everett was the equivalent of a rock
star. While working for Abbott Laboratories in the 1950s, Everett had been credited with
discovering Tremorine, a compound that produced sustained tremors, imitating those caused by
Parkinson’s disease. Tremorine was a significant discovery that was useful for developing anti-
Parkinson’s drugs.Everett was something of an artist himself. Both Everett and Scudder had
entered works in Chicago’s 1957 No-Jury Art Exhibition and again in the 1958 Chicago Artists
Exhibition. The exhibitions, sponsored by The Art Institute of Chicago and thirty-one other art
organizations, boasted the largest exhibitions of art ever held in the Midwest.But now, Guy
Everett was gone, having left Chicago to lecture at the University of California San Francisco.In
the early 1970s, Scudder came into a modest inheritance. The few thousand dollars he received
could provide some added comfort for a couple of years, but to what end? The maintenance
costs of the house, the utility bills, and the taxes would quickly consume that little windfall. And
the deteriorating, crime-ridden neighborhood had Charles questioning what it was he was
clinging to, anyway. Long disillusioned with his career, forty-nine-year-old Charles decided that
he just wanted out.Scudder was an avid reader of Mother Earth News, a magazine that
contained a wealth of information about self-sufficiency, renewable energy, and do-it-yourself
projects. The magazine was widely popular in the 1970s, especially with city dwellers who
embraced the “back to the land” movement. Charles began developing a rather ambitious
plan.After talking it over with Joey, Charles decided to sell the house and most of their
possessions. The plan was to purchase some inexpensive rural land and live on it. Neither
Scudder nor Odom could afford to retire. However, Scudder surmised that if they lived on their
own land and became self-sufficient, they could survive and enjoy their lives while they were still
in good health. With the interest rates of that time, the money from the inheritance would
produce a monthly income of roughly one hundred dollars. Not a lot of money, to be sure.Living
“off the grid” is a common fantasy shared by many men, but Charles Scudder sought to translate
that dream into a reality. Yes, the plan was ambitious, but he tempered the fantasy with
practicality. In order for it to be viable, Scudder knew that his home could have no utilities of any
kind. And that suited him just fine. Besides, one of Scudder’s friends had already done



something similar.Stafford Beer, a British theorist, consultant, and expert in management
cybernetics, was born only eleven days earlier than Charles in 1926. Beer and Scudder had
been good friends for many years after having met through the international scientific
organization, the Society for General Systems Research.In 1974, Beer renounced material
possessions and retreated to the remote Welsh hills of Ceredigion, living an austere life in a tiny
stone cottage named Cwarel Isaf. Stafford regaled Charles with letters about his vastly simplified
lifestyle and the immense satisfaction he derived from it. Beer had no telephone or neighbors to
contend with, his only companions being two Old English sheep dogs. Stafford spent his time
writing poetry and books, painting pictures, and even spinning his own wool. He reported to
Charles how he appreciated a simple glass of sherry and a cigar. Indeed, Stafford Beer relished
his relative isolation.Charles wanted to take the concept of austerity a bit further than Stafford
and live completely off the grid. For his part, Joey Odom was eager to tackle the challenges of
such an enterprise. Odom said that he was born a hundred years too late and had little use for
gadgets or technology, anyway.Years later, in an issue of Mother Earth News, Charles published
a firsthand account of how he and Odom left Chicago and built what would eventually become
Corpsewood. In the article, Scudder wrote:“After some soul-searching conversations with Joe, I
decided that we really needed to find some place in hilly country, with the glamour of four
seasons but without super-cold winters, with a good supply of pure water and wood for heating
and cooking, and—most important—with a measure of isolation. (After years of enduring the
sensory overload of city life, I desperately wanted to be situated where I could neither see nor
hear my neighbors).“I studied geological survey maps of southern states and wrote to the
presidents of local realty boards. One such person answered that he had 40 inexpensive acres
of hardwood trees in the Appalachian foothills, completely surrounded by national forest land. I
figured that the cash from the sale of my city property, plus my retirement fund and the money in
escrow, would allow me to make such a move, so I drove down to Georgia to take a look. There I
found hummingbirds, whippoorwills, butterflies, bobcats, great oaks, fungi, and rolling mountain
woodland. I was hooked!”Seeing that the land was perfect for his needs, Scudder bought it. The
purchase price was just $10,500.00. It was also during his visit to the property in 1975 that he
arranged for a one hundred and sixty foot deep well to be dug.After securing the land, Scudder
returned to Chicago and continued to work at Loyola University throughout most of 1976. On
Scudder’s fiftieth birthday, October 6th, 1976, he tendered his resignation.CHAPTER
SEVENCHAPTER SEVENIn Days PastCharles Lee Scudder was born on October 6th, 1926 in
Wauwatosa, Wisconsin, on the outskirts of Milwaukee. Scudder himself had once said that such
trivial biographical details had little relevance as to who he was as a person.Charles and his
older sister, Janet, were the only children of Charles M. and Edith Eleanor Scudder. The family of
four lived comfortably, supported by the senior Mr. Scudder’s income as a mechanical engineer
for a pipeline manufacturing company.In his youth, the young Charles Lee Scudder was often
called by his childhood nickname, Buddy Lee. Even from an early age, Buddy Lee demonstrated
a natural aptitude for learning and an insatiable curiosity about things in general.Charles



Morrison Scudder had endeavored to instill in his children the same work ethic that had driven
his many achievements, including a Bachelor of Science Degree in Civil Engineering and a
teaching stint at the University of Wisconsin. “Scud,” as he was called by his fraternity brothers,
had served as a captain in the 107th engineer corps, 32nd division, in World War I.Indeed, Janet
Scudder followed in her father’s footsteps and was driven throughout her high school career.
She was outgoing and smart, traits that she would later transfer to university life.Young Charles
was no slouch when it came to his studies, either. Like his sister Janet, he was a member of the
National Honor Society. But unlike Janet, Charles didn’t have a singular focus. He tended to drift
as his curiosity dictated. Charles did all of the normal things one might expect; he was a member
of the high school science club and sang bass in the school choir.Scudder had some interest in
drama, but was too self-conscious to be a featured player. He tended to hang back and quietly
observe.Although he excelled in academics, Buddy Lee also possessed a strong sense of
aesthetics and embraced creative endeavors such as drawing and painting. When it came time
to choose a college major, science triumphed over art—but not immediately.Of course, all was
not idyllic in the world of the young Charles Scudder. He was aware from an early age that he
had homosexual leanings. Scudder would confide in close friends, years later, that his sexuality
had always been in conflict with his Congregational Church upbringing. Religion would
eventually lose that war.Charles had long enjoyed a strong mental bond with Helen Kilbourne
Hayslette, who was supposedly a distant cousin on his mother’s side of the family. Helen was
almost two years older than Charles and lived in Chicago. They would regularly correspond and
visit one another. Helen would be the first to admit that she was no beauty queen. However, her
gregarious personality and high voltage mental energy made her impossible to ignore. Self-
effacing and witty, Helen was everything that the teenaged Charles wanted. Or so he
thought.Upon graduating high school, Charles had planned to attend the University of
Wisconsin and pursue a career in science. However, his mental attraction to Helen led him to
follow her to Oberlin College in Ohio as she began her junior year. Despite having known him for
so long, Helen fell hard for the young Charles Scudder and they soon took their relationship to a
different level.Charles only attended Oberlin for a year. He finally overcame some of his fear and
even performed in a college production of Candida.During the summer break, Charles’ father
passed away. He was only fifty-six-years-old.Helen was deeply in love with nineteen-year-old
Charles, and Charles was deeply in love with the idea of love itself. The fact that Charles was not
physically attracted to Helen or to women in general was apparently something the young
couple regarded as a minor inconvenience. Given those rather unfavorable circumstances,
Helen and Charles did what seemed most sensible. They got married.One month before
Charles’ twentieth birthday, he and Helen were married in St. Joseph, Michigan. Almost
immediately, the problems began. Scudder decided that he didn’t want to return to Oberlin
College. His father’s passing had made him realize that he needed to adhere to his original plan
and attend the University of Wisconsin. This change of heart didn’t sit well with Helen, who had
just invested three years of study at Oberlin. She insisted that they return to Ohio so that she



could complete her degree.Each of them dug in their heels, unwilling to compromise. Within a
few months, the marriage was finished. By the time the divorce was final, Helen had completed
her degree at Oberlin and moved to California to attend classes at Stanford University. Although
Helen Kilbourne Hayslette would eventually marry again and lead a long and happy life, Charles
Scudder had left an indelible mark upon her heart. When she died more than half a century later
at the age of eighty-six, she made sure that her brief marriage to Charles Lee Scudder was
mentioned in her obituary.Charles dedicated himself to his studies at the University of
Wisconsin, earning a Bachelor of Arts Degree in Zoology with a minor in languages. That
achievement was followed by a Master of Science Degree in Zoology with a minor in
chemistry.To be exposed as a homosexual in those days was a serious matter. The word “gay”
had not yet been annexed as a synonym for homosexual; at least, not in street-level vernacular.
Sodomy laws in Wisconsin and other states were routinely enforced. In the Wisconsin of the
1950s, anyone convicted of “sexual perversion” could spend up to five years in prison.For those
identified as homosexual in the mid twentieth century, imprisonment and hefty fines were only
the beginning. Promotions could be denied. Jobs could be lost. Careers could be ruined.It was
while he was attending college in Wisconsin that Scudder would meet his second wife, Bourtai.
Married in 1949, the marriage produced four sons in rapid succession. Unfortunately, that
marriage did not survive far beyond the birth of the fourth son. Charles would later acknowledge
to close friends that he knew he wasn’t cut out for marriage, but had always wanted to
experience fatherhood.Charles Scudder accepted a position as an instructor in the Biology
Department at the University of Illinois in Chicago. By now, it was the late 1950s. After teaching
for two years, Scudder entered graduate school at Loyola University’s Stritch School of Medicine
in Chicago.Now firmly established in Chicago, Scudder bought a house on Chicago’s West Side.
The three-story mansion had been built in 1904 by a student of famed architect Frank Lloyd
Wright. The house—which Scudder purchased from the original owner—still retained much of its
turn-of-the-century era grandeur, including stained glass windows and vaulted ceilings.The
house itself was nice, but the neighborhood had seen better days. Ultimately, Scudder decided
that the pleasing aesthetics of the mansion outweighed the sketchy neighborhood. Besides, the
mansion also satisfied another need: a place to house Scudder’s collection of baroque furniture
and other antiques, much of which he had purchased when the historic Balaban & Katz movie
palaces were liquidated.Charles and his sons moved into their Adams Street mansion. Scudder
was amused by the name of the street, as he was a fan of the macabre Addams Family cartoons
that had been published in The New Yorker.Twenty-one-year-old Joey Odom was employed in a
bookstore when Charles Scudder walked in one day, seeking a particular book. The chance
encounter would lead to a lifetime bond. Young Odom was, in some ways, the antithesis of
Charles Scudder. Whereas Charles had pursued an impressive academic career, Joey had quit
school in the 5th grade. However, Joey possessed many talents that Charles lacked. For one,
Odom was street smart. Unlike Charles, who had grown up in the relatively sheltered suburbs
outside of Milwaukee, Joey was largely a product of the rough streets of Chicago and was adept



at sizing up and reading people.Charles Scudder was indeed an intelligent and educated man.
Paradoxically, those highly prized attributes sometimes seemed to work against him. Keeping
things on a mental or intellectual level occasionally caused Scudder to be perceived as
emotionally detached and aloof. Charles often viewed people and events not as they really were,
but as the way he thought they were. Scudder’s inability to accurately read strangers was,
according to friends, his Achilles’ heel.Joey Odom, on the other hand, could spot a phony a mile
away. Scudder and Odom seemed to complement each other; each possessing something that
the other lacked.Odom had bounced around from one menial job to the next, often as a cook.
While Scudder pursued his PhD in pharmacology at Loyola University, he enlisted Odom as his
live-in cook and housekeeper. The role suited Odom perfectly. He could be trusted to look after
the boys and the dogs while Scudder was at work.Joey’s parents, Connie and Mary Odom, had
moved from Georgia to Illinois with their infant daughter, Catherine, in the late 1930s. The
country was still in the throes of The Great Depression and jobs were scarce. With only a second
grade education, thirty-three-year-old Connie was able to find work as a linen boy in a Chicago
hotel.Mary Odom’s brother, twenty-five-year-old Peter Condella, lived with the Odoms. He
secured a job as a general laborer at the Chicago Municipal Airport, which would later be
renamed Chicago Midway International Airport.Shortly after settling into their apartment on the
South Side of Chicago, twenty-three-year-old Mary gave birth to Joseph David Terrence Odom
on March 27th, 1938. Eventually, three daughters would follow—Mary, Catherine, and Cora
Mae.Having been raised in a traditional Catholic family in Louisiana, Joey’s mother made certain
that the Odom children would also be raised as Catholics. Early on, young Joey displayed
effeminate traits. But unlike Scudder, Odom was able to reconcile any conflict between his
homosexuality and his religious affiliation. Odom would go to his grave affirming that he was
Catholic.Despite Dr. Scudder’s growing dissatisfaction with organized religion, he was employed
as a research scientist and instructor at the Stritch School of Medicine at Loyola University, a
private Catholic university run by Jesuit Priests.While completing his graduate studies at Loyola,
Scudder caught the attention of Dr. Alexander Karczmar, the Chairman of the Department of
Pharmacology. Karczmar, an accomplished neuroscientist and academician, recognized
Scudder’s talent as a researcher and instructor. In Scudder, he saw a young man with a brilliant
scientific mind, but a mind that was also highly creative.In 1964, Charles received his PhD in
Pharmacology, specializing in psychopharmacology and behavior—thus making him the perfect
choice to serve as assistant director of the newly created Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs,
and Behavior. Scudder described it as “a tiny, embryonic Institute under the auspices of the
Department of Pharmacology and the Department of Psychiatry.”Mainly devoted to
neurosciences, the Institute largely conducted studies pertaining to the cholinergic system,
which refers to a system of nerve cells that uses acetylcholine in transmitting nerve impulses.In
a letter to a friend, years later, Scudder described the Institute for the Study of Mind, Drugs, and
Behavior as “a wonderful place” when it was first established.“When it began,” said Scudder, “it
was a place where people worked hard with pleasure and combined their work with volleyball



games, tennis, painting murals on their laboratory walls, etc. There was complete freedom; by
this I mean people felt free to say and to do what seemed most sensible. They freely helped one
another, etc. When there wasn’t much to do, they played games; when there was a lot to do, they
worked cheerfully all night.”Much of Scudder’s published research involved the modulation of
behavior and brain chemistry by drugs in several genera of mice. Scudder—along with his fellow
scientists—were hoping that their research would eventually lead to treatments for a variety of
conditions, such as manic depression, alcoholism, and Alzheimer’s Disease. Scudder also
studied the behavior of self-organizing systems.Charles worked hard during his years at Loyola
University. However, Scudder’s professional life was not exactly picture perfect. As often
happens within a large pool of brilliant minds, there are going to be a few eccentrics. Scudder, it
seemed, was free from the constraints of conventional ideas and behaviors.Although the
university was run by Jesuits, they were very tolerant. The priests were dedicated to learning and
could overlook the occasional eccentric that inhabited the academic landscape. Many of
Scudder’s colleagues, however, did not share in that philosophy. Several of his fellow professors
were staid, old school academicians who viewed institutions of higher learning as sacred and
decorous places. They didn’t find it amusing when Scudder tinted his hair purple-red. At the
time, it was very much an original idea, as punk rock styles wouldn’t exist until fifteen years
later.Scudder would sometimes wear outrageous necklaces or odd clothing. He delighted in the
reactions he received from his disapproving colleagues, in the way that an adolescent boy might
enjoy shocking his peers with a rubber snake or a shrunken head. It was all harmless fun, but
there were some faculty members who would never see the humor. They also didn’t understand
why Scudder owned a pet monkey.On the other hand, Scudder had a great many friends and
admirers among his colleagues and students. They respected Scudder’s intelligence and work
ethic, and enjoyed his originality and innovative solutions. And some simply liked him as a good
friend.Among his numerous talents, Charles was a professional level harp player. He had
mastered many of the classics, but had also created original works. Charles had even received
an invitation to join the Chicago Orchestra. Scudder had continued to develop his artistic skills,
creating works in various mediums, including paint, charcoal, and stained glass.Since the
moment his feet were first set upon the path of knowledge, Charles Scudder had worked hard to
unravel the mysteries of the universe. He had believed that science was the pathway to finding
the answers that he sought. But the years of keeping his nose to the grindstone were beginning
to take a toll.Oftentimes, scientists are expected to be reductionists. That is, to embrace the
philosophical position that complex life-science processes and phenomena can be explained in
terms of the laws of physics and chemistry. As the years wore on, Scudder became frustrated
with many of the reductionist rituals that he was being required to perform in the laboratory.
Writing to a friend, several years later, Scudder expressed his frustration with the office politics
he had endured.“During the years I was there,” wrote Scudder, “the school itself changed. The
dean, who had first sponsored the idea of the Institute, was ‘kicked upstairs’ as they say, and
never heard from again. The new dean was orthodox and believed in a time clock approach to



life. And above all, he was concerned with IMAGE. Our image as scientists wasn’t his image of
scientists. And our Director changed, too. We saw him less and less. His only concern was that
there would be data published; data, not ideas.“Every science has its dogma, its rituals. In one of
my papers, Kelipoth (World Union, Vol 16, No. 7, Pg. 11-16), I divided science into two parts;
ritual and metaphysical. The former is the technique or procedures one goes through to make a
measurement or an experiment, to make something happen. The latter are the opinions,
assumptions, and belief systems which underlie science.”“As the years passed at the Institute,”
Scudder continued, “more and more we were given to understand that we were to produce ritual
science. Our measurements were becoming more and more exact, more complex. Smaller bits
of brain were studied and analyzed—not because this led to a fuller understanding of behavior
or of the brain and its control function—but because this is the routine, the ritual, the paradigm.
Politics and ‘important’ men in this very narrow field began to be the determining factors in the
path of our work.”Scudder’s frustrations increased when he felt that his grant requests were
being derailed because of politics: “The implication was that if we did not say what our peers had
already said, did not do the kinds of experiments which had already been done, we would be
ostracized; our image tarnished, our coffers bankrupt; tarred, feathered…“The sad part was that
when we said what we were going to do, the results we were going to get, the theory we were
going to confirm—all in advance—then we got the money! This was SCIENCE. Not for me it
wasn’t!“There are practically an endless number of measurements which can be taken, but I
came to feel that a scientist indulges in more than endless measurement. He must speculate. He
must dream. He must find that which is beyond understanding.”And indeed, Charles Scudder
meant what he said. In his free time, he indulged in metaphysical studies; exploring that which
exists outside of objective experience. This led him into areas of research generally regarded as
“occult,” such as Tarot cards, scrying, and other forms of divination. Scudder was well aware that
these concepts were not supported by mainstream science, and that may very well have been
what drove him to pursue them.On May 26th, 1973, Charles received the devastating news that
his youngest son, nineteen-year-old Ahab Murdstone Scudder, had died suddenly while in New
York City. The tragedy served as sort of a turning point for forty-six-year-old Charles. The early
1970s had already found Scudder frustrated in his career, and now, he had little refuge in his
private life. The neighborhood had continued to deteriorate over the years and friends were
becoming hesitant about visiting the house. His remaining sons were now adults and were
pursuing their own interests.Joey Odom was still there, of course. And although Joey and
Charles had been intimate, Charles was certainly not monogamous. Indeed, if Scudder had a
serious relationship, it was with his longtime friend, Dr. Guy M. Everett.Eleven years Scudder’s
senior, Guy Everett had met Charles back in the late 1950s. Several years later, Dr. Everett
became an adjunct professor at Loyola University.In Guy Everett, Scudder found not only a
companion, but a peer. Within Scudder’s profession, Guy Everett was the equivalent of a rock
star. While working for Abbott Laboratories in the 1950s, Everett had been credited with
discovering Tremorine, a compound that produced sustained tremors, imitating those caused by



Parkinson’s disease. Tremorine was a significant discovery that was useful for developing anti-
Parkinson’s drugs.Everett was something of an artist himself. Both Everett and Scudder had
entered works in Chicago’s 1957 No-Jury Art Exhibition and again in the 1958 Chicago Artists
Exhibition. The exhibitions, sponsored by The Art Institute of Chicago and thirty-one other art
organizations, boasted the largest exhibitions of art ever held in the Midwest.But now, Guy
Everett was gone, having left Chicago to lecture at the University of California San Francisco.In
the early 1970s, Scudder came into a modest inheritance. The few thousand dollars he received
could provide some added comfort for a couple of years, but to what end? The maintenance
costs of the house, the utility bills, and the taxes would quickly consume that little windfall. And
the deteriorating, crime-ridden neighborhood had Charles questioning what it was he was
clinging to, anyway. Long disillusioned with his career, forty-nine-year-old Charles decided that
he just wanted out.Scudder was an avid reader of Mother Earth News, a magazine that
contained a wealth of information about self-sufficiency, renewable energy, and do-it-yourself
projects. The magazine was widely popular in the 1970s, especially with city dwellers who
embraced the “back to the land” movement. Charles began developing a rather ambitious
plan.After talking it over with Joey, Charles decided to sell the house and most of their
possessions. The plan was to purchase some inexpensive rural land and live on it. Neither
Scudder nor Odom could afford to retire. However, Scudder surmised that if they lived on their
own land and became self-sufficient, they could survive and enjoy their lives while they were still
in good health. With the interest rates of that time, the money from the inheritance would
produce a monthly income of roughly one hundred dollars. Not a lot of money, to be sure.Living
“off the grid” is a common fantasy shared by many men, but Charles Scudder sought to translate
that dream into a reality. Yes, the plan was ambitious, but he tempered the fantasy with
practicality. In order for it to be viable, Scudder knew that his home could have no utilities of any
kind. And that suited him just fine. Besides, one of Scudder’s friends had already done
something similar.Stafford Beer, a British theorist, consultant, and expert in management
cybernetics, was born only eleven days earlier than Charles in 1926. Beer and Scudder had
been good friends for many years after having met through the international scientific
organization, the Society for General Systems Research.In 1974, Beer renounced material
possessions and retreated to the remote Welsh hills of Ceredigion, living an austere life in a tiny
stone cottage named Cwarel Isaf. Stafford regaled Charles with letters about his vastly simplified
lifestyle and the immense satisfaction he derived from it. Beer had no telephone or neighbors to
contend with, his only companions being two Old English sheep dogs. Stafford spent his time
writing poetry and books, painting pictures, and even spinning his own wool. He reported to
Charles how he appreciated a simple glass of sherry and a cigar. Indeed, Stafford Beer relished
his relative isolation.Charles wanted to take the concept of austerity a bit further than Stafford
and live completely off the grid. For his part, Joey Odom was eager to tackle the challenges of
such an enterprise. Odom said that he was born a hundred years too late and had little use for
gadgets or technology, anyway.Years later, in an issue of Mother Earth News, Charles published



a firsthand account of how he and Odom left Chicago and built what would eventually become
Corpsewood. In the article, Scudder wrote:“After some soul-searching conversations with Joe, I
decided that we really needed to find some place in hilly country, with the glamour of four
seasons but without super-cold winters, with a good supply of pure water and wood for heating
and cooking, and—most important—with a measure of isolation. (After years of enduring the
sensory overload of city life, I desperately wanted to be situated where I could neither see nor
hear my neighbors).“I studied geological survey maps of southern states and wrote to the
presidents of local realty boards. One such person answered that he had 40 inexpensive acres
of hardwood trees in the Appalachian foothills, completely surrounded by national forest land. I
figured that the cash from the sale of my city property, plus my retirement fund and the money in
escrow, would allow me to make such a move, so I drove down to Georgia to take a look. There I
found hummingbirds, whippoorwills, butterflies, bobcats, great oaks, fungi, and rolling mountain
woodland. I was hooked!”Seeing that the land was perfect for his needs, Scudder bought it. The
purchase price was just $10,500.00. It was also during his visit to the property in 1975 that he
arranged for a one hundred and sixty foot deep well to be dug.After securing the land, Scudder
returned to Chicago and continued to work at Loyola University throughout most of 1976. On
Scudder’s fiftieth birthday, October 6th, 1976, he tendered his resignation.CHAPTER EIGHTIn
the final months of 1976, Dr. Scudder sold most of his belongings, retaining only the antiques
and artifacts he really wanted. He purchased a 1976 CJ5 Jeep and a small camper. After
arranging with a moving company to have his belongings transported to Georgia, Scudder and
Odom began their odyssey in the dead of winter. According to Scudder:“Joe, the dogs, and I left
the city during an icy blizzard. We lost our way several times in the course of the trip, couldn't find
the property when we did reach the area, and spent the night parked and lost. And after we had
finally located our new home site, the storm grew worse. Dead Horse Road (our winding,
logging-trail driveway) disappeared completely. For the next few days we were alone and
stranded in the wilderness, and had to begin our new life by melting snow for our water
supply.”Using only a chainsaw and hand tools, Scudder and Odom began the daunting task of
clearing the land. They installed the pumping system in the well casing, giving them all the fresh
water they would ever need.“We dug trenches and installed pipes for sinks, a tile field, and the
chemical toilet, which was later enclosed in a round, brick outhouse. We dug the excavation for
the house's foundation, lined it with bricks, and filled it with concrete and boulders. We used
45,000 bricks to raise the walls of the house... placing them three layers thick with two-inch-wide
air spaces between the layers for insulation.”Throughout the spring and summer of 1977, the
occasional hiker or hunter in the forest would be drawn to the sounds of hammering and
chainsaws as Scudder and Odom built their house in the middle of nowhere. The outdoorsmen
who traversed the dense forest were puzzled why anyone would build in such remote
wilderness. Everyone in the area knew that there were no utilities out there.Word got around that
there were two Yankees out on the mountain building a strange house of some kind. Even more
bizarre, the men had antiques, statues, books, and even a gold harp sitting in the woods,



covered by translucent plastic tarps. Some folks reported seeing a couple of huge dogs running
around on the property.One might expect that Scudder and Odom would be met with hostility.
On the contrary, the local people were intrigued. They respected the backbreaking work that
they saw taking place. True, these two fellows came from some city up north, but these guys
weren’t soft. To hand carve a homestead from that wilderness was one hell of an
undertaking.Scudder was good at putting people at ease, and when the local folks saw that he
made his own wine, they knew he had to be okay. After all, Chattooga County had been one of
the last strongholds of moonshine whiskey. It seemed that everyone had a relative who had been
involved in the business back in the day.People would come out to see how the house was
progressing, bringing along some produce they had grown. When visitors brought bags of fruit,
Scudder would use it to produce wine, always naming it after the person who had supplied the
raw materials. If Bill brought a sack of plums, it would become Bill’s Summer Plum Wine.The two
Yankees were congenial, but Scudder hadn’t come there to be a social butterfly. He had grown
weary of neighbors intruding on his turf in Chicago and now he wanted a measure of isolation.
He was friendly to those who drifted into his forty acres, but he wasn’t exactly throwing out any
welcome mats. Scudder and Odom pretty much kept to themselves in the beginning. Eventually,
the backbreaking work paid off and the house was completed.* * *Mountain View Grocery
was the name of the little store at the bottom of the mountain. Odom was walking back from the
store when young Greg Hall pulled up in a Jeep and offered him a ride. Odom knew Greg and
trusted him, so he climbed into the Jeep. Greg, being a young and immature man, did exactly
what young and immature men do and demonstrated his reckless driving skills on the
unforgiving narrow dirt roads. The Jeep fishtailed and overturned, critically injuring Joey
Odom.Odom had sustained a serious head trauma from which he would never fully recover. He
underwent surgery in a hospital in Rome, Georgia, and his life was saved. However, the injury
had affected Odom’s brain as to make him slower, almost childlike. He still had a good sense of
humor, but he wasn’t the razor sharp person he had once been.Charles used his medical
knowledge to care for Joey and nurse him back to health. Perhaps it was because of Joey’s new
limitations that Charles began to feel lonely. In any case, Charles loosened up a bit and became
more open to strangers. Dr. Scudder began to make friends.* * *Charles Scudder did not
solicit visitors to his home. Those who came there did so of their own volition. Scudder
acknowledged that all friends began as strangers, and one never knew which of these strangers
might be a diamond in the rough.Scudder was acutely aware that he and Joey resided in the
middle of nowhere. Most of the people who found their way to his doorstep were benign, but
there was also that other element that would sometimes crawl out of the dark woods:
troublemakers. For this reason, Scudder developed a process to separate the wheat from the
chaff. Very few visitors to Corpsewood were granted access to the house on their first visit. When
strangers initially met Scudder, he had them join him at the picnic table just outside the back of
the manor. There, he would share refreshments with his visitors, offering them whatever he had
on hand that day, whether it was tea or homemade wine or fresh mountain water. If a visitor was



in luck, some of Joey Odom’s cookies or bread might be available.In essence, the picnic table
was the judgment table. It served as a means for Scudder to evaluate strangers and conduct a
threat assessment. Those visitors who survived the scrutiny of Dr. Scudder were welcomed as
friends.As word got around about the hospitality of Corpsewood, Scudder and Odom found
themselves becoming some of Trion’s most popular residents. The visitors to Corpsewood were
an eclectic lot, ranging from respectable, prominent citizens to disreputable ex-convicts. All were
welcome, provided that they were respectful and reasonably well-mannered. Although Scudder
was a convivial host, he was not passive. If visitors were rude or disrespectful, Scudder had the
necessary confidence to send them on their way. Charles was the king of his castle.Another
aspect of Scudder’s evaluation process for strangers involved having his new guests meet
Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs. Scudder would introduce the huge dogs
as his “beauties.” In what always served as a very potent demonstration, Scudder would toss an
aluminum can to one of the dogs and watch the can get crushed within the dog’s powerful jaws.
Scudder would laugh about it and say, “Isn’t that amazing?” But the subtext was clear: don’t even
think about coming here to cause trouble.Those people who became regular guests at
Corpsewood were wide-ranging. Many were just regular folks, while others were characters.
Zeke Woodall fell into the latter category. Zeke was a self-proclaimed nudist. Known in the area
as “Zeke the Streak,” Woodall was magnetically drawn to Corpsewood and the freedom he felt
there. Zeke complained of being “hassled” by law enforcement, simply because he wanted to
walk around naked in public areas. Charles allowed Zeke to indulge his lifestyle and roam the
property in his birthday suit, free from the inconvenience of being arrested for indecent
exposure.There wasn’t anything particularly erotic about Zeke’s nudity; he was far from being a
toned model of fitness. Zeke was an out-of-shape fifty-something with long white hair and a
moustache that dangled and curled about seven inches from the corners of his mouth. Zeke
looked like a naked Grandpa Walton.Charles was amused by the absurdity of Zeke the nudist.
When a friend first introduced Scudder to Zeke, Scudder said, “I didn’t know that Chattooga
County had a nudist colony.”Zeke’s friend replied, “Yes, sir, it does. Zeke is the colony.”“Yeah,
right now I’m the only member,” Zeke replied. “But give it time. It’ll catch on.”When he first met
Raymond Williams, Scudder kept hearing everyone referring to Raymond as “Little Goob.”
Finally, Scudder asked, “Why do they call you Little Goob?”Raymond replied, “Well, what else
can they call me? My daddy’s Big Goob.”Any notions Scudder had entertained about being the
most eccentric guy on the block were quickly challenged. Scudder might have gotten a rise out
of his staid colleagues at Loyola University, but in Chattooga County, he realized he was not the
only nut on the tree.Charles Scudder was retrieving letters from his mailbox when he
encountered Sonny Durham and his brother-in-law riding dirt bikes on the unpaved logging road.
It was a good distance from the logging road to Corpsewood, so Sonny facetiously offered to
give the seemingly uptight professor a ride on his bike. To Sonny’s surprise, Scudder climbed
onto the back of the motorcycle without hesitation.Just as Sonny had discovered, Charles
Scudder was hard to pin down. Yes, he could recite Hamlet at a moment’s notice, but he could



also defeat people half his age in a game of volleyball. Sonny and his wife, Cheryl, lived with
their young family in Trion. They would become regular visitors to Corpsewood.Even after the
house was built, Corpsewood was never completely finished. Whether it was a new stained
glass window, chicken house, or a pond, Charles Scudder was constantly creating new
projects.Scudder had envisioned Corpsewood as an investment that would yield dividends in
the form of self-sufficiency. That dream was never fully realized. Scudder’s friends in Chicago
frequently sent CARE packages to help him through the rough patches. And when Scudder
required $2,000.00 for a hernia operation, it was his old friend Guy Everett who footed the
bill.However, the degree of independence that Scudder and Odom had achieved was
remarkable. Given a few more years they would certainly have been fully self-sufficient.* *
*Loyola University was a million miles away and Charles Scudder could no longer ruffle the
feathers of his stodgy colleagues. And yet, he had retained his almost compulsive need to push
the envelope, challenging the mores and ideas of those around him. Scudder found the perfect
tool for the job in Satanism.Howard Stanton Levey claimed to have done it all: carnival
roustabout, circus lion tamer, organ player, crime scene photographer, and on and on. But it
wasn’t until he began delivering regular Friday night lectures in his home in San Francisco that
he found his calling. Capitalizing on the occult fad of the 1960s, Howard Levey—calling himself
Anton Szandor LaVey—founded the Church of Satan.LaVey officially established the
organization on April 30th, 1966, but no textbook of the church’s philosophy or core principles
existed until LaVey’s The Satanic Bible was published in 1969. Although LaVey was accused of
borrowing—some called it plagiarizing—the works of several authors, including Aleister Crowley
—The Satanic Bible distilled the principles of what eventually became known as LaVeyan
Satanism.Despite its scary sounding name, the Church of Satan did not believe in the existence
of a literal Satan or Devil in the Judeo-Christian sense. The doctrine took the word Satan—from
the Hebrew root word meaning adversary or arch enemy—to represent a philosophy of
questioning societal mores and exploring one’s natural instincts.Charles Scudder had heard
about the Church of Satan for several years. A lifetime membership could be purchased for one
hundred dollars. Charles wanted to read some of their literature, but a hundred bucks was too
steep for the Corpsewood household budget. However, for only ten dollars, he could get a
limited membership and still receive the newsletter, The Cloven Hoof.After sending in his ten
dollar check, Charles received a packet of items welcoming him to the Church of Satan. He also
received a birthday card that read: Happy Sixteenth Birthday. When Anton LaVey had
established his organization, he declared 1966 as Year One—Anno Satanas; the first year of the
“Age of Satan.” Scudder had joined up in 1982, which was the sixteenth anniversary of the
founding of the organization. Hence, the birthday card.The LaVey doctrine put its stamp of
approval on any type of sexual activity between consenting adults. This was a somewhat
liberating idea for a gay man who had grown up trying to conceal his sexual proclivities. And
from Scudder’s perspective, if playing the Satanist card got a rise out of the people around him,
so much the better.Charles Scudder never referred to himself as a devil-worshipper. As LaVey



pointed out, it wasn’t possible to worship an entity that one didn’t believe existed. Charles would
sometimes introduce himself and Joey Odom as “Satanists.” Odom would immediately object to
this and say, “Speak for yourself, smart-ass. I’m Catholic.”Several years before Charles had ever
sent in his ten dollars, he was playing up the Satanist bit; painting pentagrams on his Jeep’s
doors and affixing pentagrams to the chimneys. He constructed a colorful stained glass
interpretation of LaVey’s Sigil of Baphomet; a pentagram with a goat’s face in the center. It was
all part of Scudder’s mental gymnastics. Although he did subscribe to some of Anton LaVey’s
philosophies, Scudder used Satanism as a way to create spirited conversations. He kept a copy
of the Holy Bible on hand for the same reason.Although Scudder didn’t worship devils or any
other deity, he did continue to conduct his esoteric experiments and studies. That dichotomy
was often confusing to some people who simply and incorrectly labeled everything Scudder did
as devil-worship.* * *Dr. Scudder had long been fascinated with the Ganzfeld Effect. Derived
from German, Ganzfeld means “whole field.” The term describes a phenomenon of visual
perception or hallucinations that results from staring at a featureless and uniform field of color.
The phenomenon had long been known to science, such as the “ghosts” described by miners
trapped in total darkness. These hallucinations were generally regarded as products of the
higher visual cortex as it attempted to locate missing visual signals. A variation of this
phenomenon is an ancient form of divination called scrying. The process involves gazing into a
black mirror or other reflective surface, such as a crystal, and inducing a trance or altered state
of consciousness.Practitioners of scrying believed that it was possible to view other worlds and
planes of existence—including the past, present, and future. Legends state that Nostradamus
conducted his “seeing” by using a bowl of black ink and a candle. As a scientist, Scudder was
expected to dismiss such notions as mere pseudoscience. However, like everything else,
Scudder insisted that these concepts be put to the test before he drew any conclusions.On a
couple of occasions, Charles had mentioned that he had been conducting a mirror-gazing
experiment in Chicago several years earlier and had envisioned the way he would die someday.
He said that he was intrigued by what had materialized in the glass and he continued staring into
the mirror and painted what he saw. The result was the mysterious painting of himself with the
gag in his mouth. If he knew what it all meant, he never said.On other occasions, Charles told
people that the face in the painting wasn’t his at all, though it clearly was. Perhaps he began to
realize that it may not be prudent to plant the idea of his death in the minds of too many people.
The wrong person might cause the image in the painting to become real.CHAPTER
EIGHTCHAPTER EIGHTIn the final months of 1976, Dr. Scudder sold most of his belongings,
retaining only the antiques and artifacts he really wanted. He purchased a 1976 CJ5 Jeep and a
small camper. After arranging with a moving company to have his belongings transported to
Georgia, Scudder and Odom began their odyssey in the dead of winter. According to
Scudder:“Joe, the dogs, and I left the city during an icy blizzard. We lost our way several times in
the course of the trip, couldn't find the property when we did reach the area, and spent the night
parked and lost. And after we had finally located our new home site, the storm grew worse. Dead



Horse Road (our winding, logging-trail driveway) disappeared completely. For the next few days
we were alone and stranded in the wilderness, and had to begin our new life by melting snow for
our water supply.”Using only a chainsaw and hand tools, Scudder and Odom began the
daunting task of clearing the land. They installed the pumping system in the well casing, giving
them all the fresh water they would ever need.“We dug trenches and installed pipes for sinks, a
tile field, and the chemical toilet, which was later enclosed in a round, brick outhouse. We dug
the excavation for the house's foundation, lined it with bricks, and filled it with concrete and
boulders. We used 45,000 bricks to raise the walls of the house... placing them three layers thick
with two-inch-wide air spaces between the layers for insulation.”Throughout the spring and
summer of 1977, the occasional hiker or hunter in the forest would be drawn to the sounds of
hammering and chainsaws as Scudder and Odom built their house in the middle of nowhere.
The outdoorsmen who traversed the dense forest were puzzled why anyone would build in such
remote wilderness. Everyone in the area knew that there were no utilities out there.Word got
around that there were two Yankees out on the mountain building a strange house of some kind.
Even more bizarre, the men had antiques, statues, books, and even a gold harp sitting in the
woods, covered by translucent plastic tarps. Some folks reported seeing a couple of huge dogs
running around on the property.One might expect that Scudder and Odom would be met with
hostility. On the contrary, the local people were intrigued. They respected the backbreaking work
that they saw taking place. True, these two fellows came from some city up north, but these guys
weren’t soft. To hand carve a homestead from that wilderness was one hell of an
undertaking.Scudder was good at putting people at ease, and when the local folks saw that he
made his own wine, they knew he had to be okay. After all, Chattooga County had been one of
the last strongholds of moonshine whiskey. It seemed that everyone had a relative who had been
involved in the business back in the day.People would come out to see how the house was
progressing, bringing along some produce they had grown. When visitors brought bags of fruit,
Scudder would use it to produce wine, always naming it after the person who had supplied the
raw materials. If Bill brought a sack of plums, it would become Bill’s Summer Plum Wine.The two
Yankees were congenial, but Scudder hadn’t come there to be a social butterfly. He had grown
weary of neighbors intruding on his turf in Chicago and now he wanted a measure of isolation.
He was friendly to those who drifted into his forty acres, but he wasn’t exactly throwing out any
welcome mats. Scudder and Odom pretty much kept to themselves in the beginning. Eventually,
the backbreaking work paid off and the house was completed.* * *Mountain View Grocery
was the name of the little store at the bottom of the mountain. Odom was walking back from the
store when young Greg Hall pulled up in a Jeep and offered him a ride. Odom knew Greg and
trusted him, so he climbed into the Jeep. Greg, being a young and immature man, did exactly
what young and immature men do and demonstrated his reckless driving skills on the
unforgiving narrow dirt roads. The Jeep fishtailed and overturned, critically injuring Joey
Odom.Odom had sustained a serious head trauma from which he would never fully recover. He
underwent surgery in a hospital in Rome, Georgia, and his life was saved. However, the injury



had affected Odom’s brain as to make him slower, almost childlike. He still had a good sense of
humor, but he wasn’t the razor sharp person he had once been.Charles used his medical
knowledge to care for Joey and nurse him back to health. Perhaps it was because of Joey’s new
limitations that Charles began to feel lonely. In any case, Charles loosened up a bit and became
more open to strangers. Dr. Scudder began to make friends.* * *Charles Scudder did not
solicit visitors to his home. Those who came there did so of their own volition. Scudder
acknowledged that all friends began as strangers, and one never knew which of these strangers
might be a diamond in the rough.Scudder was acutely aware that he and Joey resided in the
middle of nowhere. Most of the people who found their way to his doorstep were benign, but
there was also that other element that would sometimes crawl out of the dark woods:
troublemakers. For this reason, Scudder developed a process to separate the wheat from the
chaff. Very few visitors to Corpsewood were granted access to the house on their first visit. When
strangers initially met Scudder, he had them join him at the picnic table just outside the back of
the manor. There, he would share refreshments with his visitors, offering them whatever he had
on hand that day, whether it was tea or homemade wine or fresh mountain water. If a visitor was
in luck, some of Joey Odom’s cookies or bread might be available.In essence, the picnic table
was the judgment table. It served as a means for Scudder to evaluate strangers and conduct a
threat assessment. Those visitors who survived the scrutiny of Dr. Scudder were welcomed as
friends.As word got around about the hospitality of Corpsewood, Scudder and Odom found
themselves becoming some of Trion’s most popular residents. The visitors to Corpsewood were
an eclectic lot, ranging from respectable, prominent citizens to disreputable ex-convicts. All were
welcome, provided that they were respectful and reasonably well-mannered. Although Scudder
was a convivial host, he was not passive. If visitors were rude or disrespectful, Scudder had the
necessary confidence to send them on their way. Charles was the king of his castle.Another
aspect of Scudder’s evaluation process for strangers involved having his new guests meet
Beelzebub and Arsinath, his two Old English mastiffs. Scudder would introduce the huge dogs
as his “beauties.” In what always served as a very potent demonstration, Scudder would toss an
aluminum can to one of the dogs and watch the can get crushed within the dog’s powerful jaws.
Scudder would laugh about it and say, “Isn’t that amazing?” But the subtext was clear: don’t even
think about coming here to cause trouble.Those people who became regular guests at
Corpsewood were wide-ranging. Many were just regular folks, while others were characters.
Zeke Woodall fell into the latter category. Zeke was a self-proclaimed nudist. Known in the area
as “Zeke the Streak,” Woodall was magnetically drawn to Corpsewood and the freedom he felt
there. Zeke complained of being “hassled” by law enforcement, simply because he wanted to
walk around naked in public areas. Charles allowed Zeke to indulge his lifestyle and roam the
property in his birthday suit, free from the inconvenience of being arrested for indecent
exposure.There wasn’t anything particularly erotic about Zeke’s nudity; he was far from being a
toned model of fitness. Zeke was an out-of-shape fifty-something with long white hair and a
moustache that dangled and curled about seven inches from the corners of his mouth. Zeke



looked like a naked Grandpa Walton.Charles was amused by the absurdity of Zeke the nudist.
When a friend first introduced Scudder to Zeke, Scudder said, “I didn’t know that Chattooga
County had a nudist colony.”Zeke’s friend replied, “Yes, sir, it does. Zeke is the colony.”“Yeah,
right now I’m the only member,” Zeke replied. “But give it time. It’ll catch on.”When he first met
Raymond Williams, Scudder kept hearing everyone referring to Raymond as “Little Goob.”
Finally, Scudder asked, “Why do they call you Little Goob?”Raymond replied, “Well, what else
can they call me? My daddy’s Big Goob.”Any notions Scudder had entertained about being the
most eccentric guy on the block were quickly challenged. Scudder might have gotten a rise out
of his staid colleagues at Loyola University, but in Chattooga County, he realized he was not the
only nut on the tree.Charles Scudder was retrieving letters from his mailbox when he
encountered Sonny Durham and his brother-in-law riding dirt bikes on the unpaved logging road.
It was a good distance from the logging road to Corpsewood, so Sonny facetiously offered to
give the seemingly uptight professor a ride on his bike. To Sonny’s surprise, Scudder climbed
onto the back of the motorcycle without hesitation.Just as Sonny had discovered, Charles
Scudder was hard to pin down. Yes, he could recite Hamlet at a moment’s notice, but he could
also defeat people half his age in a game of volleyball. Sonny and his wife, Cheryl, lived with
their young family in Trion. They would become regular visitors to Corpsewood.Even after the
house was built, Corpsewood was never completely finished. Whether it was a new stained
glass window, chicken house, or a pond, Charles Scudder was constantly creating new
projects.Scudder had envisioned Corpsewood as an investment that would yield dividends in
the form of self-sufficiency. That dream was never fully realized. Scudder’s friends in Chicago
frequently sent CARE packages to help him through the rough patches. And when Scudder
required $2,000.00 for a hernia operation, it was his old friend Guy Everett who footed the
bill.However, the degree of independence that Scudder and Odom had achieved was
remarkable. Given a few more years they would certainly have been fully self-sufficient.* *
*Loyola University was a million miles away and Charles Scudder could no longer ruffle the
feathers of his stodgy colleagues. And yet, he had retained his almost compulsive need to push
the envelope, challenging the mores and ideas of those around him. Scudder found the perfect
tool for the job in Satanism.Howard Stanton Levey claimed to have done it all: carnival
roustabout, circus lion tamer, organ player, crime scene photographer, and on and on. But it
wasn’t until he began delivering regular Friday night lectures in his home in San Francisco that
he found his calling. Capitalizing on the occult fad of the 1960s, Howard Levey—calling himself
Anton Szandor LaVey—founded the Church of Satan.LaVey officially established the
organization on April 30th, 1966, but no textbook of the church’s philosophy or core principles
existed until LaVey’s The Satanic Bible was published in 1969. Although LaVey was accused of
borrowing—some called it plagiarizing—the works of several authors, including Aleister Crowley
—The Satanic Bible distilled the principles of what eventually became known as LaVeyan
Satanism.Despite its scary sounding name, the Church of Satan did not believe in the existence
of a literal Satan or Devil in the Judeo-Christian sense. The doctrine took the word Satan—from



the Hebrew root word meaning adversary or arch enemy—to represent a philosophy of
questioning societal mores and exploring one’s natural instincts.Charles Scudder had heard
about the Church of Satan for several years. A lifetime membership could be purchased for one
hundred dollars. Charles wanted to read some of their literature, but a hundred bucks was too
steep for the Corpsewood household budget. However, for only ten dollars, he could get a
limited membership and still receive the newsletter, The Cloven Hoof.After sending in his ten
dollar check, Charles received a packet of items welcoming him to the Church of Satan. He also
received a birthday card that read: Happy Sixteenth Birthday. When Anton LaVey had
established his organization, he declared 1966 as Year One—Anno Satanas; the first year of the
“Age of Satan.” Scudder had joined up in 1982, which was the sixteenth anniversary of the
founding of the organization. Hence, the birthday card.The LaVey doctrine put its stamp of
approval on any type of sexual activity between consenting adults. This was a somewhat
liberating idea for a gay man who had grown up trying to conceal his sexual proclivities. And
from Scudder’s perspective, if playing the Satanist card got a rise out of the people around him,
so much the better.Charles Scudder never referred to himself as a devil-worshipper. As LaVey
pointed out, it wasn’t possible to worship an entity that one didn’t believe existed. Charles would
sometimes introduce himself and Joey Odom as “Satanists.” Odom would immediately object to
this and say, “Speak for yourself, smart-ass. I’m Catholic.”Several years before Charles had ever
sent in his ten dollars, he was playing up the Satanist bit; painting pentagrams on his Jeep’s
doors and affixing pentagrams to the chimneys. He constructed a colorful stained glass
interpretation of LaVey’s Sigil of Baphomet; a pentagram with a goat’s face in the center. It was
all part of Scudder’s mental gymnastics. Although he did subscribe to some of Anton LaVey’s
philosophies, Scudder used Satanism as a way to create spirited conversations. He kept a copy
of the Holy Bible on hand for the same reason.Although Scudder didn’t worship devils or any
other deity, he did continue to conduct his esoteric experiments and studies. That dichotomy
was often confusing to some people who simply and incorrectly labeled everything Scudder did
as devil-worship.* * *Dr. Scudder had long been fascinated with the Ganzfeld Effect. Derived
from German, Ganzfeld means “whole field.” The term describes a phenomenon of visual
perception or hallucinations that results from staring at a featureless and uniform field of color.
The phenomenon had long been known to science, such as the “ghosts” described by miners
trapped in total darkness. These hallucinations were generally regarded as products of the
higher visual cortex as it attempted to locate missing visual signals. A variation of this
phenomenon is an ancient form of divination called scrying. The process involves gazing into a
black mirror or other reflective surface, such as a crystal, and inducing a trance or altered state
of consciousness.Practitioners of scrying believed that it was possible to view other worlds and
planes of existence—including the past, present, and future. Legends state that Nostradamus
conducted his “seeing” by using a bowl of black ink and a candle. As a scientist, Scudder was
expected to dismiss such notions as mere pseudoscience. However, like everything else,
Scudder insisted that these concepts be put to the test before he drew any conclusions.On a



couple of occasions, Charles had mentioned that he had been conducting a mirror-gazing
experiment in Chicago several years earlier and had envisioned the way he would die someday.
He said that he was intrigued by what had materialized in the glass and he continued staring into
the mirror and painted what he saw. The result was the mysterious painting of himself with the
gag in his mouth. If he knew what it all meant, he never said.On other occasions, Charles told
people that the face in the painting wasn’t his at all, though it clearly was. Perhaps he began to
realize that it may not be prudent to plant the idea of his death in the minds of too many people.
The wrong person might cause the image in the painting to become real.CHAPTER
NINEClaude BullardCharles Scudder did not believe in magic. He did, however, suspect that
there were other planes of existence or knowledge which could be accessed if one could find
the correct path. This was hardly an original idea, of course, as it had been around since the
beginning of mankind.For decades, Scudder’s professional career was that of a university
professor involved exclusively with hard science. But in his spare time, he conducted
experiments in esoteric fields of study, such as divination. During his years at Corpsewood, Dr.
Scudder had narrowed his focus to the study of Tarot.His preoccupation with tarot cards led
Scudder to document his discoveries. In 1978, Scudder wrote to his friend, British theorist and
cybernetics expert, Professor Stafford Beer:“I have been outlining a book I want to write on the
Major Arcana of the Tarot cards. I have been linking each card with an aspect of science and the
various phenomena which it describes. I don’t know if you are familiar with the Tarot but there is
one card called ‘The Fool.’ It lies outside the pack; it is one of two paths to Kether in the tree of
life of the Kabbalah. Well, I couldn’t decide the meaning of The Fool in the scheme of things I
was developing until I understood that ‘That which lies outside of science is
consciousness.’”Those who are practiced in the reading of tarot cards have their own
interpretations as to what the cards mean. Scudder became proficient in conducting “readings”
of individuals who visited Corpsewood, reportedly with startling accuracy. It was because of
Scudder’s divination skills with tarot cards that Little Goob and some of the other regulars
convinced Claude Bullard to “have his cards read” by Dr. Scudder in August of 1981. Claude,
who owned the small grocery store at the foot of the mountain, found the idea of a tarot card
reading intriguing, but admitted that he was skeptical about such things. He had just turned thirty-
eight and was curious about what his future held.A small group of friends were gathered around
the candlelit table in the foyer. Claude took his seat and removed his frayed baseball cap.
Scudder insisted on absolute silence as he began turning over the cards. The other visitors at
the table had seen Charles conduct readings before. But this time, his demeanor was different.
Rather than a relaxed conversational tone, Scudder’s voice was tense. He seemed nervous or
slightly nauseated.“Claude,” Scudder whispered, “I am seeing something very serious and
disturbing here.”“Serious how?” Bullard smiled. “Am I gonna die or something?”Scudder looked
up from the cards and said, “A transition.”“A transition? What the hell’s that supposed to mean?
Am I gonna die?”Scudder paused for a second, then looked at Claude Bullard and said, “It
appears that way.”“Dang! Y’all told me that gettin’ my cards read was gonna be fun,” Bullard



laughed. “I reckon the fun begins when I drop dead.”Claude found the experience amusing, but
Charles wasn’t laughing. It appeared to Raymond Williams that Scudder was a little shaken up.
Charles did not offer any details about what he had supposedly seen in the cards, but he did
advise Claude to be especially careful in the next four to five weeks.“Just don’t take any
unnecessary chances,” Scudder cautioned.Bullard folded his arms and said, “Charlie, I told you I
don’t believe in this crap.”The following month, Claude Bullard was found dead in his home. The
official cause of death was determined to be acute myocardial infarction—a heart attack.
Charles Scudder refused to conduct any more tarot card readings for friends. As for the book
Scudder had been writing about the Tarot—he aborted the project.CHAPTER NINECHAPTER
NINEClaude BullardCharles Scudder did not believe in magic. He did, however, suspect that
there were other planes of existence or knowledge which could be accessed if one could find
the correct path. This was hardly an original idea, of course, as it had been around since the
beginning of mankind.For decades, Scudder’s professional career was that of a university
professor involved exclusively with hard science. But in his spare time, he conducted
experiments in esoteric fields of study, such as divination. During his years at Corpsewood, Dr.
Scudder had narrowed his focus to the study of Tarot.His preoccupation with tarot cards led
Scudder to document his discoveries. In 1978, Scudder wrote to his friend, British theorist and
cybernetics expert, Professor Stafford Beer:“I have been outlining a book I want to write on the
Major Arcana of the Tarot cards. I have been linking each card with an aspect of science and the
various phenomena which it describes. I don’t know if you are familiar with the Tarot but there is
one card called ‘The Fool.’ It lies outside the pack; it is one of two paths to Kether in the tree of
life of the Kabbalah. Well, I couldn’t decide the meaning of The Fool in the scheme of things I
was developing until I understood that ‘That which lies outside of science is
consciousness.’”Those who are practiced in the reading of tarot cards have their own
interpretations as to what the cards mean. Scudder became proficient in conducting “readings”
of individuals who visited Corpsewood, reportedly with startling accuracy. It was because of
Scudder’s divination skills with tarot cards that Little Goob and some of the other regulars
convinced Claude Bullard to “have his cards read” by Dr. Scudder in August of 1981. Claude,
who owned the small grocery store at the foot of the mountain, found the idea of a tarot card
reading intriguing, but admitted that he was skeptical about such things. He had just turned thirty-
eight and was curious about what his future held.A small group of friends were gathered around
the candlelit table in the foyer. Claude took his seat and removed his frayed baseball cap.
Scudder insisted on absolute silence as he began turning over the cards. The other visitors at
the table had seen Charles conduct readings before. But this time, his demeanor was different.
Rather than a relaxed conversational tone, Scudder’s voice was tense. He seemed nervous or
slightly nauseated.“Claude,” Scudder whispered, “I am seeing something very serious and
disturbing here.”“Serious how?” Bullard smiled. “Am I gonna die or something?”Scudder looked
up from the cards and said, “A transition.”“A transition? What the hell’s that supposed to mean?
Am I gonna die?”Scudder paused for a second, then looked at Claude Bullard and said, “It



appears that way.”“Dang! Y’all told me that gettin’ my cards read was gonna be fun,” Bullard
laughed. “I reckon the fun begins when I drop dead.”Claude found the experience amusing, but
Charles wasn’t laughing. It appeared to Raymond Williams that Scudder was a little shaken up.
Charles did not offer any details about what he had supposedly seen in the cards, but he did
advise Claude to be especially careful in the next four to five weeks.“Just don’t take any
unnecessary chances,” Scudder cautioned.Bullard folded his arms and said, “Charlie, I told you I
don’t believe in this crap.”The following month, Claude Bullard was found dead in his home. The
official cause of death was determined to be acute myocardial infarction—a heart attack.
Charles Scudder refused to conduct any more tarot card readings for friends. As for the book
Scudder had been writing about the Tarot—he aborted the project.CHAPTER TENA Wedding at
CorpsewoodJoan Palazzola was in her early twenties when she moved to Trion with her fiancé,
Bruce Poole. Bruce was an electrician, and his company had sent him to work at a mill in Trion.
The nature of his job required that he and Joan spend several months or even a year in a
location and then migrate to the next work assignment.Joan and Bruce moved next door to
Sonny and Cheryl Durham and the four of them quickly became friends. The Durhams had told
Joan and Bruce all about their friends, Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, but Joan had yet to
visit Corpsewood. Although Cheryl and Joan were both young, Cheryl had the responsibilities of
motherhood and wasn’t always able to hang out. With Bruce and Sonny at work and Cheryl
tending to the kids, Joan was usually home alone and perpetually bored.One day when Joan
was alone, a brown rattletrap Oldsmobile pulled up to the Durham house. Three men emerged
from the vehicle and jovially pounded on the door. “Sonny!” they hollered. Joan recognized the
men as friends of the Durhams. She had met the men briefly on a previous occasion, but didn’t
really know them. One of them she recognized as Little Goob. The other two were Roy Hood and
Gardner Fountain. Standing at a towering 6’ 8” tall, Gardner Fountain was like a young Lurch
from the Addams Family.Joan approached the men to tell them that Sonny and Cheryl were not
home. After some lively conversation, the men talked Joan into taking a ‘little ride’ with them.A
short time later, the four of them were slowly driving along the unpaved logging roads that
snaked through the mountains. Joan realized that the men had been drinking. Suddenly, the car
stopped and the men got out. They huddled together and whispered to each other, making Joan
very nervous. Each man would look up at her from the huddle and she would hear them say
things like, “Should we do it to her?”Joan had been too trusting. She didn’t know these men. She
was in the middle of nowhere and completely at their mercy.The three men walked over to the
car and glared at her. Suddenly, they broke into laughter and said, “Nah, we’re just messin’ with
you, girl.” Joan quickly realized that these guys weren’t rapists or killers, but more like a ‘good ole
boy’ version of the Three Stooges. The men climbed back into the car. They drove up to
Corpsewood and introduced Joan to Charles and Joey.Charles liked Joan immediately, but Joey
Odom fell in love with her. Both Joan and Joey were Catholic, and they formed an instant bond.
Joan made herself at home at Corpsewood and was there practically every day, much to the
delight of Odom but to the dismay of Scudder. At one point, Charles even told Joan to stop



coming up there so much.“It’s not that we don’t love you, my dear,” said Scudder, “but you are
just so engaging that Joey and I are neglecting our chores.”His gentle admonishment did not
work. The truth was, Scudder enjoyed having Joan around—especially for afternoon tea.
Unfortunately, Charles’ tea was not friendly to Joan’s palate. She found it simply gross. And to
make matters worse, Scudder would top off the tea with mint leaves. The tea was served in the
same tin cups that one might use for camping. Joan had some trepidation as to the cleanliness
of the cups and was afraid to drink the nasty tea from them. Still, she tried to be polite.“What’s
wrong?” asked Charles. “You’re not drinking your tea.”“I don’t think tea is supposed to be served
in tin cups,” Joan replied.“Why not?”“I think it affects the taste or something.”Scudder analyzed
the comment, then responded, “No. There’s no chemical reaction between tea and tin. Drink up.
Cheers!”On another occasion, Joan was visiting Charles and Joey when she noticed Charles
staring at her.Finally, she said, “What? What is it?”Charles reached out his hand and gently
moved Joan’s face to the right, and then to the left.“What are you doing?” she giggled.“I want to
do your portrait,” Scudder replied. “Would you do a sitting for me?”“Would I what?”“Sit for
me.”“How can she sit for us?” said Joey. “We don’t have any kids.”“Be quiet,” said Charles, “I
wasn’t talking to you.”Joey smirked and winked at Joan.Intrigued by Scudder’s offer, Joan sat in
a chair in the living room. Charles set up an artist’s easel and readied his oil paints. For the next
thirty or so minutes, Charles scrupulously studied Joan’s face and hair. He moved in closer to
examine her, squinting as he focused on details that only an artist’s eye can see. When she
moved, he commanded her to be still. When she spoke, he shushed her into silence.Finally, he
stepped back from his creation. It was no longer his; it belonged to the ages now.Joan stood up
and said, “Okay, let me see—”“Wait! Wait! One moment, my dear. Let’s do this properly. Close
your eyes.”Charles produced a large piece of ragged cloth from somewhere and gently draped it
over the painting.“Okay,” said Scudder. “We’re ready for the presentation.”Joan walked over to
the easel. Scudder pulled away the cloth and said, “Voila!”Joan was appalled. She was young
and pretty, and she expected her portrait to reflect those facts. What she saw, however, was
some hideous figure staring back at her. It was like one of those ghastly paintings from Rod
Serling’s Night Gallery.“Well?” said Scudder, awaiting praise.“That doesn’t look like me,” Joan
replied.“Of course it does.”“That’s an ugly witch woman.”“What are you referring to?”“That isn’t
me. That’s an ugly witch woman.”“Witch woman?” he said, incredulously. “This is you,
Joanie.”“You think I look like an ugly witch woman?”“I wasn’t trying to recreate your physical
shell. Any cheap photograph can do that. I was going after your very essence, your aura, your
inner self.”“You think my inner self is an ugly witch woman?”Scudder chuckled and said, “This is
your Gemini duality. I think in time you’ll come to appreciate what I’ve captured here.”“You
captured an ugly witch woman.”“It’s true what they say,” he sighed. “An artist is never appreciated
in his own time.”Joey Odom rarely left Corpsewood. But for Joan, he made an exception. Joan
was like a little sister who encouraged his mischievous behavior. When Scudder needed to
catch up on his correspondence or run errands in town, he would sometimes drop Odom off at
Joan’s house, ostensibly for Odom to do some baking in Joan’s electric oven or to wash clothes.



But for Odom, it meant he could goof off without being scolded by Scudder. Charles didn’t
approve of drug use or smoking, and he didn’t care much for television. Odom was happy to
relax, smoke pot, drink beer, and watch The Price is Right—his favorite TV show.Joan allowed
Joey to dress up in her clothes. He made her promise not to mention it to Charles. Not ever.“We
mustn’t tell Charles about this,” said Joey. “It’s our little secret.”“Why can’t we tell Charles?” Joan
asked.“Because we can’t. Trust me on this. It will piss him off.”Bruce Poole and Joan Palazzola
had been together since they met in Nebraska three years earlier. They had every intention of
getting married, but there always seemed to be some obstacle standing in the way of their
nuptials.Joan was Catholic and had planned to be married in a traditional Catholic ceremony.
After visiting a Catholic church in the summer of 1981, the priest had some disappointing news
for her. Because Bruce had been married previously, they could not be married in a Catholic
ceremony unless Bruce had his first marriage annulled. Being a Southern Baptist, Bruce
objected to the idea. He was raising a son from his first marriage and to have it annulled was
tantamount to denying that a significant life experience had ever occurred.Bruce and Joan could
have gotten married at Bruce’s church, but it was over two hundred miles away, in his hometown
of Augusta, Georgia. Of course, there were plenty of other churches nearby, but neither Joan nor
Bruce were members.While admiring Scudder’s beautiful flower garden one bright summer day,
it occurred to Joan that Corpsewood would be an ideal place for a wedding. She asked Joey if
he would get Charles’ consent.“I don’t know why he wouldn’t,” Joey smiled as he gently patted
the back of her hand. “Charles believes in love. Besides, me and you are Catholic, and us
Catholics have to stick together.”Joan’s apprehension in getting Scudder’s blessing was a
reasonable concern. When one of Scudder’s prison inmate pen pals sent him a religious-themed
greeting card, Scudder went berserk, writing the inmate an excoriating rebuke. There was more
than one Charles Scudder, it seemed, and it was impossible to predict which one might show
up.Any anxiety Joan had harbored was quickly laid to rest. When the idea of the wedding was
presented to Scudder, he embraced it with great alacrity. Charles Scudder would now add
another achievement to his list of accomplishments: wedding planner.None of Joan’s or Bruce’s
family members would be able to attend, so the wedding party would consist entirely of friends.
Cheryl Durham would serve as maid of honor, while Sonny performed the duties of best man.
Perhaps the happiest person of all was Joey Odom, who had the honor of standing in for Joan’s
dad and giving away the bride.On Saturday, September 5th, 1981, Joey Odom prepared a grand
feast, which was served on the picnic table. Cheryl had the added responsibility of baking the
wedding cake. Charles fussed over the details, insisting that everything be just right. He
decorated the table and the window sills with small pumpkins harvested from his field. Charles
carefully selected blossoms from his flower garden for the bride’s bouquet.For this very special
occasion, Scudder brought out some of his best homemade wine—Strega—as he called it.
Scudder explained that Strega was Italian for witch.Filled with childlike excitement, Joey Odom
was decked out in his finest outfit—a brown corduroy jacket and an open collared red plaid shirt.
This was as fancy as Joey could get.With Charles at the helm, things were up and running by



the time the guests arrived. Among those in attendance were Raymond “Little Goob” Williams,
Roy Hood, and Gardner Fountain. Candie Grogan and husband Gene were there, along with
Wayne and Debbie Wilson.Charles Scudder quickly moved about, sporting a purple paisley shirt
and a blue bandana as a headband. With his hair nearly touching his shoulders, Scudder
seemed more like a free-spirited college student than a fifty-four-year-old former university
professor.The stage was set for a proper garden wedding. The only thing missing was the
groom. Bruce Poole had driven over to the Chattooga County Courthouse in Summerville to
retrieve Justice of the Peace Clyde “Gene” Kellett. That simple task should have only taken thirty
minutes. Two hours had passed and Bruce still wasn’t back. Everyone began to speculate as to
the reason for the delay.The blistering Georgia sun melted the white icing on Cheryl’s cake. She
had to perform some on-the-spot wedding cake maintenance as the layers began to soften and
slide. Finally, the sound of Bruce’s car was heard as it weaved through the woods on Dead
Horse Road.Bruce Poole and Gene Kellet were greeted as they emerged from the car. Bruce
explained that after he picked up Judge Kellet, they had suffered a flat tire. Much to Bruce’s
chagrin, he didn’t have a spare, nor did he have sufficient money on him to get the tire repaired.
Judge Kellet had paid for the tire repair himself, with the understanding that Bruce would
reimburse him.With the marriage license in his pocket, Judge Kellet took his place in the garden.
Charles disappeared into the house. A few moments later, Charles began playing Wagner’s
Wedding March on his harp, the beautiful notes wafting from the upstairs windows. Starting at
the twin stone columns of the walkway, Joey Odom took Joan by the arm and escorted her down
the path to the flower garden. The bride wore a blue dress and blouse and a matching hair
ribbon.Before reaching the garden, Odom told Joan that he wanted to be the first to kiss the
bride. He wasn’t kidding.Finally, the ceremony was underway. Joan and Bruce stood before
Justice of the Peace Gene Kellett as he read from the Bible. Charles had returned outside so
that he could snap pictures of the ceremony. When Kellet told Bruce, “You may now kiss the
bride,” Joan turned to Joey Odom and gave him the first kiss. Bruce played along, closing his
eyes and pretending to kiss the air.The group gathered around the picnic table and prepared to
toast the bride and groom. Scudder poured a glass for the justice of the peace. Kellet looked at
the small shot of wine in the glass, then slid his jacket sleeve up a couple of inches to see his
watch. “Well,” said Kellet, “I’m officially off duty. So I reckon we’re okay.”Everyone raised their
glasses and Charles hollered, “Salute!”Scudder was elated that the wedding had gone so well.
He shook hands with Gene Kellett.If Charles Scudder was a devil-worshipper, he wasn’t making
a very fine figure. Not only had he not worshipped any devils or sacrificed animals, he had
permitted a total stranger to read aloud from the Holy Bible on Corpsewood property.It was an
insult to self-respecting devil-worshippers everywhere.CHAPTER TENCHAPTER TENA
Wedding at CorpsewoodJoan Palazzola was in her early twenties when she moved to Trion with
her fiancé, Bruce Poole. Bruce was an electrician, and his company had sent him to work at a
mill in Trion. The nature of his job required that he and Joan spend several months or even a
year in a location and then migrate to the next work assignment.Joan and Bruce moved next



door to Sonny and Cheryl Durham and the four of them quickly became friends. The Durhams
had told Joan and Bruce all about their friends, Charles Scudder and Joey Odom, but Joan had
yet to visit Corpsewood. Although Cheryl and Joan were both young, Cheryl had the
responsibilities of motherhood and wasn’t always able to hang out. With Bruce and Sonny at
work and Cheryl tending to the kids, Joan was usually home alone and perpetually bored.One
day when Joan was alone, a brown rattletrap Oldsmobile pulled up to the Durham house. Three
men emerged from the vehicle and jovially pounded on the door. “Sonny!” they hollered. Joan
recognized the men as friends of the Durhams. She had met the men briefly on a previous
occasion, but didn’t really know them. One of them she recognized as Little Goob. The other two
were Roy Hood and Gardner Fountain. Standing at a towering 6’ 8” tall, Gardner Fountain was
like a young Lurch from the Addams Family.Joan approached the men to tell them that Sonny
and Cheryl were not home. After some lively conversation, the men talked Joan into taking a
‘little ride’ with them.A short time later, the four of them were slowly driving along the unpaved
logging roads that snaked through the mountains. Joan realized that the men had been drinking.
Suddenly, the car stopped and the men got out. They huddled together and whispered to each
other, making Joan very nervous. Each man would look up at her from the huddle and she would
hear them say things like, “Should we do it to her?”Joan had been too trusting. She didn’t know
these men. She was in the middle of nowhere and completely at their mercy.The three men
walked over to the car and glared at her. Suddenly, they broke into laughter and said, “Nah, we’re
just messin’ with you, girl.” Joan quickly realized that these guys weren’t rapists or killers, but
more like a ‘good ole boy’ version of the Three Stooges. The men climbed back into the car.
They drove up to Corpsewood and introduced Joan to Charles and Joey.Charles liked Joan
immediately, but Joey Odom fell in love with her. Both Joan and Joey were Catholic, and they
formed an instant bond. Joan made herself at home at Corpsewood and was there practically
every day, much to the delight of Odom but to the dismay of Scudder. At one point, Charles even
told Joan to stop coming up there so much.“It’s not that we don’t love you, my dear,” said
Scudder, “but you are just so engaging that Joey and I are neglecting our chores.”His gentle
admonishment did not work. The truth was, Scudder enjoyed having Joan around—especially
for afternoon tea. Unfortunately, Charles’ tea was not friendly to Joan’s palate. She found it
simply gross. And to make matters worse, Scudder would top off the tea with mint leaves. The
tea was served in the same tin cups that one might use for camping. Joan had some trepidation
as to the cleanliness of the cups and was afraid to drink the nasty tea from them. Still, she tried
to be polite.“What’s wrong?” asked Charles. “You’re not drinking your tea.”“I don’t think tea is
supposed to be served in tin cups,” Joan replied.“Why not?”“I think it affects the taste or
something.”Scudder analyzed the comment, then responded, “No. There’s no chemical reaction
between tea and tin. Drink up. Cheers!”On another occasion, Joan was visiting Charles and
Joey when she noticed Charles staring at her.Finally, she said, “What? What is it?”Charles
reached out his hand and gently moved Joan’s face to the right, and then to the left.“What are
you doing?” she giggled.“I want to do your portrait,” Scudder replied. “Would you do a sitting for



me?”“Would I what?”“Sit for me.”“How can she sit for us?” said Joey. “We don’t have any
kids.”“Be quiet,” said Charles, “I wasn’t talking to you.”Joey smirked and winked at Joan.Intrigued
by Scudder’s offer, Joan sat in a chair in the living room. Charles set up an artist’s easel and
readied his oil paints. For the next thirty or so minutes, Charles scrupulously studied Joan’s face
and hair. He moved in closer to examine her, squinting as he focused on details that only an
artist’s eye can see. When she moved, he commanded her to be still. When she spoke, he
shushed her into silence.Finally, he stepped back from his creation. It was no longer his; it
belonged to the ages now.Joan stood up and said, “Okay, let me see—”“Wait! Wait! One
moment, my dear. Let’s do this properly. Close your eyes.”Charles produced a large piece of
ragged cloth from somewhere and gently draped it over the painting.“Okay,” said Scudder.
“We’re ready for the presentation.”Joan walked over to the easel. Scudder pulled away the cloth
and said, “Voila!”Joan was appalled. She was young and pretty, and she expected her portrait to
reflect those facts. What she saw, however, was some hideous figure staring back at her. It was
like one of those ghastly paintings from Rod Serling’s Night Gallery.“Well?” said Scudder,
awaiting praise.“That doesn’t look like me,” Joan replied.“Of course it does.”“That’s an ugly witch
woman.”“What are you referring to?”“That isn’t me. That’s an ugly witch woman.”“Witch woman?”
he said, incredulously. “This is you, Joanie.”“You think I look like an ugly witch woman?”“I wasn’t
trying to recreate your physical shell. Any cheap photograph can do that. I was going after your
very essence, your aura, your inner self.”“You think my inner self is an ugly witch
woman?”Scudder chuckled and said, “This is your Gemini duality. I think in time you’ll come to
appreciate what I’ve captured here.”“You captured an ugly witch woman.”“It’s true what they say,”
he sighed. “An artist is never appreciated in his own time.”Joey Odom rarely left Corpsewood.
But for Joan, he made an exception. Joan was like a little sister who encouraged his
mischievous behavior. When Scudder needed to catch up on his correspondence or run errands
in town, he would sometimes drop Odom off at Joan’s house, ostensibly for Odom to do some
baking in Joan’s electric oven or to wash clothes. But for Odom, it meant he could goof off
without being scolded by Scudder. Charles didn’t approve of drug use or smoking, and he didn’t
care much for television. Odom was happy to relax, smoke pot, drink beer, and watch The Price
is Right—his favorite TV show.Joan allowed Joey to dress up in her clothes. He made her
promise not to mention it to Charles. Not ever.“We mustn’t tell Charles about this,” said Joey. “It’s
our little secret.”“Why can’t we tell Charles?” Joan asked.“Because we can’t. Trust me on this. It
will piss him off.”Bruce Poole and Joan Palazzola had been together since they met in Nebraska
three years earlier. They had every intention of getting married, but there always seemed to be
some obstacle standing in the way of their nuptials.Joan was Catholic and had planned to be
married in a traditional Catholic ceremony. After visiting a Catholic church in the summer of
1981, the priest had some disappointing news for her. Because Bruce had been married
previously, they could not be married in a Catholic ceremony unless Bruce had his first marriage
annulled. Being a Southern Baptist, Bruce objected to the idea. He was raising a son from his
first marriage and to have it annulled was tantamount to denying that a significant life experience



had ever occurred.Bruce and Joan could have gotten married at Bruce’s church, but it was over
two hundred miles away, in his hometown of Augusta, Georgia. Of course, there were plenty of
other churches nearby, but neither Joan nor Bruce were members.While admiring Scudder’s
beautiful flower garden one bright summer day, it occurred to Joan that Corpsewood would be
an ideal place for a wedding. She asked Joey if he would get Charles’ consent.“I don’t know why
he wouldn’t,” Joey smiled as he gently patted the back of her hand. “Charles believes in love.
Besides, me and you are Catholic, and us Catholics have to stick together.”Joan’s apprehension
in getting Scudder’s blessing was a reasonable concern. When one of Scudder’s prison inmate
pen pals sent him a religious-themed greeting card, Scudder went berserk, writing the inmate an
excoriating rebuke. There was more than one Charles Scudder, it seemed, and it was impossible
to predict which one might show up.Any anxiety Joan had harbored was quickly laid to rest.
When the idea of the wedding was presented to Scudder, he embraced it with great alacrity.
Charles Scudder would now add another achievement to his list of accomplishments: wedding
planner.None of Joan’s or Bruce’s family members would be able to attend, so the wedding
party would consist entirely of friends. Cheryl Durham would serve as maid of honor, while
Sonny performed the duties of best man. Perhaps the happiest person of all was Joey Odom,
who had the honor of standing in for Joan’s dad and giving away the bride.On Saturday,
September 5th, 1981, Joey Odom prepared a grand feast, which was served on the picnic table.
Cheryl had the added responsibility of baking the wedding cake. Charles fussed over the details,
insisting that everything be just right. He decorated the table and the window sills with small
pumpkins harvested from his field. Charles carefully selected blossoms from his flower garden
for the bride’s bouquet.For this very special occasion, Scudder brought out some of his best
homemade wine—Strega—as he called it. Scudder explained that Strega was Italian for
witch.Filled with childlike excitement, Joey Odom was decked out in his finest outfit—a brown
corduroy jacket and an open collared red plaid shirt. This was as fancy as Joey could get.With
Charles at the helm, things were up and running by the time the guests arrived. Among those in
attendance were Raymond “Little Goob” Williams, Roy Hood, and Gardner Fountain. Candie
Grogan and husband Gene were there, along with Wayne and Debbie Wilson.Charles Scudder
quickly moved about, sporting a purple paisley shirt and a blue bandana as a headband. With
his hair nearly touching his shoulders, Scudder seemed more like a free-spirited college student
than a fifty-four-year-old former university professor.The stage was set for a proper garden
wedding. The only thing missing was the groom. Bruce Poole had driven over to the Chattooga
County Courthouse in Summerville to retrieve Justice of the Peace Clyde “Gene” Kellett. That
simple task should have only taken thirty minutes. Two hours had passed and Bruce still wasn’t
back. Everyone began to speculate as to the reason for the delay.The blistering Georgia sun
melted the white icing on Cheryl’s cake. She had to perform some on-the-spot wedding cake
maintenance as the layers began to soften and slide. Finally, the sound of Bruce’s car was heard
as it weaved through the woods on Dead Horse Road.Bruce Poole and Gene Kellet were
greeted as they emerged from the car. Bruce explained that after he picked up Judge Kellet, they



had suffered a flat tire. Much to Bruce’s chagrin, he didn’t have a spare, nor did he have
sufficient money on him to get the tire repaired. Judge Kellet had paid for the tire repair himself,
with the understanding that Bruce would reimburse him.With the marriage license in his pocket,
Judge Kellet took his place in the garden. Charles disappeared into the house. A few moments
later, Charles began playing Wagner’s Wedding March on his harp, the beautiful notes wafting
from the upstairs windows. Starting at the twin stone columns of the walkway, Joey Odom took
Joan by the arm and escorted her down the path to the flower garden. The bride wore a blue
dress and blouse and a matching hair ribbon.Before reaching the garden, Odom told Joan that
he wanted to be the first to kiss the bride. He wasn’t kidding.Finally, the ceremony was underway.
Joan and Bruce stood before Justice of the Peace Gene Kellett as he read from the Bible.
Charles had returned outside so that he could snap pictures of the ceremony. When Kellet told
Bruce, “You may now kiss the bride,” Joan turned to Joey Odom and gave him the first kiss.
Bruce played along, closing his eyes and pretending to kiss the air.The group gathered around
the picnic table and prepared to toast the bride and groom. Scudder poured a glass for the
justice of the peace. Kellet looked at the small shot of wine in the glass, then slid his jacket
sleeve up a couple of inches to see his watch. “Well,” said Kellet, “I’m officially off duty. So I
reckon we’re okay.”Everyone raised their glasses and Charles hollered, “Salute!”Scudder was
elated that the wedding had gone so well. He shook hands with Gene Kellett.If Charles Scudder
was a devil-worshipper, he wasn’t making a very fine figure. Not only had he not worshipped any
devils or sacrificed animals, he had permitted a total stranger to read aloud from the Holy Bible
on Corpsewood property.It was an insult to self-respecting devil-worshippers
everywhere.CHAPTER ELEVENThirty-year-old Samuel Tony West had never run afoul of the
law in Chattooga County, but that was probably because he had spent little time there. However,
his shoulder-length brown hair and full beard were familiar to police in Chattanooga,
Tennessee.On a sweltering July afternoon in 1979, Tony West and his wife were visiting West’s
brother-in-law, Kenneth Todd, in the Chattanooga suburb of Ooltewah, in Hamilton County.Tony
West, Kenneth Todd, and another man were playing poker in the dining room while their wives
chatted in the kitchen. An argument between West and Todd erupted during the card game and
West pulled out a .22 caliber pistol. Todd tried to escape through the back door, but was shot
four times by West—twice in the back, once in the head, and once in the stomach. Tony West
fled the scene. Hamilton County deputies arrived at the house and found Kenneth Todd
unconscious and bleeding on the bathroom floor. Todd was taken to Erlanger Hospital in critical
condition.As the Hamilton County Sheriff’s Department conducted an all-night manhunt for Tony
West, they were surprised when West drifted into the Hamilton County Jail at four o’clock a.m.
and surrendered. As West was being booked, a routine background check revealed that West
had escaped from the Hamilton County Penal Farm. He had been serving two eleven month,
twenty-nine day sentences for petty larceny and felony bail jumping. West had not been heard
from since his escape in 1974. Evidently, he had been hiding in plain sight for the past five
years.Kenneth Todd narrowly survived the shooting. Tony West remained in the Hamilton County



Jail for the next six months, awaiting trial for the shooting and attempted murder of Kenneth
Todd. But in January of 1980, West was offered a deal that was too sweet to pass up. In order to
avoid a jury trial, Tony West entered a plea of “no contest” to a charge of assault with intent to
commit murder in the first degree for shooting his brother-in-law. West was sentenced to three
years in the Charles B. Bass Correctional Prison in Nashville. He was given no additional time for
his escape, nor was he required to complete his original sentences.As he was preparing to
begin serving his sentence for the Kenneth Todd shooting, Tony West’s already strained
marriage disintegrated. While he was incarcerated, his wife divorced him and placed their five
young sons in foster care.Tony West was born in Anderson, Indiana, on August 11th, 1952. He
was the only boy, having four sisters. Joseph and Nelda West had moved with their five children
from Indiana to Rock Spring, Georgia, when Tony West was just nine years old. Rock Spring is a
small unincorporated community in Walker County, Georgia, approximately fourteen miles south
of Chattanooga, Tennessee.A few years earlier, Joseph Horace West had broken his back in a
horrendous train accident in Anderson, Indiana. He would walk with a pronounced limp and
suffer neck and back pain for the rest of his days. Mr. West supported his family as best he could
by supplementing his miniscule disability check with odd jobs.Money was scarce, and financial
resources were further strained when Joseph West contracted tuberculosis. Although Mr. West
would eventually recover from tuberculosis at Battey State Hospital in Rome, Georgia, the
reunion would be short-lived.On a cold Thursday night in November of 1962, Nelda West was
worried when her husband did not come home from work. In the early morning hours of the
following day, deputies from the Walker County Sheriff’s Department came upon the frost-
covered wreckage of West’s automobile, two miles north of Catlett on Georgia Highway 95. The
car had left the road, traveled down a ditch some sixty-two feet and crashed into a telephone
pole. The body of thirty-seven-year-old Joseph West was still behind the wheel. His chest had
been crushed by the steering column and his neck was broken. The investigators concluded that
Joseph West had been dead for several hours.A few years after Joseph’s death, Nelda West
remarried. Her second husband, Bill Williams, was a police officer from the Chattanooga area.
With a stern cop for a stepfather, Tony’s constant misdeeds guaranteed a house filled with
drama and tension. The stress that ensued from Bill’s conflicts with Tony accelerated the
disintegration of the marriage.For as unfortunate as Tony West’s personal life had been, he was
remarkably fortunate when it came to the legal system. By the time West was twenty-eight years
old, he had racked up several criminal convictions but had served very little time. Now, he had
been sentenced to three years for the attempted murder of his brother-in-law. Eighteen months
into his sentence, West was released from his Tennessee prison.A free man once again, Tony
West moved to Hall’s Valley in Walker County, Georgia, near the Chattooga County line. His
older sister, Myra Haygood, owned a vacant trailer next to the one she occupied with her
husband and their five children. The vacant trailer was dilapidated and had no electricity or
running water, but his new accommodations suited Tony just fine. After all, it was free.For a few
months in 1982, Tony West worked odd construction jobs, mainly as a stone and block mason.



He kept out of trouble and was a frequent visitor at the residence of his sister, Myra Haygood.
Tony enjoyed visiting with Myra and her children and seemed to have a special bond with his
nephew, nineteen-year-old Joey Wells, Myra’s son from a previous marriage.In November of that
year, Joey Wells introduced West to seventeen-year-old Avery Brock. Despite a nearly thirteen
year age difference, West and Brock formed an instant connection.* * *Kenneth Avery Brock
had never been in any serious trouble. He had spent all seventeen years of his young life in
Walker County.Avery’s father, Joel Kenneth Brock, was a farmer by trade. After marrying his wife,
Betty Jo, in the early 1960s, the Brocks resided in the rural Kensington area of Walker County,
along with her four children from a previous marriage. Eventually, Mr. and Mrs. Brock would have
two sons of their own, Randall Joel and Kenneth Avery, born a year apart. Avery was the
younger of the two.Unfortunately, Avery’s father would not have the opportunity to enjoy his
blended family for long. Avery was one month shy of his seventh birthday when his father died
from a cerebral hemorrhage brought on by hypertension. He was fifty-eight.Now a young widow,
Betty Jo Brock was left alone to care for six children. She would eventually marry Dewey C.
Lowrance. Some of the children, including Avery, occasionally used the Lowrance
surname.Losing his biological father at a young age was something Avery had in common with
Tony West. Another thing he and West shared was a contentious relationship with their
respective stepfathers. Right from the beginning, there was bad blood between Avery and Mr.
Lowrance. Avery’s stepfather was, by some accounts, a harsh disciplinarian who often took out
his frustrations on young Avery.According to Avery, he tolerated the abuse doled out by his
stepfather in order to protect his mother from catching the brunt of it. But now, at seventeen,
Avery was six feet tall and weighed 170 lbs. He wasn’t his stepfather’s whipping boy anymore,
but he kept clear of him just the same. The chemistry was never going to be right.By the time he
met Tony West, Avery had already quit high school and was working odd jobs to make money.
He had a decent work ethic and could be relied upon to mow lawns, chop firewood, and perform
landscaping tasks. Although he didn’t have a driver’s license, he drove a truck and hauled
pulpwood.To an impressionable young man with limited life experience, someone like Tony West
and his checkered past appeared worldly. Perhaps Avery viewed Tony as the father figure he
craved, or simply as a mentor, but shortly after they met in November of 1982, Avery moved into
Tony’s trailer in Hall’s Valley. Spending most of his time at the trailer meant fewer confrontations
with Dewey Lowrance, but the trailer’s lack of electricity and running water meant that Brock
would still make frequent trips to his mother’s house for meals and showers.The living
arrangement seemed to suit West and Brock. Both were unemployed and their expenses
basically consisted of food and gasoline. Tony’s red 1970 AMC Javelin was something of a
mystery. Tony drove it, but the title was in the name of a woman who resided in Chattanooga.
There was some suspicion that the Javelin might have been stolen, but it wasn’t wise to pry into
Tony’s affairsOne thing that Avery could do in Tony’s trailer that he couldn’t do at home was get
high. Getting high was another thing that he had in common with Tony West. But since neither
man was employed, they lacked the money to purchase quality contraband. They improvised by



huffing a substance known in the rural South as toot-a-loo.Basically, toot-a-loo was a mixture of
paint thinner, model airplane glue, and anything else that contained the solvent toluene. The toot-
a-loo was mixed and stored in a one gallon white plastic bleach jug that had been stripped of its
label. The substance was poured onto a rag or piece of cloth and then dropped into a plastic
bag. Intoxication was achieved by placing the bag over the nose and mouth and inhaling
deeply.A year earlier, Avery’s older brother, Randy, had visited Corpsewood with some friends.
Like many other visitors to Corpsewood, Randy would return on several occasions, introducing
friends to the interesting Dr. Scudder and the reclusive Joey Odom.Charles Scudder was a
gracious host and was happy to show his visitors around. Scudder gave Randy and his friends
the grand tour, showing them Corpsewood’s impressive library and collection of antiques. It was
only in recent weeks that Avery had made his first visit to Corpsewood. The introduction left an
indelible impression on young Avery. He told people that there was a place “up there on the
mountain that you would not believe.” Brock enjoyed Scudder’s carefully cultivated flower garden
and seeing how the two residents lived off the land.But unlike the casual visitor to Corpsewood,
Avery formed an instant connection with Charles Scudder. The professor was unlike anyone he
had ever known. Scudder was imaginative and artistic, educated and intelligent.For his part,
Scudder took a special interest in Avery. It was true that Dr. Scudder had been an erudite college
professor, but he was not a snob. He frequently met and befriended people who had very little
formal education. But rather than condescend to the lesser-educated people, Scudder tried to
teach them. He drew upon his rich knowledge of literature, history, art, and science. He eagerly
lent books from his vast library.Although the relationship between Scudder and Brock began as
mentor and student, it wasn’t long before certain boundaries were crossed.CHAPTER
ELEVENCHAPTER ELEVENThirty-year-old Samuel Tony West had never run afoul of the law in
Chattooga County, but that was probably because he had spent little time there. However, his
shoulder-length brown hair and full beard were familiar to police in Chattanooga, Tennessee.On
a sweltering July afternoon in 1979, Tony West and his wife were visiting West’s brother-in-law,
Kenneth Todd, in the Chattanooga suburb of Ooltewah, in Hamilton County.Tony West, Kenneth
Todd, and another man were playing poker in the dining room while their wives chatted in the
kitchen. An argument between West and Todd erupted during the card game and West pulled
out a .22 caliber pistol. Todd tried to escape through the back door, but was shot four times by
West—twice in the back, once in the head, and once in the stomach. Tony West fled the scene.
Hamilton County deputies arrived at the house and found Kenneth Todd unconscious and
bleeding on the bathroom floor. Todd was taken to Erlanger Hospital in critical condition.As the
Hamilton County Sheriff’s Department conducted an all-night manhunt for Tony West, they were
surprised when West drifted into the Hamilton County Jail at four o’clock a.m. and surrendered.
As West was being booked, a routine background check revealed that West had escaped from
the Hamilton County Penal Farm. He had been serving two eleven month, twenty-nine day
sentences for petty larceny and felony bail jumping. West had not been heard from since his
escape in 1974. Evidently, he had been hiding in plain sight for the past five years.Kenneth Todd



narrowly survived the shooting. Tony West remained in the Hamilton County Jail for the next six
months, awaiting trial for the shooting and attempted murder of Kenneth Todd. But in January of
1980, West was offered a deal that was too sweet to pass up. In order to avoid a jury trial, Tony
West entered a plea of “no contest” to a charge of assault with intent to commit murder in the
first degree for shooting his brother-in-law. West was sentenced to three years in the Charles B.
Bass Correctional Prison in Nashville. He was given no additional time for his escape, nor was
he required to complete his original sentences.As he was preparing to begin serving his
sentence for the Kenneth Todd shooting, Tony West’s already strained marriage disintegrated.
While he was incarcerated, his wife divorced him and placed their five young sons in foster
care.Tony West was born in Anderson, Indiana, on August 11th, 1952. He was the only boy,
having four sisters. Joseph and Nelda West had moved with their five children from Indiana to
Rock Spring, Georgia, when Tony West was just nine years old. Rock Spring is a small
unincorporated community in Walker County, Georgia, approximately fourteen miles south of
Chattanooga, Tennessee.A few years earlier, Joseph Horace West had broken his back in a
horrendous train accident in Anderson, Indiana. He would walk with a pronounced limp and
suffer neck and back pain for the rest of his days. Mr. West supported his family as best he could
by supplementing his miniscule disability check with odd jobs.Money was scarce, and financial
resources were further strained when Joseph West contracted tuberculosis. Although Mr. West
would eventually recover from tuberculosis at Battey State Hospital in Rome, Georgia, the
reunion would be short-lived.On a cold Thursday night in November of 1962, Nelda West was
worried when her husband did not come home from work. In the early morning hours of the
following day, deputies from the Walker County Sheriff’s Department came upon the frost-
covered wreckage of West’s automobile, two miles north of Catlett on Georgia Highway 95. The
car had left the road, traveled down a ditch some sixty-two feet and crashed into a telephone
pole. The body of thirty-seven-year-old Joseph West was still behind the wheel. His chest had
been crushed by the steering column and his neck was broken. The investigators concluded that
Joseph West had been dead for several hours.A few years after Joseph’s death, Nelda West
remarried. Her second husband, Bill Williams, was a police officer from the Chattanooga area.
With a stern cop for a stepfather, Tony’s constant misdeeds guaranteed a house filled with
drama and tension. The stress that ensued from Bill’s conflicts with Tony accelerated the
disintegration of the marriage.For as unfortunate as Tony West’s personal life had been, he was
remarkably fortunate when it came to the legal system. By the time West was twenty-eight years
old, he had racked up several criminal convictions but had served very little time. Now, he had
been sentenced to three years for the attempted murder of his brother-in-law. Eighteen months
into his sentence, West was released from his Tennessee prison.A free man once again, Tony
West moved to Hall’s Valley in Walker County, Georgia, near the Chattooga County line. His
older sister, Myra Haygood, owned a vacant trailer next to the one she occupied with her
husband and their five children. The vacant trailer was dilapidated and had no electricity or
running water, but his new accommodations suited Tony just fine. After all, it was free.For a few



months in 1982, Tony West worked odd construction jobs, mainly as a stone and block mason.
He kept out of trouble and was a frequent visitor at the residence of his sister, Myra Haygood.
Tony enjoyed visiting with Myra and her children and seemed to have a special bond with his
nephew, nineteen-year-old Joey Wells, Myra’s son from a previous marriage.In November of that
year, Joey Wells introduced West to seventeen-year-old Avery Brock. Despite a nearly thirteen
year age difference, West and Brock formed an instant connection.* * *Kenneth Avery Brock
had never been in any serious trouble. He had spent all seventeen years of his young life in
Walker County.Avery’s father, Joel Kenneth Brock, was a farmer by trade. After marrying his wife,
Betty Jo, in the early 1960s, the Brocks resided in the rural Kensington area of Walker County,
along with her four children from a previous marriage. Eventually, Mr. and Mrs. Brock would have
two sons of their own, Randall Joel and Kenneth Avery, born a year apart. Avery was the
younger of the two.Unfortunately, Avery’s father would not have the opportunity to enjoy his
blended family for long. Avery was one month shy of his seventh birthday when his father died
from a cerebral hemorrhage brought on by hypertension. He was fifty-eight.Now a young widow,
Betty Jo Brock was left alone to care for six children. She would eventually marry Dewey C.
Lowrance. Some of the children, including Avery, occasionally used the Lowrance
surname.Losing his biological father at a young age was something Avery had in common with
Tony West. Another thing he and West shared was a contentious relationship with their
respective stepfathers. Right from the beginning, there was bad blood between Avery and Mr.
Lowrance. Avery’s stepfather was, by some accounts, a harsh disciplinarian who often took out
his frustrations on young Avery.According to Avery, he tolerated the abuse doled out by his
stepfather in order to protect his mother from catching the brunt of it. But now, at seventeen,
Avery was six feet tall and weighed 170 lbs. He wasn’t his stepfather’s whipping boy anymore,
but he kept clear of him just the same. The chemistry was never going to be right.By the time he
met Tony West, Avery had already quit high school and was working odd jobs to make money.
He had a decent work ethic and could be relied upon to mow lawns, chop firewood, and perform
landscaping tasks. Although he didn’t have a driver’s license, he drove a truck and hauled
pulpwood.To an impressionable young man with limited life experience, someone like Tony West
and his checkered past appeared worldly. Perhaps Avery viewed Tony as the father figure he
craved, or simply as a mentor, but shortly after they met in November of 1982, Avery moved into
Tony’s trailer in Hall’s Valley. Spending most of his time at the trailer meant fewer confrontations
with Dewey Lowrance, but the trailer’s lack of electricity and running water meant that Brock
would still make frequent trips to his mother’s house for meals and showers.The living
arrangement seemed to suit West and Brock. Both were unemployed and their expenses
basically consisted of food and gasoline. Tony’s red 1970 AMC Javelin was something of a
mystery. Tony drove it, but the title was in the name of a woman who resided in Chattanooga.
There was some suspicion that the Javelin might have been stolen, but it wasn’t wise to pry into
Tony’s affairsOne thing that Avery could do in Tony’s trailer that he couldn’t do at home was get
high. Getting high was another thing that he had in common with Tony West. But since neither



man was employed, they lacked the money to purchase quality contraband. They improvised by
huffing a substance known in the rural South as toot-a-loo.Basically, toot-a-loo was a mixture of
paint thinner, model airplane glue, and anything else that contained the solvent toluene. The toot-
a-loo was mixed and stored in a one gallon white plastic bleach jug that had been stripped of its
label. The substance was poured onto a rag or piece of cloth and then dropped into a plastic
bag. Intoxication was achieved by placing the bag over the nose and mouth and inhaling
deeply.A year earlier, Avery’s older brother, Randy, had visited Corpsewood with some friends.
Like many other visitors to Corpsewood, Randy would return on several occasions, introducing
friends to the interesting Dr. Scudder and the reclusive Joey Odom.Charles Scudder was a
gracious host and was happy to show his visitors around. Scudder gave Randy and his friends
the grand tour, showing them Corpsewood’s impressive library and collection of antiques. It was
only in recent weeks that Avery had made his first visit to Corpsewood. The introduction left an
indelible impression on young Avery. He told people that there was a place “up there on the
mountain that you would not believe.” Brock enjoyed Scudder’s carefully cultivated flower garden
and seeing how the two residents lived off the land.But unlike the casual visitor to Corpsewood,
Avery formed an instant connection with Charles Scudder. The professor was unlike anyone he
had ever known. Scudder was imaginative and artistic, educated and intelligent.For his part,
Scudder took a special interest in Avery. It was true that Dr. Scudder had been an erudite college
professor, but he was not a snob. He frequently met and befriended people who had very little
formal education. But rather than condescend to the lesser-educated people, Scudder tried to
teach them. He drew upon his rich knowledge of literature, history, art, and science. He eagerly
lent books from his vast library.Although the relationship between Scudder and Brock began as
mentor and student, it wasn’t long before certain boundaries were crossed.CHAPTER
TWELVEA Friendly VisitNow, it was mid-November, and Avery Brock and Tony West were
roommates in Tony’s ramshackle trailer.Corpsewood, it seemed, was always on the mind of
young Avery. He had suggested to Tony West on several occasions that they should take a ride
up there so that West could finally meet Dr. Scudder and Joey Odom. “Hey man,” said Brock,
“You gotta go out there and meet the devil-worshippers. They’re cool. They like to hang out. They
make their own wine.”West was not particularly interested in meeting these strange men up on
the mountain. Brock talked about Corpsewood incessantly and campaigned for West to
accompany him and sample some free wine. During the first week of December, Brock’s
prodding finally paid off. West agreed to meet “the devil-worshippers.”It was already late in the
afternoon when Brock and West drove up to Corpsewood. With Tony at the wheel, Avery
directed him up the unpaved forest service roads that led to Corpsewood Manor.Charles
Scudder was finishing up some chores as the red Javelin emerged from the pine trees. Scudder
set down his pail and walked toward the car as it slowed to a stop.It was twilight, and Joey was
clearing away the evening meal. Arsinath and Lucifer, Scudder’s two Old English mastiffs, were
already settled down for the evening. Lucifer wasn’t quite full grown; he had taken the place of
Scudder’s beloved mastiff, Beelzebub, who had died several months earlier.Brock introduced



Scudder to Tony West. Scudder then invited his visitors to “the guest room,” which was on the
third floor of the chicken house.From its inception, the top floor of the chicken house was
intended to be a guest room. Scudder wasn’t comfortable having just anyone inside his house—
and yet—he wanted his visitors to make themselves at home. With the advent of the guest room,
people could smoke, drink, or do whatever they wanted without bringing harm to Scudder’s
precious antiques—and without the dogs attacking an inebriated stranger. There had been
occasions where his guests were simply too drunk to get home safely, so Scudder had installed
two mattresses on the floor to allow people to sleep it off.Scudder had not envisioned the guest
room as being pink. One of the hobbies of Cheryl and Sonny Durham was to explore flea
markets, or trade days, as they are sometimes called in the South. The Durhams had bought a
grab bag of mystery items for next to nothing. Among the treasures acquired by the Durhams
were a couple of gallons of antique pink house paint. When they asked Scudder if he had any
use for the paint, he replied with an emphatic, “Yes!” and the Pink Room was born.Upon arriving
in the Pink Room, Brock asked Scudder if he had anything to drink. Always the convivial host,
Scudder descended the ladder and soon returned with some pint bottles of homemade
watermelon wine. The three engaged in small talk, and the alcohol served its function as a social
lubricant. Inhibitions began to fall.“So, tell me, Tony,” said Scudder. “When is your
birthday?”“August eleven.”“Interesting. That means you’re a Leo.”“Yeah, I reckon,” Tony nodded.
“Leo the Lion.”“Well, you see, Avery is an Aquarius,” said Scudder. “You’re polar opposites,
astrologically speaking.”“I don’t know nothing about that,” Tony replied as he guzzled the
wine.“It’s something I was exploring a while back. The dynamics are interesting. For example, my
friend, Joe, is an Aries. I’m a Libra. We’re also polar opposites.”West examined the bottle of wine
and said, “This is pretty good. Kind of sweet.”“Thank you,” Scudder replied. “That one turned out
rather well. I’ve been trying to make a decent tomato wine, but it’s been a challenge.”“I reckon it’s
easier to make fruits into wine instead of vegetables.”“Actually,” Scudder chuckled, “tomatoes are
fruit. They’re in the nightshade family. The way these botanists classify things. Odd that we don’t
think of marinara as being a fruit-based sauce.”The night had cloaked the surrounding woods in
darkness. Tony West sat on one of the mattresses, leaning back against the wall. Avery and
Charles were a few feet away, having a quiet conversation. All three of them had been drinking
wine and were slightly inebriated. Tony relaxed on the mattress, on the verge of slumber.
Suddenly, Tony returned to alertness. He looked over and observed Charles performing oral sex
on Avery.Tony West sat quietly and sipped his wine as he watched the episode unfold. Avery
suddenly became aware that Tony was not only awake, but had been watching. Charles offered
to perform the same service for Tony. After a moment to consider the offer, Tony declined.As
they drove home that night, Avery was clearly uncomfortable with what had happened. However,
it was unclear as to whether Avery was uncomfortable with the incident itself, or merely that Tony
had witnessed it. Both men were still feeling the effects of the wine as they drove toward Halls
Valley.“I told you they was cool,” said Brock. “Well, you ain’t met Joey yet, but he’s cool, too.”West
listened and nodded as he lit a cigarette.“Look,” said Brock. “About that back there—about what



happened back there. I ain’t no damn queer.”“Who says you are?”“I was so high, man. I didn’t
know what was happenin.’”West took a drag on his Marlboro and said, “I wish they’d fix this road.
I just about busted the shocks when we come through here on the way up.”Brock folded his arms
and sat quietly. After a while, Brock muttered, “He took advantage of me.”“What?”“Scudder. He
got me drunk where I couldn’t do nothin’, and then he did that. He went down on me.”West
developed a slight smile as he flicked his ashes.“Promise me you ain’t gonna say nothin’ to
nobody,” said Brock.“Don’t worry about it.”“No, I’m serious, man. Really.”“I told you don’t worry
about it.”The following day, Avery became enraged over the oral sex incident. Embarrassed and
humiliated, Brock continued to insist that Scudder had taken advantage of him. Brock adamantly
maintained that such a thing never would have happened if he hadn’t been drunk. But Tony West
wasn’t naive. He had served time in a state prison in his twenties and he knew all too well what
occurred between men. There was something about Avery’s demeanor toward Scudder that led
West to believe that the sexual encounter had not been an isolated incident. Tony concluded that
Avery had been a willing participant in other sexual liaisons with Charles, but was now having
buyer’s remorse.In the Deep South, there were three things that a man didn’t ever want to be
accused of being: a communist, an atheist, or a homosexual. And the order of the list made no
difference.Tony’s opinion was important to Avery. Young Avery looked up to the worldly-though-
flawed Tony West and Avery was now concerned that Tony thought he was a “queer.” Whether
Tony realized it or not, he wielded a lot of power during that week. The sexual incident was a
constant source of humiliation for Avery. West could push that sensitive button with a joking
remark, or, through his silence, transmit a moral condemnation.Brock continued to obsess over
the previous visit to Corpsewood. It all came to a head when Avery said to Tony, “I’m gonna kill
that son-of-a-bitch.”As Brock and West talked, the already irrational conversation grew darker
with the intoxicating effects from a batch of toot-a-loo.“You ain’t been inside the house yet,” said
Brock, “but I have. Them sumbitches got money. They got that house up there. And a Jeep. And
they ain’t got no bills. Scudder told me he paid something like ten grand in cash for that piece of
land.”“If you’re going to kill them, you might as well make it worth your while,” West replied. “You
need that money more than they do. Where do they keep it?”“That’s what we got to find out. It
might be buried somewhere. It might be inside the house. The place is full of antiques. Lots of
valuable stuff in there. Lots of sterling and brass. He’s even got a solid gold harp.”“Maybe they
keep all their money in the bank. You ever think about that?”“They don’t trust banks. That’s why
they live way out there on the mountain like they do. Hell, they ain’t got nobody. If we was to get
rid of ‘em, nobody’s gonna come lookin’ for ‘em.”West nodded in agreement.The plan of action
discussed by West and Brock involved visiting Scudder and Odom under the pretense of
friendship, then binding them at gunpoint. The two victims would be tortured by having heated
soldering irons inserted into their anuses until they disclosed the location of the alleged
Corpsewood fortune. Once the money was found, there would be no reason to keep Scudder
and Odom alive.West and Brock were under the assumption that no one would notice that
Scudder and Odom were gone. With the rightful owners out of the way, West and Brock figured



that they would just take over the property and live there. The shared fantasy of robbing
Corpsewood was becoming an adrenalin rush for the pair.West and Brock awakened on Friday,
December 10th and thought that this might be the day. They got in Tony’s Javelin and headed
toward Corpsewood. As they made their way down Dead Horse Road, Tony said to Avery, “Are
you up for this?”Avery looked at Tony for a second, and said, “Why, hell yeah.”“All right,” Tony
nodded. They pulled up near the chicken house and stopped. There was no sign of Scudder or
Odom. Brock knew they were home, as the Jeep was parked in its normal spot by the stone
wall.“Where’s the gun?” asked Tony.“I didn’t bring it. I’ve got my hunting knife. That’s all we
need.”“No. We need to come back with the gun.”“We don’t need no gun,” said Avery. “They ain’t
gonna give us no trouble.”“It ain’t them that I’m concerned about. If they was to set them big dogs
loose on us, it’ll mess everything up.”Avery considered what Tony was saying. “Besides,” Tony
continued, “It’s not like they’re going anywhere.”“We can get the gun and come back tonight,”
said Brock. “We can do it then.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. We gotta be somewhere
tonight.”“Where?”“Bible study.”Brock had forgotten. Reverend Wayne Pell was conducting a
Bible study meeting at the home of Tony’s sister, Myra Haygood. Several of West’s family
members would be there, and West’s mother had convinced Tony and Avery to attend.Any
notion that West and Brock entertained about torturing and robbing innocent people would have
to wait until after they had studied Scripture. They departed Corpsewood.CHAPTER
TWELVECHAPTER TWELVEA Friendly VisitNow, it was mid-November, and Avery Brock and
Tony West were roommates in Tony’s ramshackle trailer.Corpsewood, it seemed, was always on
the mind of young Avery. He had suggested to Tony West on several occasions that they should
take a ride up there so that West could finally meet Dr. Scudder and Joey Odom. “Hey man,” said
Brock, “You gotta go out there and meet the devil-worshippers. They’re cool. They like to hang
out. They make their own wine.”West was not particularly interested in meeting these strange
men up on the mountain. Brock talked about Corpsewood incessantly and campaigned for West
to accompany him and sample some free wine. During the first week of December, Brock’s
prodding finally paid off. West agreed to meet “the devil-worshippers.”It was already late in the
afternoon when Brock and West drove up to Corpsewood. With Tony at the wheel, Avery
directed him up the unpaved forest service roads that led to Corpsewood Manor.Charles
Scudder was finishing up some chores as the red Javelin emerged from the pine trees. Scudder
set down his pail and walked toward the car as it slowed to a stop.It was twilight, and Joey was
clearing away the evening meal. Arsinath and Lucifer, Scudder’s two Old English mastiffs, were
already settled down for the evening. Lucifer wasn’t quite full grown; he had taken the place of
Scudder’s beloved mastiff, Beelzebub, who had died several months earlier.Brock introduced
Scudder to Tony West. Scudder then invited his visitors to “the guest room,” which was on the
third floor of the chicken house.From its inception, the top floor of the chicken house was
intended to be a guest room. Scudder wasn’t comfortable having just anyone inside his house—
and yet—he wanted his visitors to make themselves at home. With the advent of the guest room,
people could smoke, drink, or do whatever they wanted without bringing harm to Scudder’s



precious antiques—and without the dogs attacking an inebriated stranger. There had been
occasions where his guests were simply too drunk to get home safely, so Scudder had installed
two mattresses on the floor to allow people to sleep it off.Scudder had not envisioned the guest
room as being pink. One of the hobbies of Cheryl and Sonny Durham was to explore flea
markets, or trade days, as they are sometimes called in the South. The Durhams had bought a
grab bag of mystery items for next to nothing. Among the treasures acquired by the Durhams
were a couple of gallons of antique pink house paint. When they asked Scudder if he had any
use for the paint, he replied with an emphatic, “Yes!” and the Pink Room was born.Upon arriving
in the Pink Room, Brock asked Scudder if he had anything to drink. Always the convivial host,
Scudder descended the ladder and soon returned with some pint bottles of homemade
watermelon wine. The three engaged in small talk, and the alcohol served its function as a social
lubricant. Inhibitions began to fall.“So, tell me, Tony,” said Scudder. “When is your
birthday?”“August eleven.”“Interesting. That means you’re a Leo.”“Yeah, I reckon,” Tony nodded.
“Leo the Lion.”“Well, you see, Avery is an Aquarius,” said Scudder. “You’re polar opposites,
astrologically speaking.”“I don’t know nothing about that,” Tony replied as he guzzled the
wine.“It’s something I was exploring a while back. The dynamics are interesting. For example, my
friend, Joe, is an Aries. I’m a Libra. We’re also polar opposites.”West examined the bottle of wine
and said, “This is pretty good. Kind of sweet.”“Thank you,” Scudder replied. “That one turned out
rather well. I’ve been trying to make a decent tomato wine, but it’s been a challenge.”“I reckon it’s
easier to make fruits into wine instead of vegetables.”“Actually,” Scudder chuckled, “tomatoes are
fruit. They’re in the nightshade family. The way these botanists classify things. Odd that we don’t
think of marinara as being a fruit-based sauce.”The night had cloaked the surrounding woods in
darkness. Tony West sat on one of the mattresses, leaning back against the wall. Avery and
Charles were a few feet away, having a quiet conversation. All three of them had been drinking
wine and were slightly inebriated. Tony relaxed on the mattress, on the verge of slumber.
Suddenly, Tony returned to alertness. He looked over and observed Charles performing oral sex
on Avery.Tony West sat quietly and sipped his wine as he watched the episode unfold. Avery
suddenly became aware that Tony was not only awake, but had been watching. Charles offered
to perform the same service for Tony. After a moment to consider the offer, Tony declined.As
they drove home that night, Avery was clearly uncomfortable with what had happened. However,
it was unclear as to whether Avery was uncomfortable with the incident itself, or merely that Tony
had witnessed it. Both men were still feeling the effects of the wine as they drove toward Halls
Valley.“I told you they was cool,” said Brock. “Well, you ain’t met Joey yet, but he’s cool, too.”West
listened and nodded as he lit a cigarette.“Look,” said Brock. “About that back there—about what
happened back there. I ain’t no damn queer.”“Who says you are?”“I was so high, man. I didn’t
know what was happenin.’”West took a drag on his Marlboro and said, “I wish they’d fix this road.
I just about busted the shocks when we come through here on the way up.”Brock folded his arms
and sat quietly. After a while, Brock muttered, “He took advantage of me.”“What?”“Scudder. He
got me drunk where I couldn’t do nothin’, and then he did that. He went down on me.”West



developed a slight smile as he flicked his ashes.“Promise me you ain’t gonna say nothin’ to
nobody,” said Brock.“Don’t worry about it.”“No, I’m serious, man. Really.”“I told you don’t worry
about it.”The following day, Avery became enraged over the oral sex incident. Embarrassed and
humiliated, Brock continued to insist that Scudder had taken advantage of him. Brock adamantly
maintained that such a thing never would have happened if he hadn’t been drunk. But Tony West
wasn’t naive. He had served time in a state prison in his twenties and he knew all too well what
occurred between men. There was something about Avery’s demeanor toward Scudder that led
West to believe that the sexual encounter had not been an isolated incident. Tony concluded that
Avery had been a willing participant in other sexual liaisons with Charles, but was now having
buyer’s remorse.In the Deep South, there were three things that a man didn’t ever want to be
accused of being: a communist, an atheist, or a homosexual. And the order of the list made no
difference.Tony’s opinion was important to Avery. Young Avery looked up to the worldly-though-
flawed Tony West and Avery was now concerned that Tony thought he was a “queer.” Whether
Tony realized it or not, he wielded a lot of power during that week. The sexual incident was a
constant source of humiliation for Avery. West could push that sensitive button with a joking
remark, or, through his silence, transmit a moral condemnation.Brock continued to obsess over
the previous visit to Corpsewood. It all came to a head when Avery said to Tony, “I’m gonna kill
that son-of-a-bitch.”As Brock and West talked, the already irrational conversation grew darker
with the intoxicating effects from a batch of toot-a-loo.“You ain’t been inside the house yet,” said
Brock, “but I have. Them sumbitches got money. They got that house up there. And a Jeep. And
they ain’t got no bills. Scudder told me he paid something like ten grand in cash for that piece of
land.”“If you’re going to kill them, you might as well make it worth your while,” West replied. “You
need that money more than they do. Where do they keep it?”“That’s what we got to find out. It
might be buried somewhere. It might be inside the house. The place is full of antiques. Lots of
valuable stuff in there. Lots of sterling and brass. He’s even got a solid gold harp.”“Maybe they
keep all their money in the bank. You ever think about that?”“They don’t trust banks. That’s why
they live way out there on the mountain like they do. Hell, they ain’t got nobody. If we was to get
rid of ‘em, nobody’s gonna come lookin’ for ‘em.”West nodded in agreement.The plan of action
discussed by West and Brock involved visiting Scudder and Odom under the pretense of
friendship, then binding them at gunpoint. The two victims would be tortured by having heated
soldering irons inserted into their anuses until they disclosed the location of the alleged
Corpsewood fortune. Once the money was found, there would be no reason to keep Scudder
and Odom alive.West and Brock were under the assumption that no one would notice that
Scudder and Odom were gone. With the rightful owners out of the way, West and Brock figured
that they would just take over the property and live there. The shared fantasy of robbing
Corpsewood was becoming an adrenalin rush for the pair.West and Brock awakened on Friday,
December 10th and thought that this might be the day. They got in Tony’s Javelin and headed
toward Corpsewood. As they made their way down Dead Horse Road, Tony said to Avery, “Are
you up for this?”Avery looked at Tony for a second, and said, “Why, hell yeah.”“All right,” Tony



nodded. They pulled up near the chicken house and stopped. There was no sign of Scudder or
Odom. Brock knew they were home, as the Jeep was parked in its normal spot by the stone
wall.“Where’s the gun?” asked Tony.“I didn’t bring it. I’ve got my hunting knife. That’s all we
need.”“No. We need to come back with the gun.”“We don’t need no gun,” said Avery. “They ain’t
gonna give us no trouble.”“It ain’t them that I’m concerned about. If they was to set them big dogs
loose on us, it’ll mess everything up.”Avery considered what Tony was saying. “Besides,” Tony
continued, “It’s not like they’re going anywhere.”“We can get the gun and come back tonight,”
said Brock. “We can do it then.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. We gotta be somewhere
tonight.”“Where?”“Bible study.”Brock had forgotten. Reverend Wayne Pell was conducting a
Bible study meeting at the home of Tony’s sister, Myra Haygood. Several of West’s family
members would be there, and West’s mother had convinced Tony and Avery to attend.Any
notion that West and Brock entertained about torturing and robbing innocent people would have
to wait until after they had studied Scripture. They departed Corpsewood.CHAPTER
THIRTEENDecember 12th, 1982Teresa Lynn Hudgins did not really know Tony West. She knew
of him through her association with the Haygood family and had met him briefly on four or five
occasions. Barely eighteen years old, Teresa had been raised in the tiny community of Holland
in Chattooga County. Holland was one of those rural unincorporated communities of Chattooga
County that outsiders wouldn’t even know had a name. It shared that distinction with several of
its neighboring communities, such as Taliaferro and Sprite.Teresa had only recently started
using the Hudgins surname. She had been raised as Teresa Milam, but in her early teens, she
discovered that she had been adopted when she was just six months old. However, Teresa was
still living amongst her biological relatives. Her “mother,” she learned, was in fact her aunt.
Teresa’s sister, therefore, was her cousin. When Teresa was old enough to search for a job, she
began using the Hudgins name since it had been listed that way on her legal documents.She
had only been Teresa Hudgins for a short while when she became a sixteen-year-old bride.
Although the marriage didn’t last, it did produce a daughter who was now two years old.It had
been a constant financial struggle for the single teenage mother. The greater challenge may
have been balancing the adult responsibilities of motherhood with the craving for excitement that
is a natural part of adolescence.Teresa knew Avery Brock. She had once lived at the end of
Ramey Road not far from Myra Haygood and her family. Teresa, Avery, and the other kids would
often play basketball together.During the first week of December, Teresa and her daughter had
moved in with the family of James Blevins, in LaFayette. His parents welcomed Teresa and her
baby, though the arrangement was temporary. Teresa was planning to find a new apartment after
the first of the year. It was during this same time that Teresa had become interested in nineteen-
year-old Joey Wells, the nephew of Tony West. Teresa knew Wells’ mother, Myra Haygood, as
well as some of the other relatives of Tony West. But she knew Tony only in passing.Teresa and
Joey had a longstanding mutual attraction, and in December she finally agreed to go “riding
around” with Wells. “Riding around” was something of a custom in the South. It simply meant
getting into a vehicle with one’s friends and driving without any particular destination in mind.



“Riding around” usually involved playing music on the car stereo and stopping somewhere for a
Coke.The date was planned for Sunday, December 12th. Teresa had been looking forward to it
for several days. When Sunday arrived, however, Joey called and said that his car wouldn’t
start.Although he couldn’t go “riding around,” Wells said that he still wanted to hang out with
Teresa at his family’s trailer. Joey’s mother, Myra Haygood, agreed to drive over to the Blevins’
house and pick up Teresa. In a way, this was a fortuitous development. James and Teresa were
not exactly on the same page as to the nature of their relationship. She viewed him as a friend;
he believed her to be his girlfriend.In order to avoid an unpleasant situation, Teresa told James
that she was going with Myra to play bingo in Rome. And when Myra pulled up in the driveway—
alone—it served to alleviate any anxieties that James might have had about the truthfulness of
Teresa’s story.Teresa got into the car and waved goodbye to James. He stood on the porch and
watched as Myra’s car disappeared down the road.* * *Tony and Avery had partied
Saturday night. They had resolved that Sunday would be more productive. There was a small
drainage ditch that separated the unpaved road from the property on which Tony’s trailer rested,
so they decided to construct a small bridge that would enable Tony to park next to the trailer.
West had done some carpentry work in his years of odd construction jobs and felt confident that
he and Brock could accomplish this feat of engineering.However, when Sunday, December 12th
arrived, Tony and Avery were awakened by the midday sun. Avery stated that he was hungry,
and as was his custom, went to his mother’s house for a meal. Tony ambled over to Myra’s
trailer, where her family was watching football on television.Avery consumed his meal at his
mother’s house. The plans he and Tony had made to rob Corpsewood played over and over in
his head. He had been convinced early on that Tony was a Billy Bad-Ass, a tough ex-con who
was up for this sort of thing. But now, he was having doubts. When he and Tony had driven to
Corpsewood a couple of days earlier, Tony was reluctant to go through with the plan because
they didn’t have the gun with them. Tony wouldn’t use that excuse again.Avery went to the place
in his mother’s house where she kept the gun—a .22 caliber Remington Speedmaster 552 rifle.
The gun was as special to his mother, Betty Jo Lowrance, as it was to Avery. The rifle had
belonged to his late father.As Avery retrieved the rifle and a box of shells, his mother walked in.
“What are you doing with that, Avery?” she asked.“Me and Tony are gonna spotlight rabbits on a
dirt road tonight.”“Well, you’d better be careful.”Avery didn’t bother returning to Tony’s trailer. He
knew that Tony would still be at Myra’s watching the game. Everyone had seen Avery with the
rifle many times, so no one had any reason to question him about it when he walked in carrying
the gun. Avery leaned the rifle against a wall in Myra’s living room and joined Tony, Joey Wells,
and the Haygood children in watching football on television.The day passed as Avery and Tony
became engrossed in the football game. The Miami Dolphins were playing the New England
Patriots in Schaefer Stadium in Foxborough, Massachusetts. The snow was flying and the
players were having difficulty getting traction in the blizzard-like conditions. Both teams remained
scoreless late into the fourth quarter. Oddly, the Patriots’ coach directed a snowplow operator to
clear a path for the Patriots’ placekicker. Miami coach Don Shula protested. The field goal was



good, and the Patriots won the game 3-0.By now, any thoughts of constructing the bridge across
the ditch were long gone from the heads of Brock and West. The sun had already set when Myra
Haygood arrived with Teresa Hudgins. Besides Myra and her husband, Herman, Joey’s younger
siblings were in the living room watching television with Avery and Tony. After they all chatted for
around twenty minutes, Brock motioned to Tony that he was leaving.West asked Joey and
Teresa what their plans were.“Just ridin’ around,” said Teresa. “But since Joey’s car ain’t workin,’ I
don’t know. I reckon we’ll watch TV.”Tony stood up and put on his coat. He felt around in his
pocket for his cigarettes. “Well,” said Tony, extracting a pack of Marlboros from his coat pocket,
“Y’all can hang out with us, I reckon.” He shook the pack. It was empty.“Where y’all going?”
asked Joey.“Ridin’ around,” Tony replied as he zipped up his coat.While Tony talked with Teresa
and Joey, Avery went outside and placed the rifle in the front floorboard of the Javelin. He was
wearing a pair of Tony’s old combat style jungle boots. Avery liked the boots. They fit him well
and there was enough room to conceal his hunting knife.A few minutes later, Teresa and Joey
climbed into the backseat of Tony’s Javelin. Brock hurried back inside Tony’s trailer and returned
with the jug of toot-a-loo. Brock slid into the front passenger’s seat as Tony put the Javelin in
gear. As they proceeded down Ramey Road, Tony tapped on the gas gauge. It was below the
empty mark.“Is it broke?” asked Teresa.“Nah,” Tony replied. “It’s just out of gas.”Tony made a turn
onto Highway 151, also known as Alabama Highway. He went a short distance down the dark
road until he reached US Highway 27. Near the corner where 151 intersected with 27 was a
convenience store and gas station called The Red Barn. Tony pulled up to one of the gas pumps
and turned toward Brock.“Don’t look at me,” said Brock. “You know I ain’t got no money.”Joey
reached into his pocket and removed some change. He leaned forward, letting Tony see the
coins in his outstretched hand. Joey said, “That’s about two dollars. That’s all I got on me.”Tony
said, “That’ll work.” He got out of the car and moved the seat forward so that Teresa and Joey
could get out. As Tony removed the gas nozzle from the pump, he said to Joey, “And get a pack
of Marlboros.”Joey turned toward Tony and said, “We only got two dollars.”“Marlboros are only
eighty cents,” West coughed. “You got enough.”Teresa and Joey went into the store. They exited
two minutes later, removing the cellophane from a fresh pack of Marlboro cigarettes.Tony
proceeded to pump exactly one dollar’s worth of gasoline into the Javelin. He returned to the
driver’s seat and slammed the door. The other three passengers were already lighting up their
new cigarettes when Tony slid a Marlboro from the pack.The Javelin didn’t want to start up as
easily as it had previously. The engine clicked and sputtered. The night was already cold and the
temperature was continuing to drop. Tony pumped the accelerator a couple of times and the car
finally came to life. The red Javelin moved away from the dimly lit gas pumps and faded into the
cold Georgia darkness.CHAPTER THIRTEENCHAPTER THIRTEENDecember 12th,
1982Teresa Lynn Hudgins did not really know Tony West. She knew of him through her
association with the Haygood family and had met him briefly on four or five occasions. Barely
eighteen years old, Teresa had been raised in the tiny community of Holland in Chattooga
County. Holland was one of those rural unincorporated communities of Chattooga County that



outsiders wouldn’t even know had a name. It shared that distinction with several of its
neighboring communities, such as Taliaferro and Sprite.Teresa had only recently started using
the Hudgins surname. She had been raised as Teresa Milam, but in her early teens, she
discovered that she had been adopted when she was just six months old. However, Teresa was
still living amongst her biological relatives. Her “mother,” she learned, was in fact her aunt.
Teresa’s sister, therefore, was her cousin. When Teresa was old enough to search for a job, she
began using the Hudgins name since it had been listed that way on her legal documents.She
had only been Teresa Hudgins for a short while when she became a sixteen-year-old bride.
Although the marriage didn’t last, it did produce a daughter who was now two years old.It had
been a constant financial struggle for the single teenage mother. The greater challenge may
have been balancing the adult responsibilities of motherhood with the craving for excitement that
is a natural part of adolescence.Teresa knew Avery Brock. She had once lived at the end of
Ramey Road not far from Myra Haygood and her family. Teresa, Avery, and the other kids would
often play basketball together.During the first week of December, Teresa and her daughter had
moved in with the family of James Blevins, in LaFayette. His parents welcomed Teresa and her
baby, though the arrangement was temporary. Teresa was planning to find a new apartment after
the first of the year. It was during this same time that Teresa had become interested in nineteen-
year-old Joey Wells, the nephew of Tony West. Teresa knew Wells’ mother, Myra Haygood, as
well as some of the other relatives of Tony West. But she knew Tony only in passing.Teresa and
Joey had a longstanding mutual attraction, and in December she finally agreed to go “riding
around” with Wells. “Riding around” was something of a custom in the South. It simply meant
getting into a vehicle with one’s friends and driving without any particular destination in mind.
“Riding around” usually involved playing music on the car stereo and stopping somewhere for a
Coke.The date was planned for Sunday, December 12th. Teresa had been looking forward to it
for several days. When Sunday arrived, however, Joey called and said that his car wouldn’t
start.Although he couldn’t go “riding around,” Wells said that he still wanted to hang out with
Teresa at his family’s trailer. Joey’s mother, Myra Haygood, agreed to drive over to the Blevins’
house and pick up Teresa. In a way, this was a fortuitous development. James and Teresa were
not exactly on the same page as to the nature of their relationship. She viewed him as a friend;
he believed her to be his girlfriend.In order to avoid an unpleasant situation, Teresa told James
that she was going with Myra to play bingo in Rome. And when Myra pulled up in the driveway—
alone—it served to alleviate any anxieties that James might have had about the truthfulness of
Teresa’s story.Teresa got into the car and waved goodbye to James. He stood on the porch and
watched as Myra’s car disappeared down the road.* * *Tony and Avery had partied
Saturday night. They had resolved that Sunday would be more productive. There was a small
drainage ditch that separated the unpaved road from the property on which Tony’s trailer rested,
so they decided to construct a small bridge that would enable Tony to park next to the trailer.
West had done some carpentry work in his years of odd construction jobs and felt confident that
he and Brock could accomplish this feat of engineering.However, when Sunday, December 12th



arrived, Tony and Avery were awakened by the midday sun. Avery stated that he was hungry,
and as was his custom, went to his mother’s house for a meal. Tony ambled over to Myra’s
trailer, where her family was watching football on television.Avery consumed his meal at his
mother’s house. The plans he and Tony had made to rob Corpsewood played over and over in
his head. He had been convinced early on that Tony was a Billy Bad-Ass, a tough ex-con who
was up for this sort of thing. But now, he was having doubts. When he and Tony had driven to
Corpsewood a couple of days earlier, Tony was reluctant to go through with the plan because
they didn’t have the gun with them. Tony wouldn’t use that excuse again.Avery went to the place
in his mother’s house where she kept the gun—a .22 caliber Remington Speedmaster 552 rifle.
The gun was as special to his mother, Betty Jo Lowrance, as it was to Avery. The rifle had
belonged to his late father.As Avery retrieved the rifle and a box of shells, his mother walked in.
“What are you doing with that, Avery?” she asked.“Me and Tony are gonna spotlight rabbits on a
dirt road tonight.”“Well, you’d better be careful.”Avery didn’t bother returning to Tony’s trailer. He
knew that Tony would still be at Myra’s watching the game. Everyone had seen Avery with the
rifle many times, so no one had any reason to question him about it when he walked in carrying
the gun. Avery leaned the rifle against a wall in Myra’s living room and joined Tony, Joey Wells,
and the Haygood children in watching football on television.The day passed as Avery and Tony
became engrossed in the football game. The Miami Dolphins were playing the New England
Patriots in Schaefer Stadium in Foxborough, Massachusetts. The snow was flying and the
players were having difficulty getting traction in the blizzard-like conditions. Both teams remained
scoreless late into the fourth quarter. Oddly, the Patriots’ coach directed a snowplow operator to
clear a path for the Patriots’ placekicker. Miami coach Don Shula protested. The field goal was
good, and the Patriots won the game 3-0.By now, any thoughts of constructing the bridge across
the ditch were long gone from the heads of Brock and West. The sun had already set when Myra
Haygood arrived with Teresa Hudgins. Besides Myra and her husband, Herman, Joey’s younger
siblings were in the living room watching television with Avery and Tony. After they all chatted for
around twenty minutes, Brock motioned to Tony that he was leaving.West asked Joey and
Teresa what their plans were.“Just ridin’ around,” said Teresa. “But since Joey’s car ain’t workin,’ I
don’t know. I reckon we’ll watch TV.”Tony stood up and put on his coat. He felt around in his
pocket for his cigarettes. “Well,” said Tony, extracting a pack of Marlboros from his coat pocket,
“Y’all can hang out with us, I reckon.” He shook the pack. It was empty.“Where y’all going?”
asked Joey.“Ridin’ around,” Tony replied as he zipped up his coat.While Tony talked with Teresa
and Joey, Avery went outside and placed the rifle in the front floorboard of the Javelin. He was
wearing a pair of Tony’s old combat style jungle boots. Avery liked the boots. They fit him well
and there was enough room to conceal his hunting knife.A few minutes later, Teresa and Joey
climbed into the backseat of Tony’s Javelin. Brock hurried back inside Tony’s trailer and returned
with the jug of toot-a-loo. Brock slid into the front passenger’s seat as Tony put the Javelin in
gear. As they proceeded down Ramey Road, Tony tapped on the gas gauge. It was below the
empty mark.“Is it broke?” asked Teresa.“Nah,” Tony replied. “It’s just out of gas.”Tony made a turn



onto Highway 151, also known as Alabama Highway. He went a short distance down the dark
road until he reached US Highway 27. Near the corner where 151 intersected with 27 was a
convenience store and gas station called The Red Barn. Tony pulled up to one of the gas pumps
and turned toward Brock.“Don’t look at me,” said Brock. “You know I ain’t got no money.”Joey
reached into his pocket and removed some change. He leaned forward, letting Tony see the
coins in his outstretched hand. Joey said, “That’s about two dollars. That’s all I got on me.”Tony
said, “That’ll work.” He got out of the car and moved the seat forward so that Teresa and Joey
could get out. As Tony removed the gas nozzle from the pump, he said to Joey, “And get a pack
of Marlboros.”Joey turned toward Tony and said, “We only got two dollars.”“Marlboros are only
eighty cents,” West coughed. “You got enough.”Teresa and Joey went into the store. They exited
two minutes later, removing the cellophane from a fresh pack of Marlboro cigarettes.Tony
proceeded to pump exactly one dollar’s worth of gasoline into the Javelin. He returned to the
driver’s seat and slammed the door. The other three passengers were already lighting up their
new cigarettes when Tony slid a Marlboro from the pack.The Javelin didn’t want to start up as
easily as it had previously. The engine clicked and sputtered. The night was already cold and the
temperature was continuing to drop. Tony pumped the accelerator a couple of times and the car
finally came to life. The red Javelin moved away from the dimly lit gas pumps and faded into the
cold Georgia darkness.CHAPTER FOURTEENAs the Javelin headed toward Hall’s Valley Road,
Teresa noticed the rifle resting between Tony’s and Avery’s seats.“Why have y’all got that gun in
the car?” she asked.“We was gonna go rabbit hunting,” Brock replied.Avery removed the lid from
the bleach jug. He carefully doused a rag with toot-a-loo and then dropped the rag into a small
plastic bag. Placing the open end of the bag over his nose and mouth, Avery inhaled the fumes
deeply and held his breath.“So what do y’all wanna do?” said West.Joey laughed and said,
“What can we do? Nobody’s got any money.”“Let’s ride up to the devil-worshipper’s house,” said
Brock. “We can drink some free wine.”“To the what house?” asked Teresa.“The devil-
worshippers. Up here on the mountain.”“Devil-worshippers. What are you talkin’ about?”“They’re
just a couple of queers that live out there in the woods,” said West.“And they worship the devil?”
asked Teresa.“Nah,” said West. “They just make their own wine.”“And it don’t cost nothin’,” Brock
smiled.They passed around the toot-a-loo bag, taking hits as Tony made the numerous turns
required to get from Halls Valley Road to Narrows Road. But as the Javelin ascended the hill, the
car began to sputter and lurch. Tony shifted the gears. The car threatened to quit on them as
they bounced around on the rutted logging road, but Tony finally found the right amount of
pressure on the gas pedal to keep the engine running.When they made the sharp turn onto
Dead Horse Road, it appeared to Teresa that they were about to drive over a cliff. The headlights
captured vignettes of trees and rocks, surrounded by a pure black darkness. As the car made
another turn, Joey Wells saw the headlights sweep across the sign that read Beware of the
Thing.Finally, the headlights of the Javelin illuminated the dark red brick of Corpsewood Manor.
Teresa could see flickering lights emanating from the windows of the house. Both she and Joey
were surprised to see a structure like this in such a remote location. They had assumed that



these people lived in a trailer or a shack, but certainly not a castle.“Are you gonna honk the
horn?” asked Joey.Tony took a drag from his cigarette and tapped his fist on the steering wheel.
“Horn don’t work,” he said, exhaling noxious smoke.The silhouette of a man appeared in the
windows of the green doors. The figure stood motionless for a moment, like a construction paper
cut out. The silhouette walked away. Seconds later, a different, smaller silhouette appeared in
the windows. The silhouette pushed open the green doors. As the silhouette stepped outside,
Tony’s headlights transformed it into Charles Scudder.Dr. Scudder paused as he secured a
heavy suede winter coat. He shaded his eyes from the harsh headlights of the Javelin and
motioned for the driver to turn the lights off. Tony killed the engine and extinguished the lights.
Scudder turned on a flashlight as he approached the passenger side of the car.Avery rolled
down the window. Scudder knelt down and shined the flashlight into the Javelin’s dark interior,
revealing the only two faces that he recognized—Avery’s and Tony’s.“Hey,” Brock
muttered.Scudder acknowledged his guests with a warm smile.“Do you guys have a cigarette?”
asked Scudder. The question was rhetorical; all four passengers had cigarettes dangling from
their lips.Avery spanked the bottom of the pack of Marlboros, commanding one of the cigarettes
to come forth. “I thought you didn’t smoke,” said Avery, offering the pack to Scudder.Charles took
the cigarette and said, “It’s not for me,” and headed back toward the house.It was true that
Charles Scudder did not smoke. He did not want Joey Odom to smoke, either. But Scudder also
believed in people exercising their free will. Odom had always smoked, even before he met
Scudder. Financially, a regular smoking habit wasn’t in the Corpsewood budget. Odom had long
ago invested in a Laredo cigarette making machine that was popular in the 1970s. The machine
was a simple device in which paper and tobacco were inserted. A lever compressed the tobacco
into a cigarette. The Laredo brand of tobacco came in a gold can, the empties of which Odom
saved. But still, Scudder didn’t care for smoking. However, on rare occasions, he would indulge
Odom a smoke if Odom had earned it by doing an outstanding job on a meal or if he had won a
friendly wager.“Roll up that window, Avery,” said Teresa. “I’m freezin’ back here.”Scudder stood
inside the green doors. The larger silhouette that had been there previously now reappeared.
Scudder handed the cigarette to the silhouette of the man, then returned to the Javelin.Avery
opened the passenger door and said, “Come on, y’all.”Tony, Joey Wells, and Teresa stepped out
into the frigid mountain air. Scudder looked at them and said, “What are you folks up to
tonight?”Brock replied, “Ah, we was just out ridin’ around, you know. Thought we’d come by and
holler at you. We was tellin’ them about the good wine you made up here, and they wanted to
check it out.”“Really?” Scudder chuckled. “I had no idea my wine would bring me such
notoriety.”Teresa and Joey began walking toward the brick manor house and the green doors
from which Scudder had emerged. Brock intervened and motioned for Joey and Teresa to follow
Dr. Scudder toward the chicken house.“Come on y’all,” said Brock. “We’re going up here.”“We’re
going up to the guest room,” said Scudder.Teresa stopped and folded her arms. She was
shivering from the icy Corpsewood air. “Y’all have got that big warm house,” she said. “How
come we’re going inside a barn?”Scudder smiled at Teresa, waved his finger and said, “No, no,



no, my dear. Nobody goes in the professor’s house.”Dr. Scudder walked in front of the quartet.
They followed him into the darkness and through the brick archway of the chicken house.
Scudder quickly ascended the cold metal rungs of the ladder that stretched up into the black
opening in the ceiling. The others looked up and could see the beam of the flashlight darting
frantically as Scudder climbed to the third floor.As Scudder’s four visitors ascended the ladder, a
light suddenly appeared above them. Charles had lit a kerosene lamp. One by one, Scudder’s
guests came up through the wooden hatch and into the Pink Room.Teresa wrapped her arms
around herself in an attempt to warm up. Scudder was already igniting the wood in the cast iron
stove. He was clearly an expert in commanding any type of wood stove to immediately heat a
room. Within a short time, the Pink Room was feeling quite cozy.Joey saw a glass pint bottle of
wine sitting near the oil lamp. The bottle was about half full. Scudder was still tending to the fire
when Joey removed the lid from the bottle. Seeing no objection from Scudder, he began
drinking. Joey then passed the bottle to Teresa. She sipped the wine, but found the taste too
bitter. Avery took the bottle. It was passed around until it was gone.Scudder looked at each of his
visitors. He then said to Avery, “Well, aren’t you going to introduce me to my guests?”Avery lazily
motioned his hand toward Joey and said, “That’s Joey. And that’s Teresa.”“Nice to meet you. I’m
Charles.”Brock took a step toward Scudder and said, “Do you have a bread sack?”“Do I have a
what?”“A bread sack.”“I’m…not understanding you.”“You know, a plastic sack that bread comes
in.”“Ohhh. I’m sorry. Well, no. We make our own bread. We wouldn’t have anything like that. What
do you need it for?”Brock reached down and hoisted the bleach jug filled with toot-a-loo.
Scudder looked at the jug, processing the scenario. “Oh,” said Scudder. “I see. Well, we might
have a plastic bag or something in the kitchen. Let me go down and see what I can find.”Just as
Scudder started down the ladder, Brock said to him, “And maybe a piece of old rag or
something.”Scudder shook his head and answered, “A bag and a rag. Check.” He then
disappeared down the ladder. Joey was still holding the empty wine bottle. He suddenly asked
Tony, “What’s his name? What’s that man’s name?”Tony shrugged, “I don’t know his name.”Wells
shouted down the open hatch, “Uh…could you bring us back some more wine?” There was no
reply. Wells looked at Tony and said, “You think he heard me?”Avery nodded, “He heard
you.”Brock felt around in his coat pocket and realized that he had brought the other toot-a-loo
bag from the car. He pulled out the bag and doused the rag inside with toot-a-loo from the jug.
He inhaled deeply from the bag, and then passed it around.Joey Wells gravitated toward Teresa
and sat down with her on the other side of the room. Tony was lounging on the other mattress,
leaning his back up against the wall. Avery sat down next to Tony and whispered, “When he gets
back up here, I’ll go down and get the gun.” Tony stared at Avery for a few seconds, and then
shook his head no.“Yeah,” Avery replied. “Let’s do it now.”Tony whispered, “You’re crazier’n hell,
man. We got Joey and Teresa with us. No. We can’t do nothin’ tonight. Not with them here.
No.”Avery was incensed. He had mentally rehearsed the robbery plan to the point of obsession,
and in his estimation, this was just another one of Tony’s excuses. The last time, it was because
they didn’t have the gun.As Avery sat and fumed, Scudder emerged from the hatch in the floor.



He climbed over onto the wooden floor planks and closed the trapdoor. Dr. Scudder reached into
the pocket of his olive colored suede coat and extracted a plastic food storage bag and a piece
of cloth. Scudder handed the items to Avery and said, “Will this do?”Avery nodded and said,
“That’ll work.”Scudder produced two twelve ounce glass bottles from his coat pockets. The
bottles were full of wine. He handed one to Joey Wells and the other to Avery. Teresa found the
taste of this wine to be a bit friendlier to her palate than the previous bottle; but she simply wasn’t
a wine drinker. She passed the bottle back to Joey. Avery unscrewed the lid of his bottle of wine
and began guzzling. He passed the bottle to Tony, who also enjoyed the taste of free homemade
wine.“That’s good stuff,” said Tony. “Warms you up on a night like this.”Scudder sat down on the
mattress with Avery and Tony.“This weather would be considered mild in Chicago,” said Scudder.
“We think of this as tropical weather,” he chuckled.The social gathering was going well, and
Charles engaged in conversation with Avery and Tony. But unlike his young guests, Scudder did
not partake of the toot-a-loo.Dr. Scudder’s friends occasionally accused him of hypocrisy, stating
that if he was truly opposed to people abusing drugs or other substances, then he shouldn’t
permit it being done in his presence. Scudder would respond, “I’ll put the information out there
and let them make their own choices. In that respect, I’m no different than the Surgeon General’s
warning on a pack of cigarettes. Then, if people want to kill themselves they are making an
informed choice.”On this night, Scudder’s guests were making their own choices. Scudder
decided to give his anti-chemical abuse statement the night off. Everyone seemed to be having
a good time, and it appeared to Tony that Avery had abandoned his earlier thoughts of robbery.
Teresa and Joey were laughing and talking on the other side of the room, isolated in their own
world. Tony talked with Scudder for a while about why Scudder had built his house in such a
remote area. He told Scudder that he, too, liked the idea of being away from the rest of the
world.But now, Tony was getting bored. Scudder and Avery had been talking for some time, and
Tony was ready to go.Tony stood up and announced that he was leaving. Joey and Avery had
already drained most of the wine from the bottles, and Avery had been hitting the toot-a-loo
hard. The party was over and everyone climbed down the ladder.West approached the Javelin
and wiped away the frost that had formed on the windshield. Joey and Teresa resumed their
places in the backseat. Avery stood talking to Scudder as Tony turned the key in the ignition. The
engine complained for a few seconds, then stubbornly cranked. Avery got into the passenger’s
seat and slammed the door.There was only a tiny sliver of moon visible through the barren tree
branches, so Scudder used his flashlight to guide Tony in backing up. Tony put the Javelin in
gear. The car rolled about two feet—and died. For a couple of minutes, Tony sat in the car,
pumping the gas pedal and turning the ignition switch. Tony’s efforts were futile; the Javelin had
no intention of starting.“Well,” said Tony, “looks like we might have to spend the night up here.”“If
it’s the battery, we can jump it off with my Jeep,” Charles replied.“It’ll crank up here in a minute,”
Tony nodded. “It’s flooded. I just need to let it rest.”Avery looked at Tony and said, “I’m going back
up here and warm up.” With that, Scudder and Avery returned to the Pink Room. Tony lit a
cigarette.“I’m freezin’ out here,” said Teresa. “Are we going back into the barn with them?”“In a



minute,” Tony replied. “I think ole’ Avery’s up there gettin’ him a head.”Joey chuckled. Teresa
folded her arms and said, “Y’all are talkin’ nasty.”Tony looked over in the passenger side
floorboard. He could see the wooden stock of the rifle, but the toot-a-loo was gone. He looked
back at Joey and said, “Is that jug back there with y’all?”“Uh-uh,” said Joey.“I reckon Avery took it
back upstairs,” said West. “I guess he’s plannin’ on stayin’ for a while.”Tony, Joey, and Teresa got
out of the car and rejoined Scudder and Brock in the Pink Room. The party picked up where it
had left off. Both Tony and Avery were hitting the toot-a-loo hard. Avery was standing near one of
the mattresses. He kept huffing the toot-a-loo until he was on his knees, mucous dripping from
his nostrils.Tony had resumed his place on the mattress, and was lying on his side, leaning on
one elbow as he talked to Scudder. Avery watched them talking for a moment, then opened the
trapdoor.“Where you going?” asked Joey.Avery replied, “I’m going to get some more toot-a-loo.
We’re running out.”“No we ain’t, man. Look. We got a whole jug full.”“It’s almost empty. I got some
more in the car.”Avery went down the ladder.Charles and Tony continued their conversation.
Tony was asking Scudder about a silver medallion which hung from a chain around Scudder’s
neck. Scudder looked over and saw Avery rising from the opening in the floor—grasping the rifle.
Scudder chuckled, made a mock gun with his finger and thumb and said, “Bang, bang.” Dr.
Scudder returned to his conversation with Tony. Avery placed the rifle in the corner, allowing it to
rest against the wall.Scudder was explaining the significance of his silver medallion to Tony.
Avery moved closer to Scudder. Tony reached over and pulled Scudder’s medallion toward him,
but was having difficulty seeing the medallion’s details because of the dim light. Scudder stood
up and said, “We’re in too much shadow for you to see what I’m referring to. I’ll turn up the light
and you’ll see what I mean.”Dr. Scudder walked over to the kerosene lamp to adjust the flame.
Suddenly, Avery pulled the hunting knife from his boot and lunged at Scudder, grabbing him by
the hair on the back of his head and violently throwing him face down on the mattress. Brock
pressed the knife against Scudder’s neck and shouted, “Don’t move or I swear to God I’ll cut
your throat!”Scudder was caught so off guard that he thought Brock was role playing. He and
Brock had been intimate on previous occasions, and Scudder assumed that this performance
was in relation to something they had done before. “Okay,” said Scudder. “What kind of game do
you want to play? I’ll play your game.”“This ain’t no damn game,” Brock replied as he pressed his
knee into Scudder’s back. Tony West grabbed the rifle and held it on Scudder. Brock began
stabbing the mattress with the knife. He dragged the blade across the pink and white striped
sheet, making indentations which he then tore into strips of cloth. Brock cut slits in the cuffs of
Scudder’s coat sleeves and threaded a cloth strip through the slits. Tony joined in and began
binding Scudder’s ankles with the strips of cloth.Joey and Teresa were horrified. Teresa began to
cry. “What are y’all doin’ to him?” she said. “Stop it!”Tony hollered, “Shut up, Teresa!”Scudder
looked up at her and said, “Teresa, are you okay?”Wells replied to Scudder, “You’d just better
worry about yourself!”West and Brock began to interrogate Scudder.“What’s your name?” said
West.Scudder looked at him and said, “Charles.”“Who else is in the house?”“Just Joe.”“Joe? Joe
and who else?”“What?”“You got some dogs over there, too. Right?”“Yes.”Brock pulled Scudder



toward him and said, “How much money do you got in that house?”“Money? We haven’t got any
money.”“Don’t lie to me, you queer!”“Listen,” said Scudder. “I will help you boys in any way I can.
All of this is unnecessary.”Brock shoved Scudder.Teresa was hysterical. “Stop it! You’re hurting
him!” she cried.Tony scowled at Teresa and yelled, “Sit down and shut up!”Teresa panicked. She
and Joey darted for the hatch and quickly climbed down the ladder. Tony, still securing
Scudder’s bonds, shouted for them to come back.Teresa and Joey reached the ground floor of
the chicken house. They pushed open the wooden door and bolted down the dirt road. Seconds
later, Tony stormed from the chicken house, brandishing the rifle. Teresa and Joey were
concealed by the Corpsewood darkness—but Tony knew where they were. There was only one
way out, and it was down Dead Horse Road. Tony heard their footsteps on the frozen dirt.“Joey!
Teresa! Come back!”When the couple did not acknowledge him, Tony became more enraged,
shouting, “By God if I have to come after you, I’ll shoot you both and leave you up here! I don’t
want to hurt you, but I will if I have to!”A sharp pop echoed through the mountains as Tony fired
the rifle once through the trees. Teresa and Joey then heard the thud of Tony’s angry, stomping
footsteps quickly advancing toward them in the darkness. The teenagers were miles from
civilization, and they were out of options. The pair surrendered.“All right, man, all right!” Joey
hollered. “Don’t shoot! We’re coming back.”Joey and Teresa walked slowly toward Tony. Teresa
was trembling, and still sniffling from crying.“What the hell, man?” said Joey.“I couldn’t help it,”
said Tony. “Avery just…does things. He don’t think about it.”“Tony, you don’t need all of this on
you, man. Come on. You just got out of prison for shooting Kenneth. If y’all rob these guys, they'll
send you back to prison.”“It’s too late now.”“Naw, it ain’t too late! If we leave now, that'll be the
end of it. That guy ain’t gonna say nothin’ about this. He’ll figure everybody was just high and got
a little out of control.”“I don’t know.”“You heard him. Even after y’all tied him up he was saying he
would help you any way he could.”Tony took a deep breath and exhaled. He slowly nodded and
mumbled, “I don't know. Maybe.”West motioned toward the Javelin and said, “Let’s get in the car.
I need to think about this.”Joey and Teresa climbed into the backseat. Although it was freezing,
Teresa no longer complained about the cold. She remained silent, tears still forming in her hazel
teenage eyes.West placed the rifle in the floor next to him and lit a cigarette. He then handed the
pack to Joey. The three of them sat quietly in the frozen car and smoked Marlboros. Finally, Tony
said, “All right. Let’s holler at Avery and get out of here.”A wave of relief washed over Joey and
Teresa.Tony inserted the key into the ignition and turned the switch. The starter made an anemic
whirring sound—then fell silent. He turned the key once again, this time hearing nothing but a
faint clicking noise. Tony gently nodded. He shifted his eyes to the rearview mirror, nudging it
slightly to confirm that Joey’s and Teresa’s eyes saw his.“You see?” said West. “This was meant
to happen.”The cold anger returned to Tony’s voice. He grabbed the rifle from the passenger’s
seat and ordered Joey and Teresa out of the car and back to the chicken house. Moments
later, Tony, Joey, and Teresa had rejoined Brock and Scudder in the Pink Room. Avery was
tightening the bonds around Scudder’s feet.Joey Wells once again tried to end the nightmare
that was unfolding. “Why are y’all doing this?” asked Wells.“I’ll tell you why we’re doing this!”



Brock replied. “Because this son-of-a-bitch is getting paid back. He knows why.”“Paid back for
what?” asked Wells.“He tricked me—forced me to have sex with him.”“Come on, y’all,” said
Wells. “Let’s just cut him loose. He ain’t gonna say nothing.”“You just don’t get it,” said Brock.
“This is a way of life!”“You got that right,” West added. “There’s just some things in life you gotta
do to get by.”As Tony stood holding the rifle, Avery said, “Go down to the house and get the other
one.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. You do it.”“I should have known that.”“What?”“Man, I
gotta do everything myself.”Avery snatched the rifle from Tony and said, “You ain’t got the guts to
kill nobody, anyway.” Avery then handed the hunting knife to Tony.With the rifle in hand, Brock
disappeared down the dark hatch. There was an uneasy silence in the Pink Room. West then
stuck the point of the knife near Scudder’s face and said, “Have y’all got any guns?”Scudder
quietly replied, “No.”* * *Avery Brock skulked in the darkness outside the green doors of the
Corpsewood Manor kitchen. He observed Joey Odom through a small sliding window to the left
of the green doors. Odom was in the process of cleaning up after supper. An iron skillet
containing remnants of food sat on the stove, but Odom was waiting for the stove top to cool
down before scraping the contents from the pan. It may have been freezing outside, but the
wood burning stove—combined with Dr. Scudder’s insulated walls—made the kitchen as stifling
as a brick oven. Odom removed his shirt and tossed it over his shoulder. He picked up some of
the leftovers from the table and opened the refrigerator door.Brock quickly moved over to the
green wooden doors and tapped on the glass with the barrel of the rifle. “Get the dogs and come
out here!” Brock shouted. Odom turned and moved toward the doors, his eyeglasses dangling
from an elastic strap around his neck.Joey’s eyesight was poor and he could not decipher the
blurred image that lurked in the darkness outside the glass. Odom raised his eyeglasses above
his ragged black beard and focused. When Odom realized that someone had a gun pointed at
him, he panicked and turned to run away. Brock frantically fired shots through the glass, striking
Odom twice in the head and once in the upper left arm. Brock continued firing as Joey stumbled
through the brick archway toward the foyer. One of the bullets struck and shattered a wall-
mounted kerosene lamp, sending it crashing to the kitchen floor.The melee alerted the dogs,
and they began barking loudly. Brock kicked open the kitchen doors and pursued the mortally
wounded Joey Odom into the dining room. The two English mastiffs appeared in the archway
that led from the study. Brock fired shots into the dogs, backing them off. A pool of blood was
spreading from the fallen Joey Odom, who now crawled on his belly, straining to pull himself
across the brick and concrete floor. In the study, the dogs cried and bellowed in pain. Brock
walked around the dining room table, pointed the rifle at Odom’s head, and fired twice more.His
adrenalin pumping, Brock hurried through the wafting gun smoke and ran back through the
kitchen.Up in the Pink Room, the others had heard the commotion. Joey Wells had heard Brock
shouting, and then the gunshots and glass breaking. Teresa had heard the dogs barking, and
then crying out in pain. Scudder sat stone-faced; the surreal events around him were
incomprehensible.The ladder began to shake and rattle as Brock made his way back to the Pink
Room. He was panting as he climbed from the hatch. “Okay,” said Brock, “I got him. I put two



bullets in his head and I killed the dogs.”Scudder sat quietly and stared at the floor as Avery put
a gag in Scudder’s mouth. It appeared to Teresa that the professor was in shock.“We can go
down there now,” said Brock.West and Brock decided that they would all go into the house
together, but that Scudder would remain bound. However, as the two criminals began moving
Scudder toward the hatch, they surmised that Scudder’s feet would have to be untied for this to
succeed. Grasping the hunting knife, Brock cut the bonds from Scudder’s ankles. Brock then
climbed down the ladder to the second floor. Since Scudder did not have the use of his hands,
West steadied Scudder’s shoulders from the third floor hatch. Dr. Scudder then slowly climbed
down the ladder to the second floor, where Brock was waiting to take hold of him. West then
climbed down to the second floor, and Brock climbed down to the ground floor, where the
process was repeated.Once Brock and West had Dr. Scudder on the ground floor, West hollered
up the shaft and told Teresa and Joey to come down. They had tried to run away once and West
was making sure they would not have another opportunity.The five of them walked through the
brick archway of the chicken house and down the dirt driveway toward Corpsewood. Dr.
Scudder, hands tied behind his back and a gag in his mouth, was first. Brock walked behind
Scudder, giving him an occasional push. Joey Wells and Teresa were next, with West following
up the rear carrying the rifle.Upon reaching the green doors, Scudder stopped. He stared at the
broken glass in the kitchen doors. Brock pushed open the doors and shoved Scudder
inside.Teresa looked down and saw the trails of blood on the kitchen floor. She covered her
mouth with her hand. “There’s a bunch of blood in here,” said Brock, “but don’t be afraid of it.”
And indeed, there was a lot of blood. In addition to Joey Odom's blood, the injured dogs had
trailed blood all over the floor.When Scudder arrived at the archway that led to the dining room,
he froze. A few feet away lay Joey Odom, his shirtless form sprawled out on the cold floor. Joey’s
precious blood was pooled throughout the room, draining from his head. In his right hand, Joey
clutched his wadded shirt close to his body, the cloth growing red and moist as it soaked in a
pool of blood. Joey was gone.Through the gag in his mouth, Teresa heard Dr. Scudder’s muffled
scream of abject terror. Scudder hung his head, shaking it back and forth. Brock pulled
Scudder’s hair, forcing his head back upright. Teresa began to cry. A man she had only met that
evening, a kind man she knew only as Charles, was grieving. But even now, Charles would not
be permitted to mourn his dearest friend.“Just step over him,” said Brock.They walked around
Odom’s lifeless body and entered the study. As Tony West stepped through the archway, one of
the dogs growled at him. West looked to his left and saw one of the bleeding dogs moving next
to a wood stove. West quickly swung the rifle up and shot the dog several times. The proud
mastiff sank to the stone floor, rolled on its side, and was silent. West then fired shots into the
other dog to make sure it was dead.Brock and West pushed Dr. Scudder down onto the sofa.
Teresa began backing away.“Where do you think you’re going?” said West.“It’s just so hot in
here,” said Teresa. “I feel sick. I’m going to wait outside. I’ll just sit at that picnic table outside
—”“No. You’re stayin’ right here with the rest of us. Sit down.”Joey Wells took Teresa by the hand
and led her to a wooden chair near the antique desk. Joey sat in the chair and Teresa sat on his



lap.Brock and West resumed bullying Scudder. West pulled down Scudder’s gag, then got in
Scudder’s face and said, “I’m gonna ask you again. Where’s the money?”Scudder was
distraught. He strained to see Odom in the dining room, but West was blocking his view.“I’ve told
you,” said Scudder. “We don’t have any money!”“Stop lying to us, you damn queer!”West
grabbed Scudder by the lapels of his coat and pulled him closer. “Where’s your soldering iron?”
West demanded. The question seemed so bizarre to Scudder that it momentarily distracted him
from the horror he was facing.“Where’s my what?” Scudder replied.“You heard me! Where’s your
soldering iron?”“Why would I have a soldering iron?” said Scudder. “We don’t have any
electricity!”West’s and Brock’s ranting continued for several minutes. They pulled the gag out of
Scudder’s mouth, shouted a question, and then slid the gag back into place. Scudder sat on the
sofa, his hands bound behind his back. He stared at Odom’s lifeless body just beyond the brick
archway, the pools of blood glistening in the flicker of the kerosene flames.Brock went over to
Scudder’s antique desk. Mistaking a decorative wood panel on the front of the desk for a locked
drawer, Brock pried it off. West stood before Scudder, brandishing the rifle. Brock went to the
other side of the desk and began going through the drawers. He found a pair of metal handcuffs
and slid them into his back pocket.CHAPTER FOURTEENCHAPTER FOURTEENAs the Javelin
headed toward Hall’s Valley Road, Teresa noticed the rifle resting between Tony’s and Avery’s
seats.“Why have y’all got that gun in the car?” she asked.“We was gonna go rabbit hunting,”
Brock replied.Avery removed the lid from the bleach jug. He carefully doused a rag with toot-a-
loo and then dropped the rag into a small plastic bag. Placing the open end of the bag over his
nose and mouth, Avery inhaled the fumes deeply and held his breath.“So what do y’all wanna
do?” said West.Joey laughed and said, “What can we do? Nobody’s got any money.”“Let’s ride
up to the devil-worshipper’s house,” said Brock. “We can drink some free wine.”“To the what
house?” asked Teresa.“The devil-worshippers. Up here on the mountain.”“Devil-worshippers.
What are you talkin’ about?”“They’re just a couple of queers that live out there in the woods,” said
West.“And they worship the devil?” asked Teresa.“Nah,” said West. “They just make their own
wine.”“And it don’t cost nothin’,” Brock smiled.They passed around the toot-a-loo bag, taking hits
as Tony made the numerous turns required to get from Halls Valley Road to Narrows Road. But
as the Javelin ascended the hill, the car began to sputter and lurch. Tony shifted the gears. The
car threatened to quit on them as they bounced around on the rutted logging road, but Tony
finally found the right amount of pressure on the gas pedal to keep the engine running.When
they made the sharp turn onto Dead Horse Road, it appeared to Teresa that they were about to
drive over a cliff. The headlights captured vignettes of trees and rocks, surrounded by a pure
black darkness. As the car made another turn, Joey Wells saw the headlights sweep across the
sign that read Beware of the Thing.Finally, the headlights of the Javelin illuminated the dark red
brick of Corpsewood Manor. Teresa could see flickering lights emanating from the windows of
the house. Both she and Joey were surprised to see a structure like this in such a remote
location. They had assumed that these people lived in a trailer or a shack, but certainly not a
castle.“Are you gonna honk the horn?” asked Joey.Tony took a drag from his cigarette and



tapped his fist on the steering wheel. “Horn don’t work,” he said, exhaling noxious smoke.The
silhouette of a man appeared in the windows of the green doors. The figure stood motionless for
a moment, like a construction paper cut out. The silhouette walked away. Seconds later, a
different, smaller silhouette appeared in the windows. The silhouette pushed open the green
doors. As the silhouette stepped outside, Tony’s headlights transformed it into Charles
Scudder.Dr. Scudder paused as he secured a heavy suede winter coat. He shaded his eyes
from the harsh headlights of the Javelin and motioned for the driver to turn the lights off. Tony
killed the engine and extinguished the lights. Scudder turned on a flashlight as he approached
the passenger side of the car.Avery rolled down the window. Scudder knelt down and shined the
flashlight into the Javelin’s dark interior, revealing the only two faces that he recognized—Avery’s
and Tony’s.“Hey,” Brock muttered.Scudder acknowledged his guests with a warm smile.“Do you
guys have a cigarette?” asked Scudder. The question was rhetorical; all four passengers had
cigarettes dangling from their lips.Avery spanked the bottom of the pack of Marlboros,
commanding one of the cigarettes to come forth. “I thought you didn’t smoke,” said Avery,
offering the pack to Scudder.Charles took the cigarette and said, “It’s not for me,” and headed
back toward the house.It was true that Charles Scudder did not smoke. He did not want Joey
Odom to smoke, either. But Scudder also believed in people exercising their free will. Odom had
always smoked, even before he met Scudder. Financially, a regular smoking habit wasn’t in the
Corpsewood budget. Odom had long ago invested in a Laredo cigarette making machine that
was popular in the 1970s. The machine was a simple device in which paper and tobacco were
inserted. A lever compressed the tobacco into a cigarette. The Laredo brand of tobacco came in
a gold can, the empties of which Odom saved. But still, Scudder didn’t care for smoking.
However, on rare occasions, he would indulge Odom a smoke if Odom had earned it by doing
an outstanding job on a meal or if he had won a friendly wager.“Roll up that window, Avery,” said
Teresa. “I’m freezin’ back here.”Scudder stood inside the green doors. The larger silhouette that
had been there previously now reappeared. Scudder handed the cigarette to the silhouette of
the man, then returned to the Javelin.Avery opened the passenger door and said, “Come on,
y’all.”Tony, Joey Wells, and Teresa stepped out into the frigid mountain air. Scudder looked at
them and said, “What are you folks up to tonight?”Brock replied, “Ah, we was just out ridin’
around, you know. Thought we’d come by and holler at you. We was tellin’ them about the good
wine you made up here, and they wanted to check it out.”“Really?” Scudder chuckled. “I had no
idea my wine would bring me such notoriety.”Teresa and Joey began walking toward the brick
manor house and the green doors from which Scudder had emerged. Brock intervened and
motioned for Joey and Teresa to follow Dr. Scudder toward the chicken house.“Come on y’all,”
said Brock. “We’re going up here.”“We’re going up to the guest room,” said Scudder.Teresa
stopped and folded her arms. She was shivering from the icy Corpsewood air. “Y’all have got
that big warm house,” she said. “How come we’re going inside a barn?”Scudder smiled at
Teresa, waved his finger and said, “No, no, no, my dear. Nobody goes in the professor’s
house.”Dr. Scudder walked in front of the quartet. They followed him into the darkness and



through the brick archway of the chicken house. Scudder quickly ascended the cold metal rungs
of the ladder that stretched up into the black opening in the ceiling. The others looked up and
could see the beam of the flashlight darting frantically as Scudder climbed to the third floor.As
Scudder’s four visitors ascended the ladder, a light suddenly appeared above them. Charles had
lit a kerosene lamp. One by one, Scudder’s guests came up through the wooden hatch and into
the Pink Room.Teresa wrapped her arms around herself in an attempt to warm up. Scudder was
already igniting the wood in the cast iron stove. He was clearly an expert in commanding any
type of wood stove to immediately heat a room. Within a short time, the Pink Room was feeling
quite cozy.Joey saw a glass pint bottle of wine sitting near the oil lamp. The bottle was about half
full. Scudder was still tending to the fire when Joey removed the lid from the bottle. Seeing no
objection from Scudder, he began drinking. Joey then passed the bottle to Teresa. She sipped
the wine, but found the taste too bitter. Avery took the bottle. It was passed around until it was
gone.Scudder looked at each of his visitors. He then said to Avery, “Well, aren’t you going to
introduce me to my guests?”Avery lazily motioned his hand toward Joey and said, “That’s Joey.
And that’s Teresa.”“Nice to meet you. I’m Charles.”Brock took a step toward Scudder and said,
“Do you have a bread sack?”“Do I have a what?”“A bread sack.”“I’m…not understanding
you.”“You know, a plastic sack that bread comes in.”“Ohhh. I’m sorry. Well, no. We make our own
bread. We wouldn’t have anything like that. What do you need it for?”Brock reached down and
hoisted the bleach jug filled with toot-a-loo. Scudder looked at the jug, processing the scenario.
“Oh,” said Scudder. “I see. Well, we might have a plastic bag or something in the kitchen. Let me
go down and see what I can find.”Just as Scudder started down the ladder, Brock said to him,
“And maybe a piece of old rag or something.”Scudder shook his head and answered, “A bag and
a rag. Check.” He then disappeared down the ladder. Joey was still holding the empty wine
bottle. He suddenly asked Tony, “What’s his name? What’s that man’s name?”Tony shrugged, “I
don’t know his name.”Wells shouted down the open hatch, “Uh…could you bring us back some
more wine?” There was no reply. Wells looked at Tony and said, “You think he heard me?”Avery
nodded, “He heard you.”Brock felt around in his coat pocket and realized that he had brought the
other toot-a-loo bag from the car. He pulled out the bag and doused the rag inside with toot-a-
loo from the jug. He inhaled deeply from the bag, and then passed it around.Joey Wells
gravitated toward Teresa and sat down with her on the other side of the room. Tony was lounging
on the other mattress, leaning his back up against the wall. Avery sat down next to Tony and
whispered, “When he gets back up here, I’ll go down and get the gun.” Tony stared at Avery for a
few seconds, and then shook his head no.“Yeah,” Avery replied. “Let’s do it now.”Tony whispered,
“You’re crazier’n hell, man. We got Joey and Teresa with us. No. We can’t do nothin’ tonight. Not
with them here. No.”Avery was incensed. He had mentally rehearsed the robbery plan to the
point of obsession, and in his estimation, this was just another one of Tony’s excuses. The last
time, it was because they didn’t have the gun.As Avery sat and fumed, Scudder emerged from
the hatch in the floor. He climbed over onto the wooden floor planks and closed the trapdoor. Dr.
Scudder reached into the pocket of his olive colored suede coat and extracted a plastic food



storage bag and a piece of cloth. Scudder handed the items to Avery and said, “Will this
do?”Avery nodded and said, “That’ll work.”Scudder produced two twelve ounce glass bottles
from his coat pockets. The bottles were full of wine. He handed one to Joey Wells and the other
to Avery. Teresa found the taste of this wine to be a bit friendlier to her palate than the previous
bottle; but she simply wasn’t a wine drinker. She passed the bottle back to Joey. Avery
unscrewed the lid of his bottle of wine and began guzzling. He passed the bottle to Tony, who
also enjoyed the taste of free homemade wine.“That’s good stuff,” said Tony. “Warms you up on a
night like this.”Scudder sat down on the mattress with Avery and Tony.“This weather would be
considered mild in Chicago,” said Scudder. “We think of this as tropical weather,” he
chuckled.The social gathering was going well, and Charles engaged in conversation with Avery
and Tony. But unlike his young guests, Scudder did not partake of the toot-a-loo.Dr. Scudder’s
friends occasionally accused him of hypocrisy, stating that if he was truly opposed to people
abusing drugs or other substances, then he shouldn’t permit it being done in his presence.
Scudder would respond, “I’ll put the information out there and let them make their own choices.
In that respect, I’m no different than the Surgeon General’s warning on a pack of cigarettes.
Then, if people want to kill themselves they are making an informed choice.”On this night,
Scudder’s guests were making their own choices. Scudder decided to give his anti-chemical
abuse statement the night off. Everyone seemed to be having a good time, and it appeared to
Tony that Avery had abandoned his earlier thoughts of robbery. Teresa and Joey were laughing
and talking on the other side of the room, isolated in their own world. Tony talked with Scudder
for a while about why Scudder had built his house in such a remote area. He told Scudder that
he, too, liked the idea of being away from the rest of the world.But now, Tony was getting bored.
Scudder and Avery had been talking for some time, and Tony was ready to go.Tony stood up
and announced that he was leaving. Joey and Avery had already drained most of the wine from
the bottles, and Avery had been hitting the toot-a-loo hard. The party was over and everyone
climbed down the ladder.West approached the Javelin and wiped away the frost that had formed
on the windshield. Joey and Teresa resumed their places in the backseat. Avery stood talking to
Scudder as Tony turned the key in the ignition. The engine complained for a few seconds, then
stubbornly cranked. Avery got into the passenger’s seat and slammed the door.There was only a
tiny sliver of moon visible through the barren tree branches, so Scudder used his flashlight to
guide Tony in backing up. Tony put the Javelin in gear. The car rolled about two feet—and died.
For a couple of minutes, Tony sat in the car, pumping the gas pedal and turning the ignition
switch. Tony’s efforts were futile; the Javelin had no intention of starting.“Well,” said Tony, “looks
like we might have to spend the night up here.”“If it’s the battery, we can jump it off with my Jeep,”
Charles replied.“It’ll crank up here in a minute,” Tony nodded. “It’s flooded. I just need to let it
rest.”Avery looked at Tony and said, “I’m going back up here and warm up.” With that, Scudder
and Avery returned to the Pink Room. Tony lit a cigarette.“I’m freezin’ out here,” said Teresa. “Are
we going back into the barn with them?”“In a minute,” Tony replied. “I think ole’ Avery’s up there
gettin’ him a head.”Joey chuckled. Teresa folded her arms and said, “Y’all are talkin’ nasty.”Tony



looked over in the passenger side floorboard. He could see the wooden stock of the rifle, but the
toot-a-loo was gone. He looked back at Joey and said, “Is that jug back there with y’all?”“Uh-uh,”
said Joey.“I reckon Avery took it back upstairs,” said West. “I guess he’s plannin’ on stayin’ for a
while.”Tony, Joey, and Teresa got out of the car and rejoined Scudder and Brock in the Pink
Room. The party picked up where it had left off. Both Tony and Avery were hitting the toot-a-loo
hard. Avery was standing near one of the mattresses. He kept huffing the toot-a-loo until he was
on his knees, mucous dripping from his nostrils.Tony had resumed his place on the mattress,
and was lying on his side, leaning on one elbow as he talked to Scudder. Avery watched them
talking for a moment, then opened the trapdoor.“Where you going?” asked Joey.Avery replied,
“I’m going to get some more toot-a-loo. We’re running out.”“No we ain’t, man. Look. We got a
whole jug full.”“It’s almost empty. I got some more in the car.”Avery went down the ladder.Charles
and Tony continued their conversation. Tony was asking Scudder about a silver medallion which
hung from a chain around Scudder’s neck. Scudder looked over and saw Avery rising from the
opening in the floor—grasping the rifle. Scudder chuckled, made a mock gun with his finger and
thumb and said, “Bang, bang.” Dr. Scudder returned to his conversation with Tony. Avery placed
the rifle in the corner, allowing it to rest against the wall.Scudder was explaining the significance
of his silver medallion to Tony. Avery moved closer to Scudder. Tony reached over and pulled
Scudder’s medallion toward him, but was having difficulty seeing the medallion’s details
because of the dim light. Scudder stood up and said, “We’re in too much shadow for you to see
what I’m referring to. I’ll turn up the light and you’ll see what I mean.”Dr. Scudder walked over to
the kerosene lamp to adjust the flame. Suddenly, Avery pulled the hunting knife from his boot
and lunged at Scudder, grabbing him by the hair on the back of his head and violently throwing
him face down on the mattress. Brock pressed the knife against Scudder’s neck and shouted,
“Don’t move or I swear to God I’ll cut your throat!”Scudder was caught so off guard that he
thought Brock was role playing. He and Brock had been intimate on previous occasions, and
Scudder assumed that this performance was in relation to something they had done before.
“Okay,” said Scudder. “What kind of game do you want to play? I’ll play your game.”“This ain’t no
damn game,” Brock replied as he pressed his knee into Scudder’s back. Tony West grabbed the
rifle and held it on Scudder. Brock began stabbing the mattress with the knife. He dragged the
blade across the pink and white striped sheet, making indentations which he then tore into strips
of cloth. Brock cut slits in the cuffs of Scudder’s coat sleeves and threaded a cloth strip through
the slits. Tony joined in and began binding Scudder’s ankles with the strips of cloth.Joey and
Teresa were horrified. Teresa began to cry. “What are y’all doin’ to him?” she said. “Stop it!”Tony
hollered, “Shut up, Teresa!”Scudder looked up at her and said, “Teresa, are you okay?”Wells
replied to Scudder, “You’d just better worry about yourself!”West and Brock began to interrogate
Scudder.“What’s your name?” said West.Scudder looked at him and said, “Charles.”“Who else is
in the house?”“Just Joe.”“Joe? Joe and who else?”“What?”“You got some dogs over there, too.
Right?”“Yes.”Brock pulled Scudder toward him and said, “How much money do you got in that
house?”“Money? We haven’t got any money.”“Don’t lie to me, you queer!”“Listen,” said Scudder.



“I will help you boys in any way I can. All of this is unnecessary.”Brock shoved Scudder.Teresa
was hysterical. “Stop it! You’re hurting him!” she cried.Tony scowled at Teresa and yelled, “Sit
down and shut up!”Teresa panicked. She and Joey darted for the hatch and quickly climbed
down the ladder. Tony, still securing Scudder’s bonds, shouted for them to come back.Teresa
and Joey reached the ground floor of the chicken house. They pushed open the wooden door
and bolted down the dirt road. Seconds later, Tony stormed from the chicken house, brandishing
the rifle. Teresa and Joey were concealed by the Corpsewood darkness—but Tony knew where
they were. There was only one way out, and it was down Dead Horse Road. Tony heard their
footsteps on the frozen dirt.“Joey! Teresa! Come back!”When the couple did not acknowledge
him, Tony became more enraged, shouting, “By God if I have to come after you, I’ll shoot you
both and leave you up here! I don’t want to hurt you, but I will if I have to!”A sharp pop echoed
through the mountains as Tony fired the rifle once through the trees. Teresa and Joey then heard
the thud of Tony’s angry, stomping footsteps quickly advancing toward them in the darkness. The
teenagers were miles from civilization, and they were out of options. The pair surrendered.“All
right, man, all right!” Joey hollered. “Don’t shoot! We’re coming back.”Joey and Teresa walked
slowly toward Tony. Teresa was trembling, and still sniffling from crying.“What the hell, man?”
said Joey.“I couldn’t help it,” said Tony. “Avery just…does things. He don’t think about it.”“Tony,
you don’t need all of this on you, man. Come on. You just got out of prison for shooting Kenneth.
If y’all rob these guys, they'll send you back to prison.”“It’s too late now.”“Naw, it ain’t too late! If
we leave now, that'll be the end of it. That guy ain’t gonna say nothin’ about this. He’ll figure
everybody was just high and got a little out of control.”“I don’t know.”“You heard him. Even after
y’all tied him up he was saying he would help you any way he could.”Tony took a deep breath
and exhaled. He slowly nodded and mumbled, “I don't know. Maybe.”West motioned toward the
Javelin and said, “Let’s get in the car. I need to think about this.”Joey and Teresa climbed into the
backseat. Although it was freezing, Teresa no longer complained about the cold. She remained
silent, tears still forming in her hazel teenage eyes.West placed the rifle in the floor next to him
and lit a cigarette. He then handed the pack to Joey. The three of them sat quietly in the frozen
car and smoked Marlboros. Finally, Tony said, “All right. Let’s holler at Avery and get out of
here.”A wave of relief washed over Joey and Teresa.Tony inserted the key into the ignition and
turned the switch. The starter made an anemic whirring sound—then fell silent. He turned the
key once again, this time hearing nothing but a faint clicking noise. Tony gently nodded. He
shifted his eyes to the rearview mirror, nudging it slightly to confirm that Joey’s and Teresa’s eyes
saw his.“You see?” said West. “This was meant to happen.”The cold anger returned to Tony’s
voice. He grabbed the rifle from the passenger’s seat and ordered Joey and Teresa out of the car
and back to the chicken house. Moments later, Tony, Joey, and Teresa had rejoined Brock and
Scudder in the Pink Room. Avery was tightening the bonds around Scudder’s feet.Joey Wells
once again tried to end the nightmare that was unfolding. “Why are y’all doing this?” asked
Wells.“I’ll tell you why we’re doing this!” Brock replied. “Because this son-of-a-bitch is getting
paid back. He knows why.”“Paid back for what?” asked Wells.“He tricked me—forced me to have



sex with him.”“Come on, y’all,” said Wells. “Let’s just cut him loose. He ain’t gonna say
nothing.”“You just don’t get it,” said Brock. “This is a way of life!”“You got that right,” West added.
“There’s just some things in life you gotta do to get by.”As Tony stood holding the rifle, Avery
said, “Go down to the house and get the other one.”Tony shook his head and replied, “No. You
do it.”“I should have known that.”“What?”“Man, I gotta do everything myself.”Avery snatched the
rifle from Tony and said, “You ain’t got the guts to kill nobody, anyway.” Avery then handed the
hunting knife to Tony.With the rifle in hand, Brock disappeared down the dark hatch. There was
an uneasy silence in the Pink Room. West then stuck the point of the knife near Scudder’s face
and said, “Have y’all got any guns?”Scudder quietly replied, “No.”* * *Avery Brock skulked in
the darkness outside the green doors of the Corpsewood Manor kitchen. He observed Joey
Odom through a small sliding window to the left of the green doors. Odom was in the process of
cleaning up after supper. An iron skillet containing remnants of food sat on the stove, but Odom
was waiting for the stove top to cool down before scraping the contents from the pan. It may
have been freezing outside, but the wood burning stove—combined with Dr. Scudder’s insulated
walls—made the kitchen as stifling as a brick oven. Odom removed his shirt and tossed it over
his shoulder. He picked up some of the leftovers from the table and opened the refrigerator
door.Brock quickly moved over to the green wooden doors and tapped on the glass with the
barrel of the rifle. “Get the dogs and come out here!” Brock shouted. Odom turned and moved
toward the doors, his eyeglasses dangling from an elastic strap around his neck.Joey’s eyesight
was poor and he could not decipher the blurred image that lurked in the darkness outside the
glass. Odom raised his eyeglasses above his ragged black beard and focused. When Odom
realized that someone had a gun pointed at him, he panicked and turned to run away. Brock
frantically fired shots through the glass, striking Odom twice in the head and once in the upper
left arm. Brock continued firing as Joey stumbled through the brick archway toward the foyer.
One of the bullets struck and shattered a wall-mounted kerosene lamp, sending it crashing to
the kitchen floor.The melee alerted the dogs, and they began barking loudly. Brock kicked open
the kitchen doors and pursued the mortally wounded Joey Odom into the dining room. The two
English mastiffs appeared in the archway that led from the study. Brock fired shots into the dogs,
backing them off. A pool of blood was spreading from the fallen Joey Odom, who now crawled
on his belly, straining to pull himself across the brick and concrete floor. In the study, the dogs
cried and bellowed in pain. Brock walked around the dining room table, pointed the rifle at
Odom’s head, and fired twice more.His adrenalin pumping, Brock hurried through the wafting
gun smoke and ran back through the kitchen.Up in the Pink Room, the others had heard the
commotion. Joey Wells had heard Brock shouting, and then the gunshots and glass breaking.
Teresa had heard the dogs barking, and then crying out in pain. Scudder sat stone-faced; the
surreal events around him were incomprehensible.The ladder began to shake and rattle as
Brock made his way back to the Pink Room. He was panting as he climbed from the hatch.
“Okay,” said Brock, “I got him. I put two bullets in his head and I killed the dogs.”Scudder sat
quietly and stared at the floor as Avery put a gag in Scudder’s mouth. It appeared to Teresa that



the professor was in shock.“We can go down there now,” said Brock.West and Brock decided
that they would all go into the house together, but that Scudder would remain bound. However,
as the two criminals began moving Scudder toward the hatch, they surmised that Scudder’s feet
would have to be untied for this to succeed. Grasping the hunting knife, Brock cut the bonds
from Scudder’s ankles. Brock then climbed down the ladder to the second floor. Since Scudder
did not have the use of his hands, West steadied Scudder’s shoulders from the third floor hatch.
Dr. Scudder then slowly climbed down the ladder to the second floor, where Brock was waiting
to take hold of him. West then climbed down to the second floor, and Brock climbed down to the
ground floor, where the process was repeated.Once Brock and West had Dr. Scudder on the
ground floor, West hollered up the shaft and told Teresa and Joey to come down. They had tried
to run away once and West was making sure they would not have another opportunity.The five of
them walked through the brick archway of the chicken house and down the dirt driveway toward
Corpsewood. Dr. Scudder, hands tied behind his back and a gag in his mouth, was first. Brock
walked behind Scudder, giving him an occasional push. Joey Wells and Teresa were next, with
West following up the rear carrying the rifle.Upon reaching the green doors, Scudder stopped.
He stared at the broken glass in the kitchen doors. Brock pushed open the doors and shoved
Scudder inside.Teresa looked down and saw the trails of blood on the kitchen floor. She covered
her mouth with her hand. “There’s a bunch of blood in here,” said Brock, “but don’t be afraid of it.”
And indeed, there was a lot of blood. In addition to Joey Odom's blood, the injured dogs had
trailed blood all over the floor.When Scudder arrived at the archway that led to the dining room,
he froze. A few feet away lay Joey Odom, his shirtless form sprawled out on the cold floor. Joey’s
precious blood was pooled throughout the room, draining from his head. In his right hand, Joey
clutched his wadded shirt close to his body, the cloth growing red and moist as it soaked in a
pool of blood. Joey was gone.Through the gag in his mouth, Teresa heard Dr. Scudder’s muffled
scream of abject terror. Scudder hung his head, shaking it back and forth. Brock pulled
Scudder’s hair, forcing his head back upright. Teresa began to cry. A man she had only met that
evening, a kind man she knew only as Charles, was grieving. But even now, Charles would not
be permitted to mourn his dearest friend.“Just step over him,” said Brock.They walked around
Odom’s lifeless body and entered the study. As Tony West stepped through the archway, one of
the dogs growled at him. West looked to his left and saw one of the bleeding dogs moving next
to a wood stove. West quickly swung the rifle up and shot the dog several times. The proud
mastiff sank to the stone floor, rolled on its side, and was silent. West then fired shots into the
other dog to make sure it was dead.Brock and West pushed Dr. Scudder down onto the sofa.
Teresa began backing away.“Where do you think you’re going?” said West.“It’s just so hot in
here,” said Teresa. “I feel sick. I’m going to wait outside. I’ll just sit at that picnic table outside
—”“No. You’re stayin’ right here with the rest of us. Sit down.”Joey Wells took Teresa by the hand
and led her to a wooden chair near the antique desk. Joey sat in the chair and Teresa sat on his
lap.Brock and West resumed bullying Scudder. West pulled down Scudder’s gag, then got in
Scudder’s face and said, “I’m gonna ask you again. Where’s the money?”Scudder was



distraught. He strained to see Odom in the dining room, but West was blocking his view.“I’ve told
you,” said Scudder. “We don’t have any money!”“Stop lying to us, you damn queer!”West
grabbed Scudder by the lapels of his coat and pulled him closer. “Where’s your soldering iron?”
West demanded. The question seemed so bizarre to Scudder that it momentarily distracted him
from the horror he was facing.“Where’s my what?” Scudder replied.“You heard me! Where’s your
soldering iron?”“Why would I have a soldering iron?” said Scudder. “We don’t have any
electricity!”West’s and Brock’s ranting continued for several minutes. They pulled the gag out of
Scudder’s mouth, shouted a question, and then slid the gag back into place. Scudder sat on the
sofa, his hands bound behind his back. He stared at Odom’s lifeless body just beyond the brick
archway, the pools of blood glistening in the flicker of the kerosene flames.Brock went over to
Scudder’s antique desk. Mistaking a decorative wood panel on the front of the desk for a locked
drawer, Brock pried it off. West stood before Scudder, brandishing the rifle. Brock went to the
other side of the desk and began going through the drawers. He found a pair of metal handcuffs
and slid them into his back pocket.
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Ebook Library Reader CandyO, “Very Detailed Account of Corpsewood. I have read several
books on this subject and this one is by far the most detailed. Thought the trials would be boring,
but not so. Worth reading.”

Sandra, “A BOOK like no other!. This was a very, very interesting case(s) and the book was like
no other true crime book I have ever read and I'm guessing I've read hundreds over many years.
First of all, it was a very long book indeed...almost 900 pages and I thought it would bore me
with a lot of filler information but that was not the case at all. One of the main reasons it was so
long and the thing that made it like no other book I've ever read is that when it got to the trials it
was like reading the trial transcripts. Every minute detail was included which was interesting but I
wouldn't want to experience that in every true crime book. It was just very unusual! The thing I
did not like about the book is that it was very, very, very repetitious!! There were times when I
was so familiar with what was being said that I was able to skim and not miss anything. It had
some very good pictures at the end which I wish had been at the beginning...at least some of
them. Then it would have been much easier to visualize the bizarre setting for the crimes. I
would definitely recommend this book to other true crime readers but just remember it is quite
lengthy!”

Carolyn A. Reed, “Totally engrossing!!!. The story of Corpsewood is masterfully told by Daniel
Ellis in this book. The book is simply gigantic and the size is somewhat intimidating but once I
started it I could not put it down or lay it aside as often happens with long reads. I can say that
this book is as skillfully written as In Cold Blood or Helter Skelter and is one of the very best true
crime books I have read. From the shocking first pages until the very sad last page, the book
held my interest. The courtroom portion is interesting but is repetitive only in the sense that
there were multiple trials and the same arguments were made at each trial. The telling of the
various trials is important in that it shows how the lengthy appeals system can be used to the
benefit of very guilty persons. I would recommend this book to anyone who is interested in true
crime and to anyone who likes a good read. Great writing about a horrible incident. I am now
very interested in the other story that Mr. Ellis alludes to at the end of this book.”

Heidi B, “Great!. What a story, and what a storyteller! It really bugs me that Kindle buries the best
books wayyy down the list and insists on showing me the same 20 books repeatedly. Little gems
like this deserve to be read, and this story should be a classic instead of one no one has every
heard of. Bravo to the author and I look forward to seeing more from him.”

kim, “A crime that is haunting and terrifying. I am afraid out in the middle of the country and this
is part of the reason why. I was reminded that the American dream can be shattered at any
second by just speaking or crossing paths with the wrong person and that evil might find you



anywhere. The book also shows in my mind what is horribly wrong with our justice system in the
astronomical money spent on appeals and reversals and retrials. The book is really more than
just about Corpeswood since it is a recount of all of the crimes committed by one of the killers.
The trial portion is painfully lengthy, the lengthiest I’ve ever seen. In the end the author does
great justice in documenting a solid account and honoring the victims of this tragedy.”

Rachel, “Very thorough... This author does a good job of taking the reader through all the legal
details of this case in the least boring manner possible. He also gives a great overview of the
case & all the societal issues & consequences it affected & was affected by.”

Sandra Kopp, “A True Masterpiece. Corpsewood: A True Crime Like No Other, by Daniel Ellis.
What should have been an inspirational tale of transitioning from harried urban rat race to a
simple idyllic life in the country describes instead the lurid, horrifying account of a dream turned
into a nightmare. Mr. Ellis masterfully chronicles Professor Charles Scudder’s metamorphosis
from prestigious college professor in Chicago to a self-reliant farmer/survivalist in the dark
woods of Georgia, his alleged ties to the occult and mind-control experiments, and the tragic
events leading to his murder, which the professor himself depicted in a chilling self-portrait. The
book offers a factual and in-depth account of the police investigation, the arrest and trial of the
murderers, and glimpses into Mr. Scudder’s private life, along with the author’s personal visit to
the Corpsewood remains with one of the witnesses. All in all, a gripping read that was hard to
put down.”

Rachel Perry, “Thorough. Entertaining. Insightful. This is the second book I have completed
about the Corpsewood Murders. This book is by far longer and more inclusive of details. It can
become a bit tedious because the author tends to be redundant when describing trial testimony
and dialogue, but in all fairness I believe that the author needed to remain faithful to the facts of
the case. I believe he did an excellent job of fairly representing the trial in a factual, but
captivating manor. This book was particularly interesting to me because of its proximity to my
home in Chattanooga and I knew many of the key players and have met people that were
involved in the case as my father was an attorney in North Georgia for many years.”
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