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STATE OF CONFUSION


Fourth in the State of Arizona Series


 

 January 5, 2015 
 Inauguration Day for the new Governor of Arizona 
   
 “Governor, I enjoyed your speech, which is something I do not say very often after all my years of listening to politicians pontificate,” Senate Majority Leader Merle Hopkins, commonly referred to as the Hawk, said loud enough for the press to hear. 
 “Thank you for that. I may be ruffling some of your feathers in the near future, Hawk. I pray we will be able to work things out without the wars of the past.” The Governor was looking every which way as he talked. 
 Chief Justice Ivan Bradford looked the new Governor in the eye, “Don’t ruffle the feathers of what’s working, if you want my advice, which you probably don’t.” 
 “Justice Bradford, I have the utmost respect for you and your rulings, but I will do all I can to get Arizona back in a good relationship with the Federal Government. Our President has two more years to serve this great nation and I think we need to get on board to a certain level. Some of his ideas are way out, but the unity of the nation is what’s important.” The Governor’s blood pressure was rising after his short, but definite, speech. 
 “If every state was on board with this President, we’d all go under.” The Speaker of the House was on his soapbox. Anthony White was no lap dog, as the Hawk had found out many times. But, he was a man that would work with, emphasis on the with, anyone. 
 The Governor focused on the discussion that was not going his way. “We’ll chat about all of my ideas in the next few months, I’m sure.” He turned to walk away. 
 The previous Governor, addressed only as Governor while in office, walked up, “Governor, may I escort you to your, YOUR, office at this time? It is tradition, you know.” 
 “Yes you may, Governor. I’d be honored to keep that tradition.” 
 “I’ll formally introduce you to the staff when we arrive. All of them are waiting in the outer office for your arrival.” 
 The new Governor said to the men around him, “If you’ll excuse me? I will meet you at the reception in twenty minutes.” 
 His aide stepped up, “Governor, you have a hard appointment in ten minutes for a statement for the cameras. Your people await.” 
 “They just heard a half hour of me, isn’t that enough?” 
 “No. We promised the press, remember?” 
 “They’ll wait.” He turned to the others, “Twenty minutes. We’ll all be there for the press as a statement of solidarity and unity.” He took his predecessor’s arm, “Shall we go?” 
 “I am honored.”   
 Two weeks later 
 Arizona/Mexico border 
 2 miles west of Montezuma Pass  
   
 A black Explorer kicked up dust as it traveled past Parker Canyon Lake and then turned south to stop in a deep gully a hundred yards past a stock pond and the end of the two ruts. Five men got out. All were dressed in camo and carrying semi-auto rifles and six 30 round ammunition magazines. Each weapon was equipped with a sound suppression device. Their faces were obscured with camo paint and each moved like he knew what he was doing and had done it quite a few times before.  
 “This will be like shooting targets if none of them are armed.” 
 “Even if they are, they won’t have a chance to shoot back if we do it right.” 
 The biggest one shushed them with a hiss and said, “If you don’t hold it down, they won’t come this way. You also have to remember, Border Patrol has listening stations in the pass.” He pointed to a hump, “That hump of dirt is the only thing between us and them.” 
 Each man moved silently down the gully to within sight of the border, or it would have been in sight if it were anything but a busted down four strand barbed wire fence that had seen many better days. As it was, there was absolutely nothing to see. Each took his position and waited. 
 Up from the south, rumor had it, coyotes would be bringing a group of illegals across the border just to test the resolve of the new Governor of Arizona. He had appeared weak on the illegals issue during the campaign which almost cost him the election. Now was the time for the coyotes and the cartels to try what was left of the security that was in place because of the previous Governor and the War with Mexico of eighteen months ago. Many on both sides of the border wanted the border open again, and many did not. ‘Would that well established security still be in place with the same resolve or not?’ was the question. 
 The sound of illegal travelers was clearly heard by the hidden men in camo. Each checked his weapon after a double click on the radio bud in their ear. Each waited for the illegals to come into view.  
 The point man, in deep cover fifty yards closer to the border, watched until he saw the first one and then gave a triple click to the rest. As they walked by his position he counted and gave a click for each one until there were no more. He pressed the button on his mike, “Eight men, six women, and what looks like four young teens. Save the good looking one in the dull yellow jacket, she’s mine.” 
 Four clicks registered as each of the other men responded with a single click. The biggest man was at the north end of the ambush and it was his signal that would start the operation. He watched as he heard the group get closer, but still not in sight. The point man signaled that all were past his station and he was closing the escape route. The rest of the men watched as the group came into view and passed them, each making a count to ensure all the illegals were covered in a field of fire. Each man looked for the dull yellow jacket and marked her in his mind. 
 Two clicks sounded, the big man had seen the first of the illegals coming his way. All they waited for now was the next click. 
 Within moments a single click sounded. One single click and the darkness shattered with the light of exploding rounds emitted from the barrels of the weapons and the strangely innocent poof of noise. Each man took out his assigned targets with overlaps planned so that all would be dropped, except the good looking one. As the targets dropped, the firing died until two clicks came to the ear buds. 
 Every man stood, ejected an empty, or near empty magazine and inserted a full one. They walked forward to check the victims. Three single shots marked the positions of ones that were not dead. The good looking one in the dull yellow jacket quivered as the shots rang around her. She even wondered why she had been missed as she lifted her head and watched the five men walk through the dead toward her.  
 “Don’t worry, baby. We’ve got a message for you to carry.” 
 Two men grabbed her and took her down. Another stepped up and cut her clothes off.  
 After three of the men were sated and she had been slapped around enough to leave bruises that showed, just as the eastern sky was showing the false signs of sunrise, she was given her shoes and the message. “Tell the people down south that this is what will happen to all who violate our border.” His arm swept the positions of the dead. “The new Governor of the State of Arizona has decided to get tougher than ever on you damned border busters. Tell the cartels we will come south after them if they try to run any more drugs into our state. The Federal Government won’t stop you, but we will, and we are many.” The biggest man gave her a shove, “Go deliver the message.” 
 “May I have my clothes, at least a bit of dignity?” There was no accent. 
 “No. Deliver the message. Next time all die. No more messages. You are the lucky one.” 
 “I do not feel lucky. I feel violated.” She lunged at him. 
 He slapped her down. “That’s what Arizona feels when you sneak in and take our resources for your own.” 
 One of the men grabbed her arm and pulled her up. She was pushed toward the border.  
 The walk for her was a long one. For the first time in the trip she felt the cold of the night and shivered as her arms started to prickle. She cried into the night in shame and anger. As she stepped over the rusting four strands of barbed wire, she turned and cursed the United States of America where she had lived for five years in peace before all illegals had been given the ultimatum of leave with their possessions or they would be caught and thrown back across the border with only the clothes on their back. Now she wished she had clothes on her back.  
 The men quickly gathered the fired brass they could find, rechecked the dead, and gathered around the big man. With a silent nod, the leader motioned toward the vehicle. The point man set off on the trail that marked their entry into this place and the rest followed. The big man brought up the rear to erase as many of their tracks as he could on the move. 
 At the Explorer, they washed away the dirt with a couple of jugs of warm water, changed clothes, safed and cased their weapons, fired up the engine, and rolled toward Seirra Vista through the Montezuma Pass. The banter in the vehicles centered on the quality of the lady and the ease of the operation. All wanted to do it again, mostly for the money they would receive. 
 The point man said as he was dropped off in Benson, “Had fun. Let’s do this again, soon.” 
 The leader said, “I’ll call on the cell. Never use anything but the cell you were given and only use it to receive calls. No chats with your bookie or the ladies.” All of them nodded, “Wipe our ride clean, real clean, and give it back to the rental in Benson by noon.” The point man closed the door and walked toward the quick stop store to get a drink, a big drink.  
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 Later that day 
 Phoenix 
 The Governor’s office 
   
 The Governor wasn’t happy. They had been talking for over an hour and he had other business on his agenda. “Gentlemen, I understand the need for the border shut down, and the border control, and Druggersville, and the  immediate transport of the illegals, and the schools, and the courts, and the everything else that was so quickly put in place to regain our positive fiscal balance. But, we have alienated the Federal Government and the Mexican Government. All I’m saying is we need to move in a direction that will begin to mend those broken fences.” 
 Hawk broke in, “Those items you are talking about were not quickly put in place. They were argued, thought about, even prayed over, in the combined meeting of the House and the Senate for three days, over 72 hours, before we even began to implement those items. Arizona is unique. It is our state. We are part and parcel a state within the United States. Nothing we have done is illegal, nothing is as expensive as taking the Fed dollar; every change we implemented saved us money and resolved issues that were draining us of all resources. Yeah, we had some problems. Most of those problems were because of the Federal Government you want to kiss up to and the foreign government you want to surrender to. I will not allow that if at all possible.” 
 “I do not propose to surrender to anyone. I agree that the changes brought us back to a solid fiscal position, but there is no use in continuing the stalemate that exists today. The Fed will not live up to its security responsibilities and Mexico is making no effort to stop illegal border crossers. I am sure there are enough new people in both branches to bring about the changes I want, but I do want us to work them out together. Am I clear?” He stood before them with his arms crossed over his chest and stretching his body upward. 
 “Yes. Problem is, most of the new folks ran on platforms that agreed with the changes. The majority of people of the State of Arizona must have agreed with the changes in order for them to make it into the seats they now hold. For us and them to change back to the Federal Government controlled state we had will be a death knell for the State of Arizona as a separate entity within the USA. I, for one, will not now or ever, bow my head to that idea. When the Fed agrees to state’s rights as stated in the Constitution of these United States, I will rethink my stand. At no time should a state be cowed by the Federal Government’s money and random unconstitutional regulations. Our schools are turning out better students more capable of holding a job as seen by our low drop-out rate, SAT/ACT scores, and other states following our lead. Industry is very happy. Our welfare system is the best and least expensive in the nation. Our courts have the shortest trial cycle in the nation. Our drug problem is the smallest in the nation. We have a greater percentage of money in bank savings per capita than any other state in the nation. We are still using legally invited folks from across the border in our industry. We are closing prisons and not building new ones. Why would you want to change all that?”  The Hawk said. 
 The Speaker said, “I’m just as adamant as the Hawk.” 
 Heads bobbed around the table. 
 The Governor backed up a step, his face red, and his hands dropped at his sides clenched into fists.  
 The phone rang in the outer office as the men and women awaited the explosion. 
 “Gentlemen,” the Governor began, “I see your point, BUT, there must be a way to regain a strong, but – oh, what word to use, separate, unsurrendered, independent, positive – that’s it, positive and independent relationship with both political entities. That’s what I propose to …” 
 “Governor?” the secretary said. 
 He looked up, startled, “I told you no interruptions.” 
 Josie replied, “I think you need this call, Sir.” She smiled. “Line 1, Sir. It is El Presidenté Ramos.” 
 As he reached for his phone he said, “Maybe this is a beginning.” He put the phone to his ear, hit line 1, and “Governor Estabon Reeves here. How are you, El Presidenté?” 
 “I am not well, Señor Reeves. Your message has upset me much,” El Presidenté replied. 
 “My message? I have sent you no message, Señor.” 
 The Governor listened for a long time. As his face saddened he dropped into his desk chair. Tears rolled down his cheeks and were caught with his handkerchief. Until, finally, he put the phone down and put his face in his hands. “He hung up on me and I don’t blame him. Seventeen people were massacred and a woman badly abused down on the border. The ones who did this thing said it was a message from me as to how we would treat anyone who came over illegally. The woman was assaulted and left naked, except for her shoes, to walk back south and give the message to the Mexican government and the cartels. How could someone do this in the name of Arizona?” 
 Ted Fuerte, reporter started for the door with his cell phone in hand. 
 “Stop, Ted. I cannot let you print this right now. Let’s find out more. You’ll get your scoop.” Hawk’s voice was hard.  
 “Okay. One hour. Then I call it in.” 
 “Thank you,” The Governor’s voice was weak and definite. 
 Josie was still standing in the doorway. 
 “Josie, leave us.” 
 “Yes, Sir.” 
 Each of the legislators and the reporter were stunned into silence until Philomeno Ruiz, the leader of the Hispanic Caucus, said, “I do not understand this. Why? I do not think you would do this and from your reaction I think you are as shocked as I am. I will tell my people it was not you. They will listen. The ones to the south, below the border will not. This is a bad thing for your goals, Señor.” 
 The Governor was silent, visibly gathering himself for the task at hand. 
 Anthony White said, “This sounds like something for your Investigator’s office, Governor.” 
 “Who? You mean that bunch of do-nothings down the hall.” 
 “They only do what you tell them to do. Tan and his troops, have saved the bacon for us and put their lives on the line a couple of times. I’d call them,” the Hawk said.  
 Heads bobbed around the table.  
 Fuentes said, “I’d go for him if I were Governor,” and walked out. “Call me.” He closed the door. 
 Josie stuck her nose in, “You want me to call the Office of Special Investigator to the Governor, Sir?” 
 “No. Get out.” He shouted it just a bit too loud.  
 Josie slammed the door behind her. 
 “I think you are making a mistake, Governor. That gal there is better than any of the right hands us legislators have and Tan’s group gets results even if all of them other than Tan are rejects in one way or another. They stopped the dam busting drone, the biggest drug dealer pushing up from the south, and Tan was a leader in the assault on the Snow Bowl against the Native American rebellion. His crew has the connections to get things done. All our agencies work well with them. Believe it or not, all our agencies are working well with each other in almost every aspect of daily business.” Hawk, standing, relaxed and smiling, didn’t rattle praise like that for just anybody and everyone in the room knew that, including the Governor. 
 Governor Estabon Reeves walked to the door of his office and asked Josie to come in. “I wish to apologize to you for the first time. There will be other times I am sure, but hopefully not. Please call this Tan and ask him to join me in twenty minutes, here. Thank you.” 
 “Apology accepted. Tan’s on his way. I called him already.” 
 Hawk looked at the Governor, “See?” 
 The Governor smiled and nodded. “Okay. If you will all leave and go think of ways to mend our relationships without losing our identity, I would appreciate it. Looks like the job just got rougher.” 
 Heads bobbed again as they stood and left the room.  
 The Hawk was last to go. As he closed the door, he said, “You done good, real good.” 
 “Thank you, Hawk.” He fell back into his chair and buzzed Josie. 
 When she opened the door, he said, “We got anything to drink around here?” 
 “Hard or soft?” 
 “Soft. Water, cola, whatever. How about some power pills?” 
 “Power pills?” 
 “Donuts.” 
 “Yes, Sir. On my way.” She walked out the door with a sway of skirt that said she had won. 
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 Tan walked into the reception room of the Governor’s office not sure of what the reception would be. In two weeks there had been no call or visit from the man. A business card had been delivered to Josie for presentation as a form of introduction.  
 Josie was not in her office. He entered the inner sanctum of the new boss. 
 Arizona’s new Governor motioned him to a chair. He was in the middle of a phone call to the Cochise County Sheriff’s office. 
 “Sheriff, I would appreciate it if you would just secure the scene if you want my people to handle the matter and wait for my investigator to arrive.” 
 He listened. 
 “Why yes, it is Tan. He just walked into the office and I will get him to you A S A P. 
 He listened. 
 “Oh, you’ve worked with him before. I’ll give him your hello and get him in the air.” 
 He looked at Tan apologetically as he listened again. 
 “Thank you. I’m sure he will. Good bye.” He hung up. 
 The desk was large compared to the old Governor’s so it took him a few steps to walk around and get in position to stick out his hand, “Tan, I’ve heard a lot about you. Even Josie is a part of your fan club. The Cochise County Sheriff says if you want it, you got it. The Sheriff in Nogales thinks you’re the cat’s meow. She can’t wait to get you on the scene.” 
 “The scene, Governor?” He wanted the subject changed. To be talked about like that was one thing that embarrassed the former Marine and Coconino County Sheriff’s Deptuty. 
 “Yes, the scene. Wait a moment.” He walked to the door just as Josie was coming in with a cart. On the cart was a silver bucket of ice covering sodas, water, and a couple of minnies of Black Jack Daniels. A dozen donuts were neatly arranged on a etched crystal plate. Napkins and coffee with insulated paper cups filled out the assortment. 
 “Here you are, Governor.” 
 “Thank you, Josie. I use a bit of brown sugar in my coffee. Would there be any around?” 
 “On the lower shelf, sir. Your wife called me with that information the day after you took residence in this office. For future reference, there is coffee here every morning within 15 minutes of my arrival. If you’d like I can move the coffee maker in here with you. Will there be anything else? It’s time for my lunch and your next appointment is not until 2 this afternoon, a group of tree huggers wanting to stop logging anywhere in the state.” 
 “Like that will happen. No, I have nothing more for you and tell my wife thank you next time you see her. I haven’t seen her in the daylight since I was sworn in. You can keep the coffee in your office. That way visitors can get a cup while they wait.”  
 He waited for the response. When none came he added, “Oh, and while I have you here, I told you to give me all the mail and let me decide what’s important and what isn’t. Would you please screen it for me, the amount of junk mail is bad, but some of the advertisements are interesting?”  
 “I figured it would take a month in this office before you asked me to do that. No problem. I’ll give you two piles, important and questionable. How’s that?” 
 “Great. Enjoy your lunch and hang the ‘do not disturb’ sign on the locked outer door as you leave.” 
 “Yes, Sir.” She looked at Tan, “See ya later, Mr. Brown.” 
 “I’ll Mr. Brown you young lady. Go eat lunch, you’re getting too skinny.” 
 “I’m getting fat. He’s due in August.” 
 “Congrats.” 
 The Governor said, “Don’t ask for any time off. I need you.” 
 “Right, Boss.” She turned and closed the door behind her.  
 The Governor turned to Tan, “Is Tan your real name or what?” 
 “My payroll name is Les Brown, somehow everybody has warped that into Tan. I don’t mind. It makes me think of myself as more, not less.” He smiled. 
 “Right. Have a power pill and whatever else you would like. We might be here for a while.” 
 Tan grabbed a jelly filled and poured two cups of coffee, handed a cup to the Governor, and sat back down. “Where’s the scene and why is it a scene?” 
 “Two miles west of Montezuma Pass and the Coronado National Memorial and there are seventeen bodies on the ground. One woman survived. She was raped, beat up, sent back south with only her shoes, and a message supposedly from me. That message was something like, ‘Greetings from the new Governor. This is what happens to those who cross the line. Next time no survivors.’  
 “She said there were five men in camo with semi auto weapons. A Mexican Border Patrol vehicle picked her up a half mile south of the border. El Presedentè thinks I did this and has demanded reparations to the families and the girl to the tune of two million dollars for each death and five million to the young lady.” 
 “That’s expensive music.” 
 “Yes it is. I will not pay it, but I will send you down there to do what needs to be done. The Sheriff, a Sara Borkowicz, or something like that, sends her love and is waiting for you.” 
 “Sara is the Sheriff? Sweet! She was a deputy we worked with on the cartel case that had the whole state hating me for ripping up the roads and shooting up a tourist site in Sedona. I didn’t even know she wanted the job. Also, that scene is in Cochise Country, Benson and Sierra Vista, and the Undersheriff runs the force. I don’t recall his name. They work together along that stretch of border. Sara is from Santa Cruz County, Nogales. Cochise County was short-handed and very busy last time I worked with them.” 
 “I’ll learn the distinctions of each county one of these days. Back to the crime. I’ll have a chopper coming for you in twenty minutes, you and one other. I want you down there and have the crime solved  in 24 hours, if not, find another job.” The man was dead serious. 
 “I might as well resign right now if that’s how you work, sir.” 
 “Mr. Brown, I don’t need a crisis like this. Arizona doesn’t need a crisis like this. There are enough problems in Arizona and this country. Go, and do your best. Use all the resources you need, within reason of course, and get these men. I will call El Presidenté and let him know you are on the case. I understand you have a reputation with him.” 
 “Yeah, a bad one. I invaded his country with an army to root out a crook and rescue my men. It was my understanding I was a dead man if I ever crossed the border again.” 
 “I’ll work on that. Anything else you have to say or need or whatever?” 
 “Just your personal cell phone number.” Tan handed his new boss his card with all his numbers.  
 “I’ll write all mine down, including my chief of security’s and my driver’s.” 
 “Is Burt Willis your driver?” 
 “Yes. Oh, you probably have his then.” 
 “Yes, sir, and Chief Robinson’s.” 
 The Governor scribbled his numbers, handed the paper to Tan, and grabbed the phone. Tan heard it ring three times before a voice said, “Armistad.” 
 “Desi, I need a chopper on my roof in fifteen minutes. Ready to go south to the Sierra Vista area. It will carry Mr. Brown and one other from his office. Along with possible equipment not to exceed 50 pounds. Also, can you join me in my office at 2:30 this afternoon? We have a new problem on the border.” 
 He listened.  
 “I’ll get him to join us. Thank you. Good bye.” He sat the phone in its cradle.  
 Tan was punching a text on his cell. 
 He looked at Tan, “Be on the roof, you and one other, in 15 minutes.” 
 “Boss, it will take me 20 minutes at least. The man I want with me is ten minutes out.” 
 “Okay. Make it so and get moving.” 
 “Yes, boss.” 
 “And don’t call me, boss.” 
 “Josie does.” 
 “She’s cuter than you are. Get going.” He turned to the pile in his inbox. 
 Tan put his cell in his jacket pocket and left. He had done nothing for the last two weeks. The time of sitting around was over, again. The adrenalin began to flow just like it did when they left the compound in Iraq. 
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 As he turned the corner in the hallway to his office he saw Leon wheeling himself into the office. The rush of memories of the shootout south of the border and the rescue of this man nailed to a tree painted a horrible movie is his head. Leon would be dead if Tan hadn’t busted the border with a rogue army and seen to a lot of people being killed. Bruce Knotts turned into the hall from the other direction. Bruce had too many shoot-outs in his history. He walked like an old man, but was probably the best cop of the bunch.  
 Tan knew that Abdul was still on his way to the office, as was Tank. Tan smiled at the thought. The large ex-con pardoned by the previous Governor and a tattooed red neck with a passion for high powered four wheel drive trucks were just crazy enough and smart enough to be a large part of his team.  
 His team, what a group of rejects; too old for standard duty, or too shot up, or out of specs for other duty. Each had been given to him because their previous job did not want them, except for Abdul and Tank. Abdul had been a prisoner in a max yard, but a holder of much needed information. He was pardoned by the former Governor for that info. Tank, Walter Dorfman Kozaklewics, sent to cop school by order of the former Governor, graduated with honors (low man in the class, but the hardest worker to make it happen), tats all over, and more than a few pounds overweight. Oh yeah, he also owns a gold mine in the hills outside Mammoth which he shares with Tan and a couple others in the group because they staked him a few bucks to help get started. 
 Then there was Chuck, the wanna-be hero. When the chips were down, he was up. Engaged to the only female in the group Rachel DeMont, a current resident of the cop school sent by order of the former Governor so she could move up from secretary to cop in the team. Her being a paramedic didn’t hurt the group either.  
 Tan entered the office with a smile as the memories winked out of his mind and the reality of here and now hit him. 
 “Welcome, O great and mighty one,” Chuck bowed. 
 “Shut up. You some kinda nut or somethin’?” Bruce gave Chuck a shove back into his chair. 
 “Okay troops, let’s go into the conference room and have a chat.” 
 Abdul and Tank arrived just as everyone else was getting comfortable and running out of small talk. Tan said, “We’re all here. Listen up. The ship has hit the sand again down on the border.” 
 He went on to tell them all he knew and then listened to questions that he could not answer as yet. 
 “Okay gang, here’s what we gonna do. Leon you get the glorious job of manning the desk here. You can collate all the info and whereabouts as they come in. Abdul you’ll go with me to the scene. Tank, I want you following in your truck. We will need to cover some dirt I’m thinking. Chuck, you are the gofer for Leon and all of us. I want you nosing around in the Phoenix area in your spare time to see what you can find. Hit the high dollar meeting places of the rich and famous, and keep your ears open, ask the right questions, keeping in touch with Leon at all times. Bruce, you get to do what you do best, hit the streets and dig for militia or gang possibilities along with anything else that might come along. I’d check with shooting clubs, vets, gun shops, and etcetera. You know the routine. 
 “This is a bad one. This shooting could be just a one timer for the hell of it, or it could be the beginning of something big. The Boss has called in the heavies for a meeting at 2:30 today, I want some info for him to share if we can find it. Questions?” 
 Everybody shook their heads, no. 
 Leon asked, “You know I don’t like flying a desk, can’t you do something else with me.” 
 “Leon, my man, you have the best criminal mind here, except for Abdul. Use it as you collate the info coming in and make conclusions, guesses, and come up with ideas that will need investigating. There isn’t a better way for you to be useful while you’re still in that chair. Once your feet are both up to snuff again, then off you go into the face of the lion. You are the man for this job.” 
 “I don’t like it, but you’re probably right.” He smiled. 
 Tan looked around. Each face registered a different way. One was smiling. Another was worried. Two were blank. The last one was miffed, Chuck didn’t like his assignment. 
 Tan smiled at Chuck, “I have a feeling there will be lots of effort needed on this one.” 
 Heads bobbed up and down. The wop, wop, wop of a chopper coming close rattled the building. 
 “Let’s hit it. Abdul there’s our ride.” 
 “Riding that dragon, bossman? You knows I hates chopper rides.” 
 “Get in. That’s why we pays you the big bucks.” 
 Each went to the chopper in his own way. 
   
 Abdul made it to the roof first and ducked as he walked to the open door of the dull black helicopter. Tan took a long look at the part of the city of Phoenix that could be seen from this roof before following. Once on board they both put on the head sets and buckled in the back seat.  
 Over the headsets came, “You want to go where?” 
 “Let’s head for the west side of the Huachuca Mountains a mile or so short of the border and a couple miles west of Montezuma Pass. We’ll see the site from there, I’m sure.” 
 “Off we go,” was the reply as power was added and the craft began to lift. 
 Tan thought he recognized the voice of the pilot. He leaned forward to get a better look. It was the same pilot that had taken them on a ride before to a small place called Young that can only be reached by dirt road and Tan didn’t want to beat up a state car. The man had flown twenty feet off the tree tops and swooped around the mountains like it was a combat assault. “We gonna get a ride, pilot?” 
 “Why would you ask, sir?” 
 “I’ve ridden with you before.” 
 The pilot looked back, shook his head. “You gonna rappel outta the bird this time?” 
 “Na. I’ll just jump.” 
   
 South Tucson 
 Denny’s 
   
 “How did it go? Any problems?” 
 “Look, I told you before, when you give me a job I do it and do it well. People fell down and one left the party with a generous number of gifts. We are all okay. Nothing was left when the party was over.” 
 “I like the sounds of that.” The man across the table from the tall man reached out with a manila envelope. “Twenty thousand dollars in large bills, as promised,” said the old man with worry wrinkles and a scruffy beard.  
 Sergeant Dickens knew the beard was just camouflage and the wrinkles were not. “Colonel Assat, we are now five men who have done a job that can end our freedom and worse. We believe in the cause, but we also believe we are worth a bit more, like double.” 
 “Sergeant Dickens, I agree.” He produced another envelope; this one much thinner. “Here’s your next assignment. You will need a few more people.” He paused before, “You do realize that this is only the beginning, don’t you?” 
 “Yes, Sir. Got two more just waiting for the invite, Colonel. If this is the only way us vets can get what’s coming to us, so be it.” 
 “Then I will see you on payday. I think the corporal is ready to play this next game; he and his brother.” 
 “I’ll give them a visit, too. I like face to face conversations, not phone calls. More security that way.” 
 “I agree. Carry on, Sergeant.” The colonel reached for his coffee cup as the tall man left the restaurant. ‘I hate the face to face meetings, Sergeant, they put me in danger. I cannot have that,’ he thought as he held out is cup to a passing waitress for more coffee. 
 The sergeant got in his car and drove to the rental stall at the airport, mumbling to himself about the need for men and the ease of getting more money. He turned in the rental Buick SUV and climbed into his personal, a cherry red ’67 Corvette. He put down the rag top and put on his cap before driving away. The attendant watched and listened as the car crawled past him with the engine surging like a race horse ready to run. 
 As he pushed the car to turnpike speed, he reached for his phone and called out a name, “Call Boris.” He waited as three rings went by. 
 “Yeah?” 
 “Got the candy.” 
 “I’ll meet ya.”  
 “Bring friends.”  
 “Cool.” 
 The two men stuffed their throwaway phones in a pocket and smiled. Payday is happy day. 
   
 The scene 
   
 The pilot of the chopper announced, “Looks like we’re here if you’re looking for cops and Border Patrol,” and pointed ahead. 
 On the ground a dozen vehicles parked haphazardly near an area dotted with bodies that looked like folks sleeping in the dirt between the scrub bushes. Tan responded, “Looks like it. Find a place as close as possible without sand blasting the scene and land this thing, please.” 
 “10-4.” 
 The pilot dropped to within twenty feet of the deck, flared, set the bird down on an open spot among the scrub. “Gotta get back. Hope you got wheels down here.” 
 “We’ll make do. Thanks for the lift. Next time try to miss the ridges by a margin of more than 10 feet.” 
 “Hell’s bells, that ain’t no fun.”  
 Minutes later Tan and Abdul walked into the mess of vehicles, Tan holding up his badge.  
   
 A good looking Sheriff stepped out from behind a Santa Cruz vehicle. “We know who you are, Tan. Get over here. You are not gonna like it one bit.” 
 “What are you doing here, Sheriff Sara? You belong in the county next door. No excitement in Nogales anymore?” 
 “I was invited.” 
 “Congrats on the promotion.” 
 “Voters weren’t very smart, but the retarded retiring Sheriff recommended me for his replacement until this past election and then they voted me to stay.” 
 “You must have impressed someone.” 
 They walked toward a Cochise Country vehicle with SHERIFF on the side and no sign of lights or siren. Tim Waters came around the vehicle with his hand out. 
 Tan put a name to the face coming toward him. “Sorry, Tim, I don’t donate to any causes.” 
 “Dang, and I need the money.” 
 They shook hands. 
 Tim said, “I figure it was you we were waiting for. You got a mighty slow driver, or what?” 
 “Or what. Nice to work with you again. You still the boss forensics man down here?” 
 “Yeah, for both counties now, Cochise and Santa Cruz. Sara works my butt off and our new Sheriff in Cochise sits in his office and delegates. His reigning under-sheriff is over there.” He pointed, which caught the man’s eye. He motioned him over. 
 “Tan, this reprobate is the oldest Deputy Sheriff in the whole United States, Marty Higgins. Sole survivor of the Higgins feud out of Texas, or so he says.” 
 Higgins stuck out his hand, “Pleased to meet you, Mr. Brown. Heard a lot about you and now I get to see what all the hype is about.” His face held no emotion that Tan could see. 
 “Pleased to come down and put on my show for the country folk, Deputy. Look forward to working with you. It’s your bailiwick, but I hope we can work together on this without any hassles. If my team steps on any toes, let me know.” 
 “As long as the state is paying the bill, it’s all yours. We’re broke, thanks to the War with Mexico and losing all that drug money we used to confiscate I have barely enough money to make pay rool and hang paper in the bathroom.” 
 “Okay, this little fella behind me is Abdul. He’s my little brother.” 
 Sara and Marty looked toward the scene. 
 “We better get to work.” Marty walked toward the bodies. 
 “Tan, you can go where you want. I’ve finished with the site and have nothing to report other than what you can see for yourself. We got ambulances coming to pick up these folks as soon as you say so.” Tim said, “It ain’t pretty and there’s nothing I can see with these old eyes that will help you solve the case.” 
 “Thanks.” Tan put his emotions in his pocket and grabbed a note pad and camera from his other pocket before moving into the midst of the mess.  
 Abdul took one look and walked to the side where he left his late breakfast in the dirt. The early breakfast came with the second eruption. He looked around sheepishly, “Sorry.” Then he noticed that no one was looking his way.  
 Tan took a look at a teenaged boy; two rounds had ripped through his body. He moved to a woman, and then a man, and then another boy. He looked around. Something gleamed in the dirt two steps away. He bent and picked up a casing with a twig. 
 He looked at it. “5.56 military.” 
 Sara held out a baggie. 
 Tim took the baggie, tagged it, and put it in his meager collection of evidence. “Usually we would have many of these, but someone went around and picked up all the casings. A couple of half wiped away tracks from military style boots along with the absence of others tell me that.”  
 Waters said, “All tracks ended at the two rut about 50 yards away from this scene. Brushed out most likely. No tire tracks.” 
 “Treat that case real nice and find us a fingerprint with a history so we can close this mystery by tomorrow and make the Governor happy.” 
 “Right.” The CSI man hated sarcasm. 
 As Tan walked around checking each victim, vehicles were firing up and leaving. There was nothing here for them now that the Governor’s office was in charge. One Border Patrolman said as he turned away, “Give us a call if you need help with anything.” 
 Abdul said, “You can count on it, my man.” 
 The AzBP man gave him a look and kept on walking. 
 Tim and Sara followed Tan around staying out of the scene as much as possible until Tan was past the body furthest south. It was a woman about thirty, nicely dressed in fashionable hiking gear and jacket that was expensive in Mexico because it was made in the U.S.A. 
  “This one had money. Any money on these folks?” Tan asked. 
 “Each had at least two hundred American on them. This lady had a thousand. This wasn’t a robbery, if that’s what you’re asking, Tan.” 
 “I was hoping it was. Now it’s just a random murder.” 
 Sara said, “Tell him about the other woman, Marty.” 
 “Other woman?” Tan turned toward the two followers. 
 Tim answered with, “There was another woman. Her clothes are over there by that scuffed up spot of dirt. They were cut and torn off of a size four woman. Cheap, but stylish. Signs also of rape. I have swabs of blood mixed with what appears to my experienced eye to be male emissions. I have sent those swabs to the lab with my assistant. We’ll have to wait until we get back over the pass to find out the results of his tests. No signal here.” He held up his phone. 
 “Use the radio, Tim.” 
 “Oh, yeah.” He was bright red. “You can see the tracks of a pair of what I think are women’s sneakers headed back south. They go all the way to the border fence, four rusty strands laying on the ground as far as I could see.” 
 “Looks like someone wanted a survivor. Why?” 
 Sara said, “To carry a message, maybe.” 
 “Yeah, that’s what the Governor said, too,” agreed Tan. “Tim, while you’re on the radio ask someone to bring a car for Abdul and me. Four wheel drive. I’ll probably be making an invasion of Mexico. Second time for me. This time I’ll go without a weapon except my badge.” 
  “I’m on it.” Tim trotted to his van. 
 Sara said, “What could the message be after something like this?” 
 “You tell me and we’ll both know, Sara. From the tracks the woman was staggering for the first fifty feet or so and then she starts walking nice and straight.” 
 “She was probably stunned by the rape and the force used to gain submission.” 
 Another van left with the last body. 
 Sara looked around. “I need to get back to the office. Call if you need me.” 
 “You can bet we will. Got a radio you can spare until my car gets here?” 
 “Yeah. Got a spare hand held in the trunk.”  
 Tan walked to the car to get it from her as she popped the trunk with a button on her key ring and reached inside emerging with the radio in hand. “Here ya go. Bye.” She stepped in the car and left. 
 Tim walked back from his van. “Tan, your car is on the way. Higgins had one on the way when I called. The car was just entering Montezuma Pass moments ago. Give it 10 minutes on the outside. The blood does contain semen. There’s also mucus in one sample of blood I took down the trail a bit that tells me she had a bloody nose or lip. Do you think they would beat her up after raping her or did she fight back?” 
 “Your guess is as good as mine.” Tan didn’t really want to think about the woman. He’d seen rape victims before and none of those experiences were anything he wanted again. 
 “You mind if I split? This is my wife’s birthday.” 
 “Get out of here. You should have left with the last body. Thanks. Send me a copy of all reports, please.” Tan handed him a card. “All my numbers are on there.” 
 “Gotcha.” Tim ran back to his van and was gone. 
 Abdul walked up to Tan, “I think we’re gonna have a visitor, boss. Sounds of an engine coming this way from the south.” 
 Tan reached down to his ankle and pulled his backup gun. Handing it to Abdul, he said, “You don’t shoot except to defend yourself after I’m down.” 
 “Come on, boss. You start shooting and I’ll join you if there’s more than one.” 
 “That’ll work.” 
 They waited standing quietly in the puny January sunshine as the sound of an engine worked closer and closer. 
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 With a grinding of gears and a bit of white smoke a jeep climbed out of the gully and onto the flat land below the macabre site. The jeep sported a white handkerchief tied to a long whip antenna and a red faced Mexican Major. The driver was no more than a kid in a new camo uniform with no stripes on his sleeve or collar.  
 The major got out of the jeep and stood still for a few moments, taking in the scene; his red face getting redder all the time. “Burro. Who are you?” He looked at Tan. 
 “When you can talk to me civilly I just might be willing to overlook your bad manners and talk with you. I am the Special Investigator to the Governor of Arizona, Colonel Les Brown.” 
 “Ju are no Colonel. You are a glorified traffic policeman. I know of you, Señor. You are the one who invaded our country and killed many of our people.” 
 “Only those who dealt in drugs and had two of my men hostage,” Tan turned his back as if he had something on the ground to look at.  
 “Do not be more of a burro.” 
 Abdul began a slow search of the ground, moving to the left of Tan with his eyes on the ground. 
 “Look, Major, you have violated the border of Arizona. You are now the invader of my country. I am an officer of the State of Arizona. I am here investigating the murder of 17 of your people and the rape of another. Tell me why I should not arrest you.” 
 “I am come to see the spot where my people were murdered and where one was raped, beaten, and humiliated by sending her home desnudo. We have heard your Governor’s message loud and clear. You tell the man that he is no man. He is a buey, a steer I think you would say. Or, maybe he is a puto.” 
 “I will tell him nothing of the kind. Who are you to talk like this?” 
 “I, you ignorant burro, am Major Rodrigo Rodriguez of the Army of Mexico. This is my part of the northern border of our magnificent nation, Mexico. The young lady who was violated in this place was my cousin.” 
 “It has been my experience, Major, that all of you Mexicans are cousins of each other.” Tan paused.  
 “Major, we will get nowhere talking to each other like this. I am no diplomat, nor am I an officer of a military unit. I have been a sergeant, twice. I am the Governor’s investigator. He sent me here to find out what happened here, capture the ones who perpetrated this crime, and see that they are in a position to be prosecuted to the fullest extent of our law. If you will kindly tell me why you are here under a white flag I will listen to you. If you keep up the belligerent bravado, I will arrest you and throw you in the nearest jail until you calm down. What message did Governor Reeves supposedly send you? I just need to make sure we all got the same message.” 
 “The young daughter of my uncle’s wife’s sister’s daughter was walking south when I find her crying and naked. I cover her with a blanket and take her to a hospital in Nogales, Mexico. She say the men that do this told her Governor Reeves was going to do this to all who cross the border and next time there would be no survivors. Then she cried that she wished she had not survived. My cousin is being watched to make her not kill herself. How you say, suicide?” 
 “Yes, Major, suicide. I am sorry for the mistreatment of your cousin. My Governor sent me down here because neither he nor Arizona had a part in this. He sent no message. Had he a message to send it would have gone through proper political channels. He is an honorable man.” 
 The Major said, “Who would do such a thing as this, Señor Brown? Only our bárbaro, Señor, and they would not bother people like this. Tell me, who could do this and why?” 
 “I do not know at this time, but I will find out and they will be brought to justice.” 
 “I have justice for them in my gun, Señor. Call me and I will administer it.” 
 “May I have your name and phone number? I would like to interview the survivor. We may need to work together, Major.” 
 The Major pulled a pistol from his belt at the small of his back, but before he could do anything with it, Abdul said, “No. No. No.”  
 The Major looked over his right shoulder. Abdul’s pistol was six inches from his head. 
 The Major dropped his gun, turned, and walked back to the jeep. After getting in he said, “I will be back.” 
 “You come north of the border again, Major, and I just may have to kill you.” Tan’s voice was as cold as his words.  
 Tan walked to the pistol on the ground, picked it up, dumped the magazine, emptied it, jacked the slide to eject the chambered round, slammed the empty magazine in position, and walked to the Major. “Don’t forget this. I would not take it from you. I want us to be even the next time we meet, Major Rodriquez. Go in peace, but do not come back. If you do, be prepared to use that gun.” 
 He turned and walked toward the sound of a coming vehicle. Abdul followed the Major to his jeep and, as the Major sat down, he said, “Don’t come back or even let me see you anywhere. If you do, I will squeeze you like a grape until nothing more comes out of your body. Do you understand?” 
 The Major just sat there. 
 The driver said, “Shall we go, Major,” between quivering lips. 
 “Do you understand, Major?” Tan sounded like a drill sergeant talking to a boot on the first day of boot camp. 
 “Yes.” He paused, “chófer, andelé.” 
 The driver put the jeep in gear, spun a tight circle, and dropped into the gully grinding gears every time he shifted. The sound of the jeep quickly faded and surrendered to the sound of cars coming from the north.  
 Tan looked at Abdul, “What did I tell you about that gun?” 
 “To use it at my discretion.” 
 “Exactly.” 
 They turned to meet the car. 
 A deputy got out of the first car and stood still with his mouth open and his hands slowly rising. Tan turned to see a lone man with an M-16 standing not thirty feet south of him. He walked toward the man and put both hands on his shoulders as Abdul stood with the pistol in his hand doing nothing. 
 “One, it is good to see you. Will you help us?” 
 “Yes I will, but I know nothing, Tan.” 
 “How is your father?” 
 “He is well.” 
 “And your mother?” 
 “She is in pain with her arthritis.” 
 “I will pray for her.” 
 “What happened here? Damned Major almost ran over me.” 
 Tan gave him a run down and a few guesses. 
 One said, “My father and I will work to find out what we can on our side.” 
 He reached into his pocket and pulled out a cell phone. “My number is the only one on this phone, Tan. Call me when you need me and I will use it to call you with any info I may have. If anyone other than you or the big Negro there calls me I will hang up. Use San José for a call sign and I will use Santa Gabriella as mine. Any other words and I destroy my phone. Comprender?

 “Yes. Abdul and I only. San José and Santa Gabriella.” 
 “That is uno grande hombre you have there.” 
 “You got it, One.” 
 One turned and began walking south. As he walked men stood and followed until there was only one man in sight who looked back at the three standing by the car before disappearing. 
 “Damn,” the deputy said. 
 “Nope. There may be salvation in this case,” Tan turned and said. 
 Abdul just laughed as he said, “Impressive.” 
 Tan asked, “There any place good to eat around here.” 
 “Sierra Vista. What do you like?” 
 Tan said, “You drive, we’ll think on that a bit.” 
 The other car turned around and followed them back the way they had just come. 
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 Governor Reeves waited until the White House switch board found the President. 
 “Yes, Governor?” were the first words from the President’s mouth. 
 Arizona’s leader dumped the whole incident on the nation’s leader, ending with, “We would like to have some assistance from the FBI in this case. I am asking for 10 agents to assist in this investigation.” 
 “I can do that.” 
 The Governor relaxed. 
 “If you will return that sorry state of yours back to the sorry excuse of a state it was before your predecessor told us where we could put our good money in no uncertain terms and then caused Mexico to attack you trying to get us to intervene.” 
 “I could try, but it won’t work. I don’t want that and neither does my legislature nor the people of the great state of Arizona. We have started a new day in statehood.” 
 The phone went dead. 
 He called Texas. The Governor of Texas responded with, “We are part of the way to what you did. We’ll join you all the way if I can get it through my legislature. I think that will happen.” 
 New Mexico’s response was, “We’ll keep the border closed.” 
 California just laughed. 
 Josie stuck her head in the office. “Boss, the Governor of Oklahoma is on line two.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 Oklahoma said, “Send me all the details of what Arizona has done and how. I will try to get us moving in a direction similar to yours. You might want to talk with Louisiana, Alabama, and Florida.” 
 Governor Reeves had Josie prepare packets of all the law changes, actions, efforts, results, whatever, that had been utilized in Arizona’s change and send them out to all the states including California. “When you are done, hand me a copy of all that. I need to read up on it.”  
 “That’s gonna take a while, Boss.” 
 “Get the legislator’s secretaries on board with you and publish a volume. We’ll get it bound and send it out. Three days maybe?” 
 “Three months, for sure.” 
 “It won’t get done standing there, Josie.” 
 “Yes, Boss.” She spun on her heels and closed the door none too gently, stamping her foot as she stepped toward her desk. “Like I have nothing else to do,” she grumbled under her breath. 
   
 Sierra Vista Steak House 
   
 “Well, I need to talk to the grandstander in the Governor’s office.” Tan stopped and thought a moment. “I shouldn’t call him that, it was just my first impression at his inauguration. That speech and kissing up to the Fed again, I just can’t handle, yet. I’m trying. We are a part of the U.S. of A. and should be treated as such.” 
 Abdul said, “I’ll have the largest rib eye, very rare, baked tater, and lots of butter.” 
 “Who asked you?” 
 “You did when you brought me to this place. I gotta go whiz. Order for me if she comes this way before I get back.” 
 “You got it.” Tan reached for his phone. 
 “Governor’s office.” 
 “Josie, let me speak to the Governor, please.” 
 “Tan?” she checked the door to the inner office, “He’s grouchy this afternoon cuz the President said Arizona would have to kiss his feet before they would live up to the Constitution.” 
 “Won’t be any happier after I talk to him. There is no good news.” 
 “Hold please.” She pushed the intercom button. 
 “Yes, Josie.” 
 “Your special investigator on line one, Boss.” 
 “I’d rather you didn’t call me boss.” He grabbed the phone. “Whatcha got, Mr. Brown.” 
 Tan thought, ‘What burr is under his saddle? I better keep it professional.’ 
 “Well, Governor, it’s worse than you first heard. Seventeen dead and one survivor. That survivor was a woman. Raped and sent back to Mexico in only her shoes, from what we found, carrying a message supposedly from you.” 
 “From me?” the Governor interrupted. ‘El Presidentè was not making it up,’ he thought. 
 “According to a Mexican Major.” 
 “I sent no messages, tell me more.” 
 “I know that, sir, but the Major was not easily convinced. You might wanna call El Presidenté and beat the rush.” 
 “We’ve talked.” 
 “It looks like four or five men with semi auto weapons, caliber 5.56, took out a party of illegals and sent a message in your name by way of the planned survivor. My gut feeling is this is only a beginning.” 
 “I do not want your gut feelings. Your gut feelings led you to chase that cartel leader though my neighborhood and have a shoot-out behind the school my grandkids attend. I don’t call that good gut feelings.” 
 “Whoa. With all due respect, sir; that man had kidnapped my wife and men on my team, and killed two women in our state, violating the border with every move he made. We still haven’t found his son or the chopper he escaped in. And, all the shots were fired inside a cave. Get real.” 
 “I don’t trust your judgment much. You acted like a Marine on the attack.” 
 “That was my first training, sir. I am a Marine.” 
 “Mr. Brown, you will put a stop to incidents of this type, bring the perpetrators to justice, and mend our relationship with our neighbors to the south, or I will fire you and disband your office.” 
 “I wasn’t looking for a job when I got this one. I do my best and so do my men. You really don’t have to threaten us. We exist at your pleasure.” 
 “Right now it’s at my displeasure.”  
 Tan heard the phone slam in its cradle and looked down at the phone in his hand, hit the end button, and shoved it into his shirt pocket.  
 “Hi, my name is Louise. I’ll be your server tonight. What can I get you guys?” 
 “Another job.” 
 “I’ll see if the chef can fix one up for you. I understand they are looking for a dishwasher in the kitchen, sir.” 
 “Don’t tempt me.” 
 Abdul returned. “You order yet.” 
 “Just in time. Tell Louise what you want while I sizzle my own steak. Order up.” 
 An hour later the plates were empty and Tan was calm. Abdul asked, “What next?” 
 “A long winter’s nap.” 
   
 South of the border down Mexico way. 
   
 “Atención,” the Mexican sergeant yelled as the Major walked through the door.  
 “Please sit,” the Major’s voice was too calm and the sergeant knew this was going to be no fun. 
 “I have come from the Yankee side of the border where I met a very disagreeable man supposedly investigating the shooting of our citizens and the rape of my cousin.” He went on for over an hour about how the Americano was covering all the evidence and making no effort at cooperation in finding the persons responsible.  
 He ended his tirade with, “I will not rest until the ones who have raped my cousin are dead. The degradation and humiliation has put her in a state of shock. She is a vegetable, lying in her bed at the hospital. I will pay $2,000 American for the man who finds an Americano on our side of the border. I will then hang the Americano where the Yankees will be able to watch him swing. If they want war, they will get it. I will pay $5,000 Americano for the man called Tan, dead or alive.”  
   
 Montezuma Suites 
 Sierra Vista, AZ 
 3 AM 
   
 Tan’s cell phone chirped at least a dozen times before it was answered. “Tan.” 
 “Tan, this is Sheriff Borkowicz, Sara, Santa Cruz County. We have a dead Hispanic and tracks all over the place. Man was killed by five rounds of 5.56 and we have at least twenty casings to prove it. You wanna join us on this one? I’m on my way. Border Patrol called it in. Dead man is a citizen.” 
 “Yeah. Hang on while I find something to write on.” The phone went quiet as Tan got the 4x5 pad off the room desk. “Okay, give me the directions to this place. I’m sure it’s not on a main road.” 
 “They never are.” She gave him all the info he needed to get to the Fray Marcos de Niza Historical Monument and the bit of not often traveled two rut dirt road to the body. “Watch out for cows, wild critters, and sneaky people.” 
 “On our way.” He hung up. “Get outta bed you lazy ex con, it’s time to earn your pay.” 
 “So I heard, O great investigator. The least y’all coulda done was talk quiet while I was catching the last moments of that great dream. Man, she was beautiful.” 
 The two were on the road ten minutes later with a breakfast burrito in one hand and coffee in the other. After spilling his coffee twice on his pant leg, Tan put his tall container in the console rack until the burrito was gone. By that time, they were climbing Montezuma Pass heading west with the borrowed radio on the dash. 
 Just as they passed Parker Canyon Lake the radio sounded off with. “Santa Cruz 1, Mr. Brown.” 
 “Brown here,” Tan replied. 
 “You can go back to bed. It was just a couple of drunks arguing over the last bottle of whiskey. Found the perp lying in the weeds two hundred yards from the body.”  
 “Well, Sheriff. We’re up now. Any suggestions?” 
 “You might wanna head toward Bisbee and see the Sheriff there. Might be some crime scene reports coming up soon. Like the autopsies.” 
 “I don’t really think there will be any wild revelations on the bodies. They were shot. Everyday ordinary folks tryin’ to get to the promised land. Besides, it’s the middle of the night.” 
 “Yeah, and ended up dead. The question is why and by whom.” 
 “That’s the million dollar question.” 
 Tan’s phone buzzed. “Gotta run. Other line is calling.” 
 Tan noticed the signal getting weaker and told Abdul to stop the car. One bar wouldn’t cut it as the phone kept buzzing. They backed up. Three bars. He answered the call. “Tan.” 
 “Mr. Brown, this is Tim Wilkins, Undersheriff of Cochise County. Can you drop by the office sometime this morning? We got a puzzle here.” 
 “What’s up?” 
 “Dope. There were enough balloons in the stomach of one man to choke a horse. If one had leaked, he’d have died higher than Mt. Everest.” 
 “Anything else?” 
 “Couple of hand drawn maps in his pockets.” 
 “On our way. Coming east through Montezuma Pass. I hate that road.” 
 “You can go around.” 
 “Nah, it’s shorter. See ya.” 
 “Have breakfast first on the way through Sierra Vista. Can’t really recommend a good joint to eat in Bisbee. Now for lunch, that’s a different matter. I’ll buy.” 
 “I’m like a Baptist preacher, I never turn down a free meal.” Tan hung up and stuffed his phone back in the pocket of his shirt.  
 “Back we go.” 
 “Whoopee, I’ll go faster this time. It’ll be like a twisty windy rolly coaster.” 
 “Miss a curve and we fly.” 
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 Once out of the pass again Tan called Tank who had stopped in Tucson. “Get to Sierra Vista soonest.” 
 “On my way, boss.” 
 “What you gonna do with that boy, boss?” 
 “You and that boy will be doing what you two do best, nosing around the joints and all that.” 
 “Oh, goody. More bad enchiladas and hard-nosed waitresses.” 
 “You love it and you know it.” 
 “Not this hombré he don’t.” 
 “Ya knew the job was dangerous when you took it.” 
 “Beats that there prison in Florence.” 
 The terrain shifted from dirt to pavement and fast moving pickup trucks. Breakfast was marginal. Bisbee had a stylish art deco courthouse that Abdul thought was, “Ugaly.” 
 Tan replied, “All the style, my man, all the style.” 
 Arriving at the Sheriff’s Office, they locked the car and walked to the door where they were met by Tim and escorted into the Sheriff’s office. After a bit of getting acquainted with Sheriff James T. Bartlett, they moved to the County Morgue to look at the reports. A stack of colored balloons, about the size of a large marble, were neatly arranged on a side board. One had been punctured and a white powder was evident on the tray. 
 “How many?” 
 “Fifteen. The man’s belly was distended by the load. The one with the powder near it, broke when I lifted it out. This man would have died no matter what. The bowels would have ruptured that faulty balloon and, bingo, dead man within minutes. Still running tests, but it appears to be uncut heroin. There’s enough here to do wonderful things for the users in the southwest. I cannot even come close to an estimate of what this is worth on the street. How it’s cut and what neighborhood it reaches are random determining factors. I’d say conservatively, it’d make us all rich.” 
 “That’s a nice round number.” Abdul walked over and touched the white powder, stuck the finger to his nose, sniffed, and “Whoa, baby. This be some hot stuff. Cain’t even see the bit on my finger and I could be flying home.” He went to a chair and sat down.  
 “Meant to warn you about that, but I really figured you’d all know about good heroin.” 
 Tan looked around, “Anything else suspicious, out of the ordinary, wonderfully weird, or all of the above?” 
 “Nothing. Each of the 17 was killed by 5.56 caliber weapons. Two have five rounds in them and the least was two. Four were given a final shot up close and personal in the head. None of them were slated to live any longer. This was a flat out killing to make a statement. None of the bodies were armed. None of them had much cash on their person. Some had $200 or so, and the one lady had a grand. None of them showed signs of ill health or disability. They were just plain, flat out, killed for the sake of making them dead. If you want my total opinion, someone was making a statement with these 17 bodies. If one was left alive, there was a message sent.” 
 “Bingo. You are one hundred percent correct. The woman was raped, beat up, and sent south with a message. This was an example and a threat.” Tan’s voice got harder and harder as he spoke. Looking at the bodies didn’t help one bit.  
 Abdul was giggling in his own world, “Yeah, dey’s gonna be mo killin’ before dey’s less.” 
 Tim said, “Let’s get back to my office and look at the rest of what we know. I’ll drive.” 
   
 Governor’s Office 
   
 “Josie, get Mr. Brown on the line please.” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 Josie punching in the number and listened to the ring which told her Tan was talking to someone. She hung up and waited. 
 “What’s the hold up?” 
 “When Tan is on the phone he will not answer a second call. He’s talking to someone and will call back whe…” the phone rang. “Mr. Brown, the Governor would like to speak with you.” 
 “Put him on, Josie. Is he smiling?” 
 “No.” She looked up, “Line one, sir.” 
 “Thank you.” The Governor walked back to his desk after closing the door. 
 “Mr. Brown, Governor Reeves here. What do we have on this case?” 
 Tan gave him the short list and added, “Someone is trying to start another war or is in competition with whoever is trying to run the drugs. This was a lot of drugs and somebody south has lost a pile of cash on this deal.” 
 “Who?” 
 “Your guess is as good as mine at this point, sir.” 
 “I don’t guess, Mr. Brown, I know or don’t know. Right now I don’t know who or why someone is sending messages in this manner in my name. I want it stopped.” 
 “So do I, sir.” 
 “Make is so.” The governor hung up. 
 Tan looked at his phone before putting it back in his shirt pocket. “That was fun,” he said to everyone present. 
 Tim asked, “You gonna get fired?” 
 “Looks like it.” 
 “We need a training officer.” 
 “Gee, thanks. We just got the house in Phoenix the way we want it and you want me to move.” 
 “Just an offer if you need it.” 
 “Thanks. Now about your office and then that lunch.” 
 “Follow me.” 
   
 During lunch Tan called Leon in the office. “Get ahold of DPS, Santa Cruz Sheriff, Cochise Sheriff -oops, I’m sitting with Cochise - Arizona Border Patrol, and inform them we will be having a meeting at the AzBP office in Sonoita at three PM today. Invite them all to send a rep if at all possible.” 
 “When you gonna let me out of this jail cell and allow me to work at what I do best?” Leon whined. 
 “When you can walk upright like a real human being. Now, get on them calls. You are a very important link in our office at this moment. When things change, you’ll get your chance. Beside all that, I don’t want to have to rescue you again. That was no fun and my wife would kill me.” 
 “You got such a tough life, Tan. I’ll get on the calls. Call Lenny if you get a chance.” 
 “Did he find something?” 
 “I don’t know. He just called an hour or so ago and said for you to call him whenever.” 
 Tan wondered about that, but didn’t get any sense of urgency about it. Lenny was prone to be easily excitable, so if he said ‘whenever’ it probably was nothing. Tan went back to his steak. 
   
 As Tan was getting in his car for the trip to Sonoita, he decided to go through the pass and check out the site again. Something about it was rattling in his head, trying to tell him something he had missed. 
 Tan said, “You up to driving?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Through the pass to the site. I want to think.” 
 Abdul took the driver’s seat. 
 Tan’s phone buzzed. 
 “Tan.” 
 “Lenny here, boss. Got some info I wanna run by ya. You got time?” 
 “I’ll make time. Wait one.” He nudged Abdul. “Don’t leave the pavement till I’m done with this call.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
 “Okay, Lenny, what do you have?” 
 “Well, boss, I was wandering around checking places that sell guns, ammo, or camo gear and military type paraphernalia when I found a place that specializes in stuff for the survival folks. You know what I mean, preppers?” 
 “Yeah. Go ahead.” 
 “Fella behind the counter told me he sold 4 brand new Bushmasters in 5.56 to a tall fella about two weeks ago. The man also bought a dozen magazines to add to the two that came with each gun. Then the man came back the next day and bought 1000 rounds of 5.56 NATO ammo. Three days later he bought five sets of military type camo along with a few odds and ends. He asked about night vision sights and goggles. That would all fit with our current case.” 
 “He has the man’s name and bonifieds, check him out.” 
 “And, that’s exactly why I called you rather than waiting for you to call me. I just found out the address is an abandoned store in Glendale. The driver’s license he used was reported lost a year ago. Funny thing, the FBI check came back unusually fast for a multiple gun purchase of this type. The owner figured it was another Fast and Furious thing. The credit card for the guns is a prepaid, sold for cash at a Circle K. Man at the Circle K says the man paid cash, thus no ID. The Circle K man says all he remembers is that the man was nicely dressed, well spoken, tanned, and tall. The buyer paid cash for his follow up buys, all in good hundreds. In every case the buyer was in and out as fast as possible. The Circle K has surveillance cameras, but they are broken. The prepper place has a camera outside the back door. Lotta good that’s gonna do if the joint is robbed. Oh, yeah. Neither of the salespeople saw the vehicle he drove.” 
 “Sounds solid to me. Anything else?” 
 “Yeah. The man ordered a dozen more long guns and 5,000 rounds of ammo with 30 magazines. Put 10 percent down on the order. Sounds like the war has just begun and the army is being recruited.” 
 “You got that right. Get with Chuck and both of you keep moving on this. Get help from Phoenix PD and anyone else you can find to stake out the preppers shop. I want to talk to the tall man.” Tan scratched an itch on his leg. 
 “Okay, boss. You doing any good?” He didn’t sound like he expected a positive answer. 
 “No. Catch ya later. Keep me posted.”  
 “Will do.” The phones went dead. 
 Abdul turned onto the dirt road. He said, “I heard. Sounds like a good lead to me.” 
 “All we need is the tall man.” Tan reclined his seat and closed his eyes. “Wake me when we get to the turn off for the kill site.” 
   
 “Tan, we here.” 
 “Where?” He looked around. Low scrub covered maybe 20 percent of the ground. The rest was wide open. As he checked it out again with the shock of a murder scene eliminated, “This place is worse than the Phoenix area desert, isn’t it?” 
 “It be pretty ugly, but I loves the desert, boss. They’s  just something about it that draws me like iron to a magnet.” 
 “Poetic. Very poetic.” Tan’s head swiveled as he took it all in. 
 To the right, two ruts barely discernible wandered into the otherwise unmarred dirt. “Whoa. Stop this thing.” 
 Tan got out and walked back to the ruts. Fresh tracks of a vehicle with all terrain tires stood out like a paper cut. One set of tracks going in and another coming out. The tracks on top threw gravel a bit more than the ones underneath. Someone was in a hurry to get away from this place. Tan positioned himself on the down sun side of the tracks so he could see the shadows in the tracks better, and walked alongside them. The tracks were spotty due to the tall grass grown in the ruts, but he was able to catch enough to stay with them. 
 After a few twists and turns he came to the spot, hidden from the more traveled road where the car and Abdul were, where the tracks ended. Foot prints meandered all around the spot. He found one spot where a man had relieved himself, another where shoes were changed, and a print of a foot only wearing a sock. “Abdul,” he shouted, “Come here. Bring the camera and the radio.” 
 “Comin’, boss.” 
 “And, don’t walk in the ruts.” 
 “I know dat, boss.” He worked hard at sounding insulted while he was changing the landing point for his next step. 
 Tan walked wide around the area, finding another spot where a man had relieved himself and partial tracks of four men headed toward the killing field. Abdul caught up, handed Tan the camera, and held out the radio.  
 Tan said, “Call Tim and tell him to get his CSI crew back out here. There’s more good info here about the shooters than at the scene.” 
 “Me call?” 
 “Yeah, you. I’m going to follow these tracks.” 
 “Okay, but I don’t know nothin’ ‘bout radio procedure.” 
 “Just call for Tim and get moving.” 
 “Yes, sir.” Abdul walked off away from the evidence scene and stuck the radio up near his face, pushed the button, “Hey, Tim, this here’s Abdul. Come on.” 
 There was no answer. 
 “Hey Tim, this here’s Adbul. Boss man want to talk to you.” 
 “Dispatch to unknown user of this frequency. Identify yourself.” 
 “Look, lady. I done tole you, this here’s Abdul. Calling for Special Investigator Brown trying to talk to Tim, the CSI dude.” 
 “CC4 to Dispatch. I have this. Thank you.” 
 “Go ahead CC4.” There was frustration in her voice. 
 “What’s up, Abdul?” There was laughter in his voice. 
 “The man got some new stuff out here. Need the CSI team to come back.”  
 “Where’s out here?” 
 “Where all them folks was killed. Look like we found tracks of the killers.” 
 “I’ll get them rolling and I’ll join you in thirty minutes or so. See ya.” 
 “Yes, sir. Come on out. Bring a friend.” 
 Abdul looked at the radio and then went looking for Tan.  
 Just over a rise in the land, there was a drop of 15 feet or so into a gully. Abdul saw Tan down the eastern edge of the gully a good hundred yards or so. He was watching the bottom of the gully as he walked and would every few steps work himself back and forth a bit and cock his head like he was looking for something. 
 “Hey, boss. Tim’s on his way with the posse.” 
 “Great. Wait there and watch out for foot prints or anything else that might be significant. Matter of fact, why don’t you get up on that rise to the east and keep an eye on me and the car. Give me a shout when you see a vehicle or dust headed this way from any direction.” 
 Tan kept walking toward the murder scene. The throwaway phone in his pants pocked buzzed. “San José, how’d you get thru all the way out here,” he answered. 
 “Santa Gabriella, Mexican circuits work better.” 
 Tan stood in the January sun wondering what was up now. 
 “Tan, there is a rumor you are targeted by someone on this side of the border. You must be important. $5000 for you dead or alive.” 
 “That’s nothing new. Borrago had a price on me until it backfired on him. I’m sure I’m on a few radars.” 
 “This one is serious. The rumor continues with the news of three old hands at committing murder looking for you and the bounty.” 
 “Oh, goody. Start the rumor that if they even so much as look at my family I will kill them in the slowest, most painful way I can think of.” With a touch of his fingers, Tan tapped his gun. 
 “I will do that, my friend. Be safe.” 
 “You, too.” The phone went dead. Tan closed the cheap flip phone and returned it to his pocket. In the background he vaguely heard a sound like denim sliding across leaves.  
 He started walking again. Whispers of sound rattled the silence behind him. He stopped. The sounds stopped. He moved. More whispers. He stopped. Silence, except for a raven in the sky. He turned to face the sound as he pulled his sidearm. There was nothing there. He moved toward the car. The whisper returned. He looked down. A twig had caught in his boot laces and was dragging on the ground. He removed it and continued to the scene without the whispers behind him. 
 ‘I guess I’ll be jumpy until this is all over,’ he thought as he patted his automatic again. 
 He ran out of tracks. “Someone has brushed out the tracks from the scene to here,” he said to a raven overhead. 
 As he looked around, the crime scene tape was bright yellow about 100 feet ahead of him. Then he saw his own tracks not five feet after the end of the shooters’ tracks. “I missed them by that little when I walked around the scene looking for their pathway out. Well, now we have it.” 
 Abdul’s voice broke through the squawking of the raven. 
 He turned to see Abdul pointing toward the pass where a dust cloud was headed their way. A second rooster tail of dust appeared. He thought, ‘One of them is for me.’ 
 Walking back, the investigator tried to call the governor with no luck. “No signal out here, stupid. You know that. We need to get on those Mexican circuits.”  
 The first car was Tim. The second was Tank and his jacked-up, off road special. Dented, little paint, scarred, with tail gate missing, but he loved it. After all, he built it the way he wanted his truck to be.  
 Tim and crew of two went to work after a quick briefing from Tan. Abdul and Tank were sent in Tank’s truck, to start nosing around the joints in the area. “Keep your eyes and ears open like you did on the Borrago case and watch each other’s back.” 
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 One week later 
   
 “Governor Reeves, I have told you where we stand on the border killings at least twice a day for the past week. I really don’t need your reminders to keep me on the case. We have set up surveillance at the gun shop using Phoenix and Maricopa County officers. They have notified us that this office will have to pay for any further man hours starting yesterday. I have two men doing a six man job there now. Your calls to El Presidenté have only gotten hateful responses and phones slammed in your ear. Our illustrious President is still mad at Arizona and will no longer answer your calls. I’d say offhand, Arizona is still in trouble with the illustrious combo of President and El Presedenté and the only way out of that trouble is going to come from Arizona and not our President or El Presidenté.  
 “What’s more, I have spent at least an hour a day in this office saying these same things. Something has got to change. I am losing weight and my hair is turning gray. I’m such a grouch, my wife almost hates to see me come home. So, I am taking the next two days off to make up for last weekend when I worked. Chuck will run the office. Leon will bring you a report at 1600 each day. If you need me to chew on, don’t call. If there’s an emergency, call. Any questions, Governor?” 
 “Yes, just one. Who would you recommend to replace you?” 
 “Josie.” 
 “Let’s get serious, Mr. Brown. You cannot dictate to me when you will work and when you will not. You will not tell me there is nothing more you can do. I will have this matter cleared and the perpetrators in jail soon, or I will replace you and your whole gang.” 
 “Be my guest. I have had two good job offers since this case began. Having said that, I do wish to continue on this case which I feel is going to blow up in our faces within the next couple of weeks. This was not a one-time thing. There will be more of these massacres, maybe two or three, and then there will be demands from someone. That’s my position and my prediction.” 
 “You have one week for that to be proven or the case solved. If not, you can hand in your resignation or get fired by this office.” 
 “Sounds like a plan to me. Call and leave a message if you really need me.” Tan turned and walked out the door, saying, “Bye,” to Josie as he went out to the hall and turned for his office.  
 At his office, Leon, Chuck, Bruce, and Lenny were sucking coffee and chomping on jelly filled power pills. Chuck had a glob of jelly on his tie. Being the only one wearing a tie, it seemed somehow appropriate. “I am gone for two days. Leon, you up to some surveillance?” 
 “Yeah. I even got a comfy chair to sit in.” 
 “Okay, you and Lenny keep an eye on the gun shop for the next day. Work out your own sched and get it done. Chuck, you and Bruce take over after that. I’ll be back in three days. That’s Thursday for you that can’t count days. 
 “Questions?” The way Tan said it dared them to ask. 
 “Yeah,” Leon said, “who watches the office?” 
 “The answering machine.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
 “Oh, yeah. You get the privilege of updating the Gov every day at 1600. 
 “Gee, thanks.” 
 “Make yourselves scarce unless you absolutely have to be in this office for a very good reason. I can be reached if it’s really needed. Call, hang up, call again.” 
 “You leaving us?” 
 “Not of my own accord. Gov’s about ready to fire all of us. Let’s stay outta sight and let him to his governing for a spell. See ya all on Thursday, 9 AM, here. Bright eyed and bushy tailed, or something resembling that.” He turned and walked out. 
 The four that remained looked at each other, Chuck shrugged a shoulder, and they all left. Leon turned out the lights and locked the door as the last one out. 
   
 Patagonia 
 Two days later 
   
 Two green crew cab GMC’s left the highway and traveled down Harshaw Road out of Patagonia to a place that had been checked out three days before in a different vehicle and from another direction. At a subtly marked turnoff the two trucks turned and traveled a couple hundred yards on a barely discernible pair of tread marks. Once out of sight of Harshaw Road they stopped under the edge of a ridge and covered the vehicles with prepositioned camo netting. The eight men gathered their gear from the back of the trucks, checked weapons, and moved to positions on the two washes making an approach on Paymaster Spring, where they waited for 30 hours until the sound of feet crunching gravel could be heard.  
 Unknown to them, in one wash a second group of folks, mostly dark skinned, were slowly slogging their way to the watering hole. No weapons were in sight, just tired, worn out people being led by a young, well-built man. A very pregnant young woman brought up the rear. She was not having fun.  
 In the other wash a third group of eight men, all in good condition, walked briskly along with large, full packs on their backs. Each had a sidearm and a semi auto rifle, most of which were AK 47’s. This group was fresh and alert with a point man thirty feet ahead of the group and a tail-end-charley thirty feet behind. This group had discipline and was watching the surrounding terrain like they expected an ambush, but didn’t really think it would happen. Neither northbound group knew the other was there. There was high ground between the waiting group and the washes making it impossible to see each other. Each would hit the ambush spots at about the same time.  
   
 Williams, Arizona 
   
 In Williams, the Grand Canyon train backed into the loading area to the north of the town center. Three passenger cars, two diners, and a staff car were positioned to load the VIPs who were sitting comfortably in the bleachers awaiting the tourist trap phony western characters to arrive and put on their imitation gun fight comedy routine. The stoker watched the pressure gauge as he relaxed for a few moments. He loved his job on this old steamer. His father had worked the last steam engine in regular passenger service years and years ago. Now it was his turn and his life was fulfilled by this job. 
 The president of a major bank in California leaned over to his wife and said, “This had better be good. I could be making big money today instead of sitting here waiting to be entertained by a bunch of amateur buffoons with guns and then taking a long ride on a smoky, old train with holes in the seat covers and coal ash flying all around.” 
 The wife replied, “Yes, dear,” and went back to people watching, checking out the fashions on the other ladies. 
   
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 The tall man in charge of the first group heard about guns in the wash from the point man and sent a messenger to the point man watching down the wash the coyote and his lumbering group had appeared in not seconds before. The messenger came back, “A group is coming up their side also. No guns. They want to know if you want a man or two to assist? 
 “No.” 
 “Okay, I won’t return. That was the deal. He will start shooting after our first shot.” 
 The group of armed men was seen coming around a bend 150 yards downhill. 
   
 Williams 
   
 The marshal in all his western attire, put on a terribly phony swagger as he moved into the cheaply built scene supposedly representing the main street of a western town and began the show with, “Where’s that danged outlaw Wilbur Keats. He done robbed the bank last night and I gotta recover the townfolk’s money or they gonna fire me.” 
 Nobody laughed. 
  
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 Down south, the very tired illegals were within 50 yards of the spring, each gathering a bit of energy at the call of, “Water just ahead,” from the coyote in the lead. Their jugs were almost dry and their feet hurt. A promise of water and rest gave them strength for a surge in speed. 
 The group reached the water and relaxed. The coyote pulled a bladder out of his pack and set it under the trickle of water to fill. The pregnant woman at the end was still moving up the wash when to her left came the first shot of the twin ambushes. The tall man had pulled the trigger on carnage. 
   
   
 Williams 
   
 The make believe outlaw stumbled like he was drunk out of the front of a saloon. The men ended up with a shoot-out and everybody headed for the train. 
 Still no laughter and hardly a smile.  
   
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 The area turned into a cacophony of gunfire and screams. One of the eight with guns got his finger on the trigger and got off one round before he was put out of action. All the others went down without firing a shot. That one round went through the calf of the ambusher standing next to the tall man.  
 The first round at the spring wounded the coyote before he could pull a dinky .380 Taurus out of his jeans pocket. The others died screaming. The pregnant woman was not shot. She was stripped, but not raped after the leader said, “Leave her alone. Send her south in her shoes.” He handed her the bladder the coyote had been filling. It had a quart or so of clear water. “That way. Tell them the governor says you are the last one to be left alive. Send no more north or they will die.” 
 He gave her a not too gentle shove back down the wash. 
 She stumbled, caught herself, and began the long trudge back to the border. Then she remembered seeing a AzBP truck parked a couple of long miles back on Duquesne Road. She would go there. 
   
 Williams 
   
 The whistle and bell on the train rattled the serenity of this high mountain Arizona town and the train began to roll. A hundred and forty VIPs sat in the most elaborate cars the train company had as it rolled under I-40, past the train barn, and into the woods, if you want to call Junipers woods. Grand Canyon Village waited on the other end of the ride. 
   
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 The tall man checked each of the eight men with packs. Two were still breathing. He finished the job with his side arm and began pulling the packs off the bodies. Each was filled with drugs and a bag of food. He and the other three men took the packs and joined the other men at the spring. 
 The tall man looked down at the wounded coyote and ordered, “Stake him out naked on that ant bed,” he pointed. “Cut him a few times to draw the predators. Kick up the ants around him. Cut open every bundle of dope, scatter it, and toss the packs back on the other side with their past owners. Do not take anything from this site.” 
   
 Between Williams and Grand Canyon Village 
   
 Drinks served, each of the VIPs sat back chatting, looking, or just plain bored as the steam engine spewed coal dust and smoke so dense the windows had to be closed to keep the chinks out of the eyes of the passengers. The instigator of this particular train ride was smoozing up and down the train trying with his best smile to promote the train and the country it passed through to the wealthy passengers. His goal was funding for a massive resort complex with time shares, summer homes, rental cabins, horses, cows, a dude ranch environment, and high dollar fees in the countryside they were passing through.  
 This train ride had drained his bankroll and desperation was setting in. All he needed was a few of these folks to buy in, and he was off and running. He had always thought big and this was the biggest. 
   
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 The bloody work done, eight men went back to their vehicles by a different route wiping out tracks as they went. Two of the men followed the tracks coming to the site, wiping out those tracks as much as possible. The wounded man was helped along by a man on each side carrying most of his weight. By the time they reached the trucks his bandage was red with blood and he was visibly weakening.  
   
 South of Grand Canyon Village 
   
 Light snacks were offered, few of the passengers took of the hors d’oeuvres, but the drinks were accepted readily even at this early hour. 
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 The tall man changed the bandage after looking the wound over. “You’ll make it without a doctor. The slug went all the way through. It’s a clean wound. We’ll get you some antibiotics and you’ll be okay.” 
 “How’s about a couple of pain killers. That would make me happy.” 
 The tall man got real, real serious. “This is not all about you and your scratch, it’s far bigger. You will not get any pain drugs. If you were caught under the influence, you’d be likely to spill your guts. I’d kill ya before that would happen.” He put his hand on his sidearm without even thinking of it, but it made the wounded man back down. 
 “Yeah, you’re right. I wasn’t thinking with all this pain.” 
 “We get you home and you’ll get what you need.” 
 The trucks separated at the turnoff, taking different routes out of the area. The tall man’s route was long and over some roads that were roads in name only. 
 A Border Patrol eye-in-the-sky heard and saw the entire episode. Three pairs of officers rolled from various points within 10 miles of the killings to merge and enter the area together. 
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 Grand Canyon Village 
   
 The train pulled into Grand Canyon Village on the south rim. The passengers disembarked, most moving toward the edge of the canyon for the view. The organizer tried in vain to keep them all together and herd them into the meeting room at the Kachina Lodge, six of the VIPs allowed themselves to be herded. 
 An hour later the train pulled out. Twelve of the VIPs didn’t make the train; they caught a tour bus for Williams by way of Flagstaff. The rest of the riders sat back and waited for the drinks. All of them waited for the phony train robbery to be over so the train would make speed into the station at Williams where they started. This wasn’t the excitement they had thought it might be. Most were cussing themselves for falling for the invite. 
 As the train rolled around the final curve of the track through the shallow canyons not five miles out of Grand Canyon Village, the engineer was shaking his head trying to keep his eyes open after the party where he’d overindulged the night before, when a strange sight came into view. The track was covered with old ties piled six feet high. After a two second time span the engineer finally woke up enough to pull the emergency brake handle and jerk back on the throttle. 
 The stoker was thrown into the boiler wall and cracked the glass on a gauge with his head. Drinks flew over, under, on, and around the passengers as waiters and conductor were thrown down long aisles of seats into whatever got in their way, usually the door at the end of the car.  
 Motion triggered the turning of the engineer’s head to see a man jump from a rock beside the track on to the platform between the engine and coal car. The jumper almost lost it when his feet landed on the coal crumbles, but his collision with the rebounding stoker stopped him from sliding all the way across the platform and onto the track bed on the other side. The man laughed as he pulled a gun and said, “This is a for real hold up,” through the bandana over the lower half of his face. The six shooter he from a low slung holster put emphasis on the words.  
 The stoker tried to swing his shovel into play. The six shooter’s .45 slug sent him flying off the platform into the dirt beyond the track bed. The gun swiveled to cover the engineer. “You want some of this.” 
 The engineer raised his hands. As he did, he noticed men with bandanas, all the same, running to or climbing into the cars with drawn guns. What the engineer couldn’t see was men doing the same thing on the other side of the train.  
 The other men slowly impressed the folks in the cars to empty their pockets, rings, watches, and other geegaws into bags they offered like ushers in a church. Each outlaw patted down the men when they said they had made offerings of everything they had on them, but left the women at their word. After all, a purse and jewelry that was in plain sight was about all they could carry. 
 The train was plainly posted as a no gun zone, but that didn’t stop the outlaws. It didn’t stop one of the men on car 3 either. He pulled his 9mm and got off two rounds before a .44 slug from an antique Colt changed his mind about shooting by ruining his day. His hasty shots hit no one.  
 The outlaw in the engine watched until he could see four men plainly on his side of the train, all waving an arm up and down. He reached up and grabbed the whistle lever. Steam and noise filled the air. His next move surprised the engineer as the man reached down and tripped the steam dump and opened the water drain. With a doff of his hat, the man jumped down and ran through a gap between two boulders and disappeared. 
 The engineer grabbed the drain and closed it, and then pulled the dump valve back to closed. Checking his gauges, he slumped. There was water. There was steam. But the train wasn’t moving until the pressure was back to operating levels. They were stuck for at least thirty minutes. He started shoveling. 
 Moments after his first shovel full hit the fire bed, the conductor ran up yelling and screaming, “Get this train moving. We have an injured man in car three.” He looked around as the engineer tossed another shovel full through the fire door and let the door slam shut. “Where’s your stoker?” 
 “Over there.” He motioned with the shovel. 
 The conductor ran around the engine and checked him out. There was no doubt he was dead. Half of his head was missing. 
 “Ain’t purdy is it?” the engineer said, tossing another shovel full. 
 The conductor heaved his lunch and started for the cars, “I’ll get you some help, Lars.” 
 “I’d appreciate that, Shawn.” he replied as he checked the pressure gauge. “It’s gonna take at least a half hour to get up steam. I don’t know if we have enough water to make it, but we’ll try. One short whistle and we’re off. I won’t waste steam on more whistles.” 
 “Got it.” 
 Lars bent his back to the stoking, but it had been a long time since he’d done the heavy work. As he stopped to catch his breath and stretch his spine, a voice said, “This fella’s dead over here.” 
 Lars jumped, turning as fast as he could to see a man in well-worn clothes looking up at him. “I know that. You any good at shoveling?” 
 “Nah. Looks like a real train robbery you folks put on a great show this time.” 
 “It wasn’t a show. We were robbed. I need to get those ties off the tracks, build up steam, and head for Williams to report this to the cops.” 
 “That’s gonna take a spell. Them ties is heavy. I know, I bought a dozen of them things in Williams and liked to broke the springs in my truck and my back unloading them at my place.” 
 “You got your truck here.” 
 “Yeah. Road’s right ahead there, not a hundert yards.” 
 “Can you take a man to town for me? That’d be a big help.” 
 “I could if that man helped me change my tire. A masked man ran passed me heading south and cut my right rear tire till she’s flat on the bottom.” 
 “I’ll get that help.” 
 Two more shovels full, he jumped down, ran to the first car where two men were standing. “You two go with that man, change his tire, take off for the highway. Tell the first authority you find what happened and where we are.” 
 They just stood there like bumps on a log. 
 “I said get and I mean get.” 
 The two trotted to the old man and moved with him past the pile of ties and out of sight.  
 Four more men were directed to the front of the train and started removing the ties under the conductor’s supervision.  
 The engineer got back to shoveling. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 Tan was in his backyard coaxing the smoker and basting the ribs on his grill/smoker. A handful of apple branches were spread over the coals and the warm sauce flowed evenly across the thick ribs as the juices sizzled when they dripped into the red coals below. His phone buzzed on the sideboard in the house. 
 “Tan,” his wife yelled. “Your phone’s going crazy.” 
 “Let it.” 
 “This is the third cycle of rings. You have two messages on here.” She held it out for him. 
 “I don’t want it. Tomorrow I’m a cop again. Today I am a daddy and husband, and king of my domain.” 
 She answered the phone, “This is Tan’s phone.” 
 “Tell Tan I need him, this is Chuck.” 
 “He says he isn’t a cop until tomorrow.” 
 “He’s a cop right now. If I have to come out there, the governor will give me his job.” 
 Joan Brown yelled, “Tan, the governor wants you right now. Chuck is here and says he’ll have your job if you make him come out here.” 
 “Tell him there are plenty of ribs on this fire. Bring the whole gang.” 
 “I think it’s important, Les Brown.” She stood with hands on hips, glaring. It was THAT look. 
 He walked to her and took the phone. After giving her a kiss on the cheek he lifted the phone, “Yeah.” 
 “We got dead bodies in the south and in the north. Two groups of them in the south, one train robbery up north. You wanna come in or should I take charge of this operation like the Governor told me to do if you aren’t here in thirty minutes.” 
 “Get me forty and I’m on my way.” 
 “Don’t bother getting cleaned up, these are both dirty jobs.” 
 “Tell ya what, you take the one up north with Bruce. I’ll come in, meet with Lenny and Leon, and go south.” 
 “Gotcha. I’ll tell the gov. He’s tearing out his few remaining hairs.” 
 “Tell him I really need a shower. Be careful, be thorough, and be professional. Be wise.” 
 Tan hit end on his way to the shower. From the shower he called, “Watch the ribs.” 
   
 Sonoita 
   
 The eye in the sky lost the two vehicles heading north due to its being tethered on the far side of the scene. The trucks were last seen on a dirt pair of dirt ruts heading west. Within five miles the trucks took to the pavement for three miles and again headed west on dirt driving slowly which stopped the telltale dust plume.  
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 Kingman 
   
 “Okay, spread the loot out on the two beds,” Jacob said. 
 “Archer, you and the hillbilly sort this all out, value it, and split the pile in half by value. Try to put the most expensive things all in one pile and the easily dividable stuff in the other. Boss gets half, we get half.” 
 Archer said, “Got it.” 
 Jacob said, “Let’s go across the street and have a couple of beers. Only two. No more. No talking of any part of today. Got it?” 
 The remaining men said, “Got it,” in unison. 
 They left the pair to the counting. 
   
 Paymaster Spring 
   
 Two and a half hours later, Tan was on the scene of the twin ambushes and hungry for ribs. His unmarked state car had not liked the roads he had covered. The windshield had a crack from a thrown rock and one tire was slowly going flat. “Never did like that car.”  
 With his own handheld radio he called the governor and updated Josie because the boss was in a meeting, which made the investigator extremely happy. He had some breathing time.  
 The Border Patrol had called in the Santa Cruz Sheriff’s department getting the Sheriff and a deputy on the scene. Tim and his outfit arrived on the scene before Tan got there. Tim walked over the rise between the two sites just as Tan put the radio away. 
 Tim’s initial report to Tan was, “Both sites are a blood bath. This one is marginally worse due to our friend there in the ant bed. Somebody in that shooting group hates coyotes. I can’t argue with that. Once again we have the tracks of one person headed south on top of the whole group coming to this place. The site over the hill has no sign of a survivor. The powders you see on the ground are various illegal drugs, the largest quantity is heroin from what testing we’ve done. A little coke, and then there’s the weed. Not much weed but enough to make things mellow for a lot of people. Another strange thing in my mind is that the men over the hill were armed and their weapons are still there. Only one got off a shot. Somebody got hit on the shooter’s side. The shooters took off in three different paths with their tracks ending a short walk away. Time to go searching for the place they parked their vehicles.” 
 “Thanks, Tim. I’ll get a man working on that right shortly. As usual, I want a copy of all your reports as soon as possible.” 
 “You’ll get them.” Tim turned and returned to the collecting of evidence on the scenes. 
 Tan called Joan through a radio patch, “Freeze the ribs. I won’t be home for supper.” 
 “No border jumping, Marine.” 
 “You danged sailors always taking the fun out of life.” 
 “Love ya, Marine.” 
 “Love you, too. Out.” 
   
 Williams 
   
 Chuck had done interviews with over twenty people while the Coconino County Sheriff’s Deputies finished with the rest. His findings were not very conducive to finding perpetrators. Every witness had the same story and descriptions except for the engineer. He knew the man that was in the cab had blond hair, blue eyes, stood 6 foot one, and had the well-built body of a man who spends a lot of time working out somewhere. The man’s hands were soft; his build wasn’t from hard, manual labor. 
 “He didn’t even try to stop Eli, my stoker. He just shot him. I knew Eli was dead when I saw the slug hit him. Never realized that a man didn’t just drop from being shot. He tumbled backward clean off the train. That other man shouldn’t have been carrying on the train. There are signs all over.” 
 Chuck looked him in the eye and said, “If more had been carrying, there would have been dead outlaws and the robbery probably wouldn’t have been attempted. Gun free areas, plainly marked, just offer a shooting range for killers. Think on the school shootings in the past few years. Ever since Columbine, they have been designated shooting galleries. ” 
 “Yeah, I’d guess you are right. But, if this fella hadn’t had a gun, he’d still be alive.” The engineer wasn’t going to drop it. “He’d be alive today if he hadn’t tried to be a hero.” 
 “What our country needs is a lot more heroes, sir. We act like sheeple most of the time and let the bad guys win. Bull! Kill a few trying to harm or steal from honest folks and the bad guys will think two or three times next time around.” 
 The engineer had no response for the adamant cop before him. He just nodded and asked, “Or, they’d come much better armed, shooting before saying a word. You done with me?” 
 “Yeah, I’m done with you and your thinking.” Chuck turned to call Bruce at the scene of the robbery without so much as a ‘Thanks’ to the engineer who backed away. 
 Bruce had spent hours working out the crime scene. Tracks all over the place of city shoes and combat style tread. He tracked three of the combat treads to a place where the tracks of three vehicles had been. Two ruts left that place and entered a graded dirt road leading west away from highway 180 and pavement. His best guess was that the dirt road they took out of this place wandered and came out somewhere west of Williams on I-40. There were no casings lying around. With both kill weapons being old style wheel guns, he hadn’t expected any.  
 The old man that had brought the word out to the pavement and then to Tusayan said, “Them boys knew this area pretty danged good to know just where the ties were and that cramped spot on the tracks. They ain’t another spot that’d work as well as that one on the entire run. Man oh man, them boys was smart.” 
 A deputy reported one of the passengers also stated, “There was 9 of them men with masks. One in the cab. Four on each car.” 
 Bruce found ten sets of tracks leaving the vehicles and returning. ‘Someone sat back and watched the entire episode to make sure it all went well,’ he thought and then wrote it down in his note pad.  
 Bruce left the rest to the county mounties. 
   
 7 PM Patagonia 
 The Stage Stop Inn 
   
 Tan, Lenny, Tim, Sara, and Marty Higgins all shoved in together made for a crowded room even in the upstairs reading room of the Stage Stop Inn. Abdul and Tank were next door getting something to eat. They had hashed out all the info they had and were out of steam. The ‘what ifs’ and ‘how about’ comments had even ended. 
 Joe Kress from the drug team entered after climbing the stairs. Tan asked, “Got anything for us we don’t know.” 
 Joe asked, “What don’t ya know?” 
 “Who dunnit.” 
 “That’s obvious. Someone with guns and a lot of ammo and chutzpa. Or, have you already figured that out.” 
 The expectant looks died. Heads shook. Tan laughed as he said, “That about covers the whole of our information and surmises.” 
 “Then I got nothing new for you. High quality drugs. Lots of them. Probably around 25 kilos per man. The one heading south was a woman. She’s in the Nogales Medical Center. The one that was shot lost a bit of blood. We’ll try to get DNA out of it and run a search in the FBI DNA files. There’s a good chance these dudes were military and we will tag one.” 
 “Prioritize this one, Tim. I want that info soonest.” Tan turned to Joe Kress the Cochise drug chief, “You got any feel for the dope. Who is bringing it in? Where’s it come from? Who’s it going to?” 
 “Not right now, but I’ll go after those questions with a gusto,” Joe responded. 
 “Sara, how can we get more folks on the border again? That cut back the governor’s office put in place before she left office is killing us when stuff like this happens.” 
 “Tan, we need three times the men on that line than are available. Volunteers? Militia? Hire more? Off duty cops and deputies? All those maybe, or some of each.” 
 “Where’s the money going to come from?” Tan had to chase the political reality. 
 Tan’s phone buzzed. “Tan.”  
 Josie said, “Governor up for you. I’m done for the day.” 
 “Mr. Brown, what’s going on in this state? It’s got to be stopped.” 
 “Governor, we are working on all three cases with five cops and an assistant. They are all on the trail no matter how thin or thick. Nothing is offering any route to conviction at this time as I told you three hours ago. We don’t have a real clue that’s going anywhere. The train was robbed and two men died. No solid evidence is as yet in play. The finger prints lifted from the train are being sorted with the prints of the employees and guests. That will take a day or two.  
 “The shooters down here left a few tidbits for us, but it will take a few days to process the DNA and other info. We are doing the best we can with what we have.” Tan tried to keep his voice level and calm. 
 “Do you need more men?” 
 “Yes Sir, about 2,000 to keep an eye on the border and 50 to chase ideas and people, places, and things.” 
 “That will not happen, Mr. Brown.” 
 “May I deputize volunteers?” 
 Tan could almost hear the wheels turning before the Governor said, “Carefully, very carefully.” 
 “No pay checks, just workers.” 
 “Try it. If it goes south, it is on you.” The Governor hung up. 
 Tan laughed as he tossed the phone on the coffee table. “That man expects miracles and I’d love to give him one. The only thing he doesn’t want is the buck, as in the buck stops here. The buck now stops with me. Okay, I will take that buck and run with it. All I have to lose is my job and you folks have two waiting for me.” 
 Tan looked around the room, “Y’all might as well get some sleep. Nothing we can do until we get more info except dig for even more info. All available troops are out there chasing rainbows hoping to find the break at the end. Ninety five AzBP officers ain’t gonna cut it. Who’s the BP boss in this sector?”  
 Sara said, “Good man, you might know him. He came from your neck of the woods up Flagstaff way. Bubba Jackson. Former sergeant Coconino County Sheriff’s department.” 
 “Bubba. Nobody messes with Bubba. Where is he?” 
 “Nogales. You want him here?” 
 “Yeah. 9 AM.” 
 Tucson 
 Denny’s 
   
 “Look, Colonel, we did the best we could with the situation at hand. Two groups came up the mountain. We were expecting one, so we gave them both a show. The gal was pregnant so she was disqualified for the party. The group with all the guns was an easy take out order. Our guy is doing okay. Two of the men are watching him at this moment and a medic from my old unit is taking care of him, antibiotics and all. The train robbery went just about as expected. There’s over a hundred thousand dollars American coming your way after the jewelry is fenced. The operations went off well.” 
 “Look here, Sergeant. I said make it a horror story and you let a woman go because she was pregnant. Only those who tried to fight back were killed on the train, I specifically told you to kill a few. I am paying you for violence, not swift getaways.” 
 “Sir, we staked a man to an ant bed. We killed a mess of people. Your take is enough to pay us and then some. There was no reason to shoot up the folks on the train. They were all wealthy business men and families. The ruckus that would have resulted from a shoot up like that would have put every person in Arizona and a few from other places on our trail. We have left a trail of blood and guts, and not much more, everywhere we’ve been. What more do you want?” 
 “I want Arizona in such turmoil, that I can bring in a new government and lots of money in my pocket from the selling of privileges to the cartels, gangs, casinos, and a dozen other enterprises. The money is in government if you know how to establish that government. Arizona is ripe for the picking. In order to do that we must establish a state of confusion bad enough to get the current leaders kicked out by public demand.” 
 “The thing that interests me, Colonel, is there have been few news stories about the massacres down south and only a very light coverage of the train incident.” 
 The waitress came by with coffee, poured, and asked, “Will there be anything else, gentlemen?” 
 “No. Please do not bother us again,” commanded the Colonel. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
   The Colonel pulled out two envelopes. “Here is your payroll and this has the next two tasks. One of them will require some thinking and planning on your part, but I know you are the man for the challenge.” 
 “Not too sure if that’s good or bad, sir. You know I’ll do my best. I want to be in on the follow-up of all this. ” 
 “You will. I assure you there is a place for you in the outcome. We will win Arizona.” 
  The older man got up and walked out the door leaving the Sergeant to pay the bill. 
 The Sergeant casually threw a $100 bill on the table.  
   
 Phoenix 
 Governor’s Office 
   
 Governor Estabon Reeves got out of his car. The driver pushed the button that popped the trunk, and locked the doors. The Governor retrieved his briefcase, slammed the trunk, and stomped his way to the office he was beginning to hate. The guard had unlocked the office upon notification that he was entering the building. Josie was not there to greet him.  
 He looked at the clock. 7:40 AM. Josie would arrive at 7:50 as she always did. By that time the coffee would be ready and, hopefully, she would bring power pills. The Hawk and the leaders of the major committees were due in the executive meeting room at 9.  
 Josie arrived on time, followed by the Speaker of the House, Anthony White. “Tony, what are you doing here so early?” 
 “I came over early to get first pick at the boxes of sweets and to talk with you.” In his hand was a large manila folder and a thin briefcase. 
 “Grab one and come talk to me.” The Governor turned, “Josie, bring in the box of jelly filled, please, and shut the door on your way out. Thank you.” He sat down. “Speak to me.” 
 Josie entered and offered the Speaker a donut before setting the box down on the coffee table and leaving, closing the door behind her. 
 The conversation quickly came to the point, which was one of the things Tony was known for. “We need to do something about the murders along the border and the robbery of folks on a train excursion. My sources, Ms. Vasquez from down Cochise County way, tells me there’s been more killing than was truly told and it hasn’t been just a shooting or two as the press would have us to believe. I understand there’s been a rape and a lone survivor, a visit from south of the border, and a couple more groups shot down. What’s up? Why isn’t this in the news all the way instead of just a light dusting of information?” 
 “Because I asked them to hold off. Mr. Brown and his crew are working on it as we speak. I have been in touch daily.” 
 “Why haven’t you told us?” 
 “That’s not my job. My job is to lead the state, not be the town crier.” 
 “Governor Reeves, I fear we have a different perspective on our mutual jobs. My opinion is we are here to improve our state, to guide our state, and protect our state. Hiding information is not conducive to any of that.” 
 By the time the Hawk arrived, the discussion had turned into a serious argument, red faces and all, around a box of donuts on the table. The Hawk burst in demanding, “Did you get any sugar free donuts?” 
 The two adversaries were so startled they stopped their screaming and just looked at the Hawk who said, “I figured you didn’t, but, men, that isn’t sufficient reason to be screaming and yelling at each other.” He walked back to the door, opened it, “Josie, would you go get some of those sugarfree donuts, please,” handing her a $20 bill. 
 “Yes, Sir.” 
 He turned back to the room as he closed the door. “Now, let’s begin this again like the gentlemen we are supposed to be. I could hear you two 50 feet down the hall with two closed doors in the way. The gubernatorial bodyguards were standing next to the door with hands on guns. It just isn’t the way we do things, you know.” He pulled up a chair and grabbed a donut, “They don’t sell sugarfree at the donut shop.” 
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 Patagonia 
 Stage Stop Inn 
   
 Tan woke with a start. Someone was calling his name and pounding on his door. The disorientation of a hotel room, dark, loud voices, and his name being yelled none too softly, had him standing on his feet in his underwear with a gun in his hand. “Yeah?” 
 “We goin’ next door having breakfast. You gonna make it?” Tank said. 
 Tan opened the door a crack, “Meet ya in ten. How about ordering me something with coffee, eggs, coffee, meat, coffee, and a side of fruit. Oh yeah, coffee.” 
 “Will do, boss. Fella named Bubba, says he knows you, is also waiting.” 
 “Get him breakfast, but make him pay. He’ll eat up the budget in ten minutes.” 
 “Uh, sure, boss.” 
 Tan closed the door, set up the one cup coffee maker and hit the shower.  
 Arriving in the Gathering Grounds ten minutes later to the cheers of six men and a woman in the back corner of the upper level, he yelled, “Coffee,” while holding his almost empty paper cup out. The waitress pointed to the hot-pots on the counter. He pumped a cup full and joined the party with a hot-pot in his hand. 
 “Anything new.” He was looking at Sara who shook her head. 
 He looked to Joe Kress who said, “Not a smudge.” 
 Tank was next. A head shake. 
 Abdul just smiled.  
 “Deputy Higgins?”  
 He gave a head shake as he reached for more coffee. 
 “Bruce, what about you?” 
 “Not a thing, boss. Not a thing.” 
 “What are you doing here, Crazy Man?” 
 “Ted Fuerte, aka Crazy Man, reporter extraordinary, always at the scene of the action, at your service. Besides that, Phoenix is getting dull with our new Gov. He is one dull man, but so far he is effective. And, no, I have nothing new. Matter of fact, I know nothing except for a call I got last night about a rape and pillage that occurred over around Montezuma Pass. Is this another one? Sheriff’s office in Sierra Vista said you were meeting here this morning, so I figured this was the place to be. And by the way, you are buying. I am broke. But, so is the newspaper business.” He smiled as Higgins filled his cup from the pump pot he had commandeered.  
 “Looks like we are all in the same boat, Crazy Man. What’s the word on the street?” 
 “Nada. Nothing. Zip. Zero. Scratch. Period. The street is quiet and peaceful. My paper has not seen fit to publish much on any of this. There was a train hold up that’s getting some play, but nothing else.” 
 “By the way, Tan, tell your illustrious Governor I am printing it all tonight. I gave him an hour and he has not gotten back on the full story and this has been the longest hour I’ve ever lived.” 
 “I am not telling him anything more than my normal reports. That’s your job. He broke the promise to you, not me. I’m in enough hot water to keep this place in coffee for a year.” 
 The waitress came by to pick up the coffee pot and get orders.  
 “Where’s Bubba?” asked Tan. 
 “In the john. Said he ate something last night that didn’t set well with him.” 
 “That boy can eat anything without problems. He must have gone south of the border.” 
 The conversation was limited to the weather due to a lack of much other than surmises at the table. Abdul said at a quiet point, “You think dat robbery of the train could be connected to dis shooting stuff down here? 
 Everybody just looked at him. The food came to distract the looks and change the subject. 
 Bubba came up behind and slapped Tan on the back. Fortunately, the coffee cup was on the table. “Hello, old pal. Here we are working together again. This time you cannot stick me with any more stripes or responsibility. I got it all already.” He pulled up a chair from the table next to them. 
 “You old, fat dude. Sit. Join the party. It’s right up your alley. Hit and run.” 
 “So I read in the reports.” 
 Chuck called just as Tan got his mouth filled. He answered on the fourth ring. “Yeah.” 
 “Tan, we are running on empty up here. Very little evidence other than a few shoe prints and tire tracks. Vehicles suspected of carrying our robbers were found in Seligman. Not a print on them. We did find a couple of hairs, but they match the owners. Both were stolen out of Flagstaff and had full tanks of gas as if to say ‘thanks for the loan.’ Other than that we’re high and dry.” 
 “All I can say is we are too and keep on keeping on. How can I help?” 
 “Could use some more investigators and a couple of gofers.” 
 “I’ll get back to you later on that. Adios.” 
 “Yup. Hey!” 
 “What?” 
 “Rachel graduates a week from Saturday. We gonna make it? 
 “One way or the other. Call me around dark and we’ll talk again. Do not report to the Governor. Let me do all that. I don’t want him playing us against each other.” 
 “10-4.” 
 Tan turned to Bubba. “Train robbery. Nothing that matters showing up, just like here. How many more troops can you get to watch the border?” 
 “Maybe 50, including myself, my secretary, my wife, the two kids, and the Mayor of Nogales with his council. There are a couple of reprobates crawling the streets who might be interested. Will that do?” 
 “No. We need to put listening posts all along the border and follow the next group or groups that come across and ambush the ambushers.” 
 “That’s a dream. You always did go for the grandiose schemes. That’s why you shoulda been the sergeant in Flag instead of me. I’m just a simple country boy. How about we call up the National Guard?” 
 “No money.” 
 “Open the Prisons for volunteers. Seven days off their sentence for every day served. If they run, 10 more years tacked on?” 
 “No.” 
 “Why not?” 
 “My responsibility.” 
 “Oh. How about the militia? Or a call up of patriotic souls like they did with the War for Arizona?” 
 “That might work. Let me chew on that while I chew on the rest of my breakfast. Oh, by the way, folks this is Bubba.” He went back to eating. 
 Tank asked for the bill and dropped his credit card on top of it when it came. The Crazy Man voiced his thanks and Sara said, “When did rookie cops earn enough money to pay the ticket?” 
 “Folks helped me a lot and now I can return the favor. Besides, I own a gold mine.”  
 A few folks laughed. Tan said, “I got a piece of it. Bruce and most of the office have pieces. 
 Tank added, “Got two men digging and I check on it from time to time. Just last week they dug out about ten ounces of flake along with 6 tons of promising ore goin’ to the vibrator sluice in my backyard.” 
 “Your neighbors must love that.” 
 “My neighbors are a half mile away.” 
 “Oh.” 
   
 Phoenix 
 11:35 AM 
   
 The Governor stood up tapping his water glass. “Ladies and gentlemen, are we agreed? Arizona will continue on the path begun by my predecessor. We take no money from the Federal Government. I will not call the President without consulting with the leaders of both houses. You will enact a bill that will eliminate the slowdown in our judicial system to ensure that all cases come to trial quickly and eliminate all mandatory sentencing for non-violent felonies. You will also streamline our schools even more, while requiring more of the students, and giving more to the students for successful completion at various points in their education. Last and still important, you authorize Sheriffs, DPS Sergeants and above, my investigative office, and National Guard Officers the power to deputize assistance when needed. Is there anything I left out?” 
 “You left out the suggestion that all people will be referred to as Americans in a public forum. No more Black Americans, Mexican Americans, just Americans, which is just a suggestion, just a suggestion.” 
 “I’d like to make it a mandate, but that would be against the first amendment, at least that’s what I think and so does the Attorney General. We can do that all on our own by setting the example. Maybe folks will catch on and follow the leaders.” 
 The room was nodding like a bunch of bobble heads in the back window of an American’s car. “Thank you all for coming. You need to get to work. I see one more power pill in that box on the table, so while you’re working I will finish it off. Good day.” He reached for the plain cake donut. 
 Josie walked through the door with his messages. “This one from the governor’s office in that state to the west of us is marked as important.” 
 The Governor smiled, “Nevada?” 
 “No, Boss, Hawaii.” 
 He was startled until he looked down at the note on top. It was from California. Under the number was ‘Wants to talk about borders.’ With a smile he dialed the number. 
 “The Office of the Governor. How may I assist you?” 
 “Governor Reeves from Arizona returning the Governor’s call.” 
 “One moment please, Governor Reeves.” Click. 
 “Governor Greene here. Good of you to call back so quickly.” 
 “Just got the memo of your call. How may I assist you?” 
 “You can open your borders again, allow folks to travel freely to and from our great state, and assist us in assimilating our friends from the south.” 
 “That isn’t going to happen. I will continue to allow citizens of our great nation to pass freely upon proof of citizenship, which rules out your phony driver’s licenses. Why don’t  you join us in securing the border to the south. It’s cheaper than feeding, housing, and caring for the illegals as Texas found out. You could recoup the cost of border patrol within a year and in ten years be out of debt.”  
 The phone went dead.  
 Estabon looked at the phone for a moment, shook his head, and put the phone in the cradle. Pulling his personal cell from his pocket, he called his wife. When she answered, “Want a date with a handsome Governor?” 
 “No. I want one with my husband.” 
 “I’ll pick you up in ten minutes.” 
 “Okay.” 
 He hit the intercom. “Josie, have my driver come around to the back door please.” 
 “Yes, Boss.” 
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 Sonoita 
 2 PM 
   
 The handheld radio on Tan’s seat crackled and then, “2 Echo 14. Multiple shots fired in border area approximately 2 miles south of Canelo Pass and voices heard screaming.” 
 Tan heard a response, “2 Echo 12 on the way.” 
 He chimed in with “GSI 1, on the way.” 
 “2 Echo 14, who are you GSI 1?” 
 “Special Investigator Les Brown out of the Governor’s office.” 
 “10-4.” 
 Tan pointed the car southeast out of Sonoita with the pedal to the floor, made a few corners on two wheels (or so it felt), and hit the dirt road to Canelo Pass doing 70. He slowed down rapidly when he felt the condition of the road.  
 “2 ECHO 12 on site. No one present.” 
 “2 ECHO 14 still hearing voices and screams.” 
 The men in ECHO 12 stopped their truck and shut down the engine. They climbed a slight rise next to the road. A red truck was parked out on the flat country south of the pass. They drove on with long guns on laps, body armor cinched up tight, and heads out the window watching for everything until they arrived at ECHO 14’s position 
 Arriving near the truck, they all got out. Nothing was making any noise. The three men assumed it was an ambush and began an evasion and cover maneuver toward the truck. The man closest called to the others, “Move over toward that cut bank. I’ll ease around this side,” with a voice just loud enough to be heard. 
 As they moved forward a man in camo came around a section of wash bank that gave no hint of its ability to hide anything let alone a full grown man carrying a white tail deer. The deer was bleeding a steady stream of drops from a wound in its side. 
 The nearest Border Patrolman said in a loud voice, “Border Patrol, freeze. Do not drop the deer and drop your gun.” 
 The man did as he was told while saying, “Damn.” 
 The Border Patrolman hit the send button on his mike, “2 ECHO 14 we have a poacher in hand with deer in his arms. Request advise.” 
 Tan backed off on the gas as he topped the pass and hit his brakes as he saw the road before him. The radio blasted the poacher message. “Damn. GSI 1 arriving one minute.” He could see the two trucks just ahead. 
 “GSI 2 – five miles out to the south.” 
 The three border patrol, the poacher, and Tan stood next to ECHO 14’s unit when GSI 2 arrived. GSI 2 turned out to be Tank and Abdul. One of the BP patted the poacher down while another BP took the white tail to a dead tree, tossed a rope over a handy limb, tied the rope to a hind foot, and hoisted the small deer into the air. The skinning began.  
 Tan walked to the cuffed man who was now sitting on a rock with his back against the wall of the wash. “How long you been doing this?” 
 “About 15 years.” 
 “Ever been caught before?” 
 “No. Never got a deer before.” 
 “What!” 
 “Yup, first time I get a deer – I watch for them every time I come through this way – and you boys show up. Why me? Why now?” 
 “What was all the screamin’?” 
 “That would be me also. I was so damned happy I danced and screamed all the way to the deer. How’d y’all find me?” 
 “Microphones, sound systems that listen for miles. You sounded like a war going on.” 
 “Yeah. I guess I did. Rounds in the air and whooping it up. You couldn’t know it was just one nut case poaching a deer for his home freezer.” 
 The conversation went on for the time it took to skin, gut, and quarter the deer. As Tank was lowering it from the tree he asked, “How we gonna split this up?” 
 The man in ECHO 14 said, “I’d be happy with a rack of ribs.” 
 ECHO 12 said, “How about a hind quarter for the two of us?” 
 “I don’t want any. No way to keep it very long,” Tan said. 
 Tank laughed and said, “I’ll take the other ribs for me and a front quarter for Abdul. He don’t know how to BBQ a sweet thing like this. So, that leaves a hind and front quarter. What’s with that?” 
 “Give it to the poacher, he shot the danged thing.” 
 “Can we do that?” Abdul said. 
 “Yup,” said Tan with a straight face. “Otherwise he’d squeal on us.” He turned to the man, “You down with that?” 
 “If you’ll take off these cuffs, I’ll take off with the leaving’s of my deer.” 
 Tan scratched an itch on the back of his hand, “How often you come out this way?” 
 “Once or twice a day. I live in Canelo and work in Nogales. If the roads are dry I go this way. If they’re wet, I go through Sonoita on the pavement.” 
 “Seen any strangers in vehicles lately. Like four men alone with camo on.”  
 “Week or so ago I saw one man over off of Duquesne headed north. He obviously didn’t know the roads around here.” 
 “How’s that?” 
 “What’s this all about?” 
 “Just a couple dozen people dead.” 
 The poacher stepped back, “You don’t think I would do that, do you?” he said as he stepped back again with his hands out palms facing Tan. 
 “No. sir. Tell me about him, every detail you can think of.” 
 “He was standing next to his jacked up Jeep studying a map of the area. I stopped and asked if I could help him find something. He said yeah. He was looking for Paymaster Spring and couldn’t find the road leading into it. I showed him. He asked me to draw it in because it wasn’t on this map. I did. He thanked me. I drove down the road a couple miles and stopped to pee. When I looked back, his dust tail was heading in the right direction.” 
 “Did you get a license number? I can only hope.” 
 “No.” 
 Tan thought and then asked, “Can you describe him?” 
 “Sure. He was tall, blond, and built. Blue eyes, blonde hair even though it had been shaved a couple days before, and he was light skinned. He didn’t go out in the sun much. No tats or scars showing, but he was wearing a long sleeved shirt buttoned down cuffs and open throat. He was military not too far back if not now.” He stopped, looked up at Tan, and shrugged his shoulders with an ‘I’m sorry’ grin on his face. 
 “What about the Jeep?” Tan was smiling and he finished writing. 
 “White, jacked at least four inches, cracked windshield bottom right corner, Arizona plates, and black interior. That’s about it.” 
 “Any stickers on the windshield, or the bumper.” 
 “Just one. Enterprise Rentals. I assumed he was a once a year or weekend wanna be miner. Lots of old mines around here. I do some dry panning and take good stuff home to run through my vibrator.” 
 Tank said, “Cool.” 
 Tan almost kissed the man. “That just might be the break we need. Go home and enjoy your deer.” Tan started back to his car, “Whoa. I need your name and all that.” 
 Tan got it all written down and handed the poacher his card. “If you think of anything else, call. No matter how small. Call.” 
 “You got it. I hope you catch who you’re looking for. This guy seemed real nice.” 
 “You can never tell. We chase down everything.” 
 They separated. Tan walked over to his largish workers and sat next to them on the wash bank. “Think we got a lead outta this encounter. Listen to this.” He read off what he had gotten. “Whatcha thinking?” 
 “Looks good,” Abdul said.  
 “Hope he used his own ID when he rented it.” Tank was watching a leaf and an ant. The ant was winning. 
 “Okay, you two. Head for Nogales. Check out Enterprise Rentals office there. If that doesn’t pan out, hit Tucson and all places in between. I will check out Sierra Vista and Benson, along with any others I find on that side of the mountain. Got it.” 
 Abdul said, “Let me copy that description and all you got from the deer hunter.” 
 “We meet back in Patagonia at the hotel.” 
 “We gonna drop off the venison there on the way to Nogales.” 
 “I’ll take it for you. There’s ice in Sierra Vista, then I’m going back to work on my notes. This little bitty note pad is getting full of my cryptic notes. Gotta call mama also. She gets worried if I play outside too late.” 
 “Don’t eat the meat. We do it together,” Abdul was a bit adamant about food at times. 
   
 Tan used the radio, “GSI 1, dispatch. Is there an Enterprise car rental west of the Huachuca Mountains?” 
 “Yes, GSI 1, Sierra Vista and Benson.” 
 “Would you call and see if they rented a white jeep during the last ten days and get back to me?” 
 “Will do.” 
 Tank broke in with, “GSI 2, dispatch. Would you check Nogales also, please.” 
 “You will have to check with Santa Cruz County dispatch, GSI 2. Channel 6.” 
 Tank looked down at his handheld, “Damn, ain’t but three channels on this thing.  
 “We go to Nogales,” Abdul said as Tank pointed the truck south.” 
 Tan laughed as he climbed in the unit. “They could have used mine if they’d asked.” 
   
 Tucson 
   
 The big man, Brad Dickins, once a sergeant in Centcom and having too many tours in combat environments, or so he thought, had the next two assignments on his cork board. Alongside the assignments were 3 by 5 cards. There were many cards around plan number 1. It would be a big splash with lots of flash the way he had it going down.  
 Plan number 2 was sparse on cards. There was only one. It had the name of the one man in the group that could drive better than he could, Boris. In the middle of the display for event number 2 was his own name. He was taking on the most dangerous of the tasks for himself. He had just the weapon as outlined on the card. There was no one better at the methodology in the group than he was. The target card held the name, Superman. He would go down in history for this one or die trying. 
  The area designated for event number one was under the command of Jacob. Brad would sit down with Jacob in the very near future and plan the details of operation down to the second.  
 He took another sip of the bourbon he loved so much. Never within 36 hours of a new operation would he drink. It took his aim off and made him miss one time, or so he thought. He still had six days to drink his high dollar bourbon. He wanted to finish it before the next outing. 
   
 Tan’s call to the dispatcher let him know that Sierra Vista and Benson had not had a white jeep rented by anyone in the past two months. Benson had not even had a white jeep. Sierra Vista had one, but it was out on long term rental with an outfit that took folks joy riding in the desert. That Jeep had been with them for four months and had another two months to go. He asked for their phone number and got it.  
 He called the number of the outfit. No joy, the Jeep in question had been reserved for over six months and was with one of their drivers, a woman, with a pair of other women that were camping and hiking along the Continental Divide Trail. The driver was their support and met them every evening the trail crossed a road or two rut along the way. The driver had called in almost every day and was currently somewhere around Grants, New Mexico, in the El Malpai area heading for Colorado. 
 Tan thanked them for their information as he hit the pavement just north of Canelo Pass heading for Sonoita. 
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 Tan’s room in Patagonia was cold and lonely. All the other troops were all over southern Arizona from Nogales east. He was behind the curve on this one. The Brown family was bigger now and he felt the need for time with them. His wife’s life was full of things to do around the house with the new baby and the adopted one to add to the two they already had. He was needed there, but he was also needed here. The pride he felt in the jobs and challenges set before him was mind blowing. He’d handled the Corps well, ending his time as a sergeant. The Coconino County job was great. He had good friends there and made a name for himself even before his unofficial partner had been killed and the assault on the Snow Bowl ski area against the rebellious Indians. His crew was strange, but loyal and hard working. He had the best. “I am letting them down by not getting on top of this case. How hard can it be to find a small army of killers and thieves?” 
 He looked in the mirror as he headed for the john. “And, here I am sitting in a lonely room having a pity party because nothing is breaking on the case. Maybe if I sit for a while, the pressure on my brain will get it working.” 
 He sat. 
 The throwaway phone in his pocket rang. He answered, “San José.” 
 “Santa Gabriella.” 
 “What’s up, One?” 
 “Just an exchange of info call. I have men stretched thin along the border watching for groups crossing and following them. Ask your men to watch out for them and not shoot them. They are the ones dressed in all black.” 
 “Will do. We are spread so thin I doubt it will happen.” 
 “My father wants to increase the fifty to one hundred, but it is hard to find orphans with no siblings who are willing to do this kind of work. We did have two women in mind. What do you think?” 
 Tan thought a moment, “The type of work you do, having one or two women could be an advantage. If they’re tough enough to keep up with the men in all areas of the work.” 
 “That was my thinking also. The Colonel, my father, is begging for more men to patrol the border, but the General says we will probably get fewer if your new Governor starts a wall or maybe even that rich man, Trump, who is rattling the cages in Washington about a run for the President.” 
 “Don’t worry about him. I’d like to see it happen, but he doesn’t have a chance.” Tan shook his head at the thought. 
 One was quiet. 
 Tan came in, “You got any ideas on how to get more men, many more, in on this case?” 
 “No.” 
 “We danged near need an army of troops. A couple of men set at judicious places a few hundred yards apart with listening and infrared gear, all trustworthy and not prone to getting the idea of being the hero of the border, would be impossible.” 
 “Si. So far all this action has been in a small stretch of reasonably unoccupied land. Could we get a small army like the one that stopped the first invasion into your estado?” 
 The big light bulb over Tan’s head went on. “Hey, thanks. Let me call you back in a few.” 
 “Out.” The phone went dead. 
 Tan looked at the phone and smiled. The idea was great, but the battery was dead. Having finished his sitting, he plugged in the charger and grabbed his other phone. 
 He called Chuck. “Yeah, boss.” 
 Ten minutes later he had the phone number he needed. 
 He called Frank Carter, the leader of the Militia for America that had been the front line troops when angry Mexican civilians, or so it was described by the local papers, invaded Arizona. They had lost some men and held the field of battle until the heavies got there.  
 “Carter.” 
 “Frank Carter?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “My name is Les Brown. Most folks call me Tan. I am with the Governor’s Office of Special Investigation or something like that. We have a problem on the border. Do you have time to talk?” 
 “Yes. Where are you?” 
 “Patagonia.” 
 “I’m in Tucson with my wife for a restful couple of weeks. I can be there in an hour or so.” 
 “I’ll meet you in the bar at the south end of town on the right, the Wagon Wheel Saloon. How about in two hours? You can bring your wife if you want her to hear what we have to say. I wouldn’t.” 
 “She’s got grandkids to play with here. I’ll see you there in two hours. Can I bring one of my men?” 
 “Yes. See ya then.” 
   
 Nogales 
   
 “What you thinkin’, my man?” Abdul asked. 
 Tank was lost in la la land and jerked his head up at the sound, “I ain’t thinkin’ much. That fella says there was bloody mud on the front floor carpet of that white jeep when it was returned. They figured what?” 
 “He figured it was from some hunting the man might have done.” 
 “Who’d throw meat on the floor board?” 
 “Nobody I know, unless it was wrapped real good.” 
 Tank looked at the floor board again. “Ain’t no way of tellin’ now. They done cleaned this thing from top to bottom and two other folks have rented it since.” 
 Abdul asked, “Ain’t they some chemical that turns purple or something when in contact with hemogobulins or something like that?” 
 “Yeah. Let’s call the PD and see what comes up.” 
 Abdul pulled his phone and began searching the contacts list. 
   
 Patagonia 
   
 Tan slid into the booth in the back corner near the men’s room. Right after he sat down a thought came to him. He punched his speed dial, 
  “Arizona National Guard, Phoenix, Major Whitley speaking, how may I help you?” 
 “This is Les Brown from the Governor’s office. I’d like to speak to General Rios.” 
 “He is unavailable at this time. May I take a message?” 
 “Well Major, you may be the man to help me then.” 
 “I’m the only one here today, so that seems logical.” 
 Tan went into what was going on and then said, “What would be needed to get some of your troops setting up observation points along the border in order to look out for some killers before they kill or at least detour the illegal activities?” 
 “An order from the Governor and lots of money from the budget, which the Governor is not inclined to do from all I know.” 
 “Got any other way you can think of?” 
 “Not legally.” 
 “How about marginal, on the line, stretching it a bit?” 
 The Major took a deep breath, “I could have the top shirt ask for volunteers. There might be a few that have nothing else to do.” 
 “I have the authority to deputize and make them legal law enforcement. No pay. No benefits. Me for a boss.” 
 “Tan, I know who and what you are. I’ll let the top shirt know tonight. We have a training coming up and most of the men will be here. The General will also be here. I am sure he will encourage participation. Anything else we can do for you, sir?” 
 “Not a thing, Major. I know of you, also. Be safe and thanks.” 
 “You’re welcome. You be safe yourself. From what I know you don’t do that well.” 
 They exchanged numbers. 
 Tan laughed and said, “Good bye, Major.” 
 “Good bye, Mr. Investigator.” 
 The waitress saw that he was no longer on the phone and walked to his table. Having been a waitress in this establishment for the last 14 years she knew a stranger when she saw one. Not being single, she walked like a lady carrying the menu with her. “What will you have to drink, sir?” 
 “How about the biggest coke you have?” 
 “Coming right up. Our specials for today’s lunch are a red beef burrito or green corn tamales, either for six ninety five. Beans and rice on the side.” 
 “Thank you.” He looked at the menu as she returned to the bar to get the coke. 
 She returned with two cokes. “This being the biggest glass we have, I brought two. You looked thirsty.” 
 She sat the two glasses down. “Have you decided what you want yet?” 
 “Yeah, I’ll have the enchilada plate, no beans, and no sour cream.” 
 “Enchilada plate, no beans, and no sour cream. Would you like double rice?” 
 “Sounds good, yes.” 
 “Comin’ right up.” 
 As he watched her walk away, he noticed a small man, maybe five feet six or seven, come through the door looking like he was new to the place and didn’t know what to expect. The man’s head was covered with silver hair and he couldn’t have weighed in at over 140 pounds. His head swiveled until his view caught Tan in the corner. 
 The man walked to Tan and said, “You waiting for someone, sir?” 
 “Yes. A military man that is a hero of Arizona.” 
 “I’m military, but no hero. The heroes are all buried. I’m just a patriot, Mr. Brown, just a patriot.” 
 “Please be seated, Captain Carter of the Militia for America.” Tan said as he handed him the menu the waitress had not taken from him. “Make your choice. The State of Arizona is buying.” 
 “Why, thank you.” He sat down and began perusing the menu. “Ever eat here before?” 
 “No. First time. Hopefully the beginning of a lovely relationship. I spend a lot of time in this neck of the woods it seems and a good meal is a plus.” 
 “Never been here, myself. Passed through the town in the War for Arizona, but didn’t stop.” 
 The captain looked at the menu as the waitress trotted to the table. “What can I get you to drink, sir.” 
 “Water and a beer, maybe a Bud Lite.” 
 “Yes, sir, coming right up.” 
 She left and Tan slugged down the first of his cokes.  
 The captain said, “How many men you want?” 
 “How many you got? You don’t waste time with small talk do you?” 
 “No value in it. I lost a lot of good men in our little war down here. Recruitment went up after the shooting ended and everybody went home, vertical or horizontal. I have almost double the number of troops, better armed, more uniformly armed with same caliber guns, better trained, and better led. I learned a lot from that shoot out.” 
 “I’ll bet. I got to do my shooting up north in Flagstaff.” 
 “I heard about you.”  
 The waitress came to the table with the beer and asked, “What’ll ya have?” 
 “Since Arizona is buying, I’ll have the ribeye, fries, and a salad. Forget the coleslaw and beans. Blood rare, please.” 
 “Yes, sir. Anything else for either of you?” she asked turned her eyes from one to the other. 
 “No.” 
 “Not right now,” said Tan. 
 She left with the new order.  
 “Ninety-five percent of my men are veterans from the field of battle. They have smelled the gunpowder and seen the dragon. They’ll all do to ride the river with, as Louis L’Amour would say. I would trust each of them with my life, but not with my wife. They are all men, except for the six women we have, and I don’t trust them with the men.” 
 “Sounds good. How long would it take you from right now to have 200 troops on the ground right here?” 
 “Five hours.” The captain did not even hesitate. “I make one call, he makes ten calls, each makes ten calls and the next set of calls covers them all. You want them?” 
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 Tan hesitated. Took a drink from the second glass. “Not yet.” 
 Frank sat back in his seat as his drinks came. 
 “Your meals will be right up.” The waitress turned and walked away. She was experienced enough to know when men want to talk to a woman and when they want to be left alone.  
 “Let’s eat and then talk about what I want. How’s that?” Tan had his answer and wasn’t sure how to deal with it. Men were available, but how far would 200 troops go is resolving the issue at hand? He sipped his coke as the captain took a deep slug of his beer. 
 “Have you had any of your men solicited for a special unit of some kind?” 
 “Two left after the war to work with BlackEagle Security. One other left about two months ago to take a job in the Carolinas as head of security for some rich man’s property on the sea. Many of us wanted to go with him; carry his bags and all that. Recently, nothing I know, but I can ask around.” 
 Tan looked him in the eye and said, “Let me tell you what we have going on down here.” 
 An hour later with the dirty, empty plates taken away, Frank on his second beer, and Tan wondering if he wanted the dessert, Frank patted his extended gut and said, “Good ribeye. I think my men are ready for what you need. We have some sound gear, but not enough by a long shot. We can set up two man forward observer posts. We can communicate on our own frequencies. The comms will not be secure, BUT we have learned from the code talkers of WW2 and developed our own code talk in plain English. You tell when to do it and it’s done. My boys are chomping at the bit to be useful.” 
 “I’ll tell ya what. You tell  a thousand of them to get set and I’ll give you the ‘go’ when I can. They will all be deputized law enforcement under my office. I have that authority from the Governor and there’s a law going through right now that will broaden that authority soon. I look forward to a great relationship with your men.” 
 Tan continued, “I have to say again that this will be dangerous. These killers, whoever they are, are dangerous and know what they are doing. Someone is setting things up very well and the men know how to get the job done. Of course, so far no one has had a chance to shoot back at them either. We will coordinate with AzBP as we carry out our surveillance and in any attacks or counterattacks we do. There are good guys on the field and we need to know that. If your men are ready, we will probably need them fired up, trained up, briefed up, and ready to stand against these clowns.” 
 “My boys will be there when you call.”  
 Captain Frank Carter pulled out his phone, punched in a text, and sent it. “We’ll be talking about it tonight, late. My wife will have more time to play with the grandkids while I return to Phoenix to brief my sergeants. For your info, our group is captain, sergeants, and grunts. No overloading deep structure like the real army. Nobody gets paid so what’s the use?” 
 “Sounds like a plan to me. Another beer before you leave?” 
 “Nope, I’m outta here. Call when ready. Maybe even to keep me posted?” 
 “You got it.” Tan stood and stuck out his hand.  
 A quick shake and the militia leader walked out the door.  
 The waitress walked to the table with the bill. 
 Tan paid and left a good tip out of his own money before leaving and going back to an empty room. 
 As he climbed the stairs at the end of the building, he heard feet shuffling on the balcony that ran the full length of the front of the building. ‘Just another tenant,’ he thought. 
 He rounded the corner at the top and caught a fist in the forehead that slammed him back against the railing.  
 Someone grabbed his left leg and lifted, trying to send him over the rail to the concrete below. 
 Tan cocked his right leg and kicked the man in the face as he grabbed frantically for the railing. 
 The man went back losing his grip on the foot and his balance, landing on the hard floor of the balcony. 
 Tan pulled on the railing until his feet were swinging toward the floor and pushed off with both hands as he saw a second man coming up the stairs running. 
 The man on the balcony floor tried to get up, but Tan grabbed him by the crotch and shirt front, lifted, and tossed the man to the asphalt below. Turning, he set himself for the charge of the second man as he tried to get his gun out of the holster. The man saw the gun coming up and drew his own. Tan fired three times before the attacker’s gun cleared the holster, sending the man backwards down the stairs to join his partner at ground level.  
 Tan reloaded and ran down the steps to check the men on the ground. The second man was dead at the foot of the stairs as he expected, but the man on the asphalt was moaning as he approached.  
 The man was trying to get his gun out from underneath his body. Tan kicked him in the side of the head, reached down, and took the gun for himself before putting cuffs on the man. “Son, you just picked the wrong man to try to make money on.” 
 The owner came out the front door with a gun in his hand, bumped into Tan, and swung the gun in Tan’s direction. Tan batted it away and said, “I’m the good guy. Call the police, please.” 
 As he said that, he looked up the street to see a police car backing out of a slot in front of the Police Station. “Never mind, put the gun away.” 
 Tan walked into the lobby and asked, “You got a first aid kit?” as the blood dripped from a split eye brow.  
   
 Nogales 
   
 “Yes, gentlemen, it is blood. Just barely enough to make that determination. Someone did a great job of cleaning this floor. The seams and dents saved enough blood for the test to tell there was blood here. But, I cannot tell from right here if it’s human blood. I need to take a couple of samples, and they will be small, back to the lab and scope them out.” 
 “Let’s roll,” Tank said. 
 Abdul headed for the rental office of Raoul’s Used Cars and Rentals. He told the owner, Raoul, “Don’t let nobody mess with that jeep till you hears from us. Got it?” 
 “Yes, sir. Can you hurry it up? That vehicle is my biggest money maker.” 
 “Should have our tests done in another hour or so. Save it till noon tomorrow and if you don’t get my call, it’s yours to do with as you please.” 
 “I got a gal wants it 6 AM.” 
 “I’ll get back to you. You helped us, we ain’t gonna bomb you.” 
 “Okay.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 Abdul ran for the truck to follow the crime scene guy. “Stay with him, pard.” 
 “He ain’t goin’ nowhere we don’t already know. Down the street, right a block and, bingo, we there.” Tank was on it. 
 At the lab the samples went under the microscope, a drop of something went on the slide to liquefy the dried samples, and, after a moment, he took a deep look before sitting up straight and saying, “Take a look for yourself,” and backed away. 
 Abdul pushed Tank in for a look. Tank looked, cocked his head and looked again, before standing up and saying, “Yup. I see what you mean. Abdul grab a look see.” 
 “I wouldn’t know what I’s lookin’ at, man.” He turned to the lab man. “Human or not?” 
 “Nope, he probably did a little hunting. I’d say rodent of some kind. Like a rabbit.” 
 “Damn.” Tank wasn’t happy. “Let’s go. Thanks for your time. We’ll call Raoul and let him know he can use the Jeep.” 
 “You’re welcome. It’s a nice exercise for me. Haven’t had to do that in a year or so.” He turned and walked into the office adjoining the lab. 
 Abdul followed Tank out the door to the truck grabbing his phone on the way. “Raoul.” 
 He listened. 
 “You can rent it out. Weren’t nothin’ but a rabbit. Maybe you oughta furnish game bags. Might save some wear and tear on your carpets.” 
 He listened. 
 “No prob. Thanks for your cooperation.” He hung up. 
 “Let’s go eat. I is a hungry man. How about that Chinese all-you-can-eat place with the crab legs?” 
 “Your turn to buy,” said Tank as he fired up the truck. 
 “Then we get to Patagonia to see the boss man come da morning.” 
   
 Patagonia 
   
 “Mr. Brown, is that all you can tell us about your fight with these men. After all, one is dead and one not much alive, and you are telling me it was a bounty hunter from below the border. Kinda far-fetched, even for an investigator from the Governor’s office. I’ve been seeing you around town and other places near here for the past few days or so. What’s up with that?” 
 “Look, I’ve shown you my badge, given you the number for the Governor, and my buddy, Bubba, from the AzBP has vouched for me, - ouch, quit ripping my eyebrow apart - and the owner here has seen the credit cards from the State of Arizona that pay my bills here. What more could you want?” 
 “What did you do to get a bounty on your head?” 
 “Put a cork in the drug traffic, stopped an Indian uprising, and invaded Mexico. How’s that?” Tan replied. 
 “Don’t leave town without our permission.” 
 “I will go where I want. You know as well as I do that only a court can order that and even then the Governor might have a bit to say about it.”  
 The officer wasn’t sure what to say or do, so he got in his car and drove the short walk to the Police Department.  
   
 Naco, Arizona 
 4:30 AM 
   
 The AzBP manning the border crossing had over a hundred cars an hour pass through going both ways. Headed south, they just waved them on through and let their Mexican compadres take care of them. If they came from the south, they checked the trunk, under the hood, back seat, and mirrored the underside. The dog did a walk around with its sniffer going full blast. ID and work card, passport, and sometimes birth certificates were checked against the data base. Everything was recorded in the computers on video in living color with sound.  
 Then there were the trucks and trains. The trucks pulled into their own lane and were checked even more thoroughly, but then there was a lot more to check. Two dogs and five humans did the checks on trucks. The trains rolled through without even the passing of papers out the window on the fly. Everyone knew there were three or four folks hidden in the train as it went by, and yet they let it go on order from the White House with the promise it would not stop in Arizona, which everyone knew was a joke.  
 “Hey, Taco. Did you check that red border bomb’s trunk?” The AzBP sergeant yelled to the man south of the border.  
 “Yeah, Gringo, I did. All clear.” He knew the game. 
 The Spanish speaking sergeant knew the border guards in the south hated being called Taco. So he did it just to rile them. “Taco. He had a gun under the front seat.” 
 “He is my cousin, Gringo.”  
 “Everybody is your cousin, Taco.” 
 “Not you, Gringo. My family has class and you are nothing but a yankee who rapes our women and steals our water after you drink all our cheap tequila. I hate the expensive tequila that is left.” 
 “Tough. If your women looked at you tacos instead of us, you’d still be outta luck with your women. They have the class. Except for the fat ones.” 
 A truck from the south was being passed through by the Mexican side through the fast truck lane which was set aside for trucks with certain papers stating they have met the standards and safeguards called for under the NAFTA agreement. The North American Free Trade Agreement allowed these vehicles to be inspected at the loading point, sealed with three seals, and then passed through without further ado. The truck was half in Mexico and half in the U.S.A. when the driver stuck his head out the window and hollered, “Allah Akbar” and disappeared in a gigantic fireball that flattened the check point buildings and had a kill radius of over one thousand feet. The death furthest away was caused by an ancient Geo that was lifted and flew for the first time in its existence to land on a new Ford Mustang convertible. The smell of ammonia was strong in the fire ball. 
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 Patagonia 
   
 Tan’s phone woke him with the sound of a rooster crowing which meant it was from the Governor. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Naco just disappeared. Heavy casualties. Get there and tell me what’s needed. This little case of yours is escalating into the worst round of fear this state has known since Geronimo left the reservation for the last time.” 
 The phone went dead in his hand. 
 He walked down the porch to another room and beat on the glass door until he heard someone yell, “Shut up. We’re trying to sleep in here.” 
 “Get dressed and meet me downstairs in ten minutes ready to roll to Naco, or what’s left of it.” 
 “We be down, pronto.” 
   
 Naco 
   
 The normally well lighted checkpoints were dark except for the remnants of the all-consuming fire which had burnt down to a few dozen flickering low flames. Re-bar and other metal objects still glowed red, held there by the intense heat from the rubble. Two men in silver suits with self-contained Scott air packs wandered carefully through the fringes of the scene. 
 Tan showed his ID to a deputy sheriff when he turned south off of highway 92 onto Wilson Road. “Any survivors?” 
 “Yeah. At least twenty been rolled past here going to hospitals around the area. You can pass, Mr. Brown.” 
 “The truck behind me belongs to me, also. They really are sweet guys.” 
 “I believe ya,” the deputy said, looking through the trucks windshield. “You can keep them.” 
 The two vehicles passed down the road watching for emergency personnel and gawkers as they moved toward the scene. The lights that normally lit up the border crossing and THE FENCE were out. The only lights that could be seen were portable or from emergency equipment. Tan saw units from Bisbee, Douglas, Sierra Vista, Cochise County, and others as he rolled into the seemingly disorganized site. He knew there was an organization. Grabbing his mike, he said, “GSI 1, who is in charge of the Naco site?” over his loud speaker. 
 No hands went up. No response through the open window. He opened the door and began walking toward the greatest equipment density area only to be met by a very young female officer from Douglas. “You GSI 1?” 
 “Yes, ma’am. Special Investigator for the Governor, Les Brown.” He flashed his ID. “The two behind me are with me. One black and one white.” 
 “Yes, sir. If you’ll just follow me I will take you to the Chief and the Sheriff, along with everyone else that wants a piece of the action. FBI won’t be here. I heard they just outright refused.” 
 “Tell me what you know.” 
 “Truck driver stuck his head out of the cab, yelled ‘Allah Akbar,’ and the truck blew up. There was a man not twenty feet away sitting with his back against a concrete abutment facing away from the boom that heard it. He is deaf and was burned pretty bad on the head and hands. Heavy jacket saved the rest of his upper body. Or, so I’ve heard between gofer jobs.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 An hour later he didn’t know anything more. The FBI changed its collective mind and decided to get involved. They determined that the explosion was caused by an angry truck driver and was not terrorism by any definition of the word and then went home.  
 Tan reported to the Governor just after the sun threw light on the scene. “Terrorism is the finding by me. FBI is saying border squabble concerning NAFTA and truck drivers was the motivation. Over fifty confirmed dead. Forty-five plus in hospitals, six reported critical. Could have been more, but that’s all there were within range of the blast. Naco border crossing is closed until further notice. Barricades on both sides with armed guards, and I do mean armed. Ashes and rubble are beginning to cool enough for investigators to enter. Mexico is doing about the same thing we are. There isn’t enough of the truck left to tell you what color it was, let alone who owned it. The incident had nothing to do with my case in my opinion.” 
 “At this point I will accept that opinion with a reservation. That reservation is there may be more to it than meets the eye. Can you leave a man there as part of the team?” 
 “Maybe as an observer. I’ll try, but that will short me one of my crew.” 
 “I understand. I’ll find you five experienced lawmen to replace him.” 
 “You got it, sir.” 
 He hung up and called Bruce. 
 His next call was on the other phone. 
 “Santa Gabriella.” 
 “San José. Look I need some info fast. Think you got time or someone who can get on it?” 
 “Is it about Naco?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “I will handle that. My brother is there. Two of my close cousins are dead there.” 
 “My condolences. I want to know all you can get me on the driver of that rig. Who he worked for? How long? Anything you can find.” 
 “I will get that for you. It is terrorist. He yelled, ‘Allah Akbar.’ No doubt in my mind.” 
 “I’d like to see the DNA. Mexicans look a lot like Muslims without beards. No offense my friend.” 
 “No offense. We know that and we stop many at the airports because they talk Mexican funny.” 
 “Adios.” 
 “Good bye.” 
 Tan tried to get closer, but was always stopped with, “You do not have the proper protective gear and you are not authorized.” 
 “Who does the authorizing and where can if find the gear?” 
 “I do not know. Now get back.” 
 He wandered waiting for Bruce. 
 He sent the twins, Tank and Abdul, to Douglas to begin checking out the word around town. From there they were to go to Bisbee and then Sierra Vista. He called the governor to find out who could get him deeper into the scene further. “Mr. Brown, no one else will get in until the experts are done, so I have been informed. When cleared, I will contact you.” 
 “Sir, I have a man coming here just for this. Is he to wait until they are ready to allow us in on the conversation?” 
 “Yes. You can call him after I call you.” 
 The other phone rang. 
 “San Jose.” 
 “Santa Gabriella. The truck seems to be stolen. I know nothing about by who. Report came in not a minute ago.” 
 “After the explosion?” 
 “Yes. After the headlines on the television.” 
 “Big company.” 
 “I don’t know.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 “Out.” 
 The phone went dead. 
 He hadn’t gone twenty feet toward his car when his personal phone went off. The number indicated that the call was from Chuck still up in Williams. “He’s probably gonna whine at me taking Bruce away from him.”  
 He hit ‘answer.’ “Yeah, Chuck. I know. Bruce was the only man you had.” 
 “Nah. I got things handled up here. We have a minimum of nine men in combat gear hitting this train. Stopped it by using the old ties on the rails trick right out of the old movies. Estimated take was over fifty thousand in cash, a hundred thousand retail in jewelry, and untold credit cards and identities. One passenger dead after trying to be the hero and one employee dead for the same reason. Same report as last time. Not a clue of who, or where they went. The only thing new is that I may be quitting.” 
 “You can’t quit. Slaves have to be sold, and you ain’t worth much on the current market.” Tan quickly turned it into a joke. “Chuck. I need you, now and after the wedding. You need us. Remember, you are still on the limited duty list and no PD or such wants a new man on the disabled list. I needed Bruce’s mind and experience down here. You want any more men, just ask.” 
 “I want two.” 
 “They will be on the way as soon as the boss get’s them transferred to us.” 
 “Great. When will that be?” Chuck was getting testy. 
 “Next full moon.” Tan paused, “Honestly, I don’t know. I’ll bug him starting in an hour or so.” 
 “Alright,” Chuck let loose an audible puff of air. “I needed them before Bruce left, and now I really need them. Got vehicles and foot prints to track. Need more research done on the train and the company that hired it. The train company is balking at any help in fear of coming litigation. The witnesses, folks on the train, don’t want to talk because they are embarrassed, and the con artist realtor speculator fears for his life. Nice group to work with.” 
 “Hit the local judge for warrants on all of them if you have to. Offer immunity if it looks like it’s needed. We need a break on all these cases.” 
 “How’s things in Naco?” Chuck was happy, but serious. 
 “You can’t even imagine and I cannot really describe it other than lots of rubble and bodies. All of it is black from the fireball and the aftermath fire. Only clue I’ve got is that the truck might have been stolen. When and where from I don’t know.” 
 “I’ll get back to work, Tan. You got enough on your mind.” 
 “Catch ya later. Keep in touch.” 
 Tan backed his car out through the jumble of vehicles until he could turn around and go out with the hood ornament leading. He waved to the deputy on the corner as he turned for the pass and Patagonia.  
 It was time for the Militia for America. But, first, he called Sara. 
 “Santa Cruz Sheriff’s office, this is Deputy Gravit. How may I assist you?” 
 “Governor’s office calling Sheriff Sara.” 
 “Baloney. No governor’s gonna call for the Sheriff by her first name.” 
 “This is Les Brown, ask her to pick up the phone please.” 
 The deputy did not respond until after Tan heard a door open, muffled words exchanged, and then a chair sliding on the floor. “Hey, Tan. What’s up?” 
 “I need a man, figuratively speaking. A woman will do, but I’d rather not have the distraction.” 
 “Oh, the big bad investigator can’t work with a woman without being distracted. You did all right with me.” 
 “Yeah, you threatened me with that largish husband of yours.” 
 “I got a not too good looking rooky I can let you borrow, but I want her unrumpled when you return her.” 
 “Unrumpled?” 
 “You know. I don’t want you scaring her off. I’m sure you’re safe with women. My husband would not have scared you off.” 
 “Okay, I’ll take her. How long has she been outta school? 
 “Three weeks. She’s still reading the manuals and needs to qualify again on left handed pistol. Two tries she’s blown. One more and she’s on probation. Two and she’s out.” 
 “I’ll try to get her some targets.” 
 “NO! She needs confidence.” 
 “Okay, I’ll take her. What’s her name? Where can I meet her?” 
 “You talked to her already, Deputy Gravit, Matarese Gravit. I’ll send her to you with vehicle. Where you want her?” 
 “The Stage Stop Inn in Patagonia.” 
 “You are still quick aren’t you? Took me to a motel first, remember?” 
 “Yeah, and do you remember how that worked out?” 
 “I told you I knew you were safe with women.” 
 “I’m in room 218. I’ll get a room for her when she gets there.” 
 “Where are you?” 
 “Montezuma Pass.” 
 “She’ll be there before you.” 
 “Tell her to wait in the reading room up the stairs right inside the front door.” 
 “Will do. Take care of her. I need the deputies.” 
 “You got it, and thanks.” 
 “Da nada.” 
 “I’ll owe ya one.” 
 “No debts in this business.” She hung up and called Deputy Gravit in. 
 Tan drove down the west side of the pass watching out for all kinds of critters, 4 legged, two legged, or no legged.  
   
 Williams 
   
 Chuck got off the phone with Tan and grabbed the disheveled pile of paper he called, ‘notes.’ Once again he went through them highlighting this spot and that one with a thin pink hi-lighter. When he finished the pile he went back and wrote the marked passages on a clean piece of paper. ‘These are the significant pieces of evidence that matter, right here, right now,’ he throught. 
 His phone buzzed and the window showed ‘RACHEL.’ “Hey, babe. How’s the training going?” 
 “It’s done. All we’re doing now is memorizing the legal code. ARS this and ARS that is very, very boring. I did make my final firearms quals today. I am told that I would make a great female crook with my devious mind and ability to fire a Thompson submachine gun with some accuracy.” 
 “Ah, for the life of crime. You are still graduating next Saturday, right?” 
 “I had better be. I am so tired of this place, not seeing you, and working with the team.” He could hear the tears in her voice. 
 “Wish I could come down and cheer you up a bit, but we are strung out all over the state. Things are falling apart, Tan won’t let me tell you, and we need you. Bruce was working with me and they just called him to Naco. I’m in Williams. Tank and Abdul are chasing rainbows looking for clues in the south. Leon has a store staked out from his wheelchair.  Last but not least, Lenny is back to chasing information in the middle of the state. We could use you. I could use you, or at least I would love to get a hug and a kiss.” 
 “All you think of is hugs and kisses. I miss you, too, big boy. When that wedding is over, we’ll get the huggin’ and kissin’ goin’ for the rest of our lives, with a short interruption of a few years to raise a family.” 
 “Won’t we hug and kiss after the kids hit the ground?” 
 “Yeah, silly, but we’ll have to share.” 
 “Sounds good to me.” He glanced at the paper he’d been writing on. “Hey, babe, gotta go. Just thought of something I gotta chase down. Love ya and miss ya. Can’t wait till you and I are back together.” 
 “For how long with that workload? Love you, too.” She smooched over the phone and hung up. She still had lots of homework to do. 
   
 Patagonia 
   
 “Lenny, what are you up to?” 
 “Not much, boss. Been running all over Tucson and the vicinity trying to get a clue and I ain’t got a clue where to go next.” His tone said, ‘give me something to do.’ 
 “How’d you like to be liaison to the militia?” 
 “Long as I don’t have to do any PT or marching, I’m game.” 
 “I’ll get right back to you. Where are you right now?” 
 “Sitting in a Denny’s eating dinner. Yum yum.” 
 “The one on Oracle Road?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Stay there.” 
 Tan cut that call and punched in the number for the Militia Captain. 
 “Frank, I need your boys. Head over to the Denny’s on Oracle and talk with my man. You can’t miss Lenny, he’s the one with the most wrinkles and the sourest look. Oh, yeah, he wears a ratty old LBJ special.” 
 “On my way.” 
 Tan called Lenny back and discussed the situation and his recommendations for deployment of the troops. “You might want to get some camos or at least jeans for the rough terrain and all. Your suit ain’t gonna survive the desert.” 
 “I did that this morning. Ripped a pant leg on my best suit. Wearing jeans and a canvas shirt. Got my Winchester in the trunk and my .45 on my hip. People look at me kinda different now.” 
 “You can’t miss Frank Carter, W A M, brown, silver, short, and bustin’ with energy. He’ll come bustin’ through the door like a SWAT team after the bad guys.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
 The car rounded the corner letting Tan see a Santa Cruz County vehicle backing into a  parking spot across the street from the Inn, in front of the City Hall. ‘I beat her here, she must be a slow driver,’ he thought as he pulled in next to it, driver’s window to driver’s window. The electric window rolled down smoothly as he held the button down. The young lady in the county unit saw and did the same thing.  
 Tan said, “You must be Deputy Gravit.” 
 “Yes, sir. Are you Les Brown from the Governor’s office?” 
 “That would be me. Let’s go up to my room and talk.” 
 She shook her head, “That won’t happen. I do not enter men’s motel rooms, sir.” 
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 Tan turned bright red, hung his head, and said, “That isn’t in my plan. There’s a reading room upstairs from the desk. It’s open on the sides and is a high traffic area for folks staying here.” He looked up, his face still red, “We’ll get you a room of your own after we talk. You may not want to get into this.” 
 By the time he was finished talking she had exploded in laughter.  
 “What are you laughing at?” Tan was not a happy man. 
 “You.” 
 “Me?” 
 “Yeah. Sheriff said you and she had a similar introduction. After telling me about it she said, ‘Play it for what it’s worth.’ So I did. You blush a beautiful shade of red and your ears, hummmm, how can I describe your ears when you blush, maybe fireball red, maybe crimson?” 
 “This is not a good start, Deputy Gravit. I do demand a certain amount of respect and this is not cutting it. Get your note pad and let’s get up to the library where we can talk and not look like a couple of State Troopers in a crossover.” 
 “Your room’s fine, Tan. I know you are harmless, Sara told me so.” 
 With a sheepish smile, he said, “Shut up and get moving.” He grabbed his pads of paper, his radio, and hat before opening the door and stomping across the street, up the stairs, and into his room. The key gave him fits in the lock until he figured out it was his house key he was trying to use. “Damn.” He used the hotel key and it opened smoothly. 
 The lights were dim, but the room was warmer than the February night outside. 
 She took notes for twenty minutes before she asked a single question, “What’s my job?” 
 “Whatever I tell you it is at the moment.” 
 “That’s being versatile.” 
 “That’s what we do in this outfit, ma’am. I have five or six workers. One is in the Academy. One is in a wheel chair on stake out. One is investigating a train robbery. One is liaison with the Cochise County people after the Naco bombing. Two are somewhere trying to find something they know nothing about. I am here. And, now I have seven and that seventh one is you. I am blessed.” 
 “How is that being blessed?” 
 “Easy. The governor likes me so much he has told me to find the perps and have an airtight case in the next day or two, or all eight of us is out of work.” 
 “No problem. I work for Santa Cruz County and not him.” 
 “Yup. Aren’t you lucky?” 
 “So what now?” 
 “A good night’s sleep. Look over your notes. Read all of this,” he handed here his pile of reports and notes, “and let me know what you think in the morning; 0700 at the Gathering Grounds, a little restaurant two doors down to the south.” 
 “10-4.” 
 “Good night.” 
 Tan moved to let her out of his room. 
 “Where do I sleep? On the couch?” 
 “Oh, yeah, I gotta get you a room.” 
 “It would help, sir.” 
   
 Tucson 
   
 He hated it when the phone rang while he was working out, but Brad answered it anyway. It was the Colonel calling. “Yes, Sir!” 
 “Got some more work for you and I need it done within the next 48 hours. You’ll need all your people.” 
 “Can do, Sir. Whatcha got?” 
 After twenty minutes they both closed out the call. 
 Brad hit the speed dial for his number 2 man and began giving out the assignments one after another. Some would take a day or so just to get the materials and equipment, while others took no time at all to direct and get moving. He saved the toughest job for himself. 
 He pulled his Remington 700 out of the closet and began cleaning it. When that was done he called a friend to use his shooting range. He’d need the 500 yard range on the man’s property for at least a half hour in the morning before the breeze came up. 
 ‘I need more men, but recruiting too many, too fast, and things could break wide open.’ He just hated the thought of getting caught because someone got careless and/or squealed.  
 At 7 AM the next morning just as he was arriving at the range, the highway 60 tunnel just above Superior blew with the blast dropping the roof on a semi and two cars. The rubble rolling down the slope plugged the pavement for almost a quarter mile. Cars caught in the tunnel, but not crushed, were stuck as more and more cars piled up behind them. The loss of six lives and the material damage were bad, but the real inconvenience was the only way around the tunnel was a couple of hours drive. 
   
 Yuma 
   
 At noon and 12:15 PM the tops of two power transmission towers were blown at the point where the power lines crossed dropping the lines in a tangle on the ground. The sparks flew and fires started in the brush. The fireworks were fantastic, but no one saw the show. Two minutes later more towers were dropped with more explosives. Yuma and the surrounding area were without power. Emergency generators kicked in at various places, but still 27 people died from the lack of electricity to run their life support equipment in private homes. The town was in chaos with no traffic control, or water to quell the fires starting at private addresses in the suburbs due to the surging and strange power levels induced. One office building down town burst into flames as the natural gas line exploded after a hot wire hit the piping.  
 With every emergency responder in the state on hot standby, many on the road to help the affected places, and the populace in near panic, it made a great occasion for the opportunists to stop the unfortunate, perpetrating crimes on their person. This caused a serious increase in police calls on a phone system already near breaking. Cell phone service was failing more and more due to small explosive charges going off at the base of many critical towers.  
 All in all it was not a great day for Arizona or its governor who passed the burden to his investigator. Within an hour the only communications functioning reasonably well were the emergency networks powered by emergency generators. The batteries on handheld radios soon ran out with no way to recharge them except at the station. Mobile units became offices, and the offices got crowded as people learned to be patient with their complaints. 
 At 10 AM, the Sky Walk on the edge of the Grand Canyon in the Hualapai Reservation County came apart due to explosives planted and remotely detonated, with 18 people falling to their death. The tribe took up arms to protect its county. 
 The governor called out the Arizona Guard. Thirty four percent of the force reported in. With the blackout, the guard had a large generator running. A National Guard tank truck was filled with diesel and taken to the Capital where the generators were kept running by filling the reserve tank that was almost empty because someone had stolen the fuel sometime in the past. It then moved to the airport where the backup generator for the air traffic control tower was topped off. Then it and two other tankers began the rounds of hospitals and other emergency services. A bus was fueled and partially loaded with troops and transported to major intersections throughout Phoenix. Other buses were eventually loaded and dispatched to areas where traffic control or just plain muscle was needed. Almost all of the businesses were out of business and could neither buy nor sell due to the lack of electricity. 
   
 Tan sat in his unit/car/office questioning the few men he could reach trying to find out what was going on.  
 Bruce updated him on Naco with a short report that said, “Still nothing new. There is some rumor going around on the site that the wife of the driver is being questioned south of the border. One of the local deputies speculated that the truck was stolen with all the papers in it and the Mexican driver was paid to drive it over the border with someone triggering the bomb as it crossed. Sounds good to me, but no proof and no one claiming this pile of bodies and buildings.” 
 “Thanks. Keep me posted. I’m getting worried about the units and emergency generators. With the power restricted and more areas failing as the demand increases, how will we fill the gas tanks, eat in the restaurants, buy bread, and all that other stuff that requires electricity?”  
 Phoenix went black taking with it all the communities of central Arizona. 
 Lenny had nothing new. 
 There was no communication with Chuck. 
 Leon was a no go for a call due to a cell tower lying in the road a block away. 
 Abdul reported in and had nothing to report except Tank still snores like a dying elephant. 
 Tan was able to get to the border Sheriffs and ask them to close the border in their sectors.  
 Through it all, Deputy Gravit took notes. 
 Captain Frank pulled up just as Tan was stepping out of his unit office to go to the bathroom in his room. 
 “I’ll be right back.” 
 Frank walked around to the deputy’s side. “Who might you be, young lady?” 
 They were talking like old friends when Tan returned. 
 Frank said to Tan, “I need gas for my vehicles.” 
 “I’ll get right on it. Where you want it delivered?” 
 “Here’s as good a place as any to start.” 
 Tan grabbed his mike. “Oh, yeah. This is Deputy Gravit.” 
 “Yeah, Matarese and I have met.” 
 Tan looked at them both and went to calling the Guard. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 The governor’s office was filled with yelling and screaming legislators who had made their way out of the dark buildings lit only by emergency lights. Only a few of the offices had windows that allowed light in and those were on the second floor of the office building. The screamers wanted action and the yellers wanted the screamers to shut up. The governor wanted them all gone.  
 His bodyguard of three made his want happen. 
 After four hours the power was back in most of Phoenix and the substations slowly kicked in to distribute that power to the various recipients.  
 In Yuma, the lights remained out. 
 The governor’s cell phone buzzed on his desk. At first he didn’t hear it. After four buzzes, it broke his concentration on the problems. He looked at the number. It wasn’t one he knew. He did not even recognize the area code. He answered it. “Governor Reeve.” 
 “Governor, hold for the President.” 
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 “Why not? Everything in this day has been crappy, this will just be icing on the cake. What’s one more disaster?” 
 “One more disaster and I may have to send my troops in there, establish martial law, and kick you and your cronies out of there.” 
 “It will be a cold day in Arizona when that happens, and we’re a hot dry desert state, remember.” 
 “Governor, I will send you all the help you need to quell this series of misfortunes that have dumped upon Arizona. The only thing you need to do is tell me you will lead Arizona back into my favor.” 
 “Talk about a cold day in Arizona. The answer is ‘no’.” 
 “If you get back on the bandwagon with your education system, …” 
 “No.” 
 “If you return to the Affordable Care Act we wi…” 
 “NO.” 
 “If you will open the borders…” 
 “NO!” Governor Estabon Reeves hit the end button. 
 Department of Public Safety Director Desi Armistad stormed into the Governor’s office. “Do you even suspect what’s going on in this state? I have had fourteen calls of bomb threats from all over the state. None of them can be ignored. And, you just sit behind that desk without making any effort to get things moving.” 
 “Have a cup of coffee and sit.” The governor smiled and added, “I don’t think you have a good picture of what’s going on. Get your coffee or whatever, grab a power pill, break out your note pad and let me tell you how not to do your job.” 
 The man stepped back, looked around the room, saw the donuts and coffee, and just sat. 
 “Okay. Are you calm enough to listen?” 
 “My apologies. It just seems like the world is coming apart. It’s been a rough week. Again, my apologies.” 
 “I have been a recipient of vents in the past and I believe I will receive more in the future. None has killed me or even damaged me significantly.” 
 The Governor walked around his desk with coffee cup in hand, closed the door, filled the cup, and stopped in front of the now seated department director. “Now, let me tell you what’s really going on.” 
 Half an hour later, Dezi had heard the whole story, drank three cups of coffee, and agreed to furnish men to Tan and to the Capital security force. As he walked out he turned, “Again my apologies.” 
 “Accepted. Now let’s get busy and help clean up this mess.” 
 “Yes, Governor. It’s easier to understand now that I have the whole picture.” 
   
 Nogales 
 Tan and Deputy Gravit walked into the Sheriff’s office wondering what was going on. Sara met them with, “Three. I’ve had three bomb threats. Two on schools and one on the county building. My force is stretched so thin I was only able to dispatch one deputy to each. Can I have my rooky back?” 
 “No.” Tan walked around the cluttered desk and gave her a hug. “A mom with the boys you have should be used to this kind a chaos. Someone is trying to get Arizona to collapse. Or, that’s what your rooky and I have concluded. Who it is, is anybody’s guess.” 
 Sara’s head came up. “What else could it be? There’s too much all at once to be anything else. Do you think it could be the President trying to make us walk the line?” 
 “We’ve discussed that and thrown it out. He would be impeached and jailed for something like that. While I don’t like the man, I don’t believe he is capable of something like this. He’d be more likely to have college kids in the streets and other forms of social disturbances. He’s an organizer not a terrorist.” Tan took a seat as he nodded ‘go away’ to Matarese. 
 “Sara, there’s a plot afoot just like we’ve just talked about. It appears someone for some reason is out to destroy the structure of Arizona and maybe even a few other states. California, at least the southern part, is having a few problems like we are having only they may be dominoes tipping downstream. The electric systems are in trouble, water is scarce, and brush lands are ready for another series of fires. We need some action in the positive direction.” 
 “You tell me what you want out of me and my force and we’ll get it done.” 
 “Call up all your reserves and able retireds. Set up teams of two or three with one of your trained and experienced troops in charge. Hit the streets and businesses for information. Check out every firearms purchase in the past six months, explosive purchases, ammo buys, you know the routine. Somewhere there has to be a break in all this.” He stopped and stared at the ceiling. “Get your community PD’s doing the same thing. Then, call all your Sheriff friends and ask them to do the same thing. We need a break. The info is out there, all we need to do is find it.” 
 His cell phone buzzed. 
 “Brown,” he answered. 
 “Tan, Frank here. We got some folks sneaking into the area between Douglas and Naco and they are headed directly for a bunch we been watching for the last 12 hours that have AR type rifles and haven’t done much but sit.” 
 “Take them. I need one of them alive. A bit of toe twisting might get us some answers.” 
 “On it.” The phone went dead.  
 “Here I am in Nogales and the action is going down the other side of Naco,” he said to Sara. 
 “You want a chopper?” 
 “Yes. But, I need my car more. Let me find my able assistant and get out of here.” 
 They both said the useless, but meaningful ‘be careful’s.’ Sara gave him a hug. 
 He ran out of the room, yelled, “Gravit, let’s get,” and ran out of the building to see Gravit sitting behind the wheel with the car running and pulled up to the steps. 
 “How’d you know?” 
 “I was listening.” 
 “Naco. And don’t spare the horses.” 
 Tan grabbed the cheap phone. Hit the speed dial and waited. 
 “Santa Gabriela.” 
 “San José. We got a group coming north between Douglas and Naco. There appears to be a group waiting for them. I have troops north of the waiting group. Wanna send a runner north and tie in with my boys?” 
 “No. I have three men tailing mules in that area working north. Our info is that they are working for someone in your country out of Phoenix. He is pushing for drug routes without involving the cartel. I think we both need a live one.” 
 “I agree. Tell ya what. I’ll tell my men to wing one and drive the rest south. When your men open up they can drop one just bad enough to capture alive. Drive them west and we will take care of the rest. That work for you?” 
 “Si. I will contact my three and tell them the plan. They will follow until they hear your men shoot and then wait for the mules to come back their direction and then drive them west, all but one that is. It could be tricky, but worst case is that one or two get away to tell the story.” 
 “Great. Call when it’s on. I will be on the road.” 
 “Ya no héy mas.” 
 The phones went silent as Deputy Matarese did a four wheel power slide around a corner of the dirt road. Tan watched in awe as the deputy put the car through its paces. “You are a danged good driver on these dirt roads.” 
 “Thank you, boss. I was taught how to drive on these roads. The pavement might be smoother, but there is more traffic to slow ya down and here there are no speed limits that are enforced. We will have to slow down after the pass till we hit the pavement.” 
 “I know.” 
 They passed two AzBP officers in a parked truck at Washington Park, waving as they did. 
 Tan called Frank on the radio telling him to go up two channels by just saying, “Up 2,” and telling him the plan.  
 Frank came back with, “There will be six of us waiting. We should be able to wing one, kill a couple and send them running south. I have a man there that can shoot the eye lashes off a fly one at a time.” 
 “I used to be able to do that,” ended Tan. 
 The car caught air at the next dip. Tan bounced almost into the back seat. Matarese was laughing as she continued toward the pass. Tan put his seat belt on. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 The governor finally got some good news. Utah and Nevada were interested to join in the Federal Dollar Rebellion. He assured them the info, copies of the new laws, and the budget changes would be on the way Monday. 
 After the calls, he called Josie in and asked, “How long before that book you are making on the changes that we have implemented will be ready for distribution?” 
 “Three or four weeks, sir.” 
 “I want it out Monday.” 
 “But. . .” 
 “No buts. Put together all you can. Work Saturday and Sunday if you need to. I want that thing to be a best seller on Monday. Four states are on the line and who knows how many others.” 
 “It’d be cheaper if we emailed it.” 
 “Do what you gotta do. I want that on the desk of all states west of the Mississippi River by noon Monday. And, yes, I will pay overtime. Whatever it takes.” 
 “Can I get a helper?” 
 “Yes. Who?” 
 “My husband. We had plans, but this way we can still be together and we do need the money with the baby on the way.” 
 “Do it.” He sat down. When he looked up she was still there in her thinking pose. “Get moving.” 
 “Uh, sure,” she said as she headed for her desk and the phone. 
   
 Between Naco and Douglas 
   
 Frank had explained the plan and found a position that was directly in the path of the shooters returning north after killing the mules. He positioned his men so the shooters would have no choice except to retreat straight south when they began to withdraw to the vehicles which had been under watch for almost 20 hours. The only other route was a charge straight ahead and he didn’t think that would happen. You can’t pay people to charge into concentrated firepower. 
 Within 20 minutes, after all was in place, the forward observer who was high above the scene let Frank know the target was in sight. Everyone snuggled into their positions and started lining up shots as the whole group came into sight. The marksman’s shot at the man on the left front was the trigger for the ambush. Two other men dropped, as the others took cover. Frank had instructed his men to shoot over their heads after the first shots. Doing so caused the remainder to hunker down and then slowly start working their way back south. In less than two minutes, two of Frank’s men were holding the wounded one down, gagging, and starting first aid. The other three moved to a position where, when One’s men took out a couple, they would be in position to finish the job. The word for all the good guys was, ‘never shoot at someone in all dull black clothing. They are friendly.’ 
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 Ten minutes after the first shots, a second round of shots began just south of where Frank and his men were set up. A man in dull black stood up, took careful aim and, as a man in camo came around a series of boulders, pulled the trigger dropping the man in camo in the sand where he kicked and jerked until a man in black came up and wrapped him up.  
 Frank was a bit unhappy they didn’t get in on the final kill, but he was happy none of his men were hurt. A man in black stood up south of his position, made the okay sign with his fingers, and walked away leaving a dead man in the dirt.  
 As they began to move he saw three men in black carrying a man in camo to the south. “Mission accomplished,” he said aloud. “Night vision is a wonderful thing.” 
   
 Naco 
   
 Tan looked south as they passed the turn off to the border crossing at Naco. All he could see was in his mind; the rubble, the smell of burning, the bodies lying in grotesque positions, and the first responders trying to do their job amidst that monument to terror. He had to force his mind’s eye to close so he could kill the shivers running up and down his spine. 
 “You okay, boss?” Matarese asked. Her face showed considerable concern. 
 “Yes. I was just picturing the crossing after the blast. It was not a pretty sight to bring up. I hate violence and yet it draws me to it. I have a feeling this whole mess we have right now will take maximum effort out of everyone involved, good and bad guys. I’ve watched seasoned men, men used to seeing the aftermath of horror, lose their breakfast and lunch after seeing the results one of these little shootouts. I cannot imagine what else can happen that will involve you and others like you that have never seen scenes like these.” 
 “I have. My first ride along was a two car, head on accident. Six people splattered all over the inside of two cars that were compacted into a pile of scrap metal shorter by a third than the combined length of the two vehicles. One of them was a former boyfriend. I dumped him because he was a drunk and reckless. Had I not, I could have been in that car.” 
 “Wow! I haven’t seen one that bad. How did you cope?” 
 “I just looked up to God and said, ‘Thank you.’ Somehow that did it for me.” 
 “He helps me a lot, too.” Tan looked at her under a brand new light. ‘Here is a good cop in the making,’ he thought.  
 Seeing a familiar vehicle alongside the road, he said, “Stop. Go back to that truck.” It was Frank’s. 
 They waited. 
 His phone surprised him when it rang. “Yes Governor.” 
 “I have sent you more men. They want to know where you are.” 
 Tan gave him the mile marker number and asked for four to come join him and the rest to head for Nogales and report in to Sara. 
 “Three are in Bisbee right now. I’ll send them.” 
 “Three is good. Thank you, bossman. We might make a team yet.” 
 “I’m beginning to hope so. Any idea when there might be a breakthrough on all this?” 
 “Yeah.” Tan hung up, smiling ear to ear. 
 “We got three helpers coming from Bisbee. Should be here in two shakes of a lamb’s tail,” Tan said to Gravit. 
 Deputy Gravit liked that idea, too. She had never seen a lamb’s tail shake. 
   
 Tucson 
   
 “What? What are you telling me?” 
 “I’m telling you, Colonel, that our men killed the mules and then were ambushed. Three went down before my man got word to me. He was the last man standing. I have heard nothing from him since. I fear they are all dead or wounded.” 
 “What can they tell if captured?” 
 “The last man was the only one with direct connection to me. I am the only one with knowledge of you and all I know is what you look like and this phone number. It’s going to cost us more from now on to get shooters.” 
 “I will pay, do not worry. Carry out the last item first thing tomorrow.” 
 “I will do that, but I want half the money on my way to Phoenix tonight. I’m broke after paying the new guys.” 
 “Meet me at Denny’s at 2000.” 
 “Will do.” Brad Dickens shut off his phone and pulled the battery from the back. No one was going to locate him through the phone. He used his personal phone to call his driver for the morning exercise and then headed for the Denny’s. There was no trust of the colonel left in his mind, because the colonel showed no sign of pain from the loss of his men. 
   
 Tucson PD 
   
 By midnight, Tucson PD had two missing person reports. Both were from wives of vets whose cars had been found at their favorite bar, but they had not come home. Both wives swore their husbands could not be with another woman. 
 Tucson PD logged the calls and forgot them. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 The tall man climbed to the third floor balcony and set up camp. He had nothing to do until the sun came up. 
   
 Parker Canyon Lake 
   
 Three men in civvies drove down to the boat ramp where they removed a man from the back of a truck. Another truck followed, taking its man to a tree where a six inch thick limb stood out like a pull-up bar. The first man was dumped in the water. The second was stood up in the bed of the truck. A rope was fashioned into a lasso with a loose slip knot. The other end of the rope was tossed over the limb. The bitter end of the rope was tied to the cargo cleat in the back of the truck. The man was walked to the tail gate and shoved off. 
 He screamed. 
 His feet hit the ground before the rope came tight. The scrambling he did to get his feet under him was a sight to behold. 
  “Man, you dance right pretty.”  
 “How you gonna dance with no ground under you?” 
 “Tell us who sent you and where we can find him.” 
 The man stood, shaking, but not talking. He reached for the noose. 
 The truck moved forward and tightened the rope enough that the man had to stand on tiptoes. 
 “Next time no ground.” 
 “Answer the man’s question. I don’t wanna see ya hung, dude.” 
 The man stood, head cocked to one side and both hands holding on as the rope burned his ear. The wound in his side burned and started bleeding again. 
 The truck eased forward lifting him off the ground just inches.  
 The man danced and swung, trying desperately to hold himself up and not choke.  
 “That’s some jig dude.” 
 They left him there until his face turned red, which wasn’t long. The truck backed up. 
 He stood. 
   
 The man in the water started to get up, but the broken leg wouldn’t let him.  
 A man behind him pushed him under and held him there until bubbles came up. Then he was pulled up gasping. 
 “See any fish?” 
 “Want another drink?” 
 The man shook his head ‘No.’ 
 Tan walked up to him, “Boy, you’re gonna wish you were waterboarded after we get you to talk the rate you’re going. I hate to see a man die by drowning. But, they say it’s painless.” Tan nodded. 
 The man behind him pushed him under and sat on him. The swimmer tried to bite, but try was all he could do. 
 Tan pulled him up. As soon as his face came above water and the man opened his mouth to breathe, they shoved him under again. 
 The man gulped a lot of water. Tan pulled him right back up. 
 Like a fat carp outta water the man was held there gasping and spitting until the contents of his stomach came up from his gagging. They shoved him under again. 
 The other man was dangling from the tree calm and quiet. His heart was still beating and his lungs were starving for air. His brain was thirty seconds away from shut down when they dropped him to the ground. One of the men did a couple of chest compressions to get him breathing again.  
 “We need to watch it. We almost killed him that time. We need info, not dead bodies.” 
 They waited for the man to regain full consciousness. 
 The man in the water was shoved under again. 
 Tan signaled to haul him up. They picked him up and threw him belly down in the bed of the truck, gasping. “Boy, you better tell me what I want to know soon or you will end up fish food for sure. Who? Where? How do you communicate?” 
 Gasp, garble, gulp came back.  
 They waited. “At least he tried to talk,” one of the men was an optimist. 
 Tan said, “Let’s switch the two. This one hangs and the other drowns.” 
 After the switch and the half inch braided rope was once again around a throat, that man was hauled up without anyone saying a word. The man fainted. They dropped him to the ground. 
 The other man was sitting in water up to his chin. One man had a hold on his feet. As the man came around and understood where he was, the man at his feet began to drag him down the ramp slowly. The swimmer found that his hands were now tied behind him allowing him to use his hands to push up on the bottom of the lake and gulp air every time he surfaced. Within moments the panic set in. He was going to drown because he couldn’t push up hard enough to reach the surface every time. The man at his feet quit pulling. Soon the swimmer found he couldn’t get up for air one bounce out of four. “I’ll talk,” he gasped as he made it to the surface one more time. 
 Two men grabbed his arm pits and pulled him up the ramp to where he started.  
 “Now talk.”  
 The man clammed up and would not talk. 
 The slide down the ramp began again. “This is your last chance. You drown or you talk. No other options.” 
 “I’ll die either way.” 
 “We will protect you if you talk now.” 
 “Okay. You win.” 
 “We always do.” 
 The hanger was out for the count again. It took more compressions to bring him back and Tan wasn’t happy with them killing someone this way. 
 His personal phone rang. “Yes, Governor.” 
 “Anything new.” 
 “No, sir. I told you I would inform you as soon, as soon, the very second, we had a break. Please let me do my job without the interruptions.” His teeth were chattering from the breeze across his wet clothes. He looked around. All the others showed signs of being cold. “I need to get back to my men. It’s cold at 5000 feet.” 
 “Okay. You call me the very second you get something.” 
 He put his phone away and turned to the blue faced man on the ground. His eyes locked on the swingers. “Boy, you better tell me what we need to know or there will not be a wake up next time.” 
 The two men at his side picked up the young man and stood him on his good leg. “You better do it, man. He means it. I saw him hang one of your friends after the ambush just because he had you.” 
 The man’s eyes got bigger. “He hung him?” 
 “Yup. He’s still swinging down there in the wash.” 
 “What do you want to know?” 
 All they got was an ID on the last man shot down. He had been their contact and paymaster. He had called around 2 PM and asked if they wanted to earn some real money killing drug runners. They all agreed that was a good idea. The only name they could give was ‘Rog.’ The man they ID’d was named Rog. They met him in a bar in Tucson where vets hang out. A place called The Jungle. The owner was a vet.  
 They loaded the cars and trucks, turned the heat up high on all four of them, and went to the jail at Benson. 
 Deputy Gravit didn’t drive as fast and wild as she had. Tears ran down her cheeks for most of the trip, but everybody else in Tan’s car kept their feelings to themselves. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 As the sun slowly climbed in the east over the Superstition Mountains the governor entered his car and drove through the relatively quiet streets on this Saturday morning. He stopped at Dutch Brothers Coffee for a morning brew. Being careful not to spill the coffee, he wandered through the downtown and into his parking space.  
 Retrieving his briefcase from the back seat reminded him of the file he had stashed under the front seat a few days before which contained much of the information for his upcoming speech before a joint session of the legislature. “Might as well take it up now.” As he bent over again something whipped past his head and slammed into the rear seat. Wondering what it was, he stood and looked around. The second shot took him and he went down to the pavement after bouncing off the door jam. 
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 Across the street, Brad Dickens climbed down from the third story balcony with all his equipment stuffed quickly into a pack and the Remington over his shoulder. The satisfaction on his face gave away the satisfaction of a job well done. The man had dropped like a dead leaf and had not moved since the shot. The roughest part of the whole episode was getting the suppressor off the end of the barrel.  
 He drove home singing dirty marching ditties he remembered from his days in uniform.  
   
 Patagonia 
   
 The phone rang. Tan didn’t recognize the number. The last person he had talked to was his wife and this wasn’t her. “Brown.” 
 “Tan, get back to Phoenix. The governor’s been shot.” 
 He sat up in bed, “How bad?” 
 “Bad, real bad.” 
 “On my way. Who is this?” 
 “Jim Hilliard, Josie’s husband. We met at the wedding. Josie couldn’t make the call.” 
 “On my way. Comfort your wife.” 
 It took him a good five minutes to exit the room. Most of the time was spent finding a shoe he had kicked under the desk in his rush. As he exited the Inn, his car pulled up in front and Gravit got out. Her normally well-groomed look took on a very disheveled style and her clothes were wrinkled. “You want me to drive?” she asked. 
 “No.” 
 The car was rolling before the door finished closing as Tan made a U-turn. A left turn and then a right followed before he buckled his seat belt. “Where we going, boss?” 
 “Phoenix, the governor’s been shot.” He looked down to see the speedometer passing 80. 
 “Don’t get us killed.” 
 “You wanna get out?” 
 “Nope. I’m your assistant, remember?” 
 “How’d you know I was gonna need the car?” 
 “Heard your phone buzz and figured it was a call to action. So, I acted. Worst case, I miss a couple minutes sleep.” 
 Tan’s eyes never left the road as she reached in her purse and began combing her hair. “You mind if I turn on the visor light so I can see where the paint goes?” 
 “Not at all.” 
 By the time they turned at Sonoita, the siren and lights were going full blast and Gravit was properly painted. 
   
 Tucson 
 As Brad entered the greater Tucson area on I-10 he saw a single cop going north with lights flashing and siren blasting through the early morning and fade into the north. “Someone has found the body.” 
 He returned the rental to the agency at the airport and went home in the Corvette.  
 As he entered his house, the cat met him at the door with a gentle ‘rrrroooooooouuuuwww.’  
 “It went very well thank you.” He turned on the flatscreen on the wall just in time to see two bedraggled men in camo being loaded onto gurneys and taken into a hospital. He turned up the sound. It didn’t take long for him to determine that something had gone wrong with the ambush and his men were still alive. 
 “Damn.” He wondered if he should contact the Colonel. “Nah, he’ll get me when he wants me. From the info they are putting out on the air, he’ll know there are troops in jail.”  
 He called his man in the field and got no answer after a dozen rings. “Oh, oh. This don’t look good.” 
 The cat went out. Brad grabbed his bugout kit, tossed the sea bag full of survival gear over his shoulder, and, after rigging the house with telltales, headed for the Jeep Commander in the garage. The Corvette was in its garage on the far side of the gated community and would stay there.  
 The next stop was the grocery store and then it would be off to his bugout spot. 
   
 Picacho Peak 
 Deputy Gravit sat calmly as the car dodged semis and other cars in its race to Phoenix. Tan’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel and his face was locked into a mask of concentration as they passed Picacho Peak. His phone rang. He yelled, “Hello,” in order to be heard over the siren. 
 “Tan, what are you doing?” It was Joan. 
 “The boss has been shot. I’m headed for Phoenix.” 
 “I just called to tell you I love you. I woke up and something wasn’t feeling right. Are you okay.” 
 “Yes. I love you, too. Let me call you back when I get someplace quieter.” 
 Joan’s voice took on a concerned tone, “Okay. But, you make sure you stay okay. I don’t have good vibes here.” 
 “Love ya.” He hit end. 
 As they rolled into Phoenix Tan hit the mike button, “GSI-1, dispatch. Where is the Governor?” 
 “GSI-1 – he is currently at Saint Joseph. Between third and fourth avenues on Thomas.” 
 “Thank you, ma’am.” 
   
 Governor’s office 
   
 “Come on, Babe. Let’s go home or the hospital. Working in a frenzy is crazy.” 
 “I will finish the book for the governor like he wanted. I am not a medical person, nor will I be comfortable at home. Even with you there, my love, I would worry about this assignment until I’d turn around and come back anyhow. You can go home if you’d like, but I am staying till it’s done.” 
 “I’m with you, Babe. Let’s get it.” He slid the next set of papers in the copier and watched the copies come out in the sorter. 
   
 The Hawk and other leaders of the legislature stood in the foyer talking about the crisis. Every bomb threat was being checked and all that had been fully checked had been declared a hoax. The governor’s condition was as yet unknown. Little groups of law makers were talking of the consequences of having to bring in the Secretary of State to replace the incapacitated Governor.  
 Hawk’s phone rang with the theme from Phantom of the Opera. He spoke into it for a few moments, shut it down, and yelled, “The Governor is in critical condition. The surgery went as well as could be expected. He’s lost a lot of blood and has not regained consciousness. The doctors will not give a prognosis as to when he might be able to return to his office, if ever. And, that is exactly the way he said it, if ever. I fear we need to call in the Secretary of State, declare the office of Governor vacant, and swear the Secretary in, in accordance with our state constitution. Any comments?” 
 There were none. 
 “Mr. Speaker, call the Secretary.” 
 “Okay, Hawk. Is there anybody here who disagrees with this course of action?” 
 No one spoke up.  
 Sirens sounded close by. 
 “I’ll make the call.” 
 Hawk added, “A joint session will convene at noon today.” He turned to his secretary and said, “Call the legislators.” 
 A Capital security car pulled up with siren blasting. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 The driver of the security car ran toward the group yelling, “Everyone evacuate the Capital in an orderly fashion. We have received a bomb threat on the Capital and no hint as to which building.” 
 The Hawk yelled out, “We will convene at noon even if we have to meet in the parking lot.” 
 The legislators moved rapidly to their cars in the parking area and then left the site. 
 Tan arrived just in time to see the exodus begin. He jumped out of the car and caught Philomeno Ruis by the sleeve as he walked past, “Phil, what’s happening?” 
 “Bomb threat.” 
 “Any credibility? 
 “No more than the rest, I suppose.” 
 “How’s the boss?” 
 “Critical.” Phil brought Tan up to date with all he knew and then walked away. 
 “Okay, thanks Phil.” Tan headed for the car as Gravit was just beginning to get out. “Get back in. We’re outta here.” 
 “Where to?” 
 “My house.” 
 “You want me along?” 
 “Why not?”  
   
   
 Benson Hospital 
   
 Cochise County Deputy Joe Kress stood over the bed looking down at the man. “Okay, you’ve admitted to the shooting and acknowledged that one of the dead was the leader, how about giving us the rest. Why were you involved?  
 “I needed the money. I been outta work since a year ago Christmas when I got out. My wife wants nice things and she deserves them. It was just money. We were told we were gonna kill some drug runners, because you jerks weren’t doin’ your job and our kids were in danger. I’d do almost anything to keep my kids off drugs.” 
 “Well, let me tell you. You all did a fine job. You killed the drug runners, but you left the drugs intact. Some kid out hunting rabbits could have found them and made a lot of money and/or himself dead right quick. That stuff was so potent, a good sniff could begin the dying part. Why not let us go get them? All you had to do was call. We like to work on tips from folks that know what they are talking about.” 
 “Then why are they still comin’ across the border with that junk?” 
 “Cuz jerks like you aren’t tipping us and then taking things on themselves when they have no authority. In this case you were spotted and it is you we’ll put away for a long time. Premeditated murder is a capital offense, you know.” 
 “We won’t get the gas. A good jury would give us a medal.” 
 “Two points, the first is that you’re probably right on the gas. The second is there are no medals for killing domestic criminals. Chew that for a while. Oh, you just might lose that leg if they can’t get the infection under control.” 
 “If you hadn’t dunked me in that filthy lake water, I wouldn’t have an infection.” 
 “What do you mean? The report I saw said you were rescued from the lake. If you get out of here in one piece, rumor has it you will be targeted by your buddies, nice guys that they are.” 
 The deputy turned and left the room, closing the door behind him.  
 He turned to the guard, another deputy, “You might mention the window to him in a few.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
 There was no infection. 
   
 In the next room the man was sitting on the edge of his bed nursing his wounds and trying to stand as the deputy entered and said, “Where you going?” 
 “Anywhere but here.” 
 “You will probably get a ride in a white bus with bars on the windows as soon as we get you well enough to stand trial. Help me out and I’ll help you. Who was the top dog in that outfit down south?” 
 “Boris.” 
 “Boris who?” 
 “I don’t know. He never said.” 
 “Where’d you meet him?” 
 “Bar in Tucson.” 
 “Which one?” 
 “I don’t remember the name, but it’s down on the south side. Bunch of vets like that place. That’s how I found it. I was riding with a vet as we bar hopped and the man give me this job. Killin’ druggies should be an open opportunity, not against the law.” 
 “It is though, and you just may get the needle for it. Where do you live?” 
 “You guys tried to get that from me while you were bringing me in. Go check your files.” 
 “Just waiting on your prints. Once we know who you are, your wife and family will be involved.” 
 “Gee, thanks.” 
 “Don’t get any ideas of running. We’ll be on you like flies on horse apples.” 
 “Go away.” 
 He did. 
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 The hallway was full of police and deputies as he emerged from the room. “What you boys doing here?” 
 “We’d like to talk to your two prisoners. The governor has been shot, there’s a bomb scare at the capital, and somehow we think they might be involved in something more sinister than killing drug runners. How ‘bout it?” 
 “Go ahead. No guns in the rooms.” 
 “Thanks.” 
 The deputy went outside for a smoke.  
   
 Phoenix 
   
 Tan parked the car at the curb pointed for a fast getaway and headed for the house. Three boys and wife with a baby exited the front door. The three boys surrounded Tan with hugs and cries of, “Daddy, Daddy, Daddy.” His wife with baby in arms stood there with a smile on her face as wide as the Grand Canyon, until she saw who was with him. The smile dropped and then returned when she realized this must be Gravit, the new assistant.  
 Tan carried all three boys into the house. With a quick peck on the cheek of his bride, he passed the doorway to the family room saying, “Joan meet Gravit, Gravit, Joan, my wife and mother of these rugged monsters. Speaking of rugged monsters, where’s Terror?”  
 “He’s in the laundry room. Mom said that’s where we should put him when company comes.” 
 “I am not company, I am your father. This is my assistant Deputy Gravit.” 
 “Hi, Deputy Gravit. You want to meet our dog, Terror?” 
 “Sure. Show me.” 
 “You’ll be sorry,” said Joan as she laid the baby in Tan’s lap. “Here take the Governor.” 
 “The Governor?” said Gravit. 
 Tan smiled, “Yeah, the Governor, Governor Artie Brown. One of the jokes the former Governor and I had was that I would name the baby after her. So we did. The Artie part is for her husband who was wounded while hauling his wife to safety.” 
 “So what do you call her?” 
 “Gov, of course.” 
 The phone in his pocket buzzed. 
 “I’m going to see this Terror.” 
 “Watch out, he’ll kill you with love.” 
 “My kinda dog.” 
 Tan answered, “Brown.” 
 “Tan, there’s a ton of emails coming in for you.” 
 “I’ll get them here at home. Call me if you need me, Josie.” 
 “Thanks, Tan. I’ve been working my self half to death to keep from thinking about the Governor. Last call was still ‘critical’.” 
 “Prayer works.” 
 “Yeah. I know. Jim and I have done a few of those. Catch ya later.” 
 “Whenever.” 
 Tan carried the baby to the computer as woofs of joy followed by Gravit’s cries of ‘down, down’ came from the laundry room. He called up his office email and found a list at least fifty long. The first was a return on finger prints of one of the dead shooters, suspect #1. The rest followed that vein of thought which led to the printer starting to rattle with each one down the line.  
 Matarese entered the room and said, “What you printing, boss, a book?” 
 “Yeah. And, you get to read it. Front to back. Get them filed together.” Tan looked down in time to see DD214s being printed. He swore under his breath as he saw USMC on the second one. “Damned idiot.” 
   
 Benson 
   
 “Hey lover, it’s me. Meet me outside the back door of Benson hospital in two hours. I’ll be the one with the limp.” 
 “Okay. Where you been?” 
 “I’ll tell ya later.” 
   
 Santa Rita Mountains 
 Brad Dickens woke, put the battery back in his throw away phone, and called Jacob, the train robbery leader.  
 “Jacob.” 
 “Brad.” 
 “Where?” 
 “Tidbit.” 
 “Bye.” 
 “Bye.” 
   
 Flagstaff 
   
 The man called Jacob tossed his bail out bag in the back of his Toyota Land Cruiser and headed south to a much warmer place. On the way he tossed his phone out the window as he passed Camp Verde turnoff. 
   
 Santa Rita Mountains 
   
 Brad took his throw away apart and crushed it between two rocks until there was nothing that told a casual observer that this had been a phone and then he tossed it down an old mine waiting to hear the splash. “Nobody gonna find that for a while.” 
   
 Tan’s home 
   
 Tan, Joan, the boys, and Matarese sat at the dinner table having an early supper talking about anything and everything except the current case. As Tan finished he took each of the boys in turn onto his lap and gave them a moment of one on one time with him. Each got a secret whispered in his ear and all walked away very serious, except Chip, the oldest. He was the last on dad’s lap.  
 “Dad, I don’t like it when you’re gone. Mom is not as easy to be with. She growls more.” 
 “Sailors do that a lot, son.” 
 Joan gave Tan the look. 
 “Well, Dad. She worries about you out there with all those bad guys and all you have is the lucky gun and a woman to protect you. Ms. Gravit is nice, but I don’t think she’s tough enough to truly protect you, Dad.” 
 “She isn’t. I am her protector, son.” Tan paused, “Chip, you are my number one son. You are my name sake. I love you as I love all my children. You are the oldest and strongest for now and I ask you for more because of that.  I appreciate your concern. People are dying out there because of these men I hunt. I cannot allow that and it is my job to be a part of getting them to stop killing. Sometimes it means I have to put me on the line to make that happen. Sometimes I am forced to kill that person in order to stop them from killing others. I just pray and do what has to be done, son.” 
 Joan broke in, “You gonna be here for church tomorrow?” 
 “No. Headed back down to Benson area. Got some men to hunt and I have a feeling they are going to be south of Tucson.” He looked at Chip, “Son, you take care of mom and don’t let anything happen to her or your brothers. You know what’s right and what’s wrong. Live it. My son you are a fantastic young man. You pray for me and I will pray for you. How’s that?” 
 “That’s just what Pastor Fred would say.” 
 “He’s right. Listen to him and you’ll grow up with a lot fewer problems and in the bad days you’ll win because you are in the right.” 
 “Okay, Dad. Be careful and take those bad men to jail.” 
 “I will do all I can to make that happen, my son.” 
 The boy got down and walked away with a backbone and a strut.  
 Joan said, “You’re going to have that boy thinking he’s Superman.” 
 “That’s the idea. It is all in your own image of the you that God made.” He looked his wife in the eye and said, “Gotta go. I love you and don’t you ever forget that.” 
 “I know. But, I don’t have to like it when you’re gone.” 
 “I know.” He kissed her like he loved to kiss her and headed for the door, patting each boy on the head and leaning over the bassinet to kiss his only daughter.  
 Joan looked at Matarese, “Bring him home in one piece.” 
 “That’s my job.”  
 They hugged like old friends and separated with tears rolling down their cheeks.  
 Tan started the car, waved to the crowd on the door step and as soon as Gravit was seated he took off gently so the door wouldn’t slam on her. He didn’t like goodbyes. 
 On their way to the Governor’s office, Matarese read the reports to Tan, which almost put him to sleep. 
   
   
   
 Benson 
   
 The wounded man hobbled to the window and eased it up, the falling sun blinding him as he looked out. It did not blind the deputy on the roof across the parking lot. The fugitive clenched his teeth over the pain as he stumbled along the wall of the hospital to the back door where he climbed into a red Toyota Camry, kissed his wife, and said, “Let’s get out of here.”  
 She drove across the parking lot, left on Ocotillo Avenue and then left on Business 10 and then I-10 west. As she ran the car up to the speed limit and rolled into the meager flow of traffic a silver Ford Focus followed her up the ramp a quarter mile behind.  
 The Ford was replaced by a jeep a few miles down the road. The jeep followed until she exited the highway onto Alvernon Way, which she exited and made three more turns before pulling into a garage beind a high rise apartment building. A passenger in the Jeep exited and chased the car around the corner to see the woman helping the gimpy man into an elevator. The man started running up the stairs to the fifth floor arriving just in time to see the door close on apartment 5-3, which was the same number as the parking space down below.  
 He pulled out a handheld radio, stepped back into the stairwell, and called “Able 3. They are in apartment 3 on the fifth floor. The windows probably look north and west. Bring in the back up, I gotta go.” 
 “Go where?” was his partner’s reply. 
 “Duh.” 
 “Coming up as soon as I park the car.” 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 The Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Arizona, Ivan Bradford, said, “Do you solemnly swear to uphold the laws and constitution of the State of Arizona and the constitution of these United States of America and defend this state against all enemies, foreign and domestic, so help you until such time as Governor Reeves is declared fit to resume his duties by competent authority?” 
 “I do.” 
 “Congratulations, Governor Patricia Hunt. You are now the second Hunt that has led this great state.” 
 “Thank you.” She stepped up to the mike as directed by the Judge. “Ladies and Gentlemen, I have no speech. Long live Governor Reeves, may God be merciful in His healing, and to the State of Arizona. We have a lot to do, let’s go do it.” 
 She turned and walked over to the Hawk and the cluster of leaders of the legislature that was gathering around him. She stuck out her hand, “I believe I will need a lot of help. This is not what I wanted when I ran for Secretary of State. All I ask of you is to follow the direction Arizona has been going for the past few years and make sure I don’t screw it all up.” 
 Most of the heads before her bobbed. Hawk stuck out his hand, “We will help you with that. I would suggest you call the former Governor and ask her to come in and assist you in the task at hand. She knows the ropes to jerk and the ones to leave alone. I will be available to you at any time.” Again the bobbing heads. 
 “Thank you all. I checked on the Governor just before I stepped out of my car. The doctors say he is still critical and give him a thin, but hopeful, chance of full recovery. The primary doctor said it would be a long recovery and he may never be able to return to the Capital as Governor. I don’t like that. I don’t want this job, but don’t try to run over me, ladies and gentlemen, it won’t work.” 
 “That’s what we wanted to hear. Some fire out of you. You’ll do, Madam Governor.” 
 “Now I know why the previous governor only wanted to be called Governor. I hate the sound of that madam word. Let’s stick with her way. I am Governor.” 
 “Yes, Governor.” The chorus around her chimed it like it had been rehearsed. 
 “Now.  What’s the status of the bomb scare?” 
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 Chief Robinson stepped closer, “We have swept the buildings, all of them, and the area around the Capital buildings twice with every dog we could get. Things should be safe, Governor.” 
 “Okay. Who gets to escort me to my new office?” 
 “I will.” Everyone turned to see the former Governor. “I’ve done that walk a few times and know the way.” 
 “Why thank you, Governor.” 
 The two women hooked arms and walked toward the office arm in arm. 
 The standing crowd applauded and dispersed. 
 “Let me tell you about that crowd we just left,” the former Governor said. 
 Chief Robinson let a large smile grow on his face as he walked behind the two women. Two of his men were not more than 30 feet on either side and two were posted up ahead.   
   
 Tan had heard of the swearing in and assumption of office on the radio and turned toward the capital to brief the new Governor if she wanted. Two blocks away, he changed his mind. She would have enough to do without him getting in the middle of it. He went back to I-10 and headed south as he and Matarese discussed the case, the emails, and next steps.  
 Arriving in Tucson, he changed directions again. He called the Inn and asked them to hold the rooms before he stopped at a major chain motel, ordered three rooms as close together as possible and booked a conference room for the next morning, with coffee and sweet rolls of some kind, donuts would do. 
 He had given Gravit a list of phone numbers to copy from his phone as he called their names to her during the drive. Now he said, “Call all those numbers and ask them to be here in the morning at ten. See you in the morning.” He took the folder of emails and notes and retired to his room where he called out for pizza and began reading. 
 He hadn’t read three emails again when his throw away phone buzzed on the desk. “San José.” 
 “San Gabriella. I have news for you.” 
 Tan grabbed his note pad, “Go ahead, my friend.” 
 “The wife of the driver of the truck in Naco says her husband did not steal the truck. He was hired to drive it north because he had the license to do so. He told her they were rich and tossed two thousand dollars in dollars on her lap as he left the house. Some gringo, her words, was dumb enough to pay him to take the truck to a depot in Tucson. There would be a car waiting in Tucson to bring him home. He was told the load was legal and no laws would be broken. She did add that he would have driven it even if it were illegal, they were broke and needed the money.” 
 “Interesting. A one way ride in the driver’s seat.” 
 “How’s she taking all this?” 
 “She is happy. She has money and no more husband. She is still young and nice looking.” 
 “Did you get anything out of your captive?” 
 “No. He died on us. I do not think he had anything we needed when he died. He was hired out of some bar where veteran soldados meet to drink and share war stories. The pay was good and he needed the money. His ex-wife was draining him. Car payments and all that. We have buried him honorably.” 
 “That’s about all we have, except one of ours has escaped to Tucson and is currently under watch. We will see if he leads us to anything new or just keeps running.” 
 “That is good.” 
 “I am having a little get together of all parties on this case in the morning in Tucson. You are invited if you’d like to come over.” Tan gave him the hotel name. 
 “Would that be wise, my friend?” 
 “I could introduce you as a friend from Yuma or some such thing.” 
 “I will come in civvies. Time?” 
 “Come at nine and I will buy you a great breakfast of good solid gringo food.” 
 “Oh, yummie. I will be there in the lobby.” 
 “10-4.” 
 Tan went back to reading as he laid the phone on the desktop. 
   
   
 Santa Rita Mountains 
   
 Brad sat in front of his fire contemplating his next move. Jacob would arrive the next morning if all went according to plan. His neighbor would be keeping him posted by text on the safety of his home. The neighbor thought he was a secret agent in the drug war and gave him the opportunity to use her whenever he needed to. She was sworn to secrecy on penalty of death by his agency and he knew he could count on her if anyone visited his home while he was gone. He’d give it at least a week before returning. It would all depend on what he heard on the radio. 
 In the mean time he’d have to find a softer rock to sit on. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 The Colonel called his contact number. It did not ring. “The number you have dialed is not available and has a voicemail that is not set up. Please try again later.” 
 “Not available. The money I pay him should make him available.” 
 A call to a second number got the same response except the voice mail worked, “You are not doing as I told you, sergeant. I need you. Call.” 
 He put his phone on a coffee table before kneeling on his rug and bowing to Mecca.  
   
   
 Flagstaff 
   
 “Look, I don’t care if it is your jurisdiction. The governor has sent us up here to assist you. The Sheriff has given us the task of finding these crooks. We work seven days a week and it being Sunday just does not change our schedule. I’m sorry, but I need that information on the prints that you got from the car. You have had that for two days and it should be matched by now. Just give me a name and I’ll do the rest through my own channels.” Chuck had been playing these games since the train robbery. 
 “Sir. There is no one here with the authority to release that information.” 
 “Find someone and do it quickly, please. We have a bird in Kingman that is chirping and spending a lot of money he didn’t have a week ago. Our contact says this man is a homeless vet who is always mooching off of friends. Now he impresses them with lots of green. Who can I call to get that release of information?” 
 “The Sheriff.”  
 The line went dead. 
 Chuck spoke into the air, “That would be great, except this is the number I have for the Sheriff, the one he gave me. Oh well. I’ll just go check this out and if I hear one word that says ‘I’m your man’ I will arrest the guy and take him in.” 
 The man standing next to him turned to go to the car. Chuck followed. 
   
   
 Kingman 
   
 Chuck rolled the car into the turnoff he had marked on his map. “It ain’t much further,” said his navigator. “The map shows a couple of slight turns and then a right and we’re there.” The Aussie voice on the GPS told him to turn right ‘and your destination will be on the left.’ It was an old stucco covered house with at least three windows covered with cardboard. The color was supposed to be Desert Sand, but the years had modified the color to a pale pink. There was no sign of life. 
 “Wilson, you take the back door. I’ll give you time to get around back and then I’ll announce my presence. Nobody leaves.” 
 “Gotcha. Be careful. That front door doesn’t look like much.” 
 “You be careful. If this place is rigged like I think it is, there will be no door in the back or it will be hanging open.” 
 “I’m gone.” Wilson disappeared around the side of the house as Chuck made for the front door. Standing beside the door, he waited. When he figured Wilson had enough time he reached over and pounded on the door which swung open. “Police. Come out with your hands in plain sight and empty. I just want to talk to you.” 
 He waited.  
 He repeated his call. “Come on out. Make it easy on both of us.” 
 No response. 
 He entered, fast and low, gun leading the way. “Wilson, I’m inside.” 
 “Comin’.” 
 They met in the arch between living room and kitchen and moved down the hall way clearing each room as they went. The bath room stunk of the feces and urine that filled the bathtub to just short of the top. Maggots and other unnamed creepy crawlies moved in and on the mass. The master bedroom contained a mattress on the floor. On that mattress, a man and a woman, both naked laid sound asleep or dead. Wilson checked the adjoining bathroom to find the same kind of mess that was in the hall bath. Chuck moved around to check for weapons and breathing.  
 The woman’s eyes came open. “Who are you?” 
 “Police.” He held out his badge. 
 One of her eyes was black and blue. There was a larger bruise on her left ribcage. Chuck thought she might have been pretty at one time, but not anymore. Dirt was crusted in the wrinkles; her hair was the color of straw and a tangled, filthy mess. The only part of her that he could see that looked clean was the area around a hickey on her neck.  
 “Please get up and cover yourself. We want to talk to the man with you if his name is Manny.” 
 She kicked the body next to her. “Manny, wake up. The cops are here and want you.” She got up grabbing what was once a colorful sun dress, tossing it over her head and pulling it down her body before walking into the bathroom and relieving herself in the tub.  
 “Ah, that feels better,” she said as she came out. Grabbing a huge purse full of everything she owned, she headed for the door. “I don’t do cops. Catch ya later.” 
 “Ma’am. I need you to stand very still and put that bag down. We want to talk with you also.” 
 “Why? I ain’t done nothin’.” 
 “Just set the bag down and move to the corner. Have a seat. What’s your name?” 
 She took on a flirty stance, “They call me Curly cuz I got such curly hair. Ain’t ya gonna search me first. All the cops in town do.” She sat the bag down, assumed the position at the wall, and giggled.  
 “Miss Curly, I’ve seen all there was to see of you and a lot I didn’t want to see,” Wilson replied. “Just take a seat in the corner there while we check out lover boy.” 
 “His name is Manny, not Loverboy.” 
 “Yes, ma’am. Just sit.” 
 Chuck kicked the man’s feet, “Come on, Manny, wake up. We want to talk to you.” 
 The body on the mattress rolled a bit and pull its feet up. “Uuuuuu,” it said. 
 “Manny, the cops are here. Get up you bum.” Curly yelled. 
 “Miss Curly, you just be quiet and we might just let you go. You keep interrupting and I’ll haul you in.” 
 “Haul me in. Then I get three hots and a cot for free. No more places like this castle and no more having men, ha, like this one pawing me just to make a living. It ain’t easy bein’ a woman alone, ya know?” 
 Chuck kicked again, “Wake up, Manny. I want to talk with you.” As he did, he saw what appeared to be fairly new camos on the floor in the closet. They were the older green on green forest camo the witnesses to the robbery had described. 
 “Let me alone. I need to sleep. Take a couple bucks from my pants and get us some coffee.” 
 “I don’t want coffee. I want to talk with you about a train. We can do it here or at the jail house.” 
 “Wha? I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about.” His eyes came wide open in fear and he sat up trying to cover himself. 
 Chuck pulled the trousers from the closet and checked the pockets, dropping their contents on the floor near the door. He found a wallet in a leg pocket. The driver’s license identified the man on the floor as Manfred Crouts. “You Manfred Crouts, otherwise known as Manny?” 
 “Yeah, so what. You ain’t got no warrants on me,” he paused like he was thinking, “do you?” 
 “No warrants, yet. How much did you get for the train robbery, Manny? You been spending big.” 
 “Them jerks didn’t …” he stopped, looked around at the two men and Curly in the corner. “What train robbery?” 
 “Get up, Manny. We’re goin’ places.”  
 Chuck dug in Manny’s wallet for two twenties and tossed them to Curly. “Here, Curly. Go get your hair done or something.” 
 She said, “Gee, thanks. I need a new dress. That jerk tore this one last night. My nails need done and I’m hungry.” 
 “Forty bucks will get you a good meal and a new dress at Wal-Mart. Your next boy friend can get you the rest.” 
 “Nah. These clowns around here ain’t got no money. Manny was my way out of this dumpy town. We was going to San Francisco.” 
 “Shut up, you two bit tramp,” Manny said in a low voice as he started to get up. 
 “Sit, Manny.” 
 “Take your stuff and get out, Curly.” Wilson was feeling sick from the stink in the house. 
 She grabbed her bag and skipped out the front door saying, “Bye, sucker, I’m outta here, off to get fixed up.” 
 Manny looked at the cops, “She doesn’t mean a manicure, either.” 
 “Manny, my boy, let’s take a ride. Stand up, put these pants on, and assume the position.” 
 “Dumb cop. You done seen all of me and frisked my trou, what more you wantin’?” 
 “For your enlightenment, I want to search the rest of the clothes in that closet and the house. Do what I told you and we’ll get along fine. If you don’t I’ll cuff you to the tree out front and then get it done. You’re in trouble, don’t make it worse.” 
 “Dumb cops,” he grumbled, but he did what he was told. 
 All they found in the clothes or the house was filth, and one ball point pen with a scrap of paper wrapped around the ink cartridge inside the body. On the paper was a phone number. 
 “Who’s number is this, Manny?” 
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 “A friend’s.” 
 “What friend?” 
 “Just another GI looking for work like me.” 
 “Work heisting trains and such, Manny?” 
 “Naw, we just do home repairs and yard work. Last week we painted a house and that’s where I got the money.” 
 “You got over two thousand bucks for painting a house?” 
 “Yeah, it was a big house. Took us all day.” 
 “Okay, put your hands behind your back, we’re goin’ for a ride. You are under arrest.” Chuck read him his rights and then walked him to the car. 
 Wilson did a final look around in the house, finding a pistol under the sink tied to the water lines with wire wraps. Using his pocket knife he carefully cut the wraps and let the gun fall to the disturbed dust on the bottom of the cabinet. He pulled a large plastic bag from his pocket and placed the semi-auto in it. Jotting a note on the white part of the bag before he carried it out to the car. 
 “Lookie what I found, Chuck.” 
 “Nice.” 
   
   
 Tucson 
   
 Tan looked around the room. There was a lot of firepower and knowledge looking at him expectantly. His friend, One, sat in a back corner sipping coffee from an insulated paper cup and sucking up on his second donut. The low mumble of many voices reminded Tan of the briefings he attended before they went on patrol or into battle during his war as a Marine. He was waiting for the representative from Cochise County. 
 A phone rang. He saw Matarese answer his phone and step into the hall. Putting her in charge of all communications had relieved him of many wasted minutes talking in unnecessary conversations. If it was an important call for him, she would hand him his phone to do the talking. When it was just information, she would make notes and add them to the pile. When he got around to reading it, he put a scribbled B on the bottom the page. Simple streamlining of his work. He was reviewing a few of those pages when she walked back in and handed him his phone. 
 “Tan.” 
 Chuck told him of his find. 
 “Keep me posted.” Tan hung up and handed the phone back to Matarese. He really hadn’t given it much thought until he watched the male heads in the swivel as they followed the deputy’s path as she left the room. She was a good looking woman, tall, dark hair, very well built, and a very feminine walk. ‘It’s the gray eyes that draw these guys,’ he thought.  
 “Tan.” The voice calling his name broke that train of thought. 
 “What?” he turned to find the undersheriff from Cochise standing in front of him. 
 “She is a nice looking deputy, isn’t she?” 
 “Yeah, just realized that. But, there’s no time for sightseeing. Have a seat. Glad you could make it.” 
 “I got hung up in road work on the Ten.” 
 Tan walked to the podium with his notes. “Lady,” he bowed to Sara, “and gentlemen. Thanks for coming. We are ready to start. Grab a cuppa and whatever else you need it’s time to wrap up this mess.” 
 He waited until they got seated or at least quiet and then brought them up to date on all information, listed the leads, and ended his intro with the news from Chuck. “Therefore, we are tentatively considering the shootings in the south, the train robbery, the downed power lines, the Sky Walk fall, and all the bomb scares to be a result of one focal point. It may be one person or a group, but we feel now that it will all come together and point in one direction as it continues to unravel.” 
 “My assistant has copies of all pertinent info for you as you leave. She has my phone and hers. Her number is,” he turned and wrote it on the white board. “That number is only for official business. She is not available for anything else. Her husband is a linebacker for the Cardinals, and is a very jealous man.” 
 The room went silent. 
 “Let’s hear from you. Anybody got any additional info?” 
 Two hours later they scattered, each knowing what the others were willing to share. Tan had listened to all their info and questions. Matarese had taken notes. There was a feeling of accomplishing something positive amongst the players.  
 Tan walked back to One and said, “Let’s go do lunch. Mexican food okay with you?” 
 “The breakfast was good, how about a steak? The Mexican food this side of the border has no bite.” 
 “Let’s go.” 
 He turned to his assistant. “You want to join us?” 
 “I will never pass up a free meal. And, where did you get the idea I was married, let alone to a linebacker?” 
 “Figured it would keep the wolves away.” 
 “Nice. Let’s go.” 
 One was laughing as they exited the building. 
   
 Tank and Abdul walked out of the greasy spoon they ate breakfast in and headed even further south. They were tired of bar hopping and the taste of beer. The one vet bar they found had turned out to be a gay vet bar. It took them over two hours of to get out of the place without offending any of the patrons. Being hit on isn’t something either of them was comfortable with. They did get one nugget of information when one of the patrons asked Abdul if he had ever been in the Jungle bar in Sahuarita. The man said that’s where the tough ones liked to go. 
 Abdul had answered, “Tough ones?” 
 “Yeah, the vets that think they are still in the military and act out the life in every way they can. The place is usually full of camo uniforms with tabs and combat boots. The arguments as to which service is best get rather physical on occasion. The one time I was there a recruiter for a security company was recruiting troops.” 
 Tank said, “That sounds like one we want to check out. Might be a job in it.” 
 The man got really angry and stormed off, giving the two cops a reason to leave. 
 It had been late enough they didn’t find the place until after closing, but they did find that it opened at noon on Sundays. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 “Manny, it will not get any better until you fess up and agree with what we already know and then we can get to what you know and we don’t. So, let’s start from the top. Who were you working for on the train robbery?” 
 “Wasn’t on the train robbery. Don’t know how my prints got on that car. I haven’t ever ridden the train or been in Williams. I need help, my head is killing me.” 
 “You’ll get help when you start cooperating. How much were you paid for helping in the robbery?” 
 “Nothing, I wasn’t there.” 
 “Where’d you get the money we found in your wallet?” 
 “A friend paid back a debt. I had loaned him money right after I got out of the Army and he caught up with me to pay me back. That’s what I was celebrating. Where’s my girl?” 
 “She took some cash and left.” 
 “We never pay her. She gets snooty when she has money. I only feed her.” 
 “You do more than that. Now, last chance. Who led the attack on the train? There were two deaths and if you do not answer me, I will put you in jail charged with two capital murders. The best you can hope for is to cooperate with me and hope I can convince the State’s Attorney to give you a break. How about it?” 
 “I have no idea who or what you are talkin’ about. I killed no one and robbed no one.” 
 “Have it your way.” Chuck turned to the two men with him, “Take him to 4th Street and book him in on two counts of murder, one count each of hiring a prostitute, resisting arrest, attempted flight, and anything else you can think of that might fit. I’ll call the State’s Attorney and see where he wants to go with this, uh, tomorrow.” 
 The young DPS officer said, “You got it.” He grabbed the man by the collar, “Come on, there’s a cell waiting for you.” 
 Chuck added, “Make sure everyone knows that he talked his fool head off and we are going after the rest of the train robbers.” 
 “Wait. You can’t do that. They’ll kill me.” The man was shaking as he spoke.  
 “Talk or go?” 
 “I’ll talk.” He sat down with a thud and began, “I was broke and walking the streets of Kingman when a man pulled up . . .” 
 Three hours later they had their information and called Tan. 
 “Yeah, Chuck.” 
 “Got our man here and he told us all he knows, I think. We need to find a man called Jacob Barbarosa, former Marine, leader of the train robbery crew. Then there’s two men with the handles of Archer and Hillbilly. Those two are from the Kingman, Mohave Valley area, also.  Archer has a prosthetic leg from the mid-calf down, left leg. Another man in on the heist, had a mean, red, nasty looking scar from the corner of his mouth to the right ear almost. Another was a good 350 lbs and under 5’ 6”.” 
 “Send me an email with all that and a copy of the statement. See ya soon, real soon I hope.” 
 “Adios.” 
 As the call ended, the DPS officers hauled young Manny to jail.  
   
 Abdul and Tank walked into the Jungle shortly after 2, walking to the bar, and each came to rest on a stool. “Hey, barkeep, couple a beers here, please.” 
 “Damned good thing you said please. What kinda beer you want? I got 27 brands here.” 
 “Surprise us.” 
 Abdul looked around swaying on his stool. Three other men sat at the bar and two were at a table in the lighted corner near the pool table playing cards of some kind. One man stood before the pool table rubbing his temples between shots on the old leather basket table with obviously new felt and bumpers. As he watched the man rub his temples for the second time, he noticed the man was using the opportunity to scan the joint and, he and Tank in particular. 
 “We have an admirer,” he whispered to Tank with the bottle in front of his mouth. 
 “Man, I hate being scoped out after that gay joint last night.” 
 The bartender came back after serving one of the men at the other end of the bar, “You boys new in town.” 
 “Kinda, sorta.” 
 “Where ya from?” 
 “California. Been there since we got out.” Tank was still in good enough shape to say that. 
 “Lookin’ for work?” 
 Abdul said, “Who ain’t. Tried for that big security outfit in Phoenix and they laughed at us. Told us we were too old and outta shape. Man, I ain’t never needed no shape but this one. Tried to tell them that round was a shape, they escorted us out. No sense of humor in them boys. Any work around here?” 
 “Might be. We’ll have to see when the man comes in, if he does. Lookin’ for shooters down Columbia way, or so he says. Nobody has come back since he hired them. Must be a good job.” 
 “When’s the man come around?” 
 “Off and on. Hang out here around nine at night. Seems to be his favorite time. 
 “How about I give you my number and ask him to call?” Tank asked. 
 “Won’t work. He wants a face to face meeting. Bring your DD214.” 
 “Ain’t got one. Lost it.”  
 “Bring something to show the man.” 
 The two walked out the door after draining their beers. 
   
 Tan’s phone rang as he was getting in his car. 
 “Brown.” 
 “Tan, Chuck here. Got a lead on two of the shooters up here that rang bells with Kingman cops. One named, or nicknamed Hillbilly and the other with a prosthetic left leg. The local cops are going out with me to grab them both, we hope. The man with the steel leg is on probation for an arson charge and Hillbilly just got off parole two months ago and has been in the drunk tank many, many times since then. Addresses should be good.” 
 “Wear your vest.” 
 “Yes, mommie,” Chuck hated the vest “I will.” 
 “I’ll tell Rachel on you and she’ll whup your butt.” 
 “When I marry her, I’ll have three mommies; Mom, her, and you.” 
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 “You bet. Go get’em. Let me know when they are in the box.” 
 “Gotcha, boss.” Chuck hit the end button and walked to the car to get his vest before the locals were ready.  
 The first address was close to the cop shop. The car Chuck was in stopped in front of the address. The second car was moving into position on the back alley of the flea barn motel room. The probation officer met them in the office which wasn’t much bigger than a double closet.  
 “You think Hillbilly’s dirty, Dave?”  
 “There is a possibility. Let’s see how he reacts when you drop in, Pete” 
 “Okay. How we gonna do this? I haven’t visited him in three weeks.” 
 Chuck said, “Just make it sound routine until he sees the rest of us when he opens the door.” 
 “Will do.” 
 “If he goes bad, you get out of the way.” 
 “Don’t you worry none. I’m fast and well trained in gettin’ outta the way.” He turned and walked to the door. Chuck on one side, Dave on the other.” 
 Two raps on the door brought, “Whatta ya want?” 
 “Hillbilly, I’m here checking up on you. It’s Pete.” 
 “Go away, I check in tomorrow.” 
 “You know I gotta check on you where you live once in a while. I was in the neighborhood, so I dropped by. Open the door.” 
 “You got a search warrant?” 
 “Don’t need one and you know it. 
 “Hold your diapers, big man, I gotta get some clothes on.” 
 “Thirty seconds and then I start writing a letter to the court.” 
 “Give me a break,” Hillbilly said as he opened the door, one hand holding his pants up. 
 “Wha…” 
 Dave went through the door like a rhinoceros, head down and gun out, shoving Hillbilly back onto the bed as he shouted, “Freeze, Police.” 
 Hillbilly’s face was flushed and he gasped for air as the local cop rolled him over and cuffed him. 
 Hillbilly said, “You’re kinda sudden. What’re the cuffs for?” 
 “Jewelry.” 
 Hillbilly looked at the P.O. “What’s this all about, Pete?” 
 “Man from the Governor’s office would like to have a few words with you as I check your room. You got a problem with that?” 
 “Yeah, but it won’t make no difference.” 
 Chuck walked up and introduced himself and then asked, “What do you know about trains?” 
 Hillbilly was not a poker player. His face said, ‘everything.’ His voice said, “Nothin’, ‘cept what I read in the paper.” 
 Chuck looked around, “This room doesn’t look to me like a reader lives here.” 
 Dave moved to look under the bed. The man on the bed said, “What are you looking for, cop.” 
 “Dust bunnies. They carry serious deadly diseases this time of the year and I’m doing a health inspection.” 
 From Pete in the bathroom, “What you doin’ with a bag of .223 ammo under the towel pile, Hillbilly. You hunting squirrels or what?” 
 “Wise guy. A friend gave me those and I was gonna hock them along with some other stuff so’s I could pay the rent for this week. It’s due tomorrow.” 
 The cop said from under the bed, “You won’t be here tomorrow.” He rose from behind the bed holding up an AR-15, and a pack filled with camo gear and magazines. “You gonna hock these, too. 
 Pete said, “Get your pants buttoned, we’re taking you to the jail on a detainer I haven’t yet written up. This was a dumb move for a man that told me he was goin’ straight and gonna start his own business.” 
 “Yeah, and here’s a chunk of change along with a bracelet I’ll bet will fit the description of goods stolen during the great Grand Canyon Railroad train robbery by Randal McCandless, aka Hillbilly, and his gang.” 
 “I didn’t lead that.” He fell back knowing he had said too much. 
 “That isn’t what Manny said.” 
 “I’ll tell ya what you can do with Manny when we have a private moment. It’s rather intimate.” 
 Barefooted and chested, Hillbilly was led to the car, pushed gently into the back seat, and locked in while Dave and Chuck finished searching the room. When the officers with the dog and a man from CSI Mojave County showed up, the local officer and the man from the Governor’s office left to take Archer to be detained in a comfy home furnished by the county. 
 After dropping off Mr. McCandless they went after the second man.  
 His address turned out to be a private home in a high class neighborhood. “Man, this place must require a train robbery a week just to make the payments,” exclaimed Dave as they exited the car three doors down. Pete pulled up in front of the house. 
 The three men heard the double beep of the backup car in the alleyway behind the house and walked up the flagstone pathway to the front door where Pete pushed the doorbell button. A sedate bell sounded.  
 “Just a minute,” a female voice replied to the bell. 
 Heels across ceramic tile were heard coming toward the door until the door swung open boldly and a woman of questionable age and tremendous beauty opened the door in a dressing gown complete with white poofy fur around the cuffs and hem. “Yes. Oh, what do the police want here?” She said the word police louder than the rest of the question. 
 Pete said, “We want to talk with Warren, Mrs. Archer.” 
 “He left not ten minutes ago. Can I help you, Mr. Probation Officer?” 
 Chuck saw something on an overstuffed hassock and moved by the other two men and the lady. “Warren Archer,” he shouted. “Police, come on out now or we’ll break a few things coming after you.” 
 They all heard a sliding patio door open in a room to the left. Chuck turned that way and ran into the next room with gun drawn. Seeing a man moving rapidly across the yard on crutches, he yelled, “Halt or I’ll shoot.” 
 Mrs. Archer screamed, “Run, Warren,” as she grabbed Chuck and spun him around.  
 A gate slammed open against the back wall, “Stop, Police. Don’t move,” Two voices said almost as if it had been practiced. 
 One shot sounded. 
 Followed by two more. 
 Chuck moved fast as he continued his spin pushing the woman away and followed the man to the fence gate. 
 “Suspect down,” came through the gate. 
 They were just kneeling next to the body on the ground as Chuck entered the alley. “Anybody else hurt?” 
 “No.”  
 “Cuff him and we’ll take him in if he’s able.” 
 “He’s dead. Both of us got him.” 
 The man from the Governor’s office looked at the man lying on his side on the ground. The middle of his back between the shoulder blades was a mess. Two holes, not an inch apart oozed a bit of blood from his chest. The pool of blood under his body grew as he watched. “Call medical, a shoot team, and, oh, you know what to do.” He bent and picked up a gun lying next to the body. 
 The two officers took charge of the follow up needed in the alley as Chuck and the other two men moved back to the house where Mrs. Archer sat on the hassock hugging the prosthesis with a left shoe on it. 
 “He hated this thing. If he’d had it on you would have never caught him.” 
 “If he’d had it on, I wouldn’t have known he was in the house,” Chuck replied. “Mrs. Archer we need to talk.” 
 He stood next to her as she looked up, tears mingled with makeup streamed down her cheeks. “I suppose we do.” 
   
 Patagonia 
   
 Tan had returned to his room wondering what great and wonderful things would happen next. He called Matarese on the room phone. No response. He called her cell. No response. He left a message. The files were spread out on the couch and coffee table, and for some reason looked to him like a large flower with a long stem.  
 The florist in west Phoenix answered on the second ring. Tan gave him the order and his card number. Hanging up he felt a sense of satisfaction knowing the flowers would be delivered to his home within an hour.  
 “Back to the files. It’s time for things to change in our direction.”  
 His cell buzzed. “Brown.” 
 He listened as Chuck told him of the arrest and shooting. Chuck ended with, “We have one more to pick up thanks to the man named Hillbilly who does not want to go down for the two deaths during the robbery.” 
 “Stay on it. You’re doin’ great. Just keep me posted.” 
 Chuck hung up and Tan’s phone buzzed again. “Brown.” 
 “Your handy dandy assistant here. All washed and ready for whatever you need, boss.” 
 “I need to know what happened with all those finger prints we sent out from the dead men over by Naco. They can’t all be ‘no records match,’ there must be two or three out of the them that come up with something. Also, where’s the info on the print we started with. And, then there’s the .223 round found on the first shooting by Montezuma Pass. We don’t have any of that. Get on it and persist, insist, and – oh, dang, I can’t think of another word that ends with ‘sist that fits the blank spot. Get on it, please. We shoulda had all that days ago and even earlier.” 
 “Yes, boss. I have the .223 round report. No prints. The other stuff, I’m on it as of now, so desist.” The phone went dead. 
   
 Santa Rita Mountains 
   
 “This hiding out isn’t all I thought it would be. I can’t shoot anything for fear a Fish and Game cop will come along. I can’t talk to anybody but myself. Maybe I shoulda brought a ball I could paint a face on and talk to it like in that movie, what was it called? The radio reception is terrible and I have to crank that stupid radio forever just to get the news. The food sucks. All I do is add water and then hope the damned thing tastes better than the last. How did I ever live on MRE’s two and three weeks at a time? Okay, been here three days, talking to myself, Boris hasn’t shown, I have no idea what’s going on, and the Colonel is probably crapping his pants over my silence. I wonder what happened in Naco? Is the Colonel using someone else to get his horror story written? I’ll give it till tomorrow after breakfast and then I’m outta here. Ain’t nobody looking for me cuz they don’t know I exist as a person.” 
 An hour later, Brad gave up and worked his way down the narrow path heading for his jeep.  
   
 South of the Border 
   
 One stood beside a man’s body. The body was missing fingers, toe nails, and strips of skin, all of which had been thrown into the gas fire in the false fireplace of his office. It had taken a whole day but they finally got the truth, or at least a story that matched the facts of the bombing of Naco.  
  The man’s prints had been found on a piece of the triggering device for the Naco bombing. Finding him took a day or so, but he was caught and confronted with the print and the method of triggering the bomb. Cell phones were great triggers. He had been identified by one of the border guards on the Mexican side as a person standing in the shadows of the ‘employees only’ parking area. What had caught the guard’s eye was that the phone was a very old one like he had owned way back when and went over to talk to the man about the qualities of that phone compared to newer ones.  
 The man had said little and walked away without any conversation concerning the phone. Moments later the bomb went off, the guard was knocked down by the blast, and as he was getting up, the man cheered and ran to a car that then left the scene heading south. 
 The Colonel, One’s father, said, “Mijo, you are getting a bit on the gruesome side when it comes to interrogation.” 
 “Only the real bad ones, Padré. I do not do this with ordinary crooks and killers. Madré would not approve.” 
 “Your mother would not approve of what we do if she only knew. She thinks I am a puppet Colonel guarding the border with the Norté Americanos. She knows I have friends in high places in Arizona and approves of me working with them to bring peace between the two countries or at least our country and Arizona. Her college friend, the ex-governor, is in full agreement with what your mother wants.  
 “Let’s change the subject. How are the new recruits working out? What do you have, 42 of them?” 
 “Yes, father, 42. We washed out over 60 in the first two months of training, most of them in the first week. I fear our young men are getting soft. They do not like to sweat.” 
 “I fear you are correct. Look at the way our men acted in the war with Arizona. Many never fired a shot and surrendered without even trying. It cannot be accounted for by thinking they may have friends on the other side or just fear. All men have fear when they go into battle, but few are frozen into cowardice.” 
 “Yes, my father. I agree. I learned much from this man.” 
 “We can speak of that later. I need to meet with my officers in ten minutes. Call Tan and let him know. If it is pertinent to his cases, that is.” 
 “Si, it is pertinent.” 
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 The Colonel left thinking about his role as Spiderman in the last war. How he’d helped the cause of peace by assisting both sides, one to win and the other to lose. If he had been this sector’s Colonel at the time, the war would not have begun, let alone, been lost in such a demeaning way for Mexico. Mexico was proud, is proud, of her might and riches. Both sides need to know that. 
 The son made his call. 
 The phone was answered, “San José.” 
 “Santa Gabriella. I have information for you from the man who triggered the bomb at Naco.” 
 “And that information is,” Tan grabbed his note pad and pen. 
 “He was paid to build the bomb, build the trigger, hire the driver, and trigger the device exactly on the border line. His wife says she knows nothing, but we will see after a few days in the hole with no bathing, bad food, and no sanitation other than the bucket in the corner which isn’t being emptied. Cruel to a lady, but sufficient to gain knowledge. The wife had ten thousand American dollars in her cookie jar, literally.” 
 “Who paid him, did she know?” 
 “She said it was a dark man, with a mustache, who passed himself off as one of us, but was not. The man paid in cash and said there would be more work for her husband if he succeeded in this one. She thinks the man was a military man from Florida or Cuba or maybe another Gulf of Mexico island. Maybe even South America.  
 “From the man I found out he had done a couple of other explosive jobs in our country before being called by this man and then meeting him. He agreed that the man was, ah, well tanned he called it, that the man went by Colonel, and came well recommended. We are looking for the one whose name was used as the referral. I do not hold out much hope for finding him. I feel the referrer is dead because the Colonel wants no, how you say, loose ends fluttering in the breeze of the investigation. 
 “Finally, I have made it known through my channels that there is a large group, 30 or more, going north tomorrow evening directly north from Chipazo to a pick up point that has never been used and the coyote is selling spots cheap. We, of course, will be that group and the outriders that will tag along for the surprise. I will send a message to you with a map of the route and the coordinates of various possible ambush points. These points have been checked out in the route from the beginning. This afternoon, men from my unit will go to those spots and dig in deep to wait and tell us where the shooters set up. When we have that information, I will reroute my men to capture or kill as many of the shooters as possible.” 
 Tan came back with, “I have two men, Tank and Abdul, who might be recruited for something like that sometime this evening. They’ve tried once before, but the recruiter was a no show. I’ll let you know. Wouldn’t want them killed. I’ll let them know before they get hired. Of course, they wouldn’t be hard to identify or miss.” 
 “Ah, the negro and the redneck.” 
 “You got it.” 
 “That’s the news for today, stay tuned for the grand finale.” 
 “I hope so. Stay safe.” 
 “That doesn’t come with the job.” 
   
 Santa Rita Mountains 
   
 “Look, Colonel, the phone broke. I’m using my personal. I was in the mountains finding good ambush spots around the springs and other things that draw the coyotes.” 
 “I will forgive this one time. Do not call me if the phone you are on now breaks. I will not answer. Now, I have a big one for you tomorrow night. A large group is heading north, drugs and people. Could be as many as fifty in the group. Some will be armed and some not. I want them dead to finally show these people of Arizona they need me to guide them and not the weak kneed professional politicians they have elected. They are nothing but fops acting like the royalty in early Europe. So inbred they have no strength, no intelligence, no elegance, or fight left in them. I will rule and you will be at my side.” 
 “That sounds like fun, Sir. I will need to recruit more men in a short time. That means there will need to be more money in my account by 7 PM so I can front the new guys an advance.” 
 “Thirty thousand dollars will be deposited within the hour. Use the unlimited card at the ATMs and hit as many as you would like. Just don’t over pay. Five hundred should be enough to get these men on our side with a promise of another ten thousand.” 
 “Ten grand for one night?” 
 “Yes, it is that important.” 
 “Done. I will get another throwaway phone and call tomorrow for more details.” 
 “That will be fine.” The line went dead in Brad’s hand. 
   
 Tucson 
   
 “Here’s the dope you wanted on the prints, boss. Some clown in Phoenix lost the info distribution list on all this. Took me half an hour on the phone to get him to fax them to the hotel. Otherwise I’d had to go down to the police station to receive them and that would be another hassle.” Matarese handed them to him with the clipped stack in chronological order, 
 Tan handed them back. “Send each with an address to the department that has jurisdiction and the others I’ll take right here. Get me a copy for my own files of each and every one of these.” He turned to walk back into his room. 
 “This is your master copy. The ones I have already shipped to local law enforcement have a green bar of color across the top, like this one,” she held one out. “The others that do not have the green bar are being searched for right now by my three private rookies from the South Tucson Police Department. I told them ten minutes on each and then give it up.” 
 “Why ten minutes?” 
 “Well, a girl can only con a guy into working for her if she makes the end of the work sound close. You, of course, will call me in twenty minutes and rescue me from the monsters. Although the slim one does have possibilities although I’m not looking for a husband or a date. I have a job I love and want to be secure in before I tie myself down with a man and kids.” 
 “What about just a man?” 
 “Nope. Can’t have one without the other.” 
 Tan turned aside as he thought about the logic. When he turned back, she was gone. He was alone with his files and paperwork. “Yippee,” he grumbled. 
 He called Joan. 
   
 Supper time rolled around with Tan picking up the tab, on the state of course, for Abdul, Tank, Materese, and himself. The Silver Saddle Saloon lived up to its reputation for fine meat and quick service.  
 While they waited for the steaks to come, Tank and Abdul updated Tan and his assistant on the Jungle they would be in and what happened last night and what they hoped would happen when they went back that night. Matarese told them of two arrests and three to come if the addresses were correct. As if on cue, her phone rang informing her of a dead end and an arrest. “Make that three arrests.”  
 Tan told the two men, “You don’t go anywhere after that bar without talking to me. If the man won’t let you call home, tell him it’s a necessity due to your sick mother, Matarese, needing around the clock care. You’re only out tonight because your sister is watching Mom, again. Matarese will answer to Mrs. Reece, and nothing else after we leave here.” 
 “Oh, I’m married now am I?” 
 “And eighty-two years old.” 
 They all got a laugh out of that which carried them to the delivery of the food. 
 “Let me say Grace before we eat,” Tan asked. Everyone nodded. “Lord, you sometimes call us to the dangerous things in life. Tonight I pray that this food will strengthen us as much as your love comforts us. I pray each of us will do what is necessary to end this epidemic of blood on our borders. There can be no true peace on earth until Your Son reigns, and I ask that He come soon. Protect Your people and our first responders that are constantly in the line of fire, I particularly asked that you be with Tank and Abdul as they go in harm’s way. In the name of Jesus, Amen.” 
 Abdul asked, “Can we eat this now. My stomach is mad cuz my nose gettin’ all the good smells and it ain’t gettin’ no food.” 
 “Eat.” 
 Tank said, “Amen.” 
 During the meal Tan’s phone was busier than his jaws. Another man was caught in Kingman and was spilling the beans. All he knew was he met the man at a survivor store and was paid two thousand dollars. He knew no one in the group and all he did was take the money and jewelry. The only weapon he had was a .22 auto in his belt. The man’s name that recruited him was Manny, a short stubby guy that liked to drink. He would recognize the rest of the group if he saw them, or so he said.  
 Bisbee cops reported that a man had walked into the station and confessed to being the driver of the truck and detonator of the bomb. “This guy wants to be on the front page no matter how he gets there,” was the comment from the Chief of Police. 
 Then there was the report of three men hunting down a cougar. Each had a rifle and they were all on horses with dogs way out front. Some passing tourist called the police on them saying, “I’m sure they’re hunting Mexicans.” The AzBP man that investigated said they were both from Pennsylvania and had never seen men on horses carrying guns except in the movies. They were also scared because they were lost in the maze of two rut roads south of Sonoita which was over 40 miles away from where they thought they were. 
 After the cougar hunters report, Tan rerouted all his calls to voice mail and finished his meal. Strangely, it never rang again until they were out in the parking lot talking of the evening’s endeavors. 
 And, that was a wrong number he answered without thinking. 
 “You want back up when you go in?” Tan asked. “Tucson offered a man they have that works the streets?” 
 “Nah, boss. Ain’t no way that joint can be any danger. They ain’t but fifteen chairs in the whole danged place. The bartender talks too much for it to be much of a secret. Biggest problem gonna be selling ourselves. We ain’t exactly combat ready fitness and such. I know how to use an AR 15, but Abdul don’t. I can show him right quick, but it takes a lot of practice to look like you know what you is doin’. Probably better off if just I go in and Abdul plays follower.” 
 “Ain’t gonna happen, little buddy. I can learn anything and I done learned AR 15 and a few other fighting styles. I even know Colt .45 and Winchester ’94. If needed, I also know chair.” Abdul smiled as everyone else in the group laughed. 
 “You both go in. Two brains are better than one and in your cases, two brains make almost one.” Tan opened the car door. “Of course I am only kidding . . . not.” 
 Matarese added, “I’m not too sure, boss. Those heads are awfully small.” 
 Everyone backed off a bit and said, “Ooooooooooo.” 
 Abdul said, “I am deeply hurt.” He turned to the Deputy, “And you, my friend, so sweet and innocent, how could you say such a thing?” 
 “With my lips, big daddy.” 
 Abdul puckered up and leaned toward her. 
 Much to his surprise, she leaned in and gave him a peck on the lips. “Happy times,” said Abdul as he broke into his rendition of a happy dance. “I will never wash these lips again, no way.” 
 Tan said, “Okay, best you get to the Jungle and really look hungry for a job.” 
 “Lookin’ hungry not gonna be a problem here, boss,” Tank said as he patted his size extra-large belly. 
   
 On 1-10, entering Tucson 
   
 Brad took the exit in the Jeep and, catching the light just right, he went back up the on ramp watching the traffic behind him and on the interstate. He could see no one that appeared to be following him. He took the next exit off, crossed under the big road, and returned to the interstate going back the way he had come for town and home. 
 After switching the Jeep for a Toyota Corolla at a car rental place he had never used before, he went to his home neighborhood. It took him three times around the block before he was confident there were no new cars in the area and no one was parked in the visitor’s spots that had a car that yelled, ‘cops.’ He pulled into a visitor spot and slowly got out carrying his gear in his left hand. His right hand hovered over his low thigh holster and the black gripped auto that was in it.  
 The telltales were still on the door which opened with ease indicating the trip lock above the door had not been activated by an intruder. The dust on the shelves was not disturbed and the refer door was still shut. He had rigged the door to lock open if a certain sequence of actions was not done. He finished his tour of the house with a scanner in one hand and the gun in the other. No red lights or triggers. 
 He quickly made six calls and then showered before putting on fresh camo over his armor and back up gun which resided in his left armpit in a shoulder rig. Resetting all the alarms, telltales, and triggers he took the rental car to the Jungle. 
 The odds of him finding four men in one night were short, but if he didn’t, he’d just fill a hole himself and go with what he had. There were five ATM’s on the way to the bar and he tapped each of them for the max they would give. At the bank, he tapped it for all he needed. 
 The bar was quiet and only two patrons were in sight. Each of them was an old drunk that was already loaded and would soon fade into the darkness to find a hole to sleep in, probably the mission two blocks down. The mission would take anyone that could walk.  
 The spot he liked was open. He grabbed the beer the barkeep handed him and sat in the back corner with his back to the wall and a table in front of him. The wait began. 
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 Tank and Abdul walked into the Jungle and bellied up to the bar. “Couple a drafts here, my man.” 
 “Coming right up,” the barkeep looked to the back corner and pointed with his chin. 
 Tank turned around to get a good look. Abdul just sat digging out the funds to pay the tab. The beer arrived, “First one’s on the house.” 
 “Thanks,” Tank said as he turned back. To Abdul he said, “Man looks to be a soldier.” 
 Abdul bobbed his head, grabbed his beer, and walked to the corner table. “This seat taken?” 
 “No. Fill it.” Brad replied. 
 “Thanks.” Abdul sat and nodded for Tank to come over. 
 Tank arrived, “Howdy. I’m Tank and this is my bud, Abdul. Understand you’re looking for workers in the field, so to speak.” 
 “Who would have told ya that?” 
 “Little birdie told us. We kinda need work. Work that pays. There’s lots of weeds out there that need diggin’ out. We can dig.” 
 “I need a reference. Name the man that sent you.” 
 “The man is scared of you. Says you are the baddest man in the valley and fear nothing. Don’t look that bad from here.” 
 Brad set his beer back on the table and stood up. “Wanna go outside and see who’s bad?” 
 “Not really. I’m a bit out of training and shape.” Tank turned his head, “Abdul, you wanna take this guy outside.” 
 “Nah. I’m in enough trouble and don’t wanna do nothin’ that’ll bring cops around. They put me back again and I’s there for life, specially I kill another white boy.” 
 “White boy!? I am no boy in anybody’s definition.” Brad’s dander was coming up. “I love a good fight and if you want one let’s go.” He pushed his chair back to the wall. “You want some of me, come and get it.” 
 “I don’ want nothin’ of you, I wants a job, my man. Boy be just a figure of speech. Sit down and tell us, we got a job or not?” Abdul was putting on the show. 
 Tank said, “Thirty seconds and I am outta here. There’s a guy hiring over to Yuma. Sending troops to Bolivia they say.” 
 Brad sat down. “Sit down and hush for a moment.” He lifted his bottle and took a long slug. “What experience you got? What outfit were you in? Why do you think you two fat boys can do me any good cutting weeds?” 
 Tank went first. “I was in the Wichita PD for six years. They cut me out when I took down a man that was coming my way with a gun in his hand. Problem was that man was 150 yards away and I yelled ‘halt’ once and shot him. Three rounds in the chest before he hit the ground. Come to find out, the gun he had wasn’t loaded. But, he was wanted for killing a little girl in a very nasty way.” 
 “Me, I ain’t done nothing but poke holes in paper with a gun. Now, with a knife, I done been in Florence for usin’ a knife in a way the law don’t want. I killed two men and done two terms. Tank, my man here, can teach me to use a gun in no time at all. I done watched this boy shoot a couple a times. And, I need a job. I done hocked ever’thin’ I own and I got enough in my jeans for two or three more beers and then I is gonna have to hit a liquor store or something. Ain’t no future in that.” Abdul signed his statement by slamming a ten inch knife into the table hard enough that it penetrated the inch thick top. “Any more questions?” 
 “I think I may have something for you. Meet me here an hour after noon tomorrow.” 
 “How am I gonna sleep outta the rain and snow till then?” Tank asked. 
 “Would two Benjamin’s make you happy? Just an advance you understand. There’s ten thousand on the other end. We can hit the range for a few shots and then move to the work site.” 
 “You done bought me. Let me see the green, my man.” 
 “Me, too. I love green.” Tank reached out with his palm up. 
 “You don’t show, I’ll hunt you down and give you a piece of me you don’t want. Dig?” 
 “Yeah. We be there, don’t you get to frettin’ now.” 
 Two hours later, after watching three more men collect their share of the green, they headed for Miracle Mile and a cheap motel. Sure enough a Toyota followed them.  
 “I don’ think that man trust us too much, partner.” 
 “I think you may be right, my friend. Call Tan.” 
 “Yes, sir.” Abdul liked talking with the boss.  
 Tank added, “Tell him the mine is paying off really well this week. Just got a text on that.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
   
 The Ambush 
   
 Brad held his men at the vehicles until all had visited the bushes, checked their weapons and loads, and stated they were in this all the way. Little did they all know, Brad had a suppressed weapon in his shoulder holster to take care of anyone backing out at this point. No one backed out, ten grand was a lot of money to out of work warriors. Brad took one line of ambushers to the left and the Corporal led the right hand column. Each column of 10 men moved south with fifty feet of separation between the two. One flanker from each column was sent to protect the exposed side, one man brought up the rear of each, and Brad served as point man for the whole shebang. He alone knew where they were going. The Corporal kept him in sight. 
   
 Hours later, twenty men crossed the downed wire moving north. All connected and informed through the heads-up display attached to their helmets. Each of them carried enough weaponry to start a war and win it. One was in the lead as a leader should be. These men he had picked from the experienced and the inexperienced in his group of orphans. None of them will be missed, much, if they do not return. If they do return they will be the kind of heroes someone will write a song about. In Mexico there are a lot of such songs. 
 An hour before another 20 men had crossed the wire, each with a task and a display on their helmets to assist them. These were also from One’s collection of orphans and led by Two. Each of them was combat experienced and had a specific job. The top priority job for all of them was, do not be detected. This group would screen One’s group on all sides looking for the ambush they knew would come. Five of them were way out in front looking for the ambushers. If they failed at that, a lot of good men they knew would die.  
 Tan and his three men, four Deputy Sheriffs, ten militiamen, and six volunteer National Guardsmen moved south toward the beepers Tank and Abdul had in their shoes. Each man in this group was connected by heads-up screens on their helmets that kept them updated with the positions of Tank and Abdul, each of the men in this group, One, and Two. A drone circled Tank and Abdul high in the sky relaying infrared video to the AzBP base in Sonoita. All in all, it was definitely  interesting. Tan called AzBP and had them send tow trucks to pick up the vehicles the ambushers had left behind.   
 Tank and Abdul stopped.  
 Two reported contact an hour later.  
 Heat signatures, detected by the eye-in-the-sky balloon, from the warm bodies of the ambushers were transmitted to the displays, telling the combined groups of Tan’s, One’s, and Two’s troops exactly where the enemies were. Leaders set up coverage and drew in the attack plans on the displays letting each group know what their responsibility was in the upcoming battle.  
 Two directed a pair of his men to take out a forward position of a man fifty feet south of the rest of Brad’s men. Two more men were dispatched to take out the men in positions on each flank. 
 One and his men connected with Two and his men allowing the planned entrapment of the ambushers. Tank’s crew of 24 eased up to the rear guard set by One’s combined troops making a sixty-four man unit to take on Brad and his troops. 
 Two men from One’s group were sent forward like they were the point for the expected north moving group that had been advertised. Sixty-two men watched them moving toward the enemy with moods of anticipation and some slight tingles of excited fear. None would hold back. 
 Brad lay on the ground waiting for a click on his head set telling him the north bound border crossers he was looking for had arrived. He felt like everything was wrong. His body ached. The men were restless because they weren’t the best. One man had gotten up and moved to the rear three times to take a leak until Brad told him to pee his pants, but quit moving around. The only two new guys that stayed quiet in the holes they had found were the two that he figured would be trouble, the big red neck and the black giant.  
 Finally, a click. 
 Brad waited for the clicks indicating how many were moving north. 
 Further south, one of Two’s men moved silently to the position of the man that sent the click. They took him out with a stiletto slid upward into his heart as his head was pulled back. The two flank positions were terminated moments later. Within seconds Brad’s group lost all advantage, if it ever had any, and was blind. 
 Tan moved silently south until he was within ten yards of two of Brad’s positions. To his left and right were Deputies and others were moving in to find targets all around the ambushers. Nobody was in a hurry. 
 Brad saw movement off to his left where his flanker should have been. Instead of a man in camo, this man was in all black. He clicked his radio three times and then went voice. “Point report.”  
 No response. 
 “West flank, report.”  
 No response. 
 “East flank, report.” 
 No response.  
 Brad turned off his radio and tossed it down a hole and did his best effort at being one with the earth as he moved to the east as quietly as possible. Twenty feet later he found the East flanker. Off to his right he heard someone slowly moving toward where he had been. He slid his knife out of its home and prepared to take the man on, but the man kept moving until he was out of sight and hearing. 
 One of Brad’s new warriors saw something moving and triggered a round. The night lit up like a Fourth of July shindig in Mississippi. Tank and Abdul hugged the ground in the holes they had prepared. A man in camo dropped into Abdul’s hole to join him only to be met by a sharp blade and darkness. A man in black was close behind and waved to Abdul as he went by moving to the center of the action.  
 Within thirty seconds the firing stopped as One spoke into his mic, “No images are returning fire. Light up and let’s check this place out.” 
 Tank saw the Corporal moving west past his position and tossed a rock at Abdul. Abdul saw the arm waving and moved to join him. Abdul asked, “What’s up, Bro?” 
 “One of our warriors just moved thataway. Can you imagine one of our highly paid warriors buggin’ out?” He pointed. 
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 “Sho can, bro. Let’s take him.” 
 The two moved out after him. 
 Tan watched his heads up display as most of the hot bodies either remained still or moved toward the center of the battlefield. One hot body moved and then the two bodies with beepers followed. As he continued to watch, men in black moved among the unmoving heat signatures until he saw another hot body moving in his direction that was not a friend. He froze. 
 In his ear bud he heard, “Tank, Abdul, is that you following the hot spot to the west? One click, yes. Two clicks, no.” 
 One click. 
 “Need help?” 
 Two clicks. 
 Not five yards away, but looking in all the wrong directions, Brad went by. Tan thought back and remembered that this hot spot had been moving among the ambushers early on. Maybe, just maybe, this guy was the leader. If not, he was getting away and needed to be stopped. No one else was within fifty feet of him, so he took it on himself to go after the man and determined he would take him alive if at all possible. ‘I need someone with answers, and this is one of two that might do that,’ he thought.  
 Faintly in his ear bud, “Tan is that you moving eastward after that hot body?” 
 Tan clicked his radio once. 
 “Need help.” 
 Two clicks. 
 “Okay. We’ll clean up here.” 
 One click. 
   
 The man ahead of Tank was moving in a crawl using nothing to show him where to put his hands or knees. Consequentially, he stuck his hand on a ball of cholla cactus, commonly referred to as jumping cactus. A couple hundred spines entered the ball of his hand. Within moments, his knees were both covered with the puffy spine balls. The more he moved the worse it got until he stopped moving and moaned. 
 Tank said softly, “Toss the guns or die.” 
 “Man, am I glad you are here,” the Corporal said as he stood up. 
 Abdul stood to meet him. 
 An arm moved in the dark. 
 Tank heard the thud of something hitting Abdul. Abdul yelled, “Wanna play that a way, huh?” and followed it with a grunt. 
 Abdul turned his head light on to see the Corporal in the patch of jumping cactus with a knife sticking out of the neck right above the armor. Tank moved to Abdul and watched as Abdul pulled a knife from the fleshy underside of his left arm. 
 “You gonna live, big guy.” 
 “Yeah, pardner, I’m gonna live, but dat sucka ain’t.” 
 He reached down and removed his knife from the dead man. “Some warrior, huh?” 
   
 One was supervising the clean up on the ambush site when Two said in his ear, “Where’s Tan?” 
 One checked his head’s up display. “Matarese.” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Come to me.” 
 “On my way.” 
 One said, “Where is Tan?” when she got there. 
 “I don’t know. He went off to the east following a hot body from the ambush.” 
 “How far?” 
 “He was out about a half mile when he went off. Coming up on a road that will lead back to the spot where the enemy vehicles were.” 
 “All vehicles are gone?” 
 “Affirmative.” Control butted in. 
 “Control, send a car around that way, if there is one, to back up Tan.” 
 “Will do? Wait a minute.” Control paused, “Hot spots moving east and heading into the mountains. Tan in pursuit. Tan is about a hundred feet behind the bad guy. Hot flashes. Hot flashes returned. Got a shootout going on over there. They’re running again. Tan is moving slower as the hot spot moves into the foot hills up Beeker Draw.” 
 “Control. Stay on them. Send us a couple of ambulances and a meat wagon for the dead. I have one dead and two wounded. We got it under control here, I hope,” One said. 
 “Matarese, your voice is changing,” was control’s response. “Will do.” 
   
 The shots came from the man he was following, but had missed by small margins as Tan moved through the large rocks and sand at the base of the Draw. He heard the conversation on the radio, but was too close to speak for himself. If they were still tracking him, he was okay with that.  
 He returned fire when the closeness of the rounds coming at him told him he had been spotted by the man ahead of him. He moved to the right and climbed the bank of the draw halfway allowing him to look down on his target.  
 Brad saw that he had missed and kept moving after changing the magazine in his Bushmaster. He had been here once before hunting javalina and knew there was a pass to the right ahead that would lead him to an old ranch house with a spring and not more than two hundred yards off the main dirt road running north south. Hitch a ride with a cowboy and he was in the clear. The Colonel wasn’t going to be happy, but that was his problem and not Brad’s 
 Tan had no idea where they were going or where they were in relationship to anything. He called control, “GSI 1, control. Where am I?” 
 “That isn’t the easiest question to answer. You are two miles east and a few hundred yards north of the ambush in a wash called Beeker Draw. There is an abandoned ranch building through the pass ahead and to your right. I have troops headed in that direction. There is also a jeep trying to catch up with you, but I don’t think he will make it. Bail out for you is due south, you’ll meet the jeep.” 
 “I am not bailing out. Something tells me this guy is the leader of those wannabe heroes behind me.” 
 “You could be right. For your info. One dead on our side. Two wounded. All dead on the other side except for your man.” 
 “What about the guy Tank and Abdul were after?” 
 “Dead. Tried to knife Abdul. Abdul has a knife wound. No problem, he says.” 
 “Roger that. Okay, I’m gonna get this guy, but you keep your men on the other side of the pass so I don’t shoot them by mistake. I want this guy alive, but I will not be dying to make that happen. Mama wouldn’t like that.” 
 “10-4, GSI 1. Control out.” 
 “GSI 1, out.” 
 Tan watched his target start walking again, lined up the sights on the M-16 he was carrying, and let fly with a copper clad bullet.  
 The man stumbled. 
 Tan had aimed for his leg and saw the man reached down for his calf. 
   
 Brad felt the sting and pressure on his calf as the round slid across the outside of his left leg. The blood began flowing toward his boot. He struggled to retain his balance and move toward  a cut in the side of the draw where he broke out a combat bandage and wrapped his wound as best as he could without cutting off the circulation. 
 When he finished with his first aid, he looked up to the other side of the draw to see Tan crouched behind a large barrel cactus with his rifle aimed directly at him. 
 Tan said, “Surrender and I’ll see you get a fair trial. Answer my questions and cooperate with us and you might get off with 25 to life.” 
 Brad let fly with a couple of shots that hit the dirt within two feet of Tan. “I will not. We are going to keep up the cleansing of Arizona until it’s people demand a change of government. Then we will build the fence and keep the riff raff from down south out. No more drugs. No more paying for them to live in our country without earning it or working for it. Don’t you understand? They are killing our state and the country.” 
 “You can’t end that with violence,” Tan replied as he noticed that he could see the man in the beginning light of dawn. He took off the night glasses and shoved them in his jacket pocket.  
 “We been doing it. The number of intruders has almost stopped. Don’t you see that?” 
 “I see it, but rape and murder don’t scare people like us. They just make us want vengeance and a way to vent our abuse. We are men, not wimps.” Tan was getting angry, the one thing he had been taught over and over again that should never happen. Anger takes away control, and the man in control wins. 
 “We are warriors. Warriors that our country sent to war and then refuses to take care of wounded brothers and sisters as they should be taken care of. I have hired nothing but veterans because they are an already an army of well-trained citizens. They are 7% of the population that could take over the whole country and return America to its glory.” 
 “Who has been feeding you all this? Why would they want that to happen?” 
 “The Colonel knows whereof he speaks. He, too, has been wounded by this nation and refused his pension and the medical care he needs. He has an army waiting to be called to regain what is rightfully his.” 
 “Sounds like a lunatic to me.” 
 Brad shouted, “He is not crazy. He is a great man. He has forgiven me when I made grave mistakes.” 
 “You’re making a grave mistake right now, a mistake that will take you to the grave.” Tan shouted back. “Will you die for this man?” 
 “No.” Brad triggered three rounds at Tan. 
 Tan fired back, but did not intend to hit him. He wanted him alive more than ever after hearing all Brad had to say. 
 Tan yelled, “What’s his name? Maybe I could meet him and understand all this. I, too, would like to see our country regain it’s greatness. I am a Marine and fought for this country.” 
 “I was Army. Many of my friends died. Many need care.” Brad stopped and lifted his gun. “No, I cannot let you know the Colonel’s name. He would not like that. I am his warrior. He was a warrior until this nation would no longer use him because of his heritage.” 
 “You will die if we don’t get that wound taken care of.” 
 “It is nothing. Just a flesh wound.” He fired two more rounds. 
 Tan fired back.  
 Brad headed up the hill toward the pass. His jump and run caught Tan off guard a bit which allowed Brad to get behind a bend in the draw and over the bank on the same side that Tan was on. 
 Tan climbed to the top and saw the man running with a limp toward the pass. He took careful aim and dropped the man by hitting him in the right arm between elbow and shoulder. Brad dropped to the ground, rifle tumbling free. 
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 Tan ran up toward him watching carefully every inch of the man on the ground for motion. 
 The man was still breathing when Tan reached him. With a toe of his left boot he rolled the man over only to see him come up with a suppressed automatic that flashed fire. 
 The round took Tan alongside his ribcage spinning him around. Tan was able to kick the gun out of Brad’s hand as he spun and fell to the dirt. Rolling, he came up with his M-16 aimed at Brad as the wounded man slumped to the dirt.  
 Tan got up, pulled out a pair of handcuffs, and cuffed the man’s left arm to his belt at the lower back and then rolled him over so the cuffed arm was under him. Brad was unconscious. 
 Two hours later, Brad and Tan were in the back of an ambulance headed for Tucson Medical Center. A medic and a deputy were also in the boxy red and white truck as the siren covered much of their talking and the deputy wound gauze over the pad the medic had slapped on Tan’s rib. The medic was working hard to keep Brad alive and knock down the effects of the shock his body had taken. 
 Tan asked the medic, “Is he gonna make it?” 
 “If I can get this shock under control. The wounds won’t kill him unless infection beats us.” 
 Tan leaned back against the cabinets and closed his eyes. He was smiling. 
   
 Phoenix 
   
 Chuck unlocked the door to the office, walked in, and sat down next to the answering machine that showed 27 messages waiting. Three minutes later he had listened to the first three and then checked each one to make sure it was the same message as the first three. The Governor wasn’t happy and was sick and tired of not being kept up to date.  
 The last one was Leon. “Hey guys. I need a pee break and something’s going down at this place. FedEx just delivered a bunch of boxes right after they opened this joint this morning. I am still at the gun store. The lady with the bakery next door is really nice, but she needs a check for the sticky buns I been eating. Disregard the need for a pee break. I was only getting your attention. She lets me use her bathroom and I watch out the window. I do need a shower, though. Is there anybody there?” 
 Chuck called Leon.  
 “Well, well, well. There is someone alive that returns calls.” Leon wasn’t happy. 
 “I’m here. No one else is. They are all down south capturing the bad guys. Tan said we were not to be here, remember?” 
 “Oh, yeah. I was all alone and nobody reminded me. 
 “You getting’ senile on us, Leon?” 
 “Nah. Just old and feeble. My butt hurts from siting in this wheeled contraption too long, way too long.” Leon took another bite of Mrs. Wilcox’s latest pastry, nodded his approval, and looked out the window. 
 He said, “Chuck, you better round up a couple of boys. There’s a U-Haul pulling up at the side door.” 
 “There is nobody else.” 
 “Okay, take this down. U-Haul. Medium. License AZ C-49PR85. WM 6 foot, brown, dark. WM 5 foot 8. Rusty long, pale. Both in camo. First one is packing in a drop holster on his left thigh. Can’t read the name tabs. I’m going out there.” 
 “You stay put.” 
 Leon hung up. 
 “Mrs. Wilcox. Would you loan me your car, please?” 
 “No.” 
 “Mrs. Wilcox. I need to follow that U-Haul and see where it goes.” 
 “No.” 
 “Mrs. Wilcox, how would you like to take me for a ride?” 
 “I could do that, Leon. That could be fun.” 
 “I’ll help you close up the shop, Mrs. Wilcox.” 
 Ten minutes later they were on the tail of a U-Haul truck moving slowly through the traffic of north Phoenix, north on 51 to Indian School, east to 24th, north past the Biltmore Country Club and into the high dollar neighborhoods of Paradise Valley. Mrs. Wilcox’s Beemer fit right in.  
 When the truck pulled into a gated property, Leon said, “Go right on past,” as he wrote down the address. There was no name on the mailbox. 
 Mrs. Wilcox found a shady park not half a block down and parked in the shade. “What now?” 
 Leon pulled out his cell and tapped at the numbers while he said, “We wait. Can you see the gate in the mirror?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Chuck. I followed the truck to a place in Paradise Valley. Need reinforcements. Mrs. Wilcox and I are alone out here.” 
 He smiled at Mrs. Wilcox. 
 “Yeah, she drove the shadow car. Nice Beemer. Sweet lady.” 
 Mrs. Wilcox beamed as she said, “Call me, Sylvia, please.” 
 Leon smiled, “She’s very nice and we owe her rental on the car, driver pay for the time she is working, and a visit to her bakery.” 
 “On the house, Leon.” Mrs. Wilcox, Sylvia, was leaning over to hear what was being said on the other end of the call. 
 “No. I don’t have enough for a warrant.” 
 Silence. 
 “No. There’s no way I can get in there while I am in the wheel chair and I don’t even have it with me. Wouldn’t fit in the Beemer.” 
 Silence. Leon smiled at Sylvia and checked her out top to bottom like he never had before. 
 “No. I can’t walk that damned far.” 
 Sylvia liked the way Leon looked at her and got a bit antsy in her seat. 
 “Work on it.” Leon stabbed the end button on the phone and cussed a bit under his breath. 
 “Oh, Sylvia. I’m sorry. I was crude and vulgar there. Please forgive me.” 
 “There’s nothing to forgive, Leon.” Sylvia fussed a bit more. “I can get in there, Leon.” 
 “How?” 
 “All I need is the man’s name and I’ll deliver a dozen donuts to him, free.” 
 “We don’t know his name, Sylvia.” 
 “Wait. Someone just called and said to deliver these donuts to this address, which of course most anyone will accept.” 
 “That might work, but where’s the donuts?” 
 “In the back seat. I brought some with me, just in case you got hungry, Leon.” 
 Now Leon was squirming and excited. Although, he couldn’t tell what he was the most excited about; the idea, the trick to get in, or Sylvia. “That oughta work. If the guy argues, just say you must have written down the wrong address.” 
 “Yes, Leon, that really should work and the donuts are those cherry filled ones you like so much.” 
 “If the owner of that house doesn’t want them, bring them back. I still have 20 pounds to gain before I overload that wheelchair.” 
 Sylvia laughed, “Oh, you silly man.” 
 She started the car and drove back to the house, parked on the street, grabbed the box of donuts, and walked to the gate where she pushed the button. 
 “Yes.” 
 “Delivery.” 
 “Certainly, come on in.” 
 She looked down and realized she still had her apron on. “Camouflage,” She said. 
 The gate swung in just far enough for her to walk through. As she passed the ends of the gate, it started closing. ‘Oh, dear, what if they won’t let me out?’ she asked herself. 
 She walked to the door where she was met by a swarthy man of an obvious military history from the way he stood, “Yes?” 
 “I am Martha Golightly from the Elite Bakery. Here are the pastries you asked for. That will be twelve dollars for the pastries and another ten dollars for the delivery.” She held out the box and lifted the lid. 
 “I did not order these. One moment.” He closed the door. 
 A few short moments passed and the door swung open again. “I do believe there has been a mistake, neither I nor anyone else here has ordered these pastries.” 
 “Oh, no, I’ve done it again. I must have written down the wrong address somehow.” She closed the lid. “I am sorry to have bothered you.” She started to turn away and then turned back. “Would you like some pastries for your trouble, sir?” 
 “Why, yes I would. Did you say twenty two dollars, total?” 
 “Yes, but you can have them for nothing for your trouble, and my apology for disturbing you, of course.” 
 “No. I insist on paying for them.” He dug in his wallet and came out with the exact price in bills. “Here you are.” 
 She handed him the pastry and turned to leave with a smile and a, “Thank you ever so much. It’s been nice meeting you, Mister, ah . . . 
 “Most folks call me, Colonel.” 
 “Well, then, thank you, Colonel. Enjoy.” 
 She walked to the gate watching it open, slid through, and resisted the urge to run to the car. Instead she walked sedately, got in, started the engine, and peeled out. 
 “Well?” Leon said. 
 “His name is Colonel.” 
 “Colonel what?” 
 “Just Colonel. A very nice man with a military bearing and soft voice. Oh, yes, a generous and forgiving man.” 
 “All that from a conversation over cherry filled pastries? 
 “Oh, yes. I have spent two thirds of my life conversing with people over pastries. I am an expert.” 
 “You are, are you? When did you realize I was a cop?” 
 “When you rolled through the door. Even in a wheelchair you have a cop persona.” 
 “Find a nice place and I will be pleased to buy you the best lunch you’ve ever had.” 
 She pulled into a steak house Leon had never heard of. 
 Leon was on the phone within moments of her letting him go after helping him walk in from the front door while the boy parked her Beemer. 
 When he was done, he apologized for the call and said, “By the way, you can invite Mr. Wilcox to join us if you wish.” 
 “There is no Mr. Wilcox. James died two years after we were married. Terrible really, he had such a fantastic career started. I do miss him after all these years.” 
 “I am so sorry. What did he do?” 
 “He was a cop. Died in the line of duty, they said. Even had a full blown funeral and burial for him. I found out later, he was killed by a pimp while soliciting a whore. He was not in the vice squad, Leon.” 
 “I am so sorry.” Leon buried his face in his menu as he smiled. 
 An hour later, they returned to the bakery. Sylvia had agreed to become the second Mrs. Leon Baldinado. 
 Leon called in. “Come get me, Chuck.” 
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 “Take the bus.” 
 “If I do, you better not be there when I get there. Send a car.” 
 “See ya in five.” 
   
 Tucson 
   
 Tan, with six stiches and a broken rib, slowly worked his way into the car Matarese had brought to rescue him from the doctors and nurses at the hospital. He had checked the room of his prisoner to insure it was well guarded. Brad had spent three hours on the table as they put his arm back together and stitched up his leg. There was also the matter of a broken jaw caused by the kick that had taken the suppressed gun out of Brad’s hand.  
 The doctor in the room had said, “That jaw was a bear to piece together. He had some deterioration already and your kick turned the bone into splinters. He’s lost most of his teeth on that side of his jaw and may never be able to open his mouth all the way. Oh, he kept saying something about the Colonel in the recovery room. I did try to get him to talk about it, but to no avail. I’m sorry.” 
 “Why did you do that?” 
 “My dad was a detective, military type, and he always tried to get to people in the recovery room, if they went there of course, and chat them up about all they wanted to talk about. We do use some drugs that make folks chatty when we do surgery.” 
 Tan smiled and said, “Thanks for trying.” 
 “He wouldn’t go any farther than saying the word Colonel almost as a bad dream.” 
 “I’ll bet.” Tan turned and left. 
   
 “Where to, boss?” 
 “Lunch, you decide.” 
   
 Just as they finished lunch at Arby’s, Tan’s phone rang.  
 Chuck said, “Hey, boss. When you coming in?” 
 “Never. I love it down here.” 
 Chuck up dated Tan on the four men in jail for the train robbery and told him of Leon and the engagement. 
 “Dang. We are getting everybody a new spouse in this office. I’ll stick with the one I have, thank you,” said Tan. 
 “Yeah, only three more days and I get hitched. You are gonna make the graduation and the wedding aren’t you?” 
 “Wouldn’t miss it for the world.” Tan thought for a moment. “Tell me about the donut delivery again.” 
 Chuck went through it until he got to the part about the man’s name. 
 “Hold it. Did you say Colonel?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Couldn’t be the same one.” 
 “What same? Same as what?” 
 “Nevermind. I’ll be back tonight late. Get some surveillance on that house. See ya then.” Tan disconnected. 
   
 Matarese asked, “What you gonna do with me once you leave?” 
 “Looking for a job, are you?” 
 “Could be. Although, Sara would be some put out if I left. She sent me to cop school and was grooming me to work with Santa Cruz.” 
 “I will need another person, at least one more.” 
 “I’ll think about it.” Matarese replied. “Oh, they found this phone on Mr. Dickens when they cut his camo off. Looks like a throwaway. Only one number on it, called and memory.” 
 “Let’s see it.” 
 She handed the phone to Tan who examined it, pushed a few buttons, and checked the history. “One call to one number. Phones been active for four days. Sounds like a short list for a handsome fella like Mr. Dickens to be carrying. I’d say this was his contact with his boss.” 
 Tan stopped and looked up like the light had just come on. “I wonder. He mentioned a Colonel and Leon’s lady met up with a Colonel at the end of a truck run of material from a gun shop. It couldn’t happen that easy. If it is we have one try, one call on this phone and then that number will never be available again. Let’s go talk to the folks at the cell phone company, any cell phone company.” 
 “I know a gal that is a tech with Open Air in Tucson.” 
 “Miss Gravit, I need you on my team. Let’s roll.” 
   
 “I can help you. It won’t be easy to set up and it may not work if the called phone is moving, but I can get you the number of the tower that is used when the phone is answered. We can watch for a while and see if the phone is moving. If it is not, we can give you a fairly close location. Metro Phoenix, we’d get you to within a half mile.” 
 “That leaves us with a lot of houses to check, along with a ton of businesses if its downtown.” 
 “You are so right. It’s more than you’re gonna get any other way.” 
 “Miss Jan, you are a genius.” Tan liked it when things came together. A half mile would pinpoint his Colonel if it was in Paradise Valley. 
 Matarese asked her friend, “How long will it take to set up?” 
 “Twenty minutes or so.” 
 “And this phone will go through your circuits?” Tan asked. 
 “Yes, sir, it will.” 
 Tan thought of the odds. The danger of losing their only tie to the Colonel he wanted was also a danger. He turned and walked away saying, “Let me think on this and I’ll be right back.” 
 Matarese asked, “What do we have to lose? All we can do is gain or stay where we are with this phone call.” 
 “Yeah, but I want to win with this phone call.” 
 Within five minutes he was back. “Let’s do it. You set it up. Matarese, you get to make the call. Tell the man that answers you are Mr. Dickens’ fiancé and that he is dead. Ask him for the money. Got it?” 
 “Oh, yeah. I can do that.” 
 An hour later Tan dialed the number on the phone and handed it to Matarese. 
 It rang three times. “I told you to never call me again. I will call you.” 
 “Colonel?” 
 “Who are you and how did you get that phone? 
 “I am Brad Dickens’ fiancée. He told me to call this number before he died to collect the money you owe him.” 
 “He is dead?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “You are his fiancée?” 
 “Yes. Where can I pick up the money? He said it was  thousands of dollars you owed him.” 
 The other end remained silent for too long. Tan motioned for her to hang up. 
 She shook her head. 
 “How long has this relationship been going on?” 
 “A year or so, why?” 
 “He never told me of a future wife.” 
 “He told me everything, the ambushes, the recruiting, the guns, the killing, even the rape that he did not take part in, or so he said.” 
 Tan smiled.  
 Silence. 
 “Mister Colonel, I need that money. He has left me with lots of bills; the cars, the house, the flowers, the dress, all of that must be paid for and then there’s this baby on the way. The delivery and setting up a nursery are not cheap, you know.” 
 Silence. 
 “If I do not get my money, Colonel, I will notify the police of what I know.” 
 “You sound like a reasonable woman and a wise one. Can you meet me and I will give you cash?” 
 Tan nodded his head and mouthed, ‘It’s up to you.’ 
 “Why, sure I can, Colonel. Maybe you’d have a job in your organization for a wise and reasonable woman?” 
 “It just might be.” 
 “I cannot meet you today, I have a nail appointment and a perm this afternoon, but tomorrow in Tucson would be great.” 
 She could hear the Colonel gasping at her audacity.  
 “Tomorrow in Phoenix. Two PM. Park at the Taco Bell on 7th Street, north of Northern. I will call you on this phone promptly at 2 PM and give you directions from there.” 
 “I don’t know Phoenix very well. I will come up I-10 then what?” 
 The Colonel spelled it all out for her and said, “See you tomorrow, my dear. We will work something out that fits your credentials.” He hung up. 
 She hit ‘end.’ 
 With a smirk on her face she said,“How did I do, boss?” 
 “Couldn’t have asked for more. But, you put yourself on the line.” 
 “Isn’t that what cops do?” 
 “Yup.” 
 Jan came back in the room a few moments later. “Here’s an area map with the reception tower pinpointed for you and a circle of probability lined out. High dollar section of Paradise Valley.” 
 “Yeehaw, Tan yelled. “We got our man. Let’s head for Phoenix and get set up for a take down tomorrow.” 
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 Phoenix 
 The next morning, early 
   
 Leon rolled into the office, pushed by the beaming baker lady, Sylvia Wilcox. He grabbed a donut from the table as he was pushed past. “These are nowhere as good as my Sylvia makes. Her cherry filled are to die for, but I ain’t dying anytime soon.” 
 “Oh, Leon, you say the nicest things about me.” 
 Chuck walked over to the lady, “Do you know what you are getting into marrying this reprobate wannabe cop?” 
 “Now that wasn’t a very nice thing to say. Who are you, anyway?” Sylvia turned with hands on hips and gave Chuck the glare. 
 “I’m Chuck, the boss of this office. In other words, most of the time I answer the phone.” 
 “Don’t believe him, Sylvia. He’s the janitor.” Leon started laughing as Tank and Abdul came out of the conference room. 
 “What’s all the ruckus out here,” Abdul said. 
 “My, you’re large,” Sylvia said with her hand over her bosom. 
 Tank said, “He ain’t large, yet. He’ll reach his full growth in another year or so.” 
 Tan walked through the door. “Okay, let’s get down to the nitty gritty of this case. I just talked with the Governor and she is not happy at all. Gonna fire us if we don’t bring about an end to terror in our great state. Or, something like that. Bring the donuts and the coffee into the conference room.” 
 Seeing Sylvia, he added, “You must be the crazy lady that makes donuts and wants to marry Leon. Right?” 
 “Yes. And, just who are you?” 
 “I, Ma’am, am the boss around here, or so they tell me, Les Brown. Folks call me, Tan.” 
 Following Leon being pushed by Sylvia, Tan entered the room last carrying the remains of a box of donuts. He sat the box in front of his chair. “Where’s Lenny?” 
 “Up north, tying loose ends together. One more man to find that we know of and a couple we don’t have an ID on to fill out the menu from the train robbery.” 
 “Okay, folks, get comfy, and take notes. We are going to catch the man, today.” 
 In the outer office a voice yelled, “Anybody home?” 
 “Chuck, would you escort our newest temporary member from the office to here, please.” 
 “Sure, Boss.” 
 “Lady and gentlemen, this charming lady is a cop from Santa Cruz County who has done more for this case than I have. For those of you that haven’t had the pleasure yet, meet Matarese Gravit, cop extraordinaire.” 
 Matarese bowed to the group as she said, “What a line of bull.” 
 “I am going to assume that our target has not seen any of us except the charming Miss Sylvia. Stand up and take a bow, Miss Sylvia.” 
 She did. 
 “Miss Sylvia walked into the lion’s den and baited the lion for us.” 
 A round of applause rang in the room with Tank whistling a shrill screech.  
 “Chuck, get on the phone with the city, county, and utilities. Find out all you can about our target house.” Tan handed him a piece of paper with the address. 
 Chuck headed for the phone in the other room. 
 “Abdul, case the Taco Bell and neighborhood north of Northern on Seventh Street. Draw me pictures. Be back by 1030. Go.” 
 Tan continued until the only ones left were Tan, Matarese, Leon, and Sylvia. “Leon, I cannot take the chance that you also were seen. We know Sylvia was.” 
 “Boss, I agree. How about Sylvia and I being back up for the takedown? She can push me around so I can come a runnin’ when needed.” 
 “No. You two will not be on the scene at any time. I don’t want you out of action again. There’s a spot for you, both of you, I just haven’t found it, yet.” 
 Chuck walked in. “Boss, you need to call Phoenix PD. Gal at the water company just told me that the PD is asking about that address. What do you think’s up with that?” 
 “Leon, get on it.” 
 “Yeah, Boss,” He said as Sylvia rolled him to the phone at the far end of the table. 
 Chuck looked at Tan, “Here’s the dope on the house I got so far.” He handed Tan a half a page of notes. 
 Tan took a quick glance. “Owned by a woman who has lived there for how many years?” 
 “Twenty-three. All the utilities are in her name. No record found of a wedding in the past, either. I have a call in checking on the woman’s record.” 
 “Boss?” said Leon. 
 “Yeah?” 
 “Phoenix PD, Lt. Edwards.” Leon handed him the phone. 
 “Brown.” 
 “Brown, what’s your office doing asking about this address your man gave my front desk?” 
 “It is under investigation by my office on suspicion of various things.” 
 “We need to talk. Can you come to my office, please?” 
 “Where’s your office?” 
 “620 W. Washington, second floor, room 232. If you get lost just call, I’ll send someone down to lead the way.” 
 “On my way.” Tan handed the phone back to Chuck. “I’ll walk over there.” 
 Chuck asked, “You want me to keep after that address?” 
 “Yeah. There’s a man in that house we want. I want to know everything about him; his warts, batting average, and love life.” 
 “That’s getting a bit personal, isn’t it, Mr. Brown?” Sylvia asked. 
 “Call me Tan, please. Yes, it is, but if we’re gonna take the man, we need all the info we can get on him.” 
 “Oh.” 
 Tan left the room with, “Leon, you are in charge of the office. Chuck, keep digging. Miss Gravit, get outta that uniform.” 
 “You’re kinda sudden, boss,” she replied. 
 He blushed. “Get into some more appropriate clothes for the take down. You’re a killer’s lover not a cop, today.” 
 “If you insist, I’ll put on something more sexy, er, appropriate.” 
 He blushed again. 
 She laughed and left with, “I’ll be back in twenty minutes.” 
 Tan followed her to the sidewalk where they turned in opposite directions. 
   
 “Have a seat, Brown. What’s up with your investigation?” 
 “We have serious suspicion that the man at that address is involved with the ambush shootings down south and the train robbery up north, along with various other things.” 
 “This department is investigating the man in that house. The woman that owns it has not been seen in months. A friend tried to get in to see her and was told she didn’t want any visitors and to never return. She has not been seen by the neighbors in the past three months. The man in that house is under investigation for various charges, all concerning the misappropriation of somebody else’s money, including the woman’s. 
 “The interesting thing about him is that there is no record I can find of him more than six years old. He showed up in the woman’s home six years ago and was assumed to be a live in lover due to the woman’s history. He started working at a brokerage house three months later. They took him on her word. This lady has, or had, a lot of money invested with them. 
 “We have tried to get anything on him. He looks Mexican, talks American with a slight accent, walks military, and always has a beefy looking man at his side. We have tried to get finger prints and finally succeeded last week, a wine bottle in the trash can. We’re sure it’s his as of yesterday afternoon. 
 “The make came back from the FBI as an Army man named Assat, Kenneth Assat. Medically discharged from the Army as a Corporal for psychological reasons. He went berserk after a tour in the Middle East with Special Forces troops. We have a call in for his record. And, that’s where we are.”  
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 Edwards tossed a file across the desk and sat back in his chair, reaching for his coffee cup. “You want a cup?” 
 “Sure,” said Tan as he thought about what he had just heard. When offered, he reached for coffee and the file at the same time.  
 Sipping the coffee and scanning the file, he sat back in his own chair and the office was quiet. “Any particulars on the man? Habits, work history, neighborhood relationships, clubs, golf, anything?” 
 “Yeah. He likes to go the range for gun powder therapy. Check the third page there for other stuff. He went through close to five hundred rounds of 5.56 and 9mm last week at the range. He should be there this morning; it’s his day at the range every week.” 
 “What if I told you a truck load of weapons was dropped at this house within the past four days?” 
 Edwards asked, “The U-Haul?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “I’d believe you. We wondered about that.” 
 They got quiet for the duration of Tan’s reading. 
 “How about a copy of this?” Tan tossed the file back on the desk. 
 “I’ll give you mine if you give me yours.” 
 “I don’t have a file yet. We haven’t had time to really put one together. I’ll tell you what I know.” 
 “Deal.” Edwards hit the intercom. “Got some work for you, Laurette.” 
 An older woman came through the side door of the office. “Make a copy of everything in this pile and record it as going to the Governor’s office.” 
 “Sure.” She picked it up and walked out. 
 “Smiling help is always good.” 
 “I have seen her smile. Usually around quitting time.” 
 Tan asked for a refill and began his own narrative on Kenneth Assat, AKA the Colonel. 
 “And that’s what we know about our little Corporal who promoted himself to Colonel.” Tan ended. 
 “Sounds like some delusions of grandeur in the man.” 
 “Yeah, but we’re gonna take those delusions down this afternoon.” 
 “Need help?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Okay, your file says the woman’s name is, or was Beatrice Morton. What do we know about her?” 
 “Various men have called that house home for short periods according to the nosy old lady across the street. She used them as escorts to various high faluting parties and such. She never did talk with the snoopy lady except on a face to face meeting where she would only reply when spoken to with ‘nice day isn’t it?’ and keep on walking, ducking into her drive as quick as possible. The paper boy has never seen her. She pays by phone call once a year. All utilities paid automatically based on a credit card in Ms. Morton’s name. He is quite charming in a tux or so I’ve been told.” 
 “What made you think there was a problem?” 
 “Got a call from the brokerage house. Mr. Assad was manipulating a lot of money in the wrong directions. Her money is almost gone. Three new accounts have been found that are registered to corporations that do not exist. The CEO down there called us after he was notified by an old client that he was withdrawing his money due to the dwindling value of his portfolio. He checked and found some very suspicious activity, and called the State Attorney’s office for assistance. They put a man in there and are just getting the full report completed for the grand jury.” 
 “You ready for a take down?” 
 “On your charges, yeah. Ours are not yet ready. So, when and how?” 
 Tan filled him in. 
 Within minutes people from Phoenix PD were moving in various directions to set up a net without holes around the Taco Bell and the house, or so they hoped.  
   
 Abdul took one look at the Taco Bell and mumbled under his breath. Wide open all around, except for the apartments to the south. He pulled out a pad of paper and drew the area from the Church to the south all the way around to the car wash across the street from the church. “Lots of places for folks to be comin’ and goin’,” he said. The smells of the Taco Bell just naturally drew him in for a couple of tacos and a soda before he headed back to the office. 
 Miss Matarese arrived at the office dressed in skin tight yoga pants, a midriff showing tank top, and spiked heels at least a foot long with her hair tied back in a loose ponytail. Her makeup was so light you had to get close or know her well to tell she even had any on. She looked like she was on her way to the stage in a gentleman’s club on Scottsdale Road.  
 Leon took one look at her and whistled, for which he got the back of his head smacked, lovingly of course, by a certain baker woman. “Eyes back in your head, boy. You’re mine.” 
 “I can at least look, can’t I?” 
 “You’ve had your look, now go back to work.” 
 “There is nothing to do right now.” 
 The phone rang. 
 “Gov’s boys and girls, Leon.” 
 It was Abdul letting the office know he was on his way in. 
 By the time Tan got back everyone was in the office again. 
 Tan came in with a smile. “Conference room, bring coffee.” 
 When all were in their favorite positions, he began, “Phoenix PD is setting street troops around the Taco Bell now. They are also putting a ring, a wide ring around the house. A bear will be in the air just for us. They will act as backup for the whole shebang.”  
 He passed around credit cards. 
 “Oh, goody, free shopping,” said Matarese as she cocked her body seductively. 
 “Stop that, Officer Gravit, that’s unbecoming of you,” Chuck was smiling as he thought of his reunion with bride-to-be that was one day away. 
 “These are not credit cards. They are locators. Put it in your wallet, pocket, or purse,” he smiled at the ladies, “or tuck it in your bra if you want. The rest of us and you will be able to pinpoint your location on your cell phones with this app.” He wrote the app name on the board. 
 Everyone dug out their phone and started tapping.  
 “If necessary, you can even charge something, up to a $100, but only if you have to. Don’t lose them.” 
 He paused for a few minutes until the eyes got back on him instead of the phones. When Tank said, “Cool,” he began again. 
 “The only real problem with these is, we don’t know who is who, just that someone amongst us is at that spot.” 
 Tan looked at some scribbles on the white board. “These your doodles, Abdul.” 
 “Yeah, Boss.” 
 “Tank, I want you in this Taco Bell, which is also a Long John Silvers, eating to your hearts content by 1:45. No later. Drive your bomb.” 
 “Bruce, you will be in this donut shop across the street.” 
 “Talk about character actors.” Bruce shook his head and everyone laughed. 
 “Abdul, you work on a car in the parking lot of this auto parts place. Be ready to roll if needed. In other words, don’t take the car apart.” 
 “Man, I don’t know one end of a car from the other, that’s why my man Tank do the driving.” Another chuckle from the group. 
 “I will be behind the building on the northwest corner.” 
 “Chuck, you go to the house. Park where you can keep an eye on it. Follow any car that leaves the place. PPD will be there somewhere doing the same thing. Watch for them.” 
 “Yes, boss. How am I going to know the PD guys?” 
 “They’re the ones drawing overtime.” 
 “Notice, we have the place surrounded. Just act normal for the place you are in.” He reached behind him and brought up a brief case. “Each one of us will wear one of these.” He passed out cell phone blue tooth speakers shaped like horseshoes that hang around the neck. “They are voice activated. Say a word and then start your message. When you talk, it will arrive here in the office,” he pulled out a box with a couple of cords hanging from it. “Chuck, plug this between the phone on the desk there and the jack in the wall.” 
 “Each of us will call the office phone number, when it starts ringing, hit two stars in a row. Nothing will come over the line until someone talks. These speakers around your neck are also mikes. You will hear everyone and everyone will hear you. Call sign etiquette will make it work. ID self and then person called. Questions?” He looked around the room. 
 “So, you will have pinpoint positions and constant communications.” 
 He paused again to allow everyone to get hooked up. “Don’t call in, yet. When we break up here, do it before you leave the office just in case there’s a glitch.” 
 “Miss Gravit, I have jewelry for you.” He reached in the case again, bringing out a necklace with a lot of bling and large pendants. “Try this on.” 
 “It isn’t me, Tan. I don’t wear that stuff. In case you haven’t noticed, I don’t even wear earrings.” 
 “That’s gonna change right now.” He handed it to her.  
 She put it on. “Too much.” She started to take it off. 
 “Stop. One of those dodads is a locator, just in case you lose the card. The red stone near your neck on the right is a microphone. They are both off. I will remotely activate the locator if needed. The mike is up to you. Go in with it off. If you need to communicate, squeeze the red stone until it buzzes enough for you to feel it, kinda like a cell phone only much lighter buzz.” 
 “Try it.” 
 She gave the stone a squeeze. “Wow. That is a light buzz. I couldn’t hear it, but felt it.” 
 “Good. That’s the way it’s supposed to be. Our target may scan you for bugs. This way all the doodads are off until you feel safe in turning them on, or have to in a tight spot. Do the same to turn it off. The real problem is, we cannot talk to you and you will not know if we heard you.” 
 “I like,” she said as she rubbed the necklace. 
 “Don’t lose that. It will cost you a couple years pay if you do.” 
 “I will sign nothing. You signed it out.” 
 “I borrowed it from a friend.” 
 “Oh.” 
 He looked her over and said, “Where’s your gun?” 
 “Wanna find it?” 
 Tan blushed. 
 Murmurs around the room said it was time for questions. 
 “The floor is now open to questions and suggestions.” 
   
 “That’s all. It’s almost 1 PM. Time to put it all in action.” Tan stopped and took a drink from his coffee cup. “One thing to remember, and remember well, Matarese is putting everything on the line. We must do the same. Her safety is as important as our own. Take calculated risks and let’s all come out alive and well.” 
 He looked at Leon, “I said the same when we went after you.” 
 “And, I appreciate it,” was Leon’s response. He looked up at Sylvia, “See what I’ve been telling you, this guy’s a bleeding heart.” 
 Matarese added, “Tender, too.” 
 Tan turned away, but everyone saw his ears turn red. 
   
 Tan met the Chief of Police behind the buildings on the northwest corner. He had his green hotrod truck with him. The Chief was driving a silver/gray late model Toyota Camry. “I figured there’s no other make and model that is more popular on the road. Blend in by being a copycat.” 
 Tan stared at his phone and watched everyone get in place before the show began. Abdul pulled into the auto parts store and went inside. Bruce looked at ease as he climbed out of his Mazda and went into the donut shop. Tank’s bomb rolled in to the Taco Bell/Long John Silver’s parking lot with enough noise to draw everybody’s attention. He got out of the car, cussed loudly, and kicked the rear fender, before walking in and ordering a dozen crunchy tacos and then sitting dead center in the place.  
 Tan’s phone map didn’t reach to the house, but Chuck used the audio link, he was in place. It was a bit hard to understand over the crunch of Tank eating the tacos and Abdul talking smack with a brother at the counter of the parts place.  
 “Tan to all, go easy on the background noise. Those tacos are terribly loud on the circuit.” 
 “10-4, they sure are good,” Tank spoke with a mouth full. 
 Everybody waited as they tried to look like scenery until 2 PM came. 
 Tank shifted from tacos to shrimp and then another dozen tacos. Abdul helped the store guy change his air filter. Bruce had his second donut and another cup of coffee. Tan paced as he and the Chief tried to look like they were waiting for someone to open the back door to the building.  
 At 1:55 PM Matarese drove into the parking lot at the Taco Bell with her necklace on and the throwaway in her lap. Her personal phone was lying on her dresser at home. No way that was going to get her in trouble. She put on her sexiest smile and opened the door. The phone rang. 
 “Yeah,” She answered. 
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 “Are you the woman in tight pants and a bare belly?” 
 Tan was searching for an observer through his binoculars and could find none. 
 “You could describe it that way. I prefer yoga pants and a tank top.” 
 “Get back in the car and drive north to the corner, turn right to 51 and take the on ramp north. Get off at Shea and head east on Shea. I’ll call you again.” 
 “Will do. What kinda job you got for me? And, how much money?” 
 “A good job for a young lady like yourself and more money than you’ll know what to do with.” 
 “I know what to do with any amount of money, sir. You can take that to the bank.”  
 “Get moving, we don’t have all day.” 
 She hit ‘end’ and slid back in the car. After squeezing the red stone and feeling it come on, she said, “North on 51 to Shea, east on Shea. Out,” while she leaned way in like she had dropped something which kept a watcher from seeing her lips move. She came up with her lipstick and made all the actions of renewing the paint job. As she turned right toward 51, she squeezed again. 
 All of the Governor’s crew watched for a car to follow her. 
 ‘North on 51, right on Shea, and build up speed to the speed limit. Try to catch all the lights red,’ she thought as she head banged down the road with the windows open and hip hop playing on the radio.   
 Tan was six cars back with the Chief driving the Toyota as he watched the locator signals. As he looked at the map he called out orders to each individual to keep the car covered and if need be, cutoff. 
 Tank was rolling three minutes later after he finished his last taco heading south to Glendale and east to Lincoln Drive. Abdul moved north on 7th turning right on Dunlop onto Cave Creek, aiming for Cactus. Bruce was six cars back from Tan, just in case.  
 The just in case happened soon on Shea when Matarese was ordered to turn right on Scottsdale Road and start going up one road and down the next. Someone was checking for tails. Tan told the Chief to turn right on Scottsdale and right at the next right. “Tan to Tank. Hold at Tatum and MacDonald. Break. Abdul, come south on Scottsdale and hold at Camelback. Bruce take Indian Bend to Indian School and hold.” 
 Lots of 10-4’s came through the circuit.  
 Tan watched the dots, some parked, some kept moving, and one was going all over the place as Matarese got more directions and carried them out. 
 “Chief, this man has this girl going around in circles. She has passed the Biltmore Mall three times. I think our man is in there, maybe on the roof.” 
 “Could be.” 
 Tan watched as she turned. 
 “He says to park in the shade on the back row. Sounded real definite. I think this is it. Out.” Her voice came through loud and clear.  
 “Okay, everybody move toward Biltmore Mall. Hold a block away.” Tan checked everyone’s position. “Abdul, move in close in the shaded parking area.” 
 “Got that. Ain’t I gonna stand out in that high class place?” 
 “Act like you own the place and you won’t.” 
 “I can do that.” 
 Tan watched as Matarese’s dot moved through the parking lot and came to a stop. Abdul was a few cars down and came to a stop. 
 Abdul got out of his car, standing to his full height, and looked around as he locked the car and checked his surroundings, as any man alone would do in this place. Matarese was standing at her car with a phone to her ear. Abdul walked toward the stores, keeping her in his peripheral vision. She started moving toward the stores also.  
 He stopped for a car coming down the lane between the parking spots and took his eye off of her for a moment. When he started walking again, he checked both ways. She was gone. He kept walking while he said, “She gone. I lost her.” 
 Tan said, “Damn,” on the net. He checked his screen.   
 Abdul stopped at the first potted plant and pretended to make a call as he looked around like he was waiting for someone that should have been there already. “Boss, I can’t see nothing.” A movement caught his eye. “Wait a minute. There’s a big Mercedes pulling out.” He paused, “Yeah. That be her in the front seat next to a dark man.” 
 “License?” 
 “Arizona FYF - - - that’s all I can read from here. First number looked like a nine, but I ain’t sure. Turned toward Camelback.” 
 “Break. Tan to Leon. Check the license number for the address in question.” 
 “10-4, back in a flash.” 
 Leon hit the DMV files and called up the address for the house in question. “Bingo,” he yelled. “First three digits FYF, next number is nine. Full number is FYF9622. 2016 Mercedes. Registered to Beatrice Morton.” 
 “Tank, pick that Mercedes up as they leave if they go west. Bruce you get them going east. Got her on the screen and tracking.” 
 “Gotcha, boss. They comin’ my way,” Tank was excited.  
 “I’ll pick you up in a couple of blocks. When I say break, you turn right. Do a U turn and get back on my tail a block or so back.” 
 “Gotcha.” He sounded disappointed. 
 The Chief said, “Looks like they are headed for the house and my ring of troops.” 
 “Yeah. No offense, but we are taking him down.” 
 “Good. I don’t wanna lose any of my men to this nut case.” 
 “Me, either. Tan to all units. I will make entry once they are in the house. Units at the rear stay put. Bruce, you stay on the street. He may have seen you. Tank and Abdul follow me in. Sky 1, roll in on my signal. And, don’t any of you step in front of a bullet.” 
 Matarese’s voice came through, “… car you have here. You satisfied I am not bugged, yet?” 
 “Look, miss.” 
 “My name isn’t, miss. It’s Matarese. I been telling you that since I got in the car. Nice wheels. I have never ridden in a Mercedes before.” 
 “Play your cards right and you’ll ride in this one again.” 
 “Where’s the money?” 
 “At my home.” 
 “You ain’t gonna try getting fresh with me are you? I don’t like to be rushed, ya know.” 
 “No. I have no desire to get fresh with you, young lady. I just want to end this deal and get it over with.” 
 “Don’t you have a job for me.” 
 “Yes. I have made arrangements for you to work with a man who is looking for young ladies such as yourself. He pays well and there’s a chance to end up rich. I could find no jobs for you in my organization.” 
 “How much money do you owe Brad?” 
 “Enough.” 
 “Enough?” 
 They turned down the street the house was on. 
 “You live in this neighborhood?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Nice houses. You must really be rich.” 
 “Not rich enough.” 
 He turned to a driveway and stopped as the gate started swinging. 
 “How’d you do that?” 
 “Abdul, Tank, follow me in. We’ll hit them in the garage. Bruce take the house. A couple of locals will help you.” 
 The Chief nodded. 
 “What?” 
 “Make the gate open.” 
 “The car getting close triggers it. Only this car. Of course there’s a button in the house that does it.” 
 “All units, close in.” Tan said. 
 “Is this your house?” 
 “Yes. Will you be quiet for a while? I really don’t want to hear your voice anymore.” 
 “Well, that’s not very nice. You just let me out and I’ll walk home from here rather than be insulted like that.” 
 “Shut up you little tramp.” 
 “Wha?” 
 Tan heard the slap through the system. So did everyone else on the net. 
 “I told you to shut up. I mean it.” 
 “Well, la de da. Ain’t you the uppity one.” 
 Another slap. 
 “You hit me one more time, what ever your name is, and I’ll show you a few tricks I learned working in the Dream Scene for two years.” 
 Tan approached the gate. 
 They heard a garage door closing and car doors opening. 
   
 “Follow me to the money.” 
 “There better be some extra. You probably bruised my cheek. And, look, my nose is bleeding.” 
 “Shut up. Just follow me and shut up.” 
 “I don’t think you got any money for me. I think you just want to use me and throw me out. I’ve known men like you before. All promise and no action. Why are we going downstairs?” 
 “So I can shut . . .” 
   
 The signal was lost. 
 Tan said, “Let me climb on your back, Abdul.” 
 Abdul kneeled as Tan climbed until he could get a leg over the gate.  
 With a quick move he swung over the gate and fell the eight feet to the ground inside. Looking around he saw a button on the side wall like a plate trigger for a handicap door opener. He pushed it and the gates began moving. The garage was straight ahead. Tan sprinted to the garage and around to a side door.  
 The side door opened without any effort other than turning the knob. The lights were still on. Entering the garage, he felt Abdul and Tank behind him. They looked for the door going down.  
 In the darkest corner was a plain looking door with no knob. Tank triggered the garage door opener with a switch just inside the big door. As it opened the plain door swung inward. Steps went down. Abdul headed down the steps before Tan could get started.  
 At the bottom of 30 or more steps was a long hallway going straight ahead. 
 Tan took off running down the hall. As he went the light grew dim and something on the floor caught his attention.  
   
 Kenneth Assat was breathing hard, “I told you no tricks. You were being followed.” 
 “Yeah, by men Brad owed money to because of you. They put their lives on the line for you and they want what’s coming to them.” 
 “You are going to die. They will also die with you if they make it this far.” The wannabe Colonel slapped her hard enough to send her to the floor. “Stay there.” 
 He pulled a small semi-auto from his left front pocket and pointed it at her for emphasis. 
   
 Tan stopped and touched a spot on the floor. “Blood. Matarese’s nose bleed.” 
 The lights went out. 
 Tan saw a line of light at floor level down the hall and went after it, running. 
 It was a door with a crack at the bottom. He turned the knob with his left hand, the door came toward him as he pulled. Behind the door was another set of stairs. This time going up. 
 He ran up the stairs. 
 As he reached the top and another door, he heard, “Tan, where are you?”  
 “I’ll let you know when I find out. This guy is turning out the lights as he clears an area.” 
 The lights went out. 
 “Stay back. I think something new is arriving.” 
 His men didn’t listen too well and joined him at the door. 
 A voice came from nowhere, “Now, you will die. I didn’t have you hired in order for you to attack me.” 
 Tan thought for a moment and then said, “Brad hired us. Told us there’d be lots of money in it. Give us the money and Matarese, we’ll leave. Otherwise we will destroy this place and take what we can find.” 
 “He told me that he had told no one of me. You have found your tomb.” 
 “He lied.” The lights stayed out. 
 Abdul didn’t bother to ask, he just pulled Tan out of the way and hit the door with his whole body. The door cracked.  
 A hissing sound filled the hall. 
 “Gas.” 
 Abdul hit the door again assisted by Tank.  
 No door made of wood could have withstood that blast of their combined weight. This one didn’t either. Tan ran over the top of the two men lying on the door into another garage just in time to see the garage door closing to block his view of a small BMW sedan backing out. 
 “Tan to Sky 1. Track a red BMW leaving a garage into a street roughly a hundred yards west of the house we entered.” Tan yelled as he saw a lovely necklace lying on the floor. 
 Tank, Abdul, and Bruce busted in on the scene as Tan hit the open button for the garage door. “Sky 1. We have the car in sight.” 
 “I  hear ya.  Stay with them.” 
 Tan yelled, “Bring a car around to . . .” he looked around and added the address. 
 The first car there was rapidly filled with four bodies as Tan told the driver, “Stay with Sky 1.” 
 “Yes, Sir.” The driver listened as each passenger kept him appraised of the choppers direction of travel. 
   
 “Look you little, bimbo. I have resources you cannot imagine. I will change transport shortly and when I do, you will die.” 
 “That’s to be seen. I know a lot of tougher men than you are. Brad would have killed you by now. He taught me a lot and I will use it when given a chance. Keeping your eyes on the road and me and that chopper is going to be tough. You slip once and I will take you out like a flyswatter squishing a bug.” 
   
  “Sky 1. Beemer is headed into Squaw Peak, excuse me, Piestewa Peak Rec Area.” 
 “Tan, Sky 1 I got that.”  
 Tan tapped the driver, “Know any short cuts?” 
 “No. We’re on the fastest route now.” 
 “Sounds like my Maps App,” Tank chimed in. 
 “Sky 1, He’s stopping in the parking lot for the main trail. Lots of cars there, but few folks. He getting out. Going around the car. Stopped at the trunk. Grabbed something out of the trunk. Looks like a gun to me. He’s pulling someone out of the front seat. He has a gun on a woman and headed across the parking lot. He sees you. He’s pushing her toward a trail now and beginning up the hill.” 
 “Tan – all units. Converge on Piestewa Peak trail. Wait. Sky 1, does that trail go anywhere except up the peak?” 
 “Yes, sir. There’s branch trails all over the place.” 
 “Okay. Sky 1. You spot folks at places the man could head for. I will follow up the main trail.” 
 “10-4” 
 Tan told the driver, “Pull up at the trail head. Abdul, you hold this position until help arrives.” 
 “Gotcha.” 
 Tan jumped out of the door, as did everyone else except the driver, and started running up the trail. Up ahead he could see a man walking behind a woman in tight pants and a bare midriff. He yelled, “Kenneth Assat, surrender now and we’ll get you a fair trial and a good deal.” 
 The man turned, “Go away or I kill the woman.” 
 As he turned back Matarese grabbed for the gun in his hand causing it to go off taking a chunk out of her right forearm. The gun fell to the rocks. With her left hand, she slugged the wannabe Colonel hard enough to send him to the ground. He pulled his small semi-auto out of his pocket again just as Tan checked the background and fired at the man.  
 He missed. 
 Assat turned uphill and ran. 
 Tan sprinted up the mountain as fast as he had ever gone in the Corps. Taking chunks of the trail in powerful bounds knowing he would catch the man and take him down. He passed Matarese just as she was picking up the man’s dropped weapon, a heavy caliber semi-auto. 
 As he passed her he said, “Stay down. He’s as good as caught.” 
 She pulled off her top, exposing a small derringer on her bra between her shoulder blades, and wrapped it around the bleeding right arm. She gave him a thumbs up as he went by. 
 The Corporal that wanted to be a Colonel turned to see Tan coming uphill at a speed that said to him he wasn’t going to make it to safety. He lifted the small semi-auto and aimed it at Tan.  
 Tan tried to stop. Instead of stopping, he took a nose dive among the rocks.  
 His gun went flying. 
 All he could see as he lifted his head was a blur. There was a blue blur, a black blur, and a moving blur. 
 The moving blur was the man coming downhill to finish him off. 
 Tan tried to stand as the blur closed. 
 The man lifted his little gun and took dead aim at him. “You have ruined all my plans and for that you will die.” 
 Tan heard three shots, but nothing hit him. 
 Matarese came up to him and put her good arm around him with the large caliber semi-auto still smoking in her fist. “You and me, Boss, downhill.” 
 “Boys, come get us,” he said to the net. 
 He fell, taking Matarese down with him. 
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 Nogales, Mexico 
   
 Major Rodrigo Rodriquez rolled to his left side and opened his eyes in the dark room to see the face of a man staring at him from two feet away. The man was smiling and familiar. The man held his pointer finger to his lips. 
 With a start the Major recognized the face. “You,” he mouthed silently. 
 The head bobbed.  
 The finger came away from the face and motioned for him to get up and walk out of the room.  
 The Major slid from the covers and walked in his stylish men’s pajamas into the next room with a pointy object in the middle of his back and the sight of another man standing next to his wife’s side of the bed.  
 Tan closed the door behind them as they left the bedroom. A healthy shove or two moved the Major across the room and into the next room. Tan closed the door again and spun the Major around to face him. The gun in Tan’s hand moved up to stop at the end of the Major’s nose. 
 The Governor’s investigator said, “You put a price on my head. Remove it or I will have my men deal with you and your wife in very unseemly ways. Do you understand?” 
 The Major’s eyes opened wider, looking cross eyed along the gun barrel. He nodded. 
 “The killers of your people have been stopped. Most of them permanently out of commission. Others will see justice in American courts. This is for your cousin.” He handed the Major a fat, sealed envelope. “Tell her and the families of all the other victims, Arizona is sincerely sorry for their loss. We will be more vigilant in the future. You will be more vigilant on your side of the border, too. Won’t you?” 
 Again the Major nodded. 
 Tan tucked the gun into the holster at his thigh and walked away after adding, “One more attack on me or mine, you die.” 
 The Major nodded. 
 A black shadow turned him around and pushed him toward his bed. 
 There was no one but his wife in the bedroom when he opened the door. The window was closed. His wife was snoring as usual. Cold sweat ran down his spine. 
 He ran for the toilet, losing everything left in his stomach. 
   
 The next Monday 
   
 “It’s all over, folks. You’ve had a weekend to rest. I’ve been patched up. Matarese is out of the hospital after her surgery. Last but not least, our romantic duo has joined in Holy Matrimony to be forever enamored with each other.” Tan put his coffee down and munched another bite of the jelly filled in his hand. “The damaged Governor is proud of us and our efforts, and has promised to never pressure us like that again. If you believe that, I’ll sell you some ocean front property in this very state. The lady in the Governor’s office at present sends her thanks.” 
 “Let’s all hear a rousing cheer for our graduate from cop school and welcome Rachel back to her desk.” 
 Various comments were shouted, whistled, and mumbled.  
 “Now it’s time for a presentation.”  
 Tan reached behind him and opened a box on the table, pulled out a bubble wrapped object. Turning back to the group he said, “It is with great pleasure I present to you, Rachel DeMont Benson, this imitation solid gold donut, with a genuine imitation ruby imbedded simulating the cherry jelly filling as a token of our love to commemorate your graduation and getting Chuck off the singles list at the local Chinese restaurant.”  
 He held it out as she stepped forward to receive the gift. The bubble wrap came off and the trophy was shown around the table before finally landing in the hands of the recipient. 
 Yells of, “Speech, speech,” filled the room as Rachel lifted her very serious face to look them all in the eye. 
 “I want you to know how awed I am by this awesome token of your awesome worthlessness. Chuck has informed me of the dozens you have consumed while I have been working my butt off to become a full-fledged member of this illustrious and historical, or should I say hysterical, group. From the bottom of my soul I will cherish this paper weight as long as there is paper to weigh down.” She bowed. 
 They all gathered around to view the cherished item as Tan went into his office to make a call. He nodded for Matarese to follow. 
 On his personal cell, he hit the speed dial. 
 Matarese heard the buzzes as she stood scratching her right arm in its cast and sling.  
 “Hello good lookin’.” 
 “Hello your own self.” 
 “What’s up with my girl? I’ll be down tomorrow to pick her up from the hospital,” Sheriff Sara said. 
 “That’s what I called about. Good news and bad news.” 
 “Okay, tell me the good news first.” Her tone indicated she didn’t want to hear what was coming. 
 “You don’t have to worry about Deputy Gravit qualifying with the left hand anymore.” 
 “That’s great. When did you take her to the range?” 
 “I didn’t. She planted three rounds dead center in our bad guy’s heart from 15 yards or so using a weapon she had never fired before. Matter of fact, it was the bad guy’s gun. She had to use her left hand with the right one out of commission.” 
 “I’ll buy that for a qualified if you write me a letter stating that. What’s the bad news?”  
 Tan thought as he heard the tone of her voice shift she knew the bad news. “She is restricted in the use of her right arm for the next three months. The doctors don’t think she will ever regain full use of her right arm. They are hopeful, but that’s about it.” 
 “Okay, I can use her on the desk and other jobs not requiring a right arm too much.” 
 “Bottom line, I want to keep her. She said she would agree to make the change only if you put your blessing on it. You have done so much for her and all that. What do you think?” 
 “I think you got yourself a new girl cop.” 
 “Say that again as I hold the phone out.” 
 “I said you got yourself a new girl cop and a danged good one, too, with all my blessings. I knew she wanted out of this area. I knew she was good. She’s all yours with my blessing and I’m still coming up tomorrow to give her a hug and make you buy me lunch at the best steak house in town.” 
 “You got it. See ya tomorrow and I’ll give Matarese the afternoon off so you two can go shopping or whatever off duty girl cops do in your spare time.” 
 “Sounds good. Bring your wife.” 
 “And the kids?” 
 “Whatever.” She hung up. 
 Matarese smiled as she walked back to the conference room where the conversation had gotten down to cop stories. “Let me bust into your reminisces of glory days for a moment. Welcome the new girl on the block.”  
 Cheers filled the room and hands reached out in welcome.  
 Tan waited for the hubbub to die down before saying, “Okay, troops and troopettes, let’s get back to work on nothing again. Until the Governor finds something that needs mending, that is. Chuck and Rachel, take off. See you next Monday.”   
 The phone rang.  
 Without thinking, Rachel checked the caller ID before lifting the receiver, “Yes, Governor?” 
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