THE NEIGHBORHOOD WATCH
Back where we used to live in the North there was a secluded private road near our house.   Around one corner of the road was an area with overgrown bushes.  This locale was one of our favorite spots because of its secluded setting.  The spot was adjacent to the neighborhood community garden near the Farmers’ Market.  It was really quite lovely.   
In those days, Miss Bonnie and I would go there and walk the dog in the cool of the evenings.  Then one spring we began seeing food wrapping litter and food remnants discarded in our special spot.  I would pick it up and carry it home to put out in the garbage collection.  It became a regular thing.   I would pick up and carry out and the next night more litter.  We began to investigate and discovered that always the litter was some sort of chicken discard:   Chicken McNuggets, sometimes, Wendy’s Chicken Fingers, but most often and the chicken of choice would be KFC chicken containers, wrappers, bones and litter.  
Each time I went I would clean up and the next day more chicken refuse.  We began to speculate as to the culprit and decided to contact the police and ask for patrol of the area to catch the chicken chucker.  Perhaps it was hooligans up to no good.   Oh, the drama of it all. Then one day, by chance, we went earlier. While approaching our special area, an Ithaca city police cruiser sped by.  I debated whether to flag him down to ask for his help, but he went too fast and nearly hit us.  And as we came into our special spot there on the ground was a mother load of still warm chicken litter.  Miss Bonnie made the realization and identification first and blurted out, “look, we have a Chicken Dick”.  (Sometimes police officers are called “Dicks”—perhaps because of Dick Tracy?)
Then we moved to Dixeland.  We decided to try and help the South rise again. To do that we volunteered and got our very own Meals on Wheels route and started running the 20 mile trip each Wednesday.  We do this together, sort of a family bonding thing, if you will.  After only a few Wednesdays, I began noticing police cars parked in driveways of private residences.  We see Goose Creek Police, Berkeley county sheriff patrol cars, and especially exciting is the sighting of occasional South Carolina State Police cars.  These law enforcement and other officials live throughout the neighborhoods and the marked cars are all parked in private driveways.  (We believe that Yankees didn’t let their police officers and officials keep cars for personal use—to keep down the local taxes, or what-not).    We commented about that.  Gradually we noticed not only on Wednesdays, but on other days and in other neighborhoods same thing--parked cop and law enforcement vehicles in private driveways.  Why right down our street, there is a Mt. Pleasant official’s car parked during the daytime and weekends.  Again, Miss Bonnie, sharp as a tack proclaimed, “Look, down here we have Stay-at-Home Cops.”

And lately guess what?  We have begun noticing what may be the need of special law enforcement for churches.  Now we have started spotting police cruisers sitting in church parking lots and sometimes concealed behind church marquees.  Yup—there is food litter when they drive away.  You got it.   Miss Bonnie has identified the latest breed, by proclaiming, “Now, we got Church Dicks”.  Perhaps there will be a need to hire more law officials because here in Dixie there sure are a lot of Baptist churches and most have real big parking lots to sit and eat in.  But bigger than that, big time, maybe another Dick, “The Big Dick,” Cheney at work and the neighborhood watch implementation of collection of personal data for our Global War on Terror!    
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