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Chapter 1 

My target knocked on the heavy, wood-grained 

door of Hubie’s Hideaway, a local dive in Evergreen, a 
foothills suburb of Denver.  Evergreen was a higher-
income town where many well-to-do business types 
chose to live in, both because of the more lavish 

housing and the mountain scenery.  Hubie’s likened 
itself to the speak-easies of the Prohibition.  It was an 
older building on the corner of a parking lot and had no 
visible windows.  Patrons had to press a buzzer and be 
let in with a password.   Cute idea, I thought, and 
probably a great place to have a rendezvous.  I 
wondered if the lack of windows meant that it had once 
been a strip club, even in this ritzy neighborhood.   

I had been hired to do something I’ve done too 

many times to count — get proof that a spouse was 
cheating, the bread-and-butter work of a private 
investigator.  My investigation business was no 
different.  This time my target was the wife of Gabe 
Farraday, a prominent businessman in Littleton, a 
community in the Denver metro area.  Mrs. Farraday, 
Janet, was blond but a bit frumpy, looking rather 
homely from this distance.  Not being overly attractive, 
I guessed that men found her willing to do things 
sexually that other women considered distasteful.  Her 
pale orange top was tight, in contrast to her loose-
fitting white sports pants.  She gave the required but 

well-known “secret” password, “Tennessee,” and 
entered the bar when the door popped open. 

I knew I had to get in there but my mind wandered 
a bit.  It had been months since Amanda had been killed 
and I had thrown myself into my PI work until I could 
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deal with it.  I closed my eyes trying not to think about 
her.  Amanda was both beautiful and intelligent, a 
superior FBI special agent who had accepted a 
promotion to run an office in New York City.  I had flown 
to New York to try to make things work for us and the 
damned FBI case I helped her with killed her.  

Intellectually I knew it wasn’t the FBI’s fault, but deep 
inside, I had to blame someone.  I had shot and killed 
the tribal follower who thrust a spear in her abdomen, 
a Native American kid apparently high on peyote.  But 

it was the case that killed her — that killed us.  I felt a 
tremendous amount of guilt about that kid, and that 

didn’t help my recovery, if there was one.  Now, 
months later, I still missed her like it was yesterday. 

I got out of my blue Camaro and grabbed my 
portable listening kit from the trunk, then locked the 
car with a silent remote.  I headed to the back of 

Hubie’s and waited.  When an employee went out that 
door to smoke, I went in.  They knew me there and 

didn’t think twice about my presence.  The kitchen was 
typical for a bar and grill, a long narrow room with 
stainless steel appliances and counter-tops, all covered 
in grease and grime.  Partially prepared food and 
various pots and bowls were scattered on the counters, 
as were a plethora of knives, forks and serving spoons.  
Every time I walked through this room I made a mental 
note not to ever eat here.   

“Hey, Pat, how’re ya doin’?” the cook asked 
when he saw me.  Dale looked at home here, and I was 
glad to have had a hand in getting this recovering junkie 
some honest work.  He still looked like a junkie, gaunt 
and pale, with stringy dark brown hair and a 
prematurely-receding hairline.  He looked like he was 
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wearing thrift shop apparel beneath his white kitchen 
smock. 

“Okay, I guess.”   

“Come back by sometime … We can catch up.” 

“You got it,” I said as I walked behind him.  “See 
you soon.” 

I knew my way from the back to the main dining 
room and got to the double doors and peered through 
the Plexiglas windows.  I wondered how this particular 
relationship developed.  In my experience as a 
detective, men and women might cheat for very 
different reasons.  Men craved variety, and sex could be 
a welcome relief from a stressful work environment.  If 

they didn’t get it from their spouses, they often looked 
elsewhere.  I was lucky with Ellie, I remembered.  She 
had never been boring.  Women may cheat for intimacy 
or excitement, or both.  Feeling neglected by a working 
man, some women will go with almost anyone who 
gave her the attention she wanted.  She might also just 
be trying to end things and going out on her husband 
might be easier than confronting him. 

Sadly, in most cases it was very simple to catch 
someone committing adultery.  Once out of their home 
territory, most people are oblivious to their 
surroundings other than to be excited about them.  I 
could probably have sat across the aisle from Janet and 
taped her whole rendezvous without her noticing.  In 
fact, the threat of being caught was part of the 
excitement, and some cheaters actually want to get 
caught.  In those cases, infidelity was actually a call for 
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help. 

Through the window I could see Janet sitting in a 
booth across the aisle from a row of unoccupied pool 
tables with bright blue felt and a fancy chrome light 
fixture hanging over each.  In the back of the lounge was 
a classic wooden bar and a row of patrons being served 
by a voluptuous bartender, brunette and oozing 
cleavage.  Country music was playing and I hoped it 
wouldn’t interfere with my recording.   

An older gentleman with obviously dyed black hair 
and goatee walked over from the bar and sat across 
from my target.  A bulky man, he wore a gray business 
suit with a light blue dress shirt and red and gray paisley 
tie, completed by a pair of black shoes that looked 
Italian and expensive.  A lonely white guy hooking up 

with a lonely, white married woman, I thought.  Cliché.  
I popped in the ear bud and hit “Record” on my phone, 
pointing the directional mic toward the booth.   

“Why here?” the gentleman was asking.  “Why 
didn’t we meet up at our room?” 

“We have to talk,” Janet replied.  Voices were a 
little fuzzy and I turned the volume down a hair. 

“Those words are never good.”  He looked at his 
watch, an elegant polished-chrome piece that looked to 

me like a Cartier.  “What did you want to talk about?” 

I quickly raised the smartphone to see the screen, 
started the camera app and snapped a couple of 
photos.  I zoomed it in and got a couple more. I double-
checked the audio recording status and it showed that 
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it was still running. 

“Bobby,” Janet replied.  “You’re the best thing 

that’s happened to me in a long time.  I love our time 
together …” 

“But?” 

“But … I need to try to make my marriage work.  We 
need to take a breather.” 

“For how long?”  Bobby seemed disturbed.  “I 
don’t want to stop.” 

“Please, baby.  Let me…” 

“Let you what?  Ruin your life?”  He began to raise 
his voice.  “Do you know who I am in this town?  This 
arrangement we have … it works for me.  It was working 
for you, too.” 

“It doesn’t work for me anymore.” 

“That’s not good for me,” Bobby stated firmly.  “I 
need you.” 

“I’m going to get up from here and walk away.  

Don’t call me or text me or anything unless you hear 
from me.  Goodbye, Bobby.” 

Janet stood up and Bobby grabbed her arm forcibly.  

“I’ll tell you what we’re going to do,” he said firmly.  
“We’re going across the street to our hotel room and 

we’re going to do what we planned.”  He stood up still 
clutching her arm. 
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“Bobby, you’re hurting me …” 

Not only was this guy a cheater, I thought, but he’s 
a controlling asshole, too.  I was worried about this 
getting violent.  Not on my watch, I thought.  I looked 

around but didn’t see anything I could use to diffuse 
the situation.  I thought about having Dale accidentally 
pour water over the guy, but before I could decide, 

Janet broke Bobby’s grip and whipped out a stun gun.  
A moment later, the businessman was writhing on the 
floor.  She then grabbed a glass of ice water from the 
table and did what I was thinking of having Dale do.   

Janet said, “Don’t ever call me,” and she left, 
slamming the solid wood door behind her. 

“Bitch!” he spat as a waiter helped him up and 
back onto his bench seat. 

I hurried out the back and caught a glimpse of Janet 
backing forcefully with her white Honda Accord into a 
bronze BMW, which I assumed belonged to Bobby, 

then driving off.  I checked my phone and hit, “Stop.”  
There was more to Janet than I had thought.  I decided 
that Gabe would need to tread lightly. 

I returned to my Camaro and checked my recording.  

It was good.  I dialed up my client.  “Gabe, Pat Ruger.  
I’ve got news … not sure if it’s good or bad, maybe 

both.”  With a gentle tone, I detailed the encounter and 
told him I had made the recording and had photos. 

“Damn, that’s Janet all right.  What should I do?” 

They always asked me that.  “I can’t tell you that … 
above my pay grade.  Do you love her?  Can you forgive 
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her and move forward?  Can you sleep at night knowing 

what she’s probably capable of?  Can you trust her?” 

“Good questions.  I don’t really want a divorce, but 
…” 

Emotionally I was hoping he would take her back, 
and was a little jealous.  They could have a relationship 
at the end of the day.  I tried to put those feelings aside.  

“Why don’t you sleep on it?  You can wait for her to 
come clean or you can play the recording for her and 
have the discussion.” 

“Good idea.  Send me the tape and photos?” 

“Sure thing.” 
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Chapter 2 

I looked up from my laptop and contemplated my 
office.  Other than adding desks and other furniture, we 

hadn’t done much decorating after renting the place.  
The space had dark brown wood throughout and dark 
green carpeting that showed any dirt left by foot traffic.  
I wanted to change the flooring but never had the time 
or energy to make it happen.  My own office had 
windows for walls on three sides with a glass door and 
a solid, paneled wall behind me.  There were blinds on 
the windows and doors and a few souvenirs scattered 
around the room. 

I noticed an unusual amount of activity through the 

open shades.  Anna and Lola, the “A” and “L” of PAL 
Investigations, were having an animated discussion 
with Jimmy, my ex-partner from the Denver PD.  It 

didn’t appear they were upset, just concerned about 
something.   

It was always amusing to see Lola excited, her 
Hispanic roots always coming to the surface.  Her dark 

brunette hair stood out in stark contrast to Anna’s 
blond coiffure.  They were also in contrast from their 
stature, with Anna being the more voluptuous of the 
two.  Jimmy was taller than both and had the red mane 
verifying his Irish heritage.  He was dressed in almost 
tourist attire, lacking only a straw fedora.  Tory, the 
young man I invited to Denver from upstate New York, 
was jumping from desk to desk to tinker with each PC 

or laptop.  He was Amanda’s son, and seeing Tory 
reminded me of her.  Jacob, our overly straight-laced 
assistant, was greeting a potential customer and 
leading them to the conference room.  His prospect was 
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thin and gorgeous, a platinum blond meticulously 
dressed in a tight-fitting black dress and bright red high 
heels.  She looked like a fashion model. 

There was a time I would have been interested in all 

of this commotion.  Now, I’d just as soon put my head 
on the desk and close my eyes.  Or worse.  I hadn’t felt 
like this since I lost Ellen, I told myself.  It wouldn’t last 
forever, but it had been months.  I thought I knew the 
symptoms of depression, but to be sure I performed a 

web search.  “Symptoms of clinical depression,” I 
typed into the browser on my laptop.  I clicked on the 
top-listed result and compared the symptoms to my 

life.  Difficulty concentrating and making decisions — 
check.  Fatigue — check.  Feelings of guilt or 

worthlessness — check.  Pessimism — check.  Insomnia 
— check.  Irritability — check.  Loss of interest in activities 
or sex — double-check.  Thoughts of suicide — not yet.  
So, I knew I was depressed, but I didn’t want help and 
I didn’t want to take any meds. 

I sent Gabe my evidence files, the audio and photos 

of his wife’s encounter, and waited for his 
confirmation.  I thought about seeing what was up with 
the fashion model, but I decided against it.  A knock on 
my door interrupted my thought process and I saw the 

entire office staff waiting outside my door.  “Great,” I 
said quietly.  To the door, I shouted, “Enter at your own 
risk!” 

The door opened and everyone crowded in.  Lola 
and Jimmy were closest to my desk. 

“Boss, we gotta talk to you …” Lola began.  
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“About?” 

“You, Boss.  We’re all worried.” 

I looked at Jimmy.  “You, too?” 

He looked me firmly in the eye.  “You know I am.  
I’ve tried to talk to you but you won’t let me.” 

“So, what is this, an intervention?” 

“You need some adventure to take your mind off 
things,” he replied.  “I know you won’t take a cruise 
…” He stopped and laughed, waiting for me to follow 
suit, but I didn’t.  “But a camping trip or a quick flight 
to Vegas, something.  You’re driving everyone nuts.” 

“Not just that,” Anna continued.  “You mope 
around like a sick puppy.  You spend long hours on 
surveillance just to be by yourself.  Even some of your 

clients notice.” 

“Wait, now.”  I tried to think of something to say 
and decided the quickest way out of this confrontation 

is to just go along with it.  “I guess you’re right.  I 

haven’t been the same since Amanda … since I lost her.  
You guys have been patient with me and I appreciate it.  
What can I do?” 

Lola smiled.  When she smiled she was difficult to 

turn down, whatever it was she wanted.  “Boss, take 
one of us with you and go have some fun.  Let’s you 
and me go to Vegas!” 

“No, I’m not ready for that kind of fun.” 
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“I’ll behave, I promise.” 

“We’ll see …” I looked at their faces.  They still 
seemed concerned.  “I will.” 

Jimmy came over and said, “We’ve got this.”  He 
waved his hand around to indicate the office.  “Just get 
away and don’t think about anything but having a good 
time.” 

“You convinced me.  Let me think about where and 
when.” 

“Tomorrow.”  Jimmy seemed serious. 

“What’s up with the woman?” I asked Jacob.  
“The one you just put in the conference room?” 

“Nothing unusual, Boss,” he answered.  “She 
wants to hire us to find her car that was stolen.  There 

was something valuable in the trunk, evidently.” 

A knock on the open door turned our attention.  It 

was Rhonda, a friend of Amanda’s when she was here 
in Denver.  When Amanda left for New York, thinking it 
was over between us, she had sent Rhonda to help me 
through the transition.  Evidently Rhonda had confided 
that she liked me and wouldn’t mind hooking up.  

Rhonda was the first black woman I’d ever slept with.  
She was tall and thin with short black hair. We had gone 
out a few times and she hinted at wanting to advance 

the relationship, but I couldn’t rid myself of the feeling 

of guilt and didn’t let things progress past drinks or 
dinner. 

“Can I have a word with our boy, here?” 
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“Sure,” Lola replied.  “We’ll give you some 

privacy.”  The crew shuffled out and Rhonda closed the 
door behind them.  Her large earring hoops sparkled as 
she moved from window to window closing the blinds.  

I wasn’t liking where this was going.  When she stood 
in front of my desk I saw she had an ivory jacket-vest 
over a tiger print blouse, showing off much of her slight 
bosom.  Her skirt was short and dark brown, matching 
the stripes, and it showed off her great legs above a 
bright red pair of high heels.  Her makeup was heavier 
than usual and was another tip that she was up to no 
good. 

“Rhonda, we talked about this, didn’t we?  I’m 
not ready for a sexual relationship.”   

She pulled off her vest and stretched, almost 

popping the buttons on her blouse.  “Relationship, hell. 
I just want to do it.  It’s been seven months since 

we’ve had sex.  What’s wrong with another round?  It 
won’t hurt nothing.” 

“I … I just can’t.  It’s hard to explain.” 

“Well, try, because that’s the longest dry spell I’ve 
had … in a long time.  I’m totally frustrated.” 

“I’m really sorry for that.  Maybe you should … find 
someone else.  It won’t be me, at least not right now.” 

“Really?”  Now she was pissed.  “You’re really 
telling me to go have sex with another man?  I thought 

we had something.”  She put her vest back on.  “Screw 

you.  I’ve been waiting, you know.  The girls said you’d 
come around.” 
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“You’ve been talking to Lola and Anna?” 

“You’re damn right I have.  What else could I do?  
You won’t talk about it.”  She walked to the door and 
stopped.  She turned back to me and said, “I won’t 
bother you again.  When you are ready, give me a call.  

Maybe I’ll still be available.”  She opened the door and 
stomped out. 

“Rhonda!” I called after her.  She didn’t turn 
around.  I returned my computer and looked again at 
my web search.  I was sorry to have hurt her feelings, of 
course, but in a way I was relieved. 

“Boss?”  It was Lola. 

“What?” I snapped and then apologized.  “Sorry.  
I’m upset.” 

“It’s okay.  I heard.”  She came in and sat down in 

front of me.  “Anna and I helped you once, 
remember?” 

“Of course I remember.  This time is different.  It 
hasn’t been enough time.  I still miss Mandy terribly.” 

“Maybe soon.  I do think you need to get away.” 

“Boss?”  This time it was Anna. 

“Come on in.” 

“There’s a couple here that wants us to find their 
daughter.  They say that she joined a cult.” 

“And?” 
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“And … it’s the Children of Bartholomew.” 

I stood up.  “Please, bring them here.  I’ll talk to 
them.” 

“Okay, Boss.  I thought you’d want to.” 

Lola stood up as I sat back down.  “You can stay, 
Lola.  Take notes, will you?” 

“Sure.”  She went to a cabinet along the far wall 
and pulled out a pen and notepad and sat down on a 
side chair. 

The couple entered with Anna, who escorted them 

to the chairs in front of my desk.  To me she said, “This 
is Mr. and Mrs. Goebel.”  She looked at them and said, 
“This is our founder, Mr. Pat Ruger.” 

“Please, sit,” I said after shaking hands with each 
of them.   

The Goebels obviously represented the middle-
class family you see in the suburbs.  He was in his mid-

40’s and she was a bit younger.  He must have come 
from work because he was wearing a two-piece gray 
suit and blue-striped tie.  He had light brown short hair, 

cut almost bald.  Mrs. Goebel had the look of a 50’s 
housewife, complete with the red and white gingham 
sun dress and white sandals.  She also sported a short 
haircut. 

“What can we do for you?” 

Mr. Goebel began to speak and wavered.  I punched 

a button on my desk phone and asked, “Can someone 
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bring our guests some ice water?” 

“Right away, Boss.”  It was Jacob, and in a moment 
he brought cold bottles of water for each of us. 

“Thanks, Jacob,” I said as Jacob excused himself.  
“Mr. Goebel, please take your time.” 

“Dan, please.  And this is Suzie.  We are at our wits 
end with our daughter, April.” 

“What’s going on with April?”  I wanted him to tell 
me, not assume anything. 

Dan took a pained breath.  “She’s gone.  She’s 
joined a cult.”  

“How do you know?” 

“A note,” Suzie replied.  “She left this note.”  She 
handed me a scrap of paper with some handwriting on 

it.  “She’s only 16.  That’s too young to leave home.”  
Suzie was nearly in tears. 

I read the note to myself.  “Mom and Dad, I 
haven’t been very happy lately.  I met a wonderful 

group of friends and am moving in with them.  Don’t 
worry, they’re in Colorado, so I’ll be able to see you.  

Everyone says I’ve been destined to join them and I 
believe them.  The Children of Bartholomew are great.  
Don’t worry about me.  Love, April.” 

“Can you help?”  Dan asked.  “We can pay 
anything you need.”  He must have seen a look on my 
face because he asked, “What?” 
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I looked at the Goebels.  “I’m not going to lie to 
you.  We know a lot about the Children.  They were 
involved in a terrorist plot a while back and we were in 

a position to help the FBI with it.” 

“The bomb in Aurora?” Dan asked.  “That was 
them?  That was you?” 

“I’m afraid so.”  I thought for a moment.  “One 
thing I can tell you.  Other than brainwashing, I don’t 

think they’ll hurt April, so we do have time.  How long 
ago did she leave home?” 

“Yesterday,” Suzie answered.  “I found the note 
yesterday and saw that some of her clothes were gone.  
We called the police and they took a report.” 

“That’s their modus operandi.  They’ll wait 48 
hours and assign it to a detective that is working 30 

other cases.” 

“That’s why we’re here, Mr. Ruger,” Dan said 
firmly.  “We hear you’re the best chance for us.  We 

want you to get her back.” He handed me a stack of 
photographs.  “These should help.” 

I took the photos from him and looked through the 

first few.  “$500 a day plus expenses, $3,000 retainer 
up front.  We’ll bill you as it’s used.”  I stood up.  “You 

can pay my associate at the front desk.  I’ll start 
immediately and give you updates daily.”  I shook 
hands with them both and walked them to my office 
door.  “I’ll talk to you soon.  Please try not to worry.” 

They both nodded and left my office.  I closed the 
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door behind them. 
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Chapter 3 

I often had vivid dreams at night.  Sometimes, my 

late wife, Ellen, would visit.  I knew this wasn’t really 
her — it was all in my head — but it did make me feel 
better, and sometimes my brain gave me hints or 
outright solutions to problems through her.  With 

everything that had happened, I wasn’t surprised that 
she joined me that night.   

She was dressed in pajamas as she joined me on the 
old sofa where we used to watch TV.  The pink and 

white flannel PJ’s looked snuggly, and much more 
comfortable than the scratchy robe I had on.  We were 
both enjoying mugs of hot chocolate, complete with 
mini-marshmallows melting in the steamy froth. 

“Nice to see you, Ellie.” 

“I wouldn’t think so.  You’ve been quite the 
jackass recently, haven’t you?” 

“Yeah, I guess I have.”  I set down my mug on the 
old coffee table in front of us and put my arm around 
her.   

She grabbed my arm and swung it back.  “We need 
to talk.” 

I sighed.  “Do we have to?” 

“You tell me.  Why else am I here?” 

“You’re probably right.  What should we talk 
about?” 
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“First, what the heck were you thinking turning 
away Rhonda like that?  She is a lovely woman who 
really likes you.” 

“I can’t have sex right now … I just can’t.”  I turned 
to see her better.  “Between losing you and Amanda … 
it’s just out of the question.” 

“Lola and Anna helped you get over me okay.  Why 
can’t Rhonda help you get over Amanda?” 

“That was different.  It was two years after you died 
when I met the girls.  I was sort of ambushed by them, 

and, really, I must have been ready.  That’s not the case 
right now.” 

“I hope you haven’t messed it up with her already.  
The next thing is the way you’re treating your staff, 

your partners … your friends.  You’ve been terse, 

you’ve been angry, you’ve hid yourself away, doing 

surveillance just to avoid people.  You need to stop …” 

A loud boom woke me up.  I became alert quickly 
and went to the front window, thinking I might see 
someone with a gun.  There was no one on the street 
that I could see.  Another boom sounded and a very old 
beater drove by, letting out another backfire.  It had 

sounded like a gunshot, I assured myself.  Tory didn’t 
wake up and I reminded myself that he could sleep 
through anything. 

I went back to bed but didn’t see Ellen again.  In 
the morning I got my shower and black coffee, got Tory 
up, and I noticed that I was feeling a little better than 

my normal morning doldrums — not perky, I’ve never 
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been perky — but better.  I still felt that way when we 
got to work early, before anyone else arrived.  I called 
Vampire Donuts and ordered a mixed selection of a 
couple dozen donuts and bagels and some premium 
coffee.  In about 15 minutes the order arrived and I 
tipped well, a crisp $10 bill.  Tory and I set up everything 

in the conference room and waited.  Soon my “friends” 
began showing up, starting with Anna. 

“Good morning, Boss!  Nice spread …” 

“Help yourself, and do you think you’ll ever stop 
calling me ‘Boss?’” 

She looked up to feign deep thought and said, “No, 

I don’t think so.”  She chuckled in a cute way and 
grabbed some goodies.   

Others showed and seemed appreciative for the 
breakfast.  Even Jacob seemed chipper.  I decided not 
to verbally apologize for being the asshole I had been, 
but rather I would try to show my gratitude for their 
patience.  No one seemed to need me to say it.  Jimmy 
did give me a wink and a smile as if to agree with my 
decision. 

“While you guys are eating,” I announced, thinking 
out loud, “I was thinking I would do some camping.” 

Lola beamed.  “Way to go, Boss.  We can cover 
things for a while.  Anyone going with?” 

The kid perked up.  “Yeah, Pat, can I go?  I’ve never 
been camping.” 

I considered having Tory along.  It might have meant 
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having some quality time with Amanda’s boy, but this 

could get dangerous.  I called him “kid” but he was 19 
now, tall and lanky.  He had the dark complexion that 

resembled his mother’s, and was dressed with 
contemporary clothing.  His sneakers were bright 
yellow, his slacks navy-blue and his Old Navy collared 
shirt nearly matched his shoes.  His hair was dark, short 
and spiked.  

“You’ve never been camping?” Jimmy asked 
incredulously.  “Aren’t you from Missouri?” 

“Yeah, but my family was always too busy to go on 
overnight trips.” 

Even though I knew he could handle himself, as he 
had done since we met in New York, I was hesitant.  

“I’m not sure coming along is a good idea. This would 
be a working vacation.” 

Jimmy stood up.  “You going to go to Nevadaville?” 

“That’s what I was thinking.  We need to get eyes 
on April.” 

“C’mon, Pat,” Tory begged.  “I can help you.  It’ll 
be fun.” 

“C’mon, Pat,” Lola and Anna mimicked in stereo.  
“It’ll be fun.” 

I relented.  “Okay, but this is just surveillance, at 
least for now.  I don’t want to put you in harm’s way.” 

“Deal.  When do we leave?” 
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“This morning.  I’ve got some camping gear at 

home.  We’ll stop by and pick it up, and we’ll hit the 
road from there.” 

“Boss?”  It was Anna.  “Will you be okay?  Do you 
need more help?” 

“Everything will be fine.  I’ll let you know if I need 
anything, I promise.” 

That seemed to satisfy her, as well as the rest of the 
staff.  The girls each hugged me and they and Jacob took 
their treats out to their desks.  

Jimmy leaned in close and said, “Be careful with 
these nut jobs.  I don’t want to get a call from the Gilpin 

County Sheriff.”  He patted my back and left the 
conference room.   

“Well, kid, it’s just you and me for a few days.” 

“You said you’d stop calling me ‘kid.’” 

“I’ll stop calling you ‘kid’ when the staff quits 
calling me, ‘Boss.’” 

He shook his head.  “That’ll never happen.” 

“Maybe not.  I’ll try, but no promises …” 

We went to my office and I grabbed some gear and 
my spare Ruger 9 mil.  I placed it in a handgun carry case 

and handed it to Tory.  “This’ll go in the trunk until we 
need it.”   

He nodded and we went down the back stairs.  One 
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of the reasons I liked this office was the quick exit 
aspect of the back stairs.  With the building assembled 
on a pedestal base, 60’s style, the stairs gave us almost 
a secret entrance and exit.  I opened the trunk of my 
Camaro and we placed our gear, including the gun case, 
inside.  I headed home and Tory helped me gather the 
camping gear from my detached garage.   

I had parked my beater car I used for surveillance, 

an ‘88 Dodge Dart, in the garage.  It was tan and pre-
dented for fitting into certain neighborhoods.  I also had 
it decked out with electronics.  I thought about 
switching cars, but I figured I might need some speed 
before the case was over, so we stuck with the muscle 
car.  We managed to carry the tent, sleeping bags, air 
mattresses, lantern and other gear past the Dart and 
loaded it all in the back seat of the Camaro. 

“You got clothes?” I asked. 

“Not packed.” 

“Let’s go do that and then we can go.”  We hustled 
inside and I grabbed a duffel bag and filled it with jeans, 
slacks, T-shirts, button-up shirts, a few pairs of socks 
and clean underwear, gray.  I hit the bathroom and put 
together a small shaving kit, along with my toothbrush 
and toothpaste, and threw them in the duffel.  I 
changed into black jeans and a black and green striped 
golf shirt.  I liked these jeans because they were loose 
enough to hide my ankle holster and handgun.  When I 
came back out to the car, Tory was already there, also 
dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, both blue.  We tossed 
both bags in the back seat and got in the front. 
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“Ready for an adventure?” I asked the kid as we 
drove off.  He just nodded. 

Nevadaville was a ghost town in proximity to the 
gambling-revised towns of Black Hawk and Central City.  
As such, people had begun to buy up the cheap land and 
old houses around the region and a revitalization was 
under way.  Only 45 minutes from Denver, some 

thought it was the best of all worlds in the summer — 
close to mountains, gambling resorts, and the big city.  

I found it the least of all summer worlds — not actually 
“in” the mountains, seasonal crowds congesting the 
gaming district and nowhere near a beach.   

We arrived and as I slowly scooted through the 
town, about three city blocks long, I realized that the 
Children were no longer residing there.  The buildings 
they occupied when I was here last were either torn 
down or abandoned.  A construction worker walked out 
of the general store that was being restored.  I pulled 
up beside him and rolled my window down.  He was 

Hispanic, slightly heavy set, in his 30’s and had a full 
beard and mustache, both dark brown.  He could have 

been a biker if it wasn’t for his attire.  He was wearing 
a white cloth painter’s hat, complete with colored 
paint speckles and splotches, and a white jumpsuit that 
matched the hat.  Some paint had splattered and dried 
on his scraggly hair jutting down beneath his hat.  He 
was carrying an ancient plane and a few hand tools. 

“Have you seen the Children of Bartholomew?  
They used to be in those buildings …” I pointed up the 
right side of the street.  “… just a few months ago.” 

He shook his head.  “Thank God they left.”  He 
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didn’t have much of an accent.  “What a pain in the 
ass they were.  I almost gave up this project when all 

the feds and police were here all the time.  I couldn’t 
get anything done.  And the reporters …” 

“Know where they went?” 

“They just picked up and left overnight after the old 
man was indicted.  But I heard a lot of complaints about 

a cult in Rollinsville.  That’s probably them.” 

“You’re probably right, although the Children 
aren’t the only cult in Colorado.” 

“Yeah, but they’re pretty close by — only about 15 
miles north on the 119.” 

“Okay, thanks for your time.” 

I looked at Tory and asked, “Can you put 

‘Rollinsville’ in your driving app?  I don’t want to get 
lost.” 

“Sure.”  He sounded happy to be helping. 

After 25 minutes on the narrow, winding state road 

— at least it was paved —  we entered Rollinsville, 
another very rural town with just a few blocks of 
commerce and homes in and around the main street.  I 
figured only about a couple hundred people must have 
lived there, mostly agricultural workers.  Sure enough, 
on the north end of town was a meadow that was full 
of dozens of heavy-duty canvas tents and bustling with 
younger people. 

Closer to the main part of town was a state 
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campground and I decided it was a good place to set up 
camp.  The entrance had a parking area and billboard to 
pay for camping rather than a manned booth.  I pulled 
over, walked to the sign, filled out the small, manila-
colored envelope, and placed a $50 bill inside, enough 
for three nights.  I sealed it, tore off the receipt and 
dropped the envelope in the slot that a large arrow 
pointed to.  I returned to my car and drove into the 
campground. 

“Let’s camp by the stream over there,” Tory said, 
pointing to the right. 

“Okay with me,” I replied and headed that 
direction at the next fork.  The road turned to gravel 
and I chose a site that was along the stream but farthest 
from the park entrance.  There was a water spigot but 
no other hook-ups, which was okay for our current 
needs, though electricity would have been nice.  The 
site also was fairly level, meeting our tent needs. 

In about an hour we had the tent up, sleeping bags 
ready and gear on the picnic table to go through. 

“Did we forget food?” Tory asked. 

“No, I figured we’d eat in town.  I saw two cafes 
when we drove through.” 

“Sounds good.  When should we go for lunch?” 

“Let’s skip lunch and have an early dinner, okay?” 

He nodded. 

As I was hooking up the surveillance equipment to 
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take to the Children field, Tory sat down across from me 
at the table.   

“You’re lucky, you know that?  You knew my mom.  
I never met her.” 

I hadn’t really thought about it before now.  He 
was right.  Amanda had given him up for adoption when 

he was born and it wasn’t until a year or so ago that he 
found and made contact with her.  She wanted to talk 
to me about him before they met, and she had tragically 
lost her life just before he arrived in Rochester. 

“You did get to speak with her, email and text her, 
right?” 

“Yeah, I’m glad I got to do all that, but I never met 
her face-to-face.” 

“Life is like that, sometimes.  I feel bad for you.  I 
am happy you got to talk to her on the phone, though.  

Just think if you hadn’t?  You locate her and she’d 
already passed away.  That would be much worse.” 

“You’re right.  I know it.” 

“I’m glad we met.  Your mom would be pleased to 
know how we are getting along, don’t you think?” 

“I hope so.”  He sighed.  “I’m lucky, too, I guess.” 
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Chapter 4 

Another day, another cafe in the middle of 

nowhere.  This time it’s the Tablespoon in beautiful 
downtown Rollinsville.  Very rustic, the cafe was in the 
middle of a row of shops that shared a 10-foot-wide 
covered, wooden sidewalk and fence rail.  The shops 
themselves each had different storefront construction 

— vertical and horizontal painted siding, large windows, 
small glass doors and open doorways.  The Tablespoon 
had dark thick, vertical wood-plank siding out front, 
broken up by a set of wooden double doors. 

We entered the restaurant and sat at a lightly-
stained pine table for two with pine chairs that had 
branches woven for chair backs.  I thought the backs 

would be uncomfortable but they really weren’t.  We 
were sitting in a large, western-style dining room 
complete with lassos and a dozen different trophy 
heads on the wall.  Like many rural restaurants, the 
wooden decor was nearly overwhelming.  There was a 
long, coffee-shop-style counter with about a dozen 
chairs in the back of the restaurant.  Some locals were 
scattered throughout the room at different tables, 
including a few at the counter.  Mostly the patrons were 
farmers and older couples.   

The server, “Jenna” by her name tag, brought us 
ice water in small jam jars and dropped menus onto the 

table.  “Anything else to drink?” she asked.  She was 
plain-looking, no make-up, and about 30, I guessed.  
She was slightly overweight and wore black jeans and a 
frilly white blouse.  She had very white skin, auburn hair 
and a few freckles. 
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“Sweet tea,” Tory answered. 

“Unsweetened for me, Jenna.  Thanks.” 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” she said and turned and 
walked to the serving station at the counter. 

“She seems nice,” Tory commented.  “I’ll bet she 
works hard.” 

“You’re probably right.  It’s hard to make ends 
meet in these farming towns, sometimes.” 

“Unless you’re the farmer.” 

“You’re right about that,” I replied.  “Anyway, 
food in these cafes can be really good or really bad.” 

“I vote for really good.” 

I laughed.  “We’ll see.”  I opened the menu and 
Tory followed suit.  “You can’t usually go wrong with a 
burger and fries.” 

Jenna returned with our teas and flipped open her 
order notepad.  “Ready to order?” 

I started.  “Jenna, I’ll have your Tablespoon burger 
with no mayo, fries is fine.” 

“Very good. That will be cooked well-done.  Is that 
okay?” 

I nodded. 

“And you, sir?” 
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“The same, but with mayo and extra onions.” 

She snatched the menus from us and said, “Thank 
you, gentlemen.  It’ll be just a few minutes.”  She 
scurried away. 

I looked around the room.  On the wood paneling 
were several lassos I had seen when we first walked in, 
and the mounted animal heads.  I recognized three 
deer, a couple of elk, an antelope, two bears, a moose 
and a bighorn sheep.  The deer and elk mounts were 
large for the space and had significant racks.  One was 
a 10-pointer; others had 6 or 8 points.  The antelope 
was striking with its dark pronghorns mirroring the 
shape of its face.  There were a couple in the deer family 
I didn’t recognize, perhaps caribou. 

Also on the walls were several framed black and 
white photos of what I imagined were taken in 
Rollinsville.  Behind the glass the pictures were faded 

and torn, like they had been found in someone’s attic.  
I studied two that were close to our table.  There were 
horse-and-buggies sharing the dirt road with horseless 
carriages.  

My reflections were interrupted by lunch, which 
was brought out on what seemed to be a six-foot tray 
by our server.  She set the tray on an adjacent table and 
served our plates, first placing the onion-filled burger in 
front of me, catching her mistake and swapping it to 
Tory’s paper place mat.  

We thanked her and she left the table.  We dug into 
the 1/3-pound burgers that were overflowing with 
condiments and vegetables.  Mine was seasoned 
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perfectly. 

About half-way through the meal, two 
motorcyclists entered the cafe and began shouting. I 
was startled and reached for my gun, but looking 
around and seeing the diners, I paused.   

The bandits waved some sort of automatic 

weapons in the air but didn’t fire. Both wore all black 
leather biker garb and had doo rags covering their faces 
below their eyes, revealing their shiny bald heads.  The 
bigger of the dudes was telling everyone to stand and 
come to the back of the room near the lunch counter.  
We all complied. 

“Wallets and watches, in the bag!”  The shorter 
biker yelled with a husky voice.  While his partner stood 
by the front doors he held a beige pillowcase out to 
each patron and waited while they dropped their 
jewelry, wallets and watches in.  He got to me and I held 
back a smile as I threw in my decoy wallet and a cheap 
watch I usually wear in the field.   

I’d been carrying a decoy wallet for years but not 
very often since I retired from the force.  I was a rookie 
the last time my wallet was lifted.  I sweated so much 
through the fear that the thief would come to my home, 
the hassle of getting my license and credit cards 

replaced, and the hope that my identity wouldn’t be 
used in criminal activities, especially since I was a cop, 
that I created a decoy wallet for pickpockets to steal.  I 
got a fake ID made with all fictitious info, and a couple 
phony credit cards and put it in a Walmart billfold that 
cost me 6 bucks.  Only once was the decoy stolen, but 
that was enough to convince me to carry it regularly 
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until I retired.  On a whim I brought it on this trip, and I 
was really pleased that I had.  There was an added 
benefit this time because GPS tracking technology has 
gotten cheap.  My decoy had a tracker. 

The thug moved on and Tory obeyed without a 
whimper, I was happy to see.  Eventually all the loot was 

gathered and they left with a “No one move for 10 
minutes” shout, and all was quiet. 

“Okay, folks,” I said loudly.  “I’m an ex-cop and I 
think I can get your stuff back.  Give us a little time.” 

“Thank God,” some lady in her 40’s said.  “They 
took my Nana’s brooch.  I can’t replace it.”  She was 
thin with extra-short brunette hair, and she was 
wearing a white and yellow tennis outfit with bright 
white sneakers. 

“Oh, no,” someone else said.  “I’m so sorry, 
Maggie.” 

“I’ll see what I can do.”  I took one more bite from 
my burger without sitting down and Tory did the same.  
With a nod, I led him out to the car and we got in.   

“How are you going to get the stuff back?” the kid 
asked. 

“I’m going to follow it,” I replied, bringing up the 
GPS app on my phone. 

“Ah, a GPS tracker in your wallet, right?” 

“Good guess.”  I saw where the cross-hair icon was 

on the map.  “I’ll explain later but these guys didn’t 
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go far before looking through their haul.  Just about two 

miles down the road.” 

“Let’s go get ‘em.  Can I use a gun?  You’ll want 
backup, right?” 

“There’s one under your seat, but don’t take the 
safety off until you need to.” 

“Sure thing,” he said as he pulled the pistol up from 
the floor.  “I’ll be careful.” 

As we got closer, I slowed down.  “Just on the other 
side of these aspens,” I said, and sure enough, there 
were two motorcycles parked under one of the trees.  I 
grabbed my handgun and pulled into the opening.  
Sliding to a quick stop, I jumped out and told Tory to 
stay put.  The thieves were about 50 yards into the 
thicket and were shocked to see me run up with my gun 
drawn.  There were wallets in two piles on the ground, 
flattening the wild grass, and a small pile of watches 
and jewelry. 

“I’ll take that, boys,” I said as I stopped in front of 
them.  I flicked my gun barrel to the ground a couple of 

times and said, “Put it all back in the bag and leave it 
there.” 

“Dammit, Jake, you said it’d be easy,” the shorter 

one said as they complied.  “’No cops here to worry 
about,’ you said.” 

“I’m not a cop,” I said.  “I don’t think that matters 
much, do you?” 

They stepped away from the bag and I called Tory 



Pat Ruger: Children’s Reprise 

38 

over.  Still holding my gun on the bikers, I instructed 
Tory to see if an antique brooch was there. 

“What’s a brooch?” he asked. 

“It’s a large piece of jewelry, very ornamental, 
with a pin on the back.  Ladies wear them on their 
blouses or jacket lapels when they go out.” 

“Like this?”  He held up a piece of jewelry that 
looked at least a hundred years old.  It was oval and 
salmon in color, and it had a carved head and hat of a 
girl in the center. 

“Exactly like that ...” As I answered Jake decided to 
make a run for it and headed into the stand of pine 

trees that led up into the hillside.  “Damn.”  I turned 
back and pointed to the short biker.  I said to Tory, “If 
he moves, shoot him.” 

“You got it,” Tory said and he pointed his gun at 
the guy’s head.   

He didn’t look like he was going to move, so I ran 
after the fleeing biker.  After about a 150 yards, I 
stopped and listened for Jake.  I hoped I would hear 
leaves being kicked or a grunt, or something, but it was 
quiet.  I walked a bit farther and stopped again.  Ahead 
was a wider tree than its surrounding brethren and I 
wondered if he was hiding behind it.  I turned left for 
about 20 yards and then right to approach the tree from 
another direction.   

I slowed down to get a glimpse and was abruptly hit 
from my left side.  My pistol went flying.  Jake and I 
tumbled down the slight hill and we both came to a stop 
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near a huge round boulder.  Dazed, my reflexes had me 
on top of the brute, who outweighed me by 20, maybe 
25 pounds.  When I got my focus back, I was wailing on 
the guy and he was covering up his head.  I decided to 
take advantage of the opening on his side, but Jake 
whacked me pretty hard on my jaw and I fell off him.   

We both stood up quickly and stood face-to-face.  
He lunged and I managed to step aside just in time and 
his forehead hit the boulder.  He dropped and I was 
afraid he was dead.  Fortunately, he groaned and 
moved his hand up to his bleeding forehead.  Before he 
could do anything, I ran back where the fight started 
and located my handgun.  I ran back with it and pointed 
it at Jake just as he was struggling to his feet. 

“I’m thinking we’re done, how about you?” 

He groaned again.  “My head …” 

“I know, we’ll get you some medical attention 
soon.” 

I flipped my gun barrel, motioning him to walk and 
we made our way back to the others, Jake in front and 
me a few feet behind him.  We reached the bikes and 
saw that the smaller thief had behaved, apparently, 

because he was still standing nervously with Tory’s gun 
pointed at him.  Tory had a stiff grip on his gun and I 

went over and took it gently from him.  “Thanks,” I told 
him.  “I’ll take it from here.” 

Tory visibly relaxed. 

“Hold onto that and grab the bag.  We’re walking 

these dudes back into town.”  To the bikers I said, 
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“Hands in the air where I can see them.”  They put their 
hands in the air. 

“We can’t walk in all this gear,” the bigger one 
said. “Not to mention my head is hurting bad.” 

“Not my problem.”  I waved the barrel so they 
would begin walking to my right, which they did, and 

Tory followed me out towards the car.  “You drive, 
follow behind us.”  I pulled my keys out and tossed 
them to him. 

“Will do.  Is he okay?” 

“He’ll live.”  I looked at him and added, “If they 
try something, run them over,” and I winked. 

“Yes, sir!” 

The three of us walked out to the street and turned 
left towards town.  Tory followed in my Camaro.  It took 
a little while to cover the two miles back and the sheriff 
was waiting outside the Tablespoon when we arrived.  
He was very heavy set, maybe 300 pounds, and shorter 
than me.  His khaki uniform was stretched tight at his 
midsection and struggled to stay put as he walked over 
to us. 

“These the guys that held up the cafe?” the sheriff 
asked with a Texan accent. 

“That’s right.  This one’s Jake …” I nodded toward 
the larger guy.  “… I’m not sure of the other guy’s 
name.  The stolen property is in the car with my 
associate.” 
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“Looks like he’s hurt.  What happened?” 

“He decided to try cross country running and a 
boulder got in his way.” 

The sheriff took out a pair of handcuffs, grabbed 

Jake’s upraised arm and clipped the cuffs on the wrist, 
then reached up and brought down the other arm to 

complete the cuffing.  “Don’t move,” he instructed.  
He brought out a thick, black plastic zip tie and strapped 

the shorter biker’s wrists. 

“What about our bikes?” Jake asked.  

“Maybe we’ll go get them,” the sheriff replied.  
“But who knows?  Maybe they were stolen before we 
got over there.” 

“Great…” Jake mumbled with disgust. 

The sheriff addressed me.  “So, who the hell are 
you and what happened to your face?” 

I set the safety on and put my handgun in my back 

pocket.  “Sorry, Sheriff.  I’m Pat Ruger, a P.I.  I used to 
be on the job, retired now.”  I felt the painful part of 

my face and checked for blood.  There wasn’t any.  
“Tiny, here, decided to run.  I decided he shouldn’t.” 

“Ruger … Wait, aren’t you the guy that ran the 
bomb out to that field?” 

“I guess I am.” 

“Wow, a real celebrity.”  The remark dripped with 
sarcasm. 
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“No, sir, I’m not.  I just did what I had to do.  Can I 
ask who you are?” 

“I’m Gerald McCoy, Sheriff of Gilpin County.  My 
office is right here in Rollinsville.” 

Yeah, I said to myself.  The bikers had probably 

picked this town knowing that the Sheriff’s office was 
here, and that the Sheriff wasn’t going to be a 
problem.  I sighed and held out my hand to shake and 
McCoy reluctantly did so.   

“Pleased to meet you, Sheriff.  I’m glad I was able 
to help.  What’s next?” 

“Nothin’ for you.  I’ll take it from here.” 

“Don’t you want my statement?” 

“Yeah, I’ll get it from you later.  I gotta lock these 

guys up … looks like this one needs some medical 
attention … and canvas the cafe for witnesses.”  He 
paused and appeared to be in thought, which seemed 

to be a strain.  Finally he said, “Did you recover any of 
the stolen property?” 

“Yes, sir, I’ve got it in my car.”  I turned to see 
where the car was.  Tory was waiting in it about 40 
yards before the cafe entrance.  I walked up to the 
passenger window and motioned for him to roll it 
down.  It seemed funny the international sign for rolling 
a window was to mimic hand cranking a handle, even 
though most cars have electric windows.  He lowered 
the window and I leaned in.  “You have that brooch?” 

“Right here.”  He held it up.   



Pat Ruger: Children’s Reprise 

43 

I grabbed the top of the beige cloth bag and opened 
it up.  When I found my fake wallet, I threw it on the 
seat and pulled the bag out through the window.  
“Hang on to those.” 

I took the half-full pillowcase to the sheriff and he 

grabbed it out of my hand.  “I’ll take that, thanks,” the 
sheriff said gruffly, and he pulled out his large six-

shooter.  “Let’s go,” he instructed as he flicked the 
gun barrel past the cafe and up the street.  McCoy 
pushed them along the sidewalk and they all walked 
around the corner, I presumed to the station.   

I went back and retrieved the brooch from the car 
and told Tory to sit tight.  I headed for the cafe and went 

inside, looking for Maggie.  Her ensemble couldn’t be 
missed and I walked up to her holding out the brooch.  
“Is this your brooch?” 

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she squealed 
with joy.  She took the jewelry from my hand and gave 
me a big hug.   

Her embrace lasted far longer than I was 
comfortable with but I let it go on until she was done.  
“It’s okay,” I kept repeating softly.   

Finally, she let go and stepped back.  “I’m so sorry, 
mister …” she said with some embarrassment. 

“Ruger.  Please, call me Pat.” 

“Pat … I’m Maggie, Maggie Winters.  I hope I 
didn’t freak you out.” 

“No, not at all.  I’m glad I could get it back for you, 
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Maggie.” 

With her eyes starting to tear up, she replied, “It’s 
been five years since we lost Nana.  She gave me this 

brooch when I turned 16.  It’s irreplaceable.  How can 
I ever thank you?” 

“No need,” I said firmly.  “Just happy to help.” 

“I insist.”  She stepped back to the diner’s counter 
and grabbed a napkin, then pulled a pen out from the 
black plastic folder that usually held bills.  Using the 
counter-top she wrote something, folded up the 
napkin, dropped the pen and approached me.  She 

pushed the napkin in my shirt pocket.  “This is my 
number.  I live in a small ranch house about a mile from 
here, just up the road.  Call me if you need anything, I 

mean anything at all — a place to stay, a home-cooked 
meal, anything.” 

“I’m not here alone …” 

“Bring the whole family!  There’s plenty of room.  
Promise me you’ll think about it.” 

There was no use in arguing.  “I promise.  I may take 
you up on that.” 

“I hope you do.  Words aren’t enough …” She 
teared up again. 

“That’s okay, Maggie.  Really, we’ll see when we 
can visit, okay?” 

She nodded. 
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Chapter 5 

We finished our lunch among the commotion in the 
aftermath of the robbery.  Jenna didn’t let us pay for 
the meal, which was both nice and embarrassing.   

I decided that Tory and I should look for our missing 
girl.  Though I doubted it, April could be at the point of 
being able to walk freely through the compound.  We 
had to look, just in case.  Back at the tent, I grabbed a 
pair of small binoculars out of one of my surveillance 
bags and handed it to Tory.  I got one for myself and 
picked up my digital SLR camera and telephoto lens.  I 
swapped lenses and placed the standard lens back in 

the camera bag.  I grabbed a couple of April’s photos 
and handed one to the kid, saying “Let’s go fishing.”  
He chuckled. 

We hiked out of the campground and across the 
state road to the edge of the compound.  There was 
quite a bit of activity there. 

“You have a good vantage point here, under the 
tree.  Look at each kid wandering out there and see if 
you can recognize her.  Come and let me know right 

away if you do.  I’m going to the far side over there for 
a different angle.”  I pointed off toward the hillside and 
forest lining the compound’s field. 

“Will do.” 

I trotted to the area where I planned to start 
scanning and sat down between two shrubs, being 
careful of some long thorns I noticed.  I had a pretty 
clear view between two canvas cabins where kids were 
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walking and I could see in the space beyond.  I started 
with the binoculars.  I saw mostly young people wearing 
a variety of dirty, thrift-store attire.  Some were even 
barefoot.  Though their hair was mostly matted and 
dusty, their faces were all spotlessly clean.  Odd, I 
thought. 

After a few minutes, I switched to my camera and 
started snapping shots of each kid who walked into 
view.  One of the thorns pricked me and I broke that 
limb off the bush and tossed it aside.  I guessed there 
were 90 to 100 cult members in the compound, at least 

outside.  I couldn’t really tell how many more might be 
inside. 

After a couple of hours, I headed back to Tory.  

Neither of us had seen April, which wasn’t surprising.  
I thought she might still be in a cabin being 
indoctrinated and said as much. 

“So, what do we do next?” 

“We get the sheriff and call on the Children’s 
leader, whoever it is, and ask about her.” 

“You sure?  I don’t think they’ll tell us anything.” 

“True,” I replied.  “But it might get them to move 
her, or at least give us a clue as to what’s going on.” 

After fumbling through an Internet search on my 

phone, I found and called the Gilpin County Sheriff’s 
office and asked for the sheriff. 

After about two long minutes of being on hold, a 

gruff voice came on the phone.  “This is Sheriff McCoy.  
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What can I do for you, Mr. Ruger?” 

“Sheriff, I never got to tell you why I’m here in 
town.  I’m looking for a girl we think the Children of 
Bartholomew either abducted or is hiding from her 
parents.” 

“The Children… They’re a pain in my ass.  What can 
I do?” 

“I’m planning on meeting with the leader.  Do you 
know him?” 

“Wesley Jacks.  I’ve met with him a couple of 
times.  Sleazy character … I didn’t like being around him 
much.” 

“Well, I could really use your help.  My run-in with 

Bartholomew … Let’s just say I’m not the Children’s 
favorite person.  Can you join us for a meeting on their 

premises?” 

The sheriff paused and replied, “I think we can 
officially ask for a tour of their compound as a safety 
check.” 

“Perfect.”  I looked at my watch.  “It’s 2 p.m.  Can 
you meet me there at 3?” 

“Problem is, I’m still in the middle of the robbery 
case.  I can send my deputy, John Fielding, instead, if 

that’s okay.  He’s very capable.  He’ll see you in an 
hour.”  

“That should work, thanks,” I replied.   
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We hung up and I began to get ready.  Tory never 
said a word but pitched in with tidying up the tent and 
equipment still inside.  I changed my shirt to a button-
up that was black and gray plaid. I had recently bought 
a new video camera with a lens the size of an M&M.   It 
was dark gray, had a flat back and came with a matching 
faux lens. I glued them each on my dark gray shirt 

collars facing outward and hoped they weren’t 
noticeable.  I took out my phone and ran the camera 
app, testing it by moving around and pointing myself at 
different objects.  We walked outside the tent and 
again I turned this way and that to make sure the 
picture was good. 

Tory seemed annoyed.  “It works, okay?” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“I’m not so sure about this.  We’re telling them 
that we’re here.” 

I sat down at the picnic table.  “This thing was 
expensive, and I just needed to make sure it worked 

okay.”  I put away my phone.  “As far as my plan to 
meet Jacks, I understand what you’re saying.  It’s a 
judgment call … my call.” 

“I don’t get it … but, okay, you’re the boss.” 

“Wait, it seems like something else is bothering 
you.” 

“I wasn’t going to say anything, but … for some 
reason … I miss my mom.  It’s stupid — I never even met 
her and I miss her.” 
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“I know, me, too.”  I wasn’t sure what else to say.  

“She was the most extraordinary woman, your mom.  
I’m sure she would be happy with how you’ve grown 
up.” 

“I hope so.  Anyway, I didn’t mean to be a downer.  
You have enough to think about.” 

“That’s okay.  You can talk to me anytime.”  I 
decided to drop it.  “We’re going to meet a deputy at 
the entrance to their camp, if we can find one.” 

Tory seemed resigned to the plan.  He sighed and 
gathered up a couple of pieces of my camera and took 
them to the car.  I joined him a moment later with the 

rest of the gear and we headed to the Children’s 
compound. 

As we approached, I saw a squad car on the street 
and I presumed the deputy was waiting for us.  I made 
a U-turn and parked behind him.  Before getting out, I 

pressed “Play” on my phone and checked that video 
was recording.  We both got out and the deputy exited 
his car to meet us. 

“Mr. Ruger?” 

“Yeah, that’s me.  This is my associate, Tory 
Smith.”  We both reached out to shake hands and the 

deputy shook mine, then Tory’s hand.  He was a big 
white dude, probably 6 foot 6 inches and 220, all 
muscle.  In fact, it looked like weightlifting may have 
been his hobby.  His gray uniform had royal blue 
pinstripes up the outside of his legs and one horizontal 
stripe above his shirt pocket and badge.  His hat was 
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also gray and had a wide brim. 

“I’m Deputy Fielding.  What are we doing here?”  
He had a gruff voice, like he was a long-time smoker. 

“Deputy, good to meet you,” I replied.  “Didn’t 
the sheriff fill you in?” 

“Not much, sorry.”   

“Well, we’re looking for a teenage girl whose 

parents believe was enticed by this clan,” I waved my 
hand toward the nearest canvas cabin.  “They think she 
is being held against her will and have hired me to find 
her and help her if I can.” 

“That seems like a long-shot to me.  What can I do 
for you?” 

“I’ve had a run-in with them before …” 

“Oh, you’re that guy, the one that put 
Bartholomew away and kept them from bombing the 
stadium.  Pretty good work, Ruger.” 

“Thanks, but I don’t trust them, obviously.” 

Fielding nodded.  “Yeah,” he chuckled.  “I can 
believe that.” 

“So,” Tory cut in.  “They won’t do anything while 
you’re with us.” 

“At least we hope not,” he replied with a smile.  
“Let’s go see the man.  Have you met Jacks?” 
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“No, what’s he like?” 

“You’ll see.” 

Fielding stepped up on the embankment next to the 
cars and walked into the field and up to a canvas room 
that was slightly larger than the rest.  Kids were coming 
and going beneath a partially open flap that was the 
door of the cabin.  

The deputy pulled open the flap and held it up.  

“After you, gentlemen.” 

I went in first, then Tory, and Fielding let the flap fall 
closed as he stepped in.  The room had a dark brown 
canvas floor that was showing a lot of sand and dirt 
throughout the room, having been tracked in on the 

followers’ sandals and bare feet.  There were two 
ancient metal office desks and a half a dozen old 
wooden chairs along the back wall of the tent.  About 
eight or 10 kids were sitting and standing near the 
desks, and a middle-aged man sat behind one of them. 

“John, it’s good to see you.”  The man talking was 
smaller in stature, maybe 5 foot tall, and would have 
struggled to hit 150 on a scale.  His skin was extremely 
white.  I would have guessed he was albino but he had 
brown eyes and dark hair and eyebrows.  He stepped 

out from behind the desk to greet us.  “How’s Marsha 
and the kids?” 

“Good, Mr. Jacks.  They’re all good.” 

I wondered about Fielding’s relationship with the 
Children, and whether he was on Jacks’ payroll.  “Mr. 
Jacks?” 
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“Yes, sir,” he answered.  “And you are?” 

“I’m a private detective, Pat Ruger.”  I reached out 
to shake hands and Jacks obliged with a rather meek 

handshake.  “This is my associate, Tory Smith.” 

They also shook hands without a word and stepped 
back.   

“Mr. Ruger is looking for a girl …” Fielding began. 

I cut in, “April Goebel.”  I got April’s photo out of 
my shirt pocket.  “Her family is very worried.” 

“I can understand, but why are you here?  You think 
she joined us?”  The more Jacks talked, the creepier he 
sounded.  He definitely had dark secrets. 

“Her parents believe she’s being held here.  They 
seem pretty certain of it.  Look again.  Have you seen 

her?” 

He took the picture from me and seemed to study 

it.  “I’m sorry, I’ve never seen her before.”  The look 
in his eyes said otherwise.  He showed the photo to the 
kids in the room and one at a time they shook their 

heads.  He handed it back to me and said, “I promise, 
we’ll keep an eye out for … what was her name?  
April?” 

I nodded. 

“April.  By the way, we would never hold people 
against their will.” 

“You have in the past,” I said firmly. 
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“Ah, perhaps under Bartholomew Christian, certain 
followers were zealous enough to have some improper 
welcomes.  But I assure you, my leadership is 

different.” 

“I’m sure.  Are you promoting sex with 
teenagers?” 

“That’s one thing Reverend Christian and I 
disagreed on.  Since his unfortunate incarceration I 
have banned sex for anyone under 25 years old.  
Penalties are … quite severe.” 

“I see.  Bartholomew been in contact with you 
lately?” 

“I haven’t spoken to the Reverend in a few 
months.”  Jacks looked at the deputy and nodded 
almost imperceptibly. 

Deputy Fielding stepped forward and shook hands 

with Jacks.  “Thanks for your time.  Please call if you 
find her.” 

“Certainly, John.  I hope she turns up.  I wouldn’t 
like thinking she was being molested, or worse.  Her 

parents … well, I hope everything turns out well for 
them.” 

He turned around and sat back behind his desk and 
several followers crowded around it.  Fielding put his 
hand on my shoulder and gently leaned me towards the 
door.  I guessed my meeting was over. 

Once outside, I asked the deputy, “Is that how you 
interrogate suspects?  I’m surprised you didn’t bring 
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coffee and scones.” 

“That’s my way,” he answered as we walked out 
of the compound.  “Keep them thinking I’m on their 
side and keep my eyes and ears open.  You’d be 
shocked how easy it is for criminals to trust you if they 
think they’re getting something out of it.” 

“I suppose.”  I thought for a moment.  “Just asking, 
but why doesn’t the land owner just have them 
evicted?” 

“Good question.  I’m not sure of the specifics, but 

it’s my understanding that the owner lived back east 
but passed away a couple of years ago, so the land is 
being managed by the family.  This is sort of an extreme 
example of homesteading rights.  Once they were on 
the land for a certain amount of time, it practically takes 

an act of Congress to have them removed.  I don’t even 
know if that is happening.” 

“Incredible,” I said, shaking my head. 

We all got back in our cars and the deputy pulled 
away.  I sat there, thinking. 

“Pat?” 

“Did it look to you like they were playing us?” 

“Well … yeah, it did.  A couple of the boys seemed 
to smile a bit when they saw the photo.” 

“Very good.  You’re learning.”  I pulled away and 
made a U-turn, heading back into town, such as it was. 
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“Where to now?” 

“Let’s have a good meal for a change.  While 
we’re there, we can ask questions about the Children, 
see what people have to say.  Maybe they have a ritual 
or a pattern that someone noticed.  Or maybe someone 

saw April with somebody …” 

By the time I finished the last sentence, we were 
already at the Tablespoon.  I parked and we headed 
inside.  There was far less ruckus than when we had left 
it earlier. 
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Chapter 6 

We sat at the same table we had earlier.  “Sarah” 
took our order, but before she left, I asked her about 

the Children.  “Do they ever come here, in the 
restaurant?” 

“Not very often,” she confided.  “I sure don’t like 

it when they do.  It’s like a battle to get them out.  They 
never pay for anything — it’s like they’re playing with 
us.” 

“They don’t pay?” 

“Never.  Three or four of them come in, one 
obviously a little older than the others, maybe 19 or 20, 
and they take up two booths.  Then they order water 
with lemons, and we never bring them enough lemons.  
They laugh and curse at us and if we leave them alone 

long enough, they eventually leave.” 

“You said the oldest is 19?” Tory asked.  “That’s 
my age.” 

“And that shows you that it’s planned 
aggravation,” I contemplated out loud.  “They are 
telling you not to mess with them, ever.” 

“That sounds about right,” Sarah said.  “Let me put 
in your order.”  She scurried off. 

I stood up and motioned to Tory with downward-
facing palms to stay put at the table.  I walked over two 
tables where there were two older couples sitting.  
They had definitely been working on farms that day.  
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Each had dirt-crusted jeans or blue-denim overalls and 
dusty T-shirts.  The women had old scarves on their 
hair.  The scarves didn’t match anything they were 
wearing, but instead were made of plaid cloth in ugly 

colors — mud browns, baby-poop yellow, avocado 
green and others.  The men had dirty baseball caps with 

well-worn brims.  One was blue and had the Cubs’ “C” 
on the front, the other was black and sported the 
Harley-Davidson shield.  

“Hi, there.” 

They all looked up and silently nodded hello. 

“Can I ask you guys something?  You’re locals, I 
take it.” 

“Yep,” one of the guys said.  “What can we do for 
ya?” 

“What do you think about the Children clan moving 
into town?” 

The older gentleman, the Cubs fan, shook his head.  

“They ain’t worth a plug nickel.  This town ain’t been 
the same since they got here.” 

“What do you mean?” 

One of the women answered, “We can’t even walk 
our streets any more.  These kids run the town at 
night.” 

The other woman added, “None of us can stand up 
to 20 of ‘em.  They’re mean, too.” 
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“Aren’t they a religious group?” 

“They pretend to be,” the Cubs fan replied.  “But 
they don’t treat people good.” 

I looked at the man in the Harley cap.  “What do 
you think?” 

He shocked me when he turned his head and spit 

on the floor.  “They’re all bastards.  Round ‘em up and 
get rid of ‘em, that’s what I think.” 

“Hey!”  The yelling came from the kitchen door.  
“Ed, you know better than that!” 

“Sorry, hon!” he shouted back.  “I’ll clean it up.” 

“You better if you ever want my apricot pie again.” 

Ed shrunk in his seat.  He sighed and grabbed a small 
pile of napkins off the next table over and wiped up his 
mess on the floor.  He crumpled the napkins into a wad 
with other napkins and tossed it on the table in front of 
his seat.  He sat down gingerly and crossed his arms.  

“Anyway, we don’t have nuthin’ to do with them if’n 
we don’t have to.” 

“What about their leader, Jacks.  Have you met 
him?” 

“He shows up around town with his gaggle of kids 
following him around like puppy dogs.  If he asked ‘em 
to eat dirt, I’m thinkin’ they would.” 

“Ever talk to him?” 
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“Look,” the Cubs fan cut in.  “We don’t have 
anything to do with them, ever.  Period.” 

“Got it.  Thanks for your candor.” 

“Yep,” the Cubs fan replied gruffly. 

I stood up and went to one more table where there 
were a couple of older teen boys having burgers and 

pop.  “May I join you?” I asked as I sat down with them.  
They seemed to be basketball players from the local 

high school — both were tall and wore blue and white 
letter jackets and extra short haircuts.   One was blond 
and the other had dark brown hair and the start of a 
goatee. 

“You gonna ask us about the cult?” the blond kid 
asked. 

“Are they a cult?” 

The boy with the goatee answered, “Everyone 
knows they are.  They’re a scary bunch.”  He paused 
and asked, “You a cop?” 

“Not anymore, but I’m searching for a missing girl, 
a girl they might have taken in.” 

“You probably won’t find her, then.  She’s 
probably in one of them tents, makin’ drugs.” 

“They make drugs?  Sell ‘em, too?” 

“Not much around here.  They could be supplyin’ 
dealers in Denver.” 
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“What about their leader?” 

“You heard what they said.”  He nodded over to 
the couples I just spoke to.  “We all feel that way.  It’s 
not worth the risk to make ‘em mad at you.  You might 
not make it home if you do.” 

“You have anyone get jumped ‘cause of that?” 

The blond guy said, “I don’t think we better 

answer any more questions.”  He stood up, threw a 20 
and a 10 on the table, and yelled to the back, “We gotta 
go!  I left cash on the table!” 

“Okay, Brett,” was the answer.  “See you guys 
tomorrow!” 

The one with the goatee stood up and looked at me.  

“I don’t want to be seen giving you info on Jacks.  Who 
knows what he’ll do?” 

“Understood,” I said as they walked past me.  
“Nice talk.” 

They didn’t comment and left in a hurry.  By the 
time I got back to Tory at our table, chicken-fried steak 
and gravy was waiting for me. 

Tory and I enjoyed a meal that seemed every bit as 
home-cooked as any Ellie ever made me.  It was gone in 
a short time.   

“What’s next?” Tory asked. 

“Well …” I was interrupted by a ruckus outside the 
cafe. 
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Tory and I joined some of the other patrons outside 
the front door.  A middle-aged woman was crying and 
being consoled by the sheriff.   

I stepped out, walked over to them and asked, 
“What’s going on, Sheriff?” 

“It seems Mrs. Rutledge here has come across a 

dead body in the woods over there.”  He pointed up 
the street toward the Children’s encampment.  “She 
was starting a hike and it was sticking out of the 

ground.” 

“So, it had been buried? 

Mrs. Rutledge was dressed like a farmer’s wife in a 
farmers market, complete with a yellow sun dress and 

white scarf.  She looked at me and nodded.  “It looks 
like an animal found her.” 

“’Her’?  It was a girl?  Did you recognize her?” 

“I don’t think anyone could, the way she looked, 
withered and decaying and all.” 

“If the body was decomposed, it’s probably not my 
girl,” I stated firmly.  To the sheriff I said, “Perhaps you 
can get an identification and let me know.” 

“Well, that’s going to take a while.  I’m sure the 
CBI and maybe the FBI will be coming to investigate.  

They usually don’t want me touching the body.” 

“I can imagine.  Shouldn’t you go see the girl for 
yourself and secure the crime scene?” 
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“That’s what I’m going to do.  I don’t think any 

locals have reported a missing girl.  I’d better get a hold 
of the Children’s leader and ask if they have anyone 

missing.” 

“I can guess what that answer will be.  They don’t 
like law enforcement too much.” 

“Yup.”  He turned back to Mrs. Rutledge.  “Can you 
show me where you found it?” 

She nodded and an entourage followed her and the 
sheriff as they walked up the street.  Tory and I went 
back inside and finished our dinner without saying a 
word.  The check was brought and I threw my platinum 
card on it without looking at the bill.  Sarah picked them 
up without hesitation and scurried off. 

“You don’t think that’s April, do you?” 

“No,” I replied.  “If the body was just buried and 
dug up in the last few days, there wouldn’t be much 
deterioration, like Mrs. Rutledge noticed.  We’ll go 
check it out, certainly, but I’m thinking our search will 
have to continue.” 

“I think that’s good news.  April is probably still 
alive.” 

“Probably,” I muttered, and wondered if that was 
the case. 
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Chapter 7 

Tory and I sat quietly on a rock-hard bench in the 

Sheriff’s station waiting for the sheriff to give us a few 
minutes.  My intention was to offer some surveillance 
on the Children, since we were planning to do that 
anyway and I was hoping for some unfettered access.  
Sheriff McCoy didn’t seem to mind making us wait. 

The front door abruptly opened and a dozen or so 
uniformed men and women entered noisily.  I caught 
some of their conversations as they walked past us.  
They sounded like the Colorado Bureau of 
Investigation, the CBI.    

“Make sure you get the D.B. back to the Denver lab.  
There’s nowhere to work on it here in the sticks.”  The 
gentleman in the lab coat over a police uniform was 
obviously the lead investigator of this group.  Taller 
than the rest, and probably 10 years older, he had a five 

o’clock shadow over all of his face and neck, like he 

hadn’t shaved in three days.  His hair and stubble were 
mostly dark brown with a smattering of gray.  I placed 
him at about 45, 190 pounds or so. 

The group walked by and I stood to introduce 

myself to the leader.  “Excuse me, are you guys CBI?  
I’m Pat Ruger, a private investigator working on a case 
here in town.” 

The leader stopped in front of me and shook my 

hand.  “Mister Ruger, Sheriff McCoy told me you were 
here.  I’m Agent Simmons.”  Simmons walked me 
aside.  “McCoy said you were on the job a while back.” 
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“Yes, a Senior Detective with Denver PD, and with 
Colorado Springs before that.” 

“That’s where I know you.  You had a case in the 
Springs, jeez, must be 25 years ago, now … Anyway, you 
busted a theft ring stealing bronze statues and shipping 
them to China.” 

I laughed.  “That’s right, I’d forgotten about that 
one.” 

“I only remember because one of the statues was 
of my great uncle.  The family was plenty pleased when 
you recovered it.” 

“That was a weird case because the thieves didn’t 
have a fence.  They stored the statues and had a contact 

in China who said they’d buy them.  We had an 
undercover Asian-born detective offer to buy them and 

they took the bait.” 

“Yeah, that’s right.”  He shook his head.  “Good 
thing most crooks are less than intelligent.” 

“You bet,” I replied.  “Makes life a little easier.” 

“Right … Listen, are you directly connected to this 
D.B.?” 

“Not directly,” I said.  “I have a missing girl we 
think is being held by the local cult.  I don’t think your 
body is her.” 

Simmons sighed.  “Sorry, but you can’t be a part of 
this investigation.  I’ve got the state police and the 

three Sheriff departments involved already and that’s 
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too many cooks.” 

“I understand.  How about a little professional 
courtesy, for your uncle’s sake?” 

“No can do.  Sorry.  But what I can do is shoot you 
over an update in a couple of days.  You have a card?” 

“Sure.”  I took out my wallet, the real one, and 
pulled out a PAL card.  I handed it to him and pocketed 

my wallet.  “I would appreciate anything you can tell 
me.  If the Children — that’s the cult I was talking about 
— if they were involved …” 

He cut me off.  “I get it, I’ll keep an eye on it.  
Anything else?“ 

“One thing.  The deputy here, Fielding, seems to be 

chummy with the leader of the cult, Wesley Jacks.  I’d 
watch him.” 

“Thanks for the heads up.”  He walked away briskly 
and rejoined his entourage as they all entered what 
appeared to be a large conference room.  

Tory approached me and asked, “What was that 
about?” 

“I was trying to garner some favor, since he knew 
me from years ago.  It didn’t fly.” 

Sheriff McCoy entered the lobby from the outdoors 
with a Hispanic policeman and black policewoman on 
either side of him.  I stood up and partially blocked his 

way so he would stop.  “Sheriff,” I greeted. 
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“Ruger.  Why are you here?  I’ve got nothing to 

report yet about your girl.  Did she show up at the cult’s 
complex?” 

“No, not yet.  I was hoping to get some info on your 
body.  It might be related.” 

“Mr. Ruger,” the policewoman said, sticking out 
her hand.  “I’ve heard good things about you.” 

I shook her hand.  “Thanks.  And you are?” 

“Sorry, Trooper Wills.  And this is my partner, 
Trooper Marston.” He was much taller than many 

Hispanic cops I’ve seen, much taller than Wills.  Both 
were wearing full dark gray uniforms with bright blue 
double-stripes up each side, and the typical wide-brim 
trooper hats. 

“State Police?” 

“Yes,” Marston replied. “The CBI requested our 
help and we were nearby.” 

“Well, I’m positive they can use any help you can 
give, isn’t that right, Sheriff?” 

McCoy seemed annoyed that I mentioned it.  He 

didn’t answer. 

“In case you didn’t know …” I continued and 
pointed to Tory, “… we were already here investigating 
a girl suspected in being held against her will by the 
Children of Bartholomew.” 

“The Children?” Wills replied.  “They’re bad-ass.” 
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“Believe me, I know it.  I helped put Bartholomew 
away.” 

“That was you?” Marston asked.  “I heard about 
that … and the bomb in Aurora.” 

McCoy harrumphed, still annoyed. 

“Yeah, ‘fraid so.  Anyway, I was hoping to be 
involved in this murder investigation, since it might be 

connected to my case.” 

They briefly looked at each other.  “Sorry,” Wills 

said.  “You don’t have any standing here and we’re 
not allowed to relay any details to an open investigation 
… well, you know the drill.” 

Tory stood up and said forcefully, “We work with 
the FBI.  Doesn’t that give us ‘standing’?” 

“The FBI?  Yeah, that would do it.  Have your 
contacts call my boss and we’ll see what we can do.”  
She started ahead, leading McCoy and Marston toward 

the Sheriff’s office.  “Very good to meet you.”  They 
all walked on, leaving me and Tory standing in the 
lobby. 

“I don’t get it,” Tory said.  “Don’t they think we 
can help?” 

“They might, but red tape is red tape.” 
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Chapter 8 

“Gretchen, it’s good to hear your voice.  I need 
your help.”  I was sitting in my Camaro at the 
campground.  It was starting to get dark. 

“Pat!  Haven’t heard from you in ages.  How you 
been?” 

“Muddling through, I guess.  Hey, we have a 
situation here in Colorado I thought you could help 
with.” 

“Okay … How can I help?” 

“Well, I have a case where a teen-aged girl may 
have inadvertently joined a cult and can’t get out.  I 
was investigating the group … they have a creepy 
leader, by the way.  You may have heard of him, Jacks 

is his name, Wesley Jacks?” 

“That sounds familiar, hold on … ” She was clicking 
keys and I could hear some background office noise.  

“Yeah, that’s right,” she finally relayed.  “Jacks is the 
new leader of the Children of Bartholomew while their 
founder, Bartholomew Christian is in prison for a list of 

offenses — murder, attempted murder, terrorist acts, 
lethal threat to the public — oh, look who the primary 
investigators were!  Amanda Sizemore!  And she hired 

PAL Investigations … where have I heard that name 
before?” 

“Funny.” 

“I knew Amanda was involved in some pretty 
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serious terrorist cases in Denver, but I didn’t know it 
was this case.” 

“What does it say about Jacks?” 

“Let me see,” she replied and the phone was again 
silent but for background noise.  After a minute or two, 

she got back on the phone and said, “Not much here.  
He basically didn’t exist before he succeeded 
Bartholomew.  The agency has a ‘watch’ on his file but 
no agents assigned.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means nothing is happening for now but at 
some point we’ll be investigating him and the group.” 

“We’re still on retainer.  Can’t we investigate 
them for you?” 

“It doesn’t work that way, Patty.  I wish it did.” 

“I need access to another investigation, a murder 
that might be linked to Jacks.  The CBI and State Police 
are in the way. They said if I had someone from the FBI 
let them know I was involved on your behalf, I could join 

their investigation.” 

“I wish I could authorize that, but until this file is 
assigned to an agent, it’s stuck on hold.” 

“Can you get it assigned?” 

“For you, I’ll try.  I’ll send it to Director Steerwell.  
Frank knew Amanda pretty well.  Maybe he’ll 
authorize me to open the case and give it to you.” 
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“I spoke to Frank once … when I was working with 
Amanda in New York.  He should remember me.” 

“I’m sure he will.  You know this won’t happen 
overnight.  It’s still the government, after all.”   

“So, how long?” 

“Maybe six weeks … possibly as soon as four.” 

“Damn.”  I thought for a moment.  “I can’t wait 

that long.  This case will be over and the girl I’m looking 
for may be gone for good.” 

“I’m sorry, Patty.  You know I’ll do everything I can 
for you.” 

I tried to think of another angle.  “One other thing.  
You would be able to investigate a deputy on the take, 
right?” 

“With probable cause.  Why?” 

“The sheriff and deputy here in Gilpin County, 
Sheriff Gerald McCoy and Deputy John Fielding … They 
both seem to be extraordinarily friendly with Jacks, 
especially Fielding.  Can you find out if there are any 
unusual deposits in their bank accounts or any other 

evidence of bribes?” 

“I can.  It would be a preliminary investigation, not 
official unless I found something funny.” 

“Do that, and will you let me know?” 

“Sure.  Anyone else hinky?” 



Pat Ruger: Children’s Reprise 

72 

“Not that I know of.  It was good talking to you.” 

“Don’t wait so long next time.  I want to hear how 
you guys are all doing.” 

I said goodbye and hung up. I pounded my palms on 

the steering wheel.  “God bless it!” 

I got out and yelled to the tent.  “Tory, you in 
there?” 

The kid crawled out through the tent flaps and 
stood up.  “What’s up?” 

“Not looking good for the FBI.  I really thought 
they’d help us.” 

“Juris … jurisdiction?  I think that’s how you say it 
…” 

“Yeah, ‘jurisdiction.’  But that’s not the problem.  
It seems no one is assigned to the Children of 
Bartholomew, even though Bart himself is in prison for 
terrorism.  I don’t get it.” 

“What’s next?” 

“We need reinforcements if we’re doing this 

without law enforcement.  I’ll get the girls to drive over 
tomorrow.” 

“Really?  Lola?” 

“Settle down, kid.  She’s outta your league.” 

“I know that, but I still like being around her.” 
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“Let me give them a call.”  I pulled out my phone 
and dialed the office. 

“P-A-L Investigations.  Jacob speaking.” 

“Jake, Pat.  It’s a little late for you be at work, isn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, Boss, but I was trying to catch up on some on-
line marketing content … How are you guys doing up 
there?  Cold?” 

“Only at night.”  I began wandering out of the 
campsite while on the phone.  “During the day the sun 
warms things up nicely.  On-line marketing?  We’re 
marketing?” 

“You can thank Anna for that.  She’s pretty good 
at business management.” 

“Is she around?  Or Lola?” 

“Not right now … I’m here alone.  I can have Lola 
call you if you like.” 

“I would like, thanks.  Just so you know, I’m going 
to have both Lola and Anna come to Rollinsville to help 

me with surveillance.” 

“Tomorrow?” 

“The sooner the better.” 

“Well … I’ll see what I can rearrange for them.  Lola 
is scheduled to meet with the Bensons regarding 

misuse of their Greeley property, and Anna …” he 
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paused, evidently looking up her schedule. “… Anna is 
supposed to meet with our CPA and then look into 
some potential insurance fraud by someone at the 

Denver School District.” 

“Can you and Jimmy handle things for a few days?” 

“I’m certain we can.  Anything else I can do?” 

I thought for a minute.  “Well, for one thing, 

they’re going to need a cell signal booster, like the one 
we have there at the office.” 

“I’ll get one on-line and have Lola pick it up at the 
Best Buy up in Westminster.  Anything else?” 

“Have them bring a couple of tripods, the big one 
and the short one.” 

“Okay.  Will that be all?” 

“Luck.  Have them bring plenty of good luck.” 

“Consider it done.  I’ll have Lola call you in a few 
minutes.” 

“Thanks.”  I hung up and found myself thinking that 
Jake was very professional, a good addition to the team.  

I wondered why I hadn’t really considered that before. 

I ended up about a quarter mile or so from the 
campsite.  I hiked back to a well-lit camp.  Tory had 
grabbed the LED lantern I bought recently and it 
provided a lot of light compared to my old Coleman 
lantern.  He was seated at the picnic table and I joined 
him on the opposite side. 
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“So, what’s going on?” he asked.  “Are they 
coming?” 

“They’ll be here in the morning sometime.” 

“Where will they sleep?  This tent isn’t going to cut 
it.” 

“Good point.”  I thought for a minute.  “There’s 
probably a room available in town.” 

“Or maybe that nice lady will put us up.  She likes 
you.” 

“What lady?  Maggie Winters?” 

“Yeah.  The one you returned the brooch to.” 

“She did say she had plenty of room.” 

We stayed up for quite a while talking about my 
career, Amanda, and the girls.  Tory was especially 
interested in their story. 

“They were hookers?” he asked with 
astonishment. 

“They had to make ends meet, just like anyone 
else.  Lola once told me that she had a drug problem 

and that’s the only way she could score her 
Quaaludes.” 

“Quaaludes?  What’s that?” 

“Man,” I said, shaking my head.  “I forget what all 

you kids don’t know. ‘Ludes were drugs that almost 
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everyone took back in the 60’s and 70’s.  They were 
meant to be a sedative, but kids figured out that they 
also had hypnotic qualities.  Back then ludes were sort 

of the Ecstasy of the time.” 

“I heard that everyone took acid, but I never heard 
of ‘Ludes.” 

“I took them a couple of times.  I didn’t like the 
way they made me feel.”  I thought for a moment and 
added, “I’ll deny that if the Feds ever ask …” 

Tory laughed.  “Don’t worry, they won’t hear it 
from me.” 

“Anyway … acid, LSD, was popular for a while but 
the mainstream, at least everyone I knew, stayed away 
from it once coke became easily available.  Bad acid 
trips killed a lot of people, and eventually people 

stopped taking it.” 

“I wondered why I never saw it anywhere.” 

“You try anything?”  I wondered if he would 
answer truthfully. 

“Weed, coke, sure.  All my friends did those.  When 
I had a friend turn into a junkie on crack, I stopped 
everything.  I won’t even smoke cigarettes.” 

“Good for you.  What happened to your friend?” 

“Overdose.  Very sad.  Went from a star football 
player to a junkie in about a week.” 

“It sounds like you have a good handle on things.  
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Should we retire?” 

“Retire?” 

“Go to bed …” 

“Oh, yeah.” 

We crashed in the tent and were awakened the 
next morning by a car engine running close by.  I 
grabbed my gun and leapt out of the tent.  Lola and 
Anna had just gotten out of the car, my beater Dodge 
Dart. 

“Hey, Boss.  We brought some coffee.”  I then 
noticed Lola was carrying a couple of Starbucks cups 
and a small bag of sugars and creamers. 

Both girls were dressed in plain blue jeans and T-
shirts, Lola wearing faded yellow and Anna in a red and 
white plaid shirt.  I saw that both had on white tennis 
shoes sans socks, and both wore black plastic 
sunglasses. 

Anna came over and gave me a hug, then did the 
same to Tory.  “You guys look sleepy.  Just wake up?” 

“’Fraid so,” I replied.   “Long day yesterday.” 

“Where are we staying, Boss?” Lola asked.  “Hotel 

in town?” 

“I think a local will put us up.  She said just to let 
her know.” 

“She?” Lola said with a big smile.  “Pretty?” 
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When I didn’t immediately answer, Tory chimed in.  
“She’s old but pretty, alright.  And she really likes Pat.” 

That got the girls talking and I had to stop the 

conversation.  “Okay, I’m not dating anyone.  Got it?”  
I walked over and looked in the Dart.  “Looks like you 
have everything.  Help us break camp and we can go 
find Maggie.” 

Lola winked and I sighed. 
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Chapter 9 

It took me a while to find Maggie’s place just 
outside of town but did eventually arrive at her house, 
Lola and Anna following in the beater car.  The farm 
house was two stories and was older but well-
maintained.  It was light baby blue with a muted white 
trim and had a wrap-around porch, at least on three 
sides of the house.  The garage was detached, off to the 
right, and there was a large barn behind that, probably 
three times the size of the garage.  All three buildings 
matched in color and style. 

I motioned for the others to wait in the cars and I 
walked up the path to the porch.  I stepped up and got 
to the door, opening the screen and using the brass 
knocker.  I stepped back and let the screen door close 
in front of me.  I heard some movement from inside and 

a faint, “Be right there!”  Soon, Maggie was opening 
the door.   

Maggie was chipper and looked like she’d already 
been up for hours by 9 a.m., which I thought was 
probably midday for this farming community.  She was 
about 5 foot 6 inches, slightly shorter than me, and was 
wearing beige slacks and a white lacy top, but both 
were slightly dirty.  Perhaps she had been slopping the 

hogs earlier that morning — it was difficult to tell.  She 
had a dark brown scarf over her brunette hair that 
almost came off when she leaned out and hugged me.  
No doubt about it, I said to myself.  She was a hugger. 

“Come in!”  She saw others standing near the car 
and waved them over.  “Come on, y’all!  Don’t be 
shy.” 
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I had never heard anyone call Lola and Anna shy 
before and chuckled to myself.  We all entered her 
living room and followed her around to a huge kitchen 
and dining area.  All the kitchen cabinets were white 
and there were lacy ivory curtains covering each 
window.  The appliances were white as well, and dated, 
but spotless, as was the entire room. 

Maggie went to a commercial-sized brushed-
chrome coffee maker that had a black spout sticking out 

beyond the counter top’s edge.  She had a stack of 
plain gray ceramic mugs, each with a logo in red — a 

large “W” in a scroll font.  One by one she grabbed a 
mug and filled it with coffee and handed them to each 

one of us.  “I make my coffee pretty strong,” she said.  

“Plenty of cream and sugar on the table over there,” 
and she pointed toward the dining table, which was 
more like a fancy pine picnic table, polished to a shine, 
with a white runner down the middle.  The runner held 
the condiments. 

“This coffee is delicious!” Lola exclaimed.  “Do you 
always make this much?” 

“What can I say?” Maggie answered.  “I love 
coffee.  Besides, my hired help pop in all day long for 
it.” 

“Hired help?” I asked.   “How big is your spread?” 

“Give or take, 140 acres.  Nowhere near as big as 
most of the ranches out here.” 

“Wow.  I couldn’t tell when we drove up.” 
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“Well, it goes up beyond the ridge, then most of it 
is way back there.” 

Anna spoke up.  “I’m impressed, ma’am.  Really 
impressed.” 

“Please, call me Maggie.”  You could tell she 
appreciated the compliment.  “What brings you here?  
Taking me up on my offer?” 

“Exactly,” I replied.  “We need to set up some 
surveillance near the cult … the ‘Children” …” 

“I see.  How can I help?” 

“A place to stay and a work area with electricity 
would be great.  Do you have wi-fi here … Internet?” 

“Of course!  This isn’t the back woods.” 

“Sorry,” I said.  “We often get poor cell reception 
in these rural towns.” 

Maggie nodded to me to come to the back door and 

I joined her there.  “I think we can manage all that, but 
there’s a catch.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You let me cook you a dinner while you’re here.” 

“We’d like that.” 

“Of course there’s food for everyone … But I was 
thinking of cooking just for you.  It’s only fair, y’know.  

You have to let me thank you properly.”  She must have 
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seen a look on my face because she added, “Don’t 
worry, it’s just dinner.” 

I relented.  “Of course.  How can I say ‘no’?” 

“You can’t.”  She hugged me again. 

As we broke the embrace I looked and saw the 
others watching us and both girls were smiling broadly.  

I felt my face get flush. And said, “Let’s drink up and 
get to work …”  

“Yes, Boss,” Anna replied for the others. 

Maggie led us out to the barn, which was a 
misleading description of the building.  Inside was 
finished, with painted walls and ceilings, carpet and tile 
floors and fairly new office furniture. 

“There’s bedrooms upstairs, and a kitchenette up 

there, too.”  She pointed out the staircase, which I had 
missed coming in. 

“This’ll do fine,” I said. 

“Good.  Let me know if you need anything.” 

“Thanks.” 

“C’mon, Tory,” Anna said.  “Let’s go grab all the 
equipment.” 

Tory nodded and followed her out.  In a few 
minutes, they returned, each carrying a bundle of 
electronics and packed bags.  They set them down and 
Tory went back out, coming back with a second load.   
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“Take all the clothing and toiletries upstairs,” I 
instructed the kid. 

“Toiletries?” 

“Bathroom items — toothbrushes, razors, you know 
…” 

“Got it,” he replied as he gathered up some of the 
bags and he drug them up the staircase. 

“So, what’s the plan?” Lola asked. 

“We need a few layers of surveillance — inside and 
outside.  From what I could see, there aren’t any 

barriers to our getting in, and I don’t think everyone 
knows everyone.  There are just too many of them.”  I 
sat at a desk and leaned back in the office chair.  “I need 
to find out what they’re doing in all those canvas 
cabins and tents, and why they all seem to be stopping 

into each one and moving on.” 

“That was weird,” Tory added.  “It looked like a 
shopping mall with no stores.” 

“Let’s divvy up the equipment, get wired up for 
sound, and send one or two of you into the fray.” 

“Tory and I can walk through,” Lola said, and Tory 

smiled.  “We would probably fit it among these kids 
pretty well.” 

I was again amazed at Lola’s loss of her Hispanic 
accent.  She had come so far.  “Good Idea.  I’ll man the 
office here and Anna can set up surveillance cameras, 
lapel cams and sound recorders just outside the 
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compound.” 

“How soon?” Anna asked.  “Tonight?” 

“No, we need to get going ASAP.  If they’ve got 
April, we can’t afford to wait.” 

“Okay, then,” she replied.  “Let’s do this.” 

“At first you should try to wander through and look 
in some of the tents.  See if you can find April.”  I got 
out my cell phone, located my photo of April and sent 

it to the others.  “In case you didn’t have it, I just sent 
you her picture.  If anyone stops you, tell them you’re 
runaway lovers.  I’m sure they’ll try to get you to join 
them.  The idea is to search in as many places as you 
can until we can decide whether she’s even here.” 

“You want us to go along with them?” Lola asked. 

Tory added, “What if they try to brainwash us?” 

I smiled, thinking about anyone trying to brainwash 

Lola.  “That can’t happen without some severe 
treatment, which I doubt they would do.” 

“Then how do they brainwash the kids?”  Tory 
seemed worried. 

I sat down at the table.  “There are very specific 
ways people perform brainwashing.  In the espionage 
world, it usually involves torture, but that is not 
normally the case in cults or gangs.  It’s more subtle.” 

“What do you mean?”  Tory sat across from me. 
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“Well, the whole idea is to break down their belief 
system and replace it with one that usually highlights a 

supreme leader, in this case, Jacks.  I’ve never been 
involved directly, but I helped out our Major Crimes unit 
once when they were busting a fanatical religious 
group, sort of like the Moonies.” 

“Who?” 

“Never mind, just a cult that was taking all the 
belongings from their members and attempting to get 

money from their families.  They’ll start by isolating 
you from everyone you know while never letting you 
alone without one or more of the members.  After a 
while they start badgering you with insults, spitting at 
you, making you listen to loud noises or music, and, of 

course, keeping you sleep deprived.  Sometimes they’ll 
make you strip naked and be photographed.  They want 
you to lose your values and your will to fight for them.” 

“That sounds terrible,” Lola said as she joined us at 
the table.  “Why did you say it can’t work on us?” 

“Because, not everyone can be brainwashed that 
easily, especially those who know it’s happening.  In 
fact, one of the ways to reverse the brainwashing is to 

convince the victim that it happened, though that’s not 
always easy.” 

“Incredible … I never thought about that.” 

“If you find yourself being treated this way, just go 
with it until you can get away.  Usually they’ll test their 
control of you by making you do something illegal, 

something you wouldn’t ever do normally.  That 
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should be your chance to escape.” 

Everyone was quiet for a bit until Anna started 
loading up.  They all pitched in and seemed to know 
what to do with the equipment without any direction 
from me.  Soon, Anna brought over my laptop and set 
it on the desktop in front of me.  She leaned over, not 
seeming to mind what she brushed up against me, and 
started up the surveillance application.  After several 

minutes of setup, she stood back up and said, “There 
we go …” 

There were six video cam views numbered 01 to 06, 
but only one had a picture.  Anna picked up the 
appropriate surveillance or lapel camera and the view 
quickly blurred and refocused.  One at a time Lola 
turned on the remaining cameras and their views 
popped up on my screen.  She pinned a lapel cam on 

her own blouse and I renamed “06” to “Lola” on that 

window.  She positioned the other on Tory’s belt 
buckle and I renamed the “05” window accordingly. 

Satisfied, I gave them instructions and they picked 
up the equipment they each needed and left to start 
their assignments.  I watched the screen and saw the 
progress as Anna attached the first video cam on a tree, 
pointing the lens toward an opening between cabins, 
then set the others up around the camp. 

“You should have sound,” she stated, and I heard 
her okay, though the voice was slightly faint. 

I called her and was almost surprised she answered 

in this rural setting.  “Hey, the sound isn’t great on that 
camera.” 
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“It’s set to optimum, Boss.  We’ll have to go with 
whatever we have.” 

“Understood.” 

“Lola and the kid are getting ready to go in 
together.  You ready?” 

“Yes, have them go.” 
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Chapter 10 

“Anna, I’m not seeing from the other cameras very 
well,” I told her via cell phone.  “In fact, I’m not really 
seeing your video cams very good either.” 

“At least the cells are working.  That’s better than 
nothing.” 

Lola’s video feed went completely static, then 

Tory’s.  “I just lost their video.  I wonder if they are 
using a jammer.” 

Anna laughed.  “Figures.  I guess we’ll have to trust 
them.” 

“Do you think you can go in and peek inside some 
of those tents?” 

“Probably, but it’s pretty wide open.  They’ll be 
able to see someone poking around.” 

“Then don’t poke,” I replied.  “Act natural and 
with purpose … like you need to go there.” 

“Got it.  Talk to you soon.” 

I saw her in one camera feed and watched her make 
her way between tents.  I lost her when she went 
around to the front of the canvas cabin.  All I could do 
was focus in on the members walking through the 
camp, one by one checking faces of the girls as they 
came into view. 

About an hour went by and I was getting worried.  I 
never saw Lola and Tory, and Anna was still out of 
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touch.  Soon a car pulled up to the barn-slash-office and 
I met Anna in the driveway.   

“Sorry, Boss.  I tried calling but the cell signal went 
dead.  Do you have the cell booster with you?” 

“Yeah, that might help.  What did you see?” 

“It looks like they aren’t making any drugs, but 
they seem to be repackaging it from large containers to 

small ones, probably to resell.” 

“So, what about the Children who are moving from 
one tent to another?  They aren’t carrying any product 
…” 

“I couldn’t really tell what they were doing, but 
they were signing in on some paperwork.  I went along 
and signed like they did and moved on.” 

“A work schedule, maybe?” 

“Could be … actually that makes sense.  They were 
using their names and a code … I just repeated the code 
that the one before me wrote.” 

“Smart.  Hopefully they won’t be looking for 
discrepancies like that.” 

“Boss, we don’t get to talk, just you and me.” 

“I’m sorry.  I didn’t know you wanted to.” 

“You know, after you rescued us from the asshole, 
and we joined you in PAL, I was really hoping we could 
become more than friends.  You seemed to be up for it 
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back then.” 

“I’m old enough to be your father … hell, in some 
families, your grandfather.” 

“Age is a number, that’s all.  I was really happy for 
you when you started dating Amanda.  She was great.  
But a little sad for me.  I thought I could get you to 
consider me …” 

“Date you?  You deserve better, much better.” 

“I should be the judge of that, don’t you think?” 

I looked at her, really looked.  She wasn’t thin like 
Lola, but shapely.  I remember some of the sex we had 
had, which was fabulous.  Blond and voluptuous, she 

had a beautiful face and she didn’t mess it up with a 
ton of makeup.  Her tight jeans and plain blouse just 
showed off more of her curves.  She and Lola had really 

helped me get over Ellen’s passing, which had 
happened two years earlier.  “That isn’t necessarily 
true.  I have a responsibility to be all in on a relationship 
and I would always feel guilty of keeping you from a 
soul mate closer to your own age.  I can’t help it.” 

Anna sighed.  “That’s not fair.”  We were both 
silent for a minute, then she stepped forward to stand 

very close, her chest rubbing on my shoulder.  “I helped 
you when you were still mourning for your wife.  Maybe 
I can help your mourning now.” 

“Now that’s not fair …  

“I know,” she chuckled.  “I’m bad sometimes.” 
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“I know.”  I felt bad for turning her down, but it was 

for the best.  “Anna, babe, please don’t be mad at me 
for wanting the best for you.” 

She stepped back.  “You know I won’t.  Just think 
about it … and me.” 

“Deal.  Now, what about the others?” 

“I should get back.  Can I have the booster?” 

“Yeah, hold on …” I went inside and rifled through 
my electronics case until I found it.  I brought it back 
and handed it to her.  “You know how this works?” 

“Of course.  If you remember, I showed you when 
we first got it.” 

“Right … Go ahead and call when you get there so 
we can make sure it’s working.” 

“Will do.  Talk to you soon.”  She rushed over and 
gave me a peck on the cheek and a quick hug, then left 
in the Dart. 

I went back inside and waited.  In about 10 minutes 
she called, but her voice was muffled somewhat by 
static.  But it did work.   

“Boss, Lola and Tory are here with a girl.  I’m going 
to bring them back to the barn.” 

“You should stay put and man the video cams.  Lola 
can drive them back.” 

“Yes, Boss.” 
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I waited in the driveway and after a few minutes the 
Dart reappeared.  Tory was sitting in the back with a girl 
and he quickly got out and went around to help her out.  
The girl was about 16, I guessed, and was dressed in 
rags.  She was short and too skinny, her light auburn 
hair was moderate in length and matted, and her face 
was slightly smudged with dirt or mud.  She struggled 

to get out, even with Tory’s help.  I rushed over to 
assist and together we helped her into the barn. 

Tory introduced her.  “This is Terry.  We found her 
in a corner of one of the cabins.” 

Terry weakly held out her hand to shake.  I shook it 
and moved her over to sit down on an office chair. 

“Terry, I’m Pat.  What happened to you?” 

“Pat …” She stopped to cough and it didn’t sound 
good. 

“I think she has the flu or something,” Lola said.  
“They won’t treat her or let her go to the doctor.” 

“Is that true?” I asked. 

Terry nodded. 

“Something else, Boss,” Lola added.  “She’s seen 
April.” 

“Get her some water,” I said, and I pulled another 
chair around and sat next to her.  “Terry, you saw the 
girl we’re looking for?” 

“It was the girl they showed me.  She’s been in the 
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waking room.” 

“What’s the ‘waking room’?” 

“That’s where they take newcomers.  We usually 
won’t see them again for weeks, sometimes never.” 

“Sometimes you do see them again?” 

“Yes, sir … Pat.  If they cooperate and join the 
Children, they eventually come out and join us in what 

we’re doing.” 

“But sometimes that doesn’t happen?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What happens to them then?” 

“I’m sorry …” Terry started to tear up.  “I don’t 
know what happens to them.” 

“It’s okay,” Tory said as he walked over from 
behind and put his hand on her shoulder.  “You need 
rest.” 

“That’s right,” I agreed.  “But first, I’d like to ask 
you a few questions.”   

I turned to Lola, who was standing nearby with a 
glass of water, and nodded to her. She gave Terry the 
water and she seemed to be dehydrated as she eagerly 
drank almost the entire glassful.  

“Easy,” I said.  “Slow down a minute.  There’s 
more.” 
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“Thank you,” she replied weakly after she caught 
her breath.  “What do you want to know?” 

“How long have you been a member of the 
Children?” 

“I don’t know, maybe a year.  Hard to tell … we 
don’t use calendars much.  One of the first things I 

noticed when I came was they don’t have any phones.  
I asked them how they know anything without a phone 

and all I got was shrugs.” 

“What did they do to you?” 

“I went to the waking room.  The prophet and two 
Children spent some time with me, basically letting me 
know they wanted me to stay with them.  I was very 

happy about that.” 

“Why?” Lola asked. 

“My family … they didn’t want me.  I’m sure they 
were relieved when I left.” 

“I’m sure that’s not the case.” I recalled another 
one of the brainwashing tenets was disenfranchising 
kids from their families, reinforcing their beliefs that 
they weren’t loved. 

“On, no.  The prophet said that they talked to my 
parents and they didn’t care where I was.” 

“They lied to you,” I replied.  “I’ll bet your parents 
are still frantic.  Shall we call them?” 

The teen looked horrified and shrank back in the 
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chair. 

“That’s okay,” I said, trying to calm her down.  

“There’s plenty of time later if you want to.”  When 
she recovered a bit, I continued with a different line of 
questions.  “How old are you?” 

“Seventeen.” 

“Really?  You look younger.”  She didn’t react to 
the statement.  “Do you have any friends?” 

“Three or four … we look out for each other.” 

“I was told that there is no sex allowed until you 
turn 25.  Is that true?” 

“Yes, the only one you can have sex with is the 

prophet.  He … it’s part of the welcome.  When he 
deems you worthy …” 

“He has sex with underage girls?” 

“When we’re ready, yes.” 

“What about the boys?” 

“I’m not sure.  I think they have sex with a chosen 
member, a woman of enlightened age.” 

“It looks like there are twice as many girls walking 
around the compound as boys.  Why is that?” 

“I don’t know.”  She seemed anxious to stop 
talking.  “Many of the boys are recruiters.  Maybe they 
are all out looking for runaways.” 
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“Maybe.”  I decided to change the subject.  “Do 
you want to leave the Children?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Why?” 

She was quiet for a minute, obviously thinking 

about her answer.  “This life isn’t normal.  I want to go 
back and be normal.”  She paused again.  “Can we get 
my friends out, too?” 

“I’ll see what we can do.  My main concern is 
finding April right now.  Is there anything else you can 

tell me about her?” 

She thought for a moment.  “I think I saw them take 
her out to the field behind the compound.  Three took 
her there, but only two came back — without her.” 

“A field?” Tory asked.  “What’s in the field?” 

“I don’t know.  It’s just a field the other side of the 
ridge back there.  I’ve walked through it a few times.” 

“Planting?” I asked.  “Do they have a garden back 
there?” 

“I don’t think so.  We don’t ever do gardening.  

Food is brought into us every week.  It’s stored in a 
cave.” 

“Interesting.” 

“What’s going to happen to me?”  She seemed 
worried. 
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“I’m going to take you to some people who are 

going to help you and your friends.”  I stood up and 
reached out my hand.  “Is that okay?” 

She took my hand and stood up.  “I guess so.” 

She walked with me outside, along with the others.  
“You guys wait for me here.  I’ll be back soon.” 

They all went back inside and I helped Terry into the 
Camaro, strapping her in.  I climbed in and drove to the 
Sheriff station.  While I was walking her to the front 
door of the station, Simmons was leaving. 

“Agent Simmons.” 

He stopped and held onto the door.  “Mr. Ruger.  
How’s your investigation?” 

“Going, I guess.  Listen, we have a member of the 
Children of Bartholomew here who wants to leave 
them.  She has friends in the group who also want to 
leave.  She knows quite a bit about Jacks and their 

practices.  Can you help her?” 

He let go of the door and came closer.  “Of course!  

What’s your name, sweetie?” 

“Terry Spaulding, sir.” 

“Okay, Terry,” he said with a serious but friendly 
voice.  “Let’s go inside and see what we can do, okay?  
Have you eaten?” 

Terry nodded but replied, “Not much since last 
night, sir.” 
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“Call me ‘Pete.’  Can you wait here for a minute 

while I talk to Mr. Ruger?”   

She nodded again and Simmons took me aside.  

“Just so you know, we have Deputy Fielding in 
interrogation.  He’s been temporarily relieved until we 

can clear him, if we can.” 

“Jesus, Pete.  Was that necessary?  I just said he 
might have some relationship to explore, that’s all.  I 

didn’t want to uproot him from his family.” 

“Well, that’s sort of up to him, now.” 

I just shook my head and thought, no good deed 

ever goes unpunished.  “A couple more things, Pete.  
Terry, here, says she has seen my missing girl with Jacks 

and the Children.  We’re going to follow up.  Also, my 
staff has seen drugs being repackaged in the Children’s 
compound.  Can you give us some time to look for April 

before you bust in there?” 

“Yeah, definitely.  How’s 48 hours?” 

“If that’s what you can give us, we’ll take it. Oh, 
and Terry confirmed that Jacks has been having sex 

with his girls; most are underage.” 

“We assumed that would be the case.” 

“Now we know it is.” 

Chapter 11 

We decided not to wait and Lola, Anna, Tory and I 
went to locate the field Terry mentioned.  We parked 
down the road from the compound and gathered up 
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some tools and electronics.   

While Anna was packing a backpack with some 
essentials, like maps, a compass, a cigarette lighter, 
some GPS ID tags, a flashlight, and other items, I asked 
her to hand me a couple of the ID tags.  They had 
serious adhesive on the back and would stick to almost 
anything when peeled and applied.  I put them in my 
back pocket. 

We walked toward the ridge, staying to the west of 
the Children and carefully avoiding being seen.  Before 
we got there, a man stepped out from the brush.  It was 
Fielding, in street clothes. 

“Ruger!”  He was angry. 

“Deputy, I’m sorry …” 

Before I could finish, Fielding rushed me.  His 
shoulder hit me midsection and we went tumbling on 
the grass-covered dirt.  He was a big dude, I now knew 
as he knelt on top of me and hit me twice in the face.  I 
stopped his third swing and grabbed his neck.  I locked 
my arm around it and squeezed as tight as I could, 
swinging myself around to his side, and not letting his 
painful blows to my side affect my grip.   

“Stop,” I said.  “Just stop.”  I tightened the 
headlock again. 

Eventually his flailing lessened.  I didn’t let go until 
he stopped trying to punch me. 

“You done?” 
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He nodded.  I let go and Tory grabbed him pulled 
him away from me and helped him up. 

“I have a wife and two kids,” he struggled to say.  
“You have no right …” 

“I didn’t tell them to arrest you,” I said while still 
lying on the ground and breathing hard myself. “I told 

them you looked chummy with Jacks.”  Lola and Anna 
both helped lift me to my feet.  “I didn’t want them to 
suspend you, just make sure you weren’t complicit.” 

“I friggin’ hate that guy.  Are you kidding?” 

“He called you by name, asked about your family 
…” 

“That’s what he does.  He pretends he’s your 
friend, all the while scheming to stab you in the back 

and line his own pockets.  He doesn’t care about his 
congregation, that’s for damn sure.” 

“Okay, I get it.  Please accept my apology.”  I held 
out my hand to shake. 

Fielding was still huffing, but tried to compose 
himself.  He stepped toward me and took my 

handshake.  “Sorry,” he said, nodding toward my 
bruised face.  “We need to do something about Jacks.” 

“I agree.  Why don’t you join us, unofficially, while 
we check out a field one of the Children told us about?  

It’s right over there …” I pointed to the area behind the 
compound at the ridge. 

“Sure, why not?  I don’t have a job to go to.” 
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“I’ll help you with that.  I have contacts in the FBI 
that can help.” 

“So I’ve been told.” 

“Let’s go look at that field.”  We all started hiking 
through the short grass and brush, again watching out 
for any Children. 

“What do you expect to see over here?” Fielding 
asked, his breathing back to normal. 

“Not sure,” I replied.  “It seems some of the 
members took my missing girl back there and came 

back without her.” 

“That’s not good.” 

“Nope.” 

We walked up an incline and through a small stand 
of cottonwoods.  We reached a clearing of brown and 
green cheatgrass, probably about five acres in size, I 

guessed.  The grass was about a foot tall.  “Spread out 
and survey the area,” I instructed.   

After a few minutes, Lola called over from the far 
side of the field.  “Boss!  Over here!” 

We all rushed over to her and she pointed to a spot 
on the ground that was devoid of grass. 

“That’s about the size of a grave,” Fielding 

commented.  He pointed off to his left.  “There’s 
another one.” 
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“Not recent, I don’t think,” I said.  “At least these 
aren’t.” 

Tory called from over to our right.  “There’s 6 or 7 
more over here.” 

“Damn,” I said.  “We found a makeshift 
graveyard.” 

“Boss …” Lola started.  “Boss …” 

“What is it?”  I looked at her and she turned her 
head toward the ridge behind us.   

I followed her gaze and saw about 30 Children 

members, each with a weapon — a few had handguns, 
a couple had rifles, several had knives, and the rest had 

large sticks or branches — about 50 yards from us.  A 
woman, older by Children standards, came toward us 
and her gang followed.  She was tall, about 29 or 30, 
and had long black hair, matted and dirty.  She was 
wearing what appeared to be a grayish-brown, full-
length robe or smock. I drew my 9 mil and moved to the 
front of our group.  We both stopped, facing each other, 
with about a dozen yards between us.  I pointed the gun 
at her. 

“Mr. Ruger, you will accompany us.”  Her voice was 

cracking, and sounded slightly Scandinavian — possibly 

a northern Midwest accent.   “Shooting me will not 
accomplish your escape.” 

“I know, but it might be worth it.” 

She laughed.  “We both know you won’t do it.”  
She motioned to the followers and they flanked left and 
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right, partially surrounding us.  “Come quietly and no 
one will be hurt.  You have my word.” 

“Who are you?”  Lola asked.  “Where’s your 
fearless leader?” 

“Who I am isn’t important.  You’ll be seeing the 
prophet soon enough, I promise.” 

I took a moment to assess our situation, then 
dropped my barrel and held the handgun out, hanging 

it by the trigger guard on my index finger.  “We’ll come 
with you.” 

The woman nodded with a look of satisfaction.  She 
took the gun from me and tossed it aside.  Instead of 
going into the compound, we were led past the closest 
row of cabins and up the ridge.  After a moderate climb 
we reached an entrance to a cave.  A second look 

revealed that it wasn’t a cave but a mine.  We followed 
vehicle tracks through the entrance, which was 30 feet 
wide, about 15 feet tall and was lined with wood planks.  
Large iron gates were swung open inside. 

It took a few moments for our eyes to adjust from 
the sunlight into the dimly lit space.  About seventy-five 
feet in we were met by Jacks himself, and our captors 
stepped aside and stood behind us as we faced him.  

Jacks was wearing business attire — a brown herring 
bone double-breasted jacket and solid brown slacks 
with a white shirt and pale yellow tie.  Short, skinny 

men shouldn’t wear double-breasted jackets, I 
thought to myself.  It makes them look like a kid 
pretending be grown up.  I guessed that no one had the 
guts to tell him. 
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“Mr. Ruger, how kind of you to join us.” 

“I don’t think ‘kind’ covers it.” 

He chuckled.  “We’ve been waiting a long time for 
this … months.” 

“What do you mean, ‘months’?” 

“Our plans began right after Bartholomew was 
convicted.  At some point, we would get our 

vengeance.” 

“What that got to do with us?  Bart made his own 
bed.” 

“Not ‘us,’ you.  You and your Boy Scout career … 
well, it took some doing, but here you are.” 

“Is this where you tell me about your diabolical 

plan to destroy me and rule the world?  I’m not 

‘007.’” 

“No, but you’ve sure been a thorn in my side.  
Bartholomew Christian underestimated you, and he’s 

paying that price.”  He turned to Fielding.  “And you, 
John.  We’ve been good to you, haven’t we?  We had 
an understanding …” 

“I’m not sure what you mean,” the deputy 
replied.  “You’ve mistaken civility for cooperation.  We 

never had an understanding.  I’ve just been waiting for 
you to make a mistake.  None of the locals want you 
here.” 

“The sheriff assured me you wouldn’t be a 
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problem.  My mistake, I guess.” 

“The sheriff’s on your payroll?” I asked.   

“Never mind about that.”  He stepped close to me 
and we stood with our faces inches apart.  “Ruger, the 
time of your being a pain in the ass is nearing an end.” 

“You know what?”  I paused for maximum effect.  
“Bart made his mistakes and so will you.”  I turned to 

look at Lola and asked, “Which maximum security 
prison is the right place for this guy?  ADX Florence?” 

“Florence would be a great place … ” Lola was 
interrupted by my getting punched in the stomach by 
Jacks. 

I buckled to my knees and looked up, smiling.  
“Well, it’s nice to know I can still get to you.”  

Jack punched down at my jaw and I fell the rest of 
the way to the floor.  He hit hard for his size.  While 
down I reached in my pocket behind me and grabbed 
one of the GPS tags.  I managed to get the backing 
peeled off and waited for the next hit.  Sure enough, 
Jacks came at me again and I reached up to clinch like 
an old boxer.  While we struggled, I got the ID tag stuck 
inside his jacket pocket.  

I pushed him away.  As my entourage came to my 
aid, I raised my hand to stop them and I struggled back 

to my feet.  Rubbing my jaw, I said, “No, he’s not worth 
it.”  Back to Jacks, who was back on his feet, I asked, 
“Just one question.  What were your ‘plans,’ months 
in the making?” 
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He smiled, obviously proud of himself.  “You are so 
predictable, as most boy scouts are.  You always try to 
do the right thing.  That’s what we counted on.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It was difficult to get the right girl.  On our 12th 
try, bingo.  The parents came to you and you couldn’t 
turn down the case.” 

“April was taken so you could lure us here?” 

“Absolutely.  With your FBI ties, we couldn’t very 
well get you in Denver.  They’d be all over us.” 

“So you kept taking girls until I got involved?  What 
happened to the first 11?” 

“Well, that was certainly a side benefit.  Most of 
those kids took to our recruiting efforts and are still 

with us.” 

“So glad to be helpful, you insane prick.” 

He laughed again.  “Provoking me won’t work.” 

“Maybe not, but it feels good …” 

“I don’t think you’ll be saying that when you’re 
on our table … I’m definitely going to be watching 
that.” 

“Torture?  That’s what you’ve got?” 

Instead of answering, he turned away from me.  

“Marion?” He looked at the woman who brought us 
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here, who then handed several black zip ties to some of 
the followers. 

“This is for your own good,” Jacks said.  “We 
wouldn’t want to have to hurt any of you, at least 
before we’re ready.” 

The ties were placed on each of us, our wrists 
bound behind our backs.  These ties were much 
heavier-duty than standard cable ties, about twice as 
thick, maybe 80 pounds of tensile strength.  I doubted 
we could get loose by breaking them like I normally do 
with regular zip ties. 

“Pat them down, too.  I wouldn’t want any 

unfortunate incidents.” 

Marion took Anna’s backpack and looked through 
it.  The rest of the members searched us and 
confiscated a few nefarious items, including my favorite 
pocketknife, a rare yellow version of a Swiss Army knife. 

“Marion is going to take good care of you for a 
couple of days, then we’ll meet again.”  He went over 

and whispered into Marion’s ear, kissed her on the 
cheek and left us with the Children. 

“This way,” she instructed, her arm outstretched 
to our right.  “We have accommodations down this 
corridor.” 

One of the members led the way and I followed, the 
rest of our group slowly walking behind me.  The other 
members brought up the rear, stretching from wall to 
wall to keep any of us from fleeing, I assumed.  The path 
became very dark and Marion grabbed a flashlight from 
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a wooden barrel as she passed, turning it on. 

In dim light, in about 200 feet, we arrived at a 
connecting corridor of rocky walls to the left with a 
large iron gate closing it off.  Beyond the gate I could 
see the rest of the room lined with iron bars, at least on 
one side.  The rear of the cage appeared to be more 
rock. Marion took her keys out of her pocket and placed 
one in the padlock securing the gate. 

I leaned forward to see if I could get close enough 
to grab her keys, but one of the larger female followers 
moved in front of me and pointed her gun at Lola.   

I raised my bound hands in compliance and stepped 

back.  “I’m okay,” I said.  “You don’t have to point 
that at her.” 

“Thanks, but I think I will …” 

“No need,” Marion interrupted.  “Here are your 
quarters.”   She slid to the side and pulled my sleeve to 
guide me in.  “Please, I think you’ll be comfortable.” 

I went ahead and entered the cage and the others 
followed me inside.  There were several sofas lining the 
barred and rock walls and a case of bottled water on 
one end. 

Anna spoke up. “What about the bindings?  
They’re starting to hurt.” 

Marion answered after setting the flashlight down 

and closing the barred gate behind her.  “Someone will 
be back later to help you out of those.”  She dropped 
the backpack on the dirt floor near the rocky cave wall.  
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She and the followers began leaving, but she stopped 

and called back, “Hope you enjoy your stay!”  She and 
a couple of other laughed and they were gone. 
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Chapter 12 

Without seeing outside, the only way we could tell 
if it was day or night was with the time on our cell 
phones.  I got to thinking about that. 

“I need everyone to turn off your phones.  We 
don’t know how long we’ll be here and we need to 
keep the charges as long as we can.” 

“Smart,” Fielding said.  “I didn’t think of that.  I 
wonder why they didn’t confiscate them.” 

“I guess because they don’t work in here,” I 
replied. 

Everyone turned them off, which was difficult with 
our hands bound behind us.  I counted five phones 
among us.  All the phones were put back in pockets, but 

I noticed mine showed “8:14 pm” before I got it turned 
off and put away.  We had been here a while. 

“What’s going to happen to us?”  Anna asked. 

“I’m not sure,” I answered.  “But I do know we’re 
getting out of here, one way or another.” 

“I hope it’s not ‘another,’” she quipped and we 
all laughed nervously. 

“No,” I replied.  “We’ll be okay.” 

We heard some footsteps from the mine entrance 
getting louder.  Soon five teen girls came to the bars 
and started setting some small packages inside the 
room.  One set the packages in while the other held an 
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LED lantern that seemed to be losing its charge.  It was 
difficult to tell much about them in the dim light. 

“What’s this?”  I was hoping for food. 

“Just some snacks to get you through the night,” 
one of them said.  “Nothing special.” 

I approached them and they stepped back.  “Please 
step back, mister,” the other said.  “We can’t do this 
with you that close.”  She seemed honestly upset. 

“Sorry.  I didn’t mean to startle you.”  I walked 
backwards about five feet and gave them some room.   

One of the girls went to the far bars of the cage and 
caught my eye.  She looked down a couple of times to 
show me that she had something in her hand.  When 
she saw I noticed, she gently tossed the item into the 
cell near a bench.  Then she looked up at me and 
winked. 

I tried to get someone’s attention before they left.  
It looked like they were being too careful.  “What are 
your names?” 

“We were told not to talk to you,” the one who 
dropped me the item said as she left the bars and 
walked towards the door.  She was the shortest of the 
bunch.  Several had short brown hair, dusty jeans and 
T-shirts, but this girl and another had dark blond hair 
cut short. 

“But you are talking to me.  What will it hurt?” 

They looked at each other and I thought one was 
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going to cry.  They quietly finished putting the bundles 
through the bars and scurried away without another 
word. 

“Friendly people, these kids,” Fielding said. 

I went to the item but couldn’t see it clearly in the 
dim light.  I turned around and felt for it with my bound 
hands, found it and picked it up.  It was my pocketknife. 

“The next time they come here, let’s give them 

something to be concerned about,” I told him.  “Turn 
around.” 

“What? Why?” 

“I should be able to cut you loose.” 

He turned around and I opened the knife.  I began 
cutting but the thickness of the tie meant that it was 
going to take a while.   

“This could backfire,” he said.  “They might bring 
someone in and shoot us.” 

“I’ll take that chance … Quiet!”  I heard the 
footsteps again and I stopped cutting.  I stood up and 
made sure the knife was out of view. 

Instead of coming to the barred wall, they opened 
the cage door and pushed in two people in the same tie 
wraps.  They left abruptly before I could ask questions. 

The two people they pushed through were far 
different from each other.  One was an old man, maybe 
75 years old, and looked like a hermit.  The other was a 
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girl, an older teenager.  As I got closer, I was astonished. 

“April!  April Goebel?” 

She didn’t say anything.  In fact, she seemed to be 
in a trance.  “You okay?” 

Still nothing. 

The old man interrupted, “She’ll talk after while.  I 
heard her before.  She talks fine.” 

“Who are you?” 

He cowered down a little and said with a gruff voice, 
“Sammy.  My name is Sammy.  Who are you?” 

“Pat Ruger.  Why’d they bring you here?” 

“Beats me.  I was just minding my own business, 
looking through trash cans …” 

“I guess they didn’t like that.”  Back to April, I said, 
“April?  Can you talk, April?” 

She didn’t answer, but she did look at me. 

“What did they do to you?  Are you okay?” 

Tears began streaming down her cheeks. 

“It’s okay,” I said gently.  “Everything is going to 
be okay.” 

I got back with Fielding and finished cutting through 
his cable tie.  He took the knife from me and was able 
to cut mine open with a bit more ease with his hands 
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unbound and in front of him.   

“Do the others,” I told him.  “Start with April.”   

He went to April and got her released, then Lola, 
then the others. 

After a few minutes, April seemed to collect herself 
and hugged me.  She was still shaking a bit when she 
stood back upright and Lola came over and put her arm 
around the girl. 

“Lola’s here, baby.  I’m not gonna let anything 
happen to you.” 

“Mom?” she mumbled weakly.  “Is my mom 
here?”  

“No, baby,” Lola replied.  “But we’re here.  We 
came to find you.” 

Lola seemed to have a connection, so I nodded to 
her to continue and stepped back.  Everyone else 
seemed to give them space as well. 

“How could they … ? Why … ?” She sounded very 
confused. 

“Did they hurt you?” Lola asked.  “What did they 
do?” 

“I was supposed to be with the prophet last night.  
But he told me I wasn’t worthy and they threw me in a 
dark room.  What did I do wrong?” 

“Probably nothing, honey.  They were just using 
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you.  Do you understand?  It wasn’t you; it was them.”  

She cried on Lola’s shoulder for a bit and finally sat 
down.   

I thought about the snacks and noticed no one had 
opened them yet, with Dan and April distracting 

everyone.  I said loudly, “No one eat those snacks.  They 
could be poisoned.” 

Fielding picked up a bag and looked at its label.  

“Looks okay to me.” 

“We don’t know what they are planning, but I do 
know about their methods.  Poison would be right up 
their alley.” 

“I killed a girl once, about her age.”  It was Sammy.  
“She was going to kill me.” 

It was out of the blue and everyone was stunned.  

Finally, I asked, “How was she going to kill you?” 

“Mind control … ” He pointed to his forehead.  “I 
heard her tell me with her mind she was going to kill me 
and cut me up.” 

“What happened?” 

“Man, dig this.  I pretended to be her friend and 

then choked her until she wasn’t sending me thoughts 
anymore.” 

“That’s terrible,” Lola said. 

“It was a long time ago, man.  I was on a lot of shit 
back then.  I hated to do it but I had to.” 
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“We’ll talk more about that later,” I said. 

“Where did you get a knife?” Anna asked. 

“One of the Children … one of the girls dropped it 
for me.  I’m not sure why.” 

“Is she undercover?” 

I thought about that.  It would make sense.  “I’ll 
bet that’s why no one at the FBI was assigned to the 

Children.  They had already infiltrated and didn’t want 
us to mess it up.” 

“Figures.” 

“Now, we have to get out of here.”  I looked at the 
girls.  “Anyone have a lock pick?” 

“No,” Anna replied.  “But I have a safety pin.” 

“And I have a bobby pin,” Lola added. 

“That’ll work …” I got the pins from them and went 
to the door.  It probably would have been easier if it was 
a jail cell lock, but it was a regular, though heavy duty, 
locking knob.  I unbent the bobby pin and placed both 
pins in the lock.  I was having trouble and tried about 
three times. 

Anna interrupted me.  “Here, I’ve been practicing 

…” I handed her the pins and on the first try, she had it 
open.  “There!” 

“I’m impressed.” 
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“Practice makes perfect.” 

“I guess it does.”   

I took Lola aside and handed her the other GPS ID.  

I whispered to her to place it in April’s clothing 
somewhere and she nodded. 

I went out the door and stopped everyone from 

following me.  “I’m going to scout the entrance.  
Maybe we can get through, maybe not.” 

“I’ll go with you,” Fielding said. 

“Okay, but we’ll have to be careful.  The last thing 
we want is to let them know we’re out.” 

“Agreed.” 

We stayed close to the rock walls of the mine’s 
long corridor and slowed down as we could hear people 
talking around the corner in the main entry.  One voice 
was Jacks. 

“Okay,” he was saying.  “Give them about an hour 

and then get me Ruger and one of his girlfriends … the 
blond, get me the blond.” 

“Yes, sir,” said a male voice, one of the few we had 
heard.  “Where do you want them?” 

“In the plumbing room, the one with the exam 

tables.  I’m going to have some fun getting some info 
from them.”  He stopped long enough to chuckle to 

himself.  “I need to make sure they haven’t found out 
about our plan before we finish them.  They could ruin 
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our big event again.” 

‘Plan?’ I thought to myself.  I wondered what plan 
he was talking about. 

“Yes, but at least Reverend Christian took the hit 
for you.” 

“That was his job and he did it well.  We lost a lot 
of Muslim backing when the bombing failed.”  Another 

pause.  “Take at least six members with you.  Keep your 
distance and shoot anyone who gives you trouble.  No 
problems, you understand?  If they fall on the ground 

with a heart problem, shoot ‘em.  If they go for a 
weapon, shoot ‘em.  If they try to talk you out of taking 
them, don’t respond.  Just get them to the room.  I’ll 
be waiting for you there.” 

“Yes, sir.  I’ll take care of it.”  I heard some 

equipment being handled.  “Here,” he said.  “Take 
these guns and wait for me.” 

Several voices replied at once, “Okay, John,” and 
“Yes, sir.” 

I motioned to Fielding to retreat back to the cage.  I 
followed him quietly and found the group outside the 
room. 

“What’s wrong?” Lola asked. 

“We need to go — but we can’t go that way.  There 

are too many Children there, including Jacks.  They’re 
armed.” 

“Can’t we rush them?” Anna asked.  “A surprise 
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attack …” 

“No, they’re preparing to kill us if they have to.  
It’s too risky.” 

“Where, then?” 

I pointed beyond the cell into the blackness.  

“That’s the only way we can go.  Someone grab the 
water and the snacks.  We may need them.”  I pointed 
to the backpack and Lola grabbed it, too. 

“Hopefully there’s a back way out,” Fielding 

offered.  “Most of these mines have multiple 
entrances.” 

Just then, April began shouting and running toward 

the mine entrance.  “They’re escaping!  Somebody!  
They’re escaping!” 

We didn’t wait for the response.  I ran into the 
darkness, grabbing my phone on the run and pointing it 
forward for some light.  The others followed. 
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Chapter 13 

“We just need to make peace with them,” the old 
hippie was mumbling.  “Make love, not war … Love is 
friendship set to music … Never let the man keep you 
down …” 

“What now?” Fielding asked. 

“I’m not sure …” 

Lola asked, “Patty, why don’t we go back and 
sneak out the front?”  

“They’re armed out front,” I replied.  “Jacks was 

there and he’s talking about torturing us, and … maybe 
recruiting Anna.” 

“No way,” Anna spit out.  “No way I’m going to be 
recruited.” 

“I didn’t say they were going to ask nicely.  My 
guess is that I would be tortured until they killed me, 

and you’d be subjected to the harshest brainwashing 
techniques.” 

“I can take it.” 

“I know, but let’s keep that from happening.” 

Tory knelt down and began gathering rocks. 

“Whatcha got there?” I asked him. 

“Something I learned in the Boy Scouts.  Stack three 
stones and set one next to them in the direction you’re 
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walking.” 

“That way,” Lola added, “you can tell if you’ve 
been going in circles.  Right?” 

“Right.  That’s a good guess!” 

“Wait … ” I started thinking about consequences.  
“What if we’re followed in here?  Won’t that tell 
them where we went?” 

“Yeah, I guess so.  Why don’t I put the pointing 
stone the wrong direction?  Only we will know which 
way it means.” 

“Good idea.  Do it.” 

Lola walked up to me and put her arms around my 

waist.  She leaned in close and whispered, “I’m scared.  
What are we going to do?” 

“Screw the establishment!”  Sammy piped up 
again.  “Give peace a chance.” 

I gently broke away from Lola and said, “Let’s go a 
bit farther before we discuss plans.  I don’t want them 
to find us until we’re ready for them.” 

I began walking and turned my ankle slightly on a 

larger rock.  “Watch where you walk,” I said, too late 
for myself.  The others followed. 

We passed two side corridors as we made our way 
on the main passage.  When we made it about a half 

mile farther, I stopped and only counted five of us — me, 
Fielding, Tory and the two girls.  “Where’s Sammy?” 
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“He was right behind us,” Anna answered.  “I 
don’t know what happened to him.” 

“Damn.  Wait here for a minute.”  I walked past the 
girls and back to the last side tunnel.  I yelled for him 

and waited for an answer, which didn’t come.  I tried 
again with the same result.  I decided to continue back 

to the first turnoff and called out for him there.  “This 
time there was an answer, though faint.  I called back 

to the group, “John!  Come help me here!” 

Fielding arrived on a run and pulled up short, taking 

care in the darkness.  “What’s going on?  You find 
him?” 

“He’s around the corner, there, I think,” I said, 
pointing into the tunnel.  “He sounds weak.” 

“Let’s go get him.” 

Fielding followed me and in a few dozen yards, 
around a bend, we saw Sammy lying on the ground.  
John went around him and helped me pick him up.  

“You all right?” 

“Yeah, my ankle … It hurts.” 

“You probably turned it on a rock,” I said.  “Let’s 
get you back to the others.” 

“There is no pain so great as the memory of joy in 
present grief.” 

“What does that mean?” Fielding asked as we 

helped Sammy walk back toward the main corridor.  “Is 
that from Jonathon Livingston Seagull or something?” 
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“Beats me,” I replied.  “He’s a strange one …” 

We reached the main passage and turned left.  Soon 

we saw the dim light from one of the girls’ cell phone 
flashlight. 

“What happened?” Lola asked as she turned off 
her phone and put it away. 

“He sprained an ankle, I think.  Let’s set him … ” 

BOOM!  The deafening sound of an explosion came 
from the entrance and in a few seconds a thick cloud of 

dirt and dust arrived thick enough to black out my cell’s 
light.  We all began coughing and it took several 
minutes for the dust to settle.  Our gagging and 
coughing continued for several more minutes. 

“Drink some water, everyone,” I directed and Anna 
handed out bottles.  “Don’t take much, we might need 
it later.” 

“What happened?” Lola asked.  “Did we do 
something?” 

“I think Jacks just sealed us in,” Fielding replied.  
“I’m guessing that he didn’t want to take any chances 
with us.” 

“Do you know these mines?” I asked.  “Are there 
other ways out?” 

“That depends.  There are literally hundreds, or 
maybe thousands of abandoned mines in these 

mountains.  I heard that in the ‘70’s and ‘80’s most 
of them were sealed off, especially the ones with 
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multiple entrances.  My guess is, we’re trapped.” 

That made the girls start whimpering, even Anna. 

“What are we going to do?” Lola asked with a 
choked-up voice.  “Are we going to die in here?” 

Anna steadied herself and replied, “No, baby, not 

when we have Patty here with us.  He’ll know what to 
do.”  She turned to me and added, “Right, Patty?” 

“Right,” I said, not knowing what else to say.  
“Let’s go find another entrance.” 

“Just one thing, Ruger.”  Fielding stood in front of 
me, blocking me from moving.  “These mines can be 
tricky.  Choose the wrong arm and you could hike for 

miles and hit a dead end.” 

“Understood.  Let’s not do that.”  I pushed past 

him and told Tory, “At every intersection, make that 
rock pointer, but make it point in the right direction.  I 

don’t want to see it in an exhausted condition and 
forget what we did.” 

“Gotcha.” 

I decided to save my phone’s battery and asked 
Anna to turn her cell on for light.  I turned mine off and 

stowed it away in my back pocket.  “Lead the way, 
Anna.” 

Fielding and I each grabbed under one of Sammy’s 
arms and we followed.  Sammy was still mumbling 

nonsense.  “The Commies have the right idea ...  Power 
to the people …” 
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When we reached the first fork, she stopped.  “I 

have an idea.” She took off her backpack and rifled 
through it.  She pulled out the cigarette lighter and held 

it up with a smile.  “I saw this on Indiana Jones.  Do we 
have any paper to burn?” 

Tory answered, “Some of the snacks are in paper 
bags.”  He reached in the plastic bag and found some 
potato chips in paper.  He opened it, poured the chips 
out into the plastic bag and handed the paper to Anna.  

“Whatcha gonna do?” 

“She’s going to see where the smoke goes,” I 
answered, very pleased with the tactic.  “That’s the 
way we’ll go.” 

She lit the paper and the smoke went straight up.  
She frowned when she realized that it didn’t work.   

“Wait for it,” I said, still helping hold the old hippie 
upright. 

It was difficult to see the smoke in the dim light, but 
when it reached the ceiling most of it went to the left.  
I went over and kissed Anna on the cheek.  She hugged 
me with a smile. 

“See?” she said.  “We’re going to make it.” 

“Awesome idea,” I told her as we stepped back 
from each other.  “After you.” 

We must have walked a couple of miles in this 
passage when Lola asked us to stop. 

“We need a break,” she stated firmly.  “What time 
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is it?” 

Fielding dropped his side of Sammy and turned on 

his phone.  “My cell says 8 o’clock,” he answered.  
“We better stop for a while.  I’ll take those chips …” 

“Don’t eat the chips just yet,” I instructed.  “I still 
think they might be spiked.  Let’s save them for when 
we absolutely need to eat something.” 

He frowned but complied, leaving the chips loose in 

the bag.  “I hope we find our way out pretty soon.  I’m 
going to get a headache if I don’t eat something.”  He 
put his cell phone back in his pocket. 

“If it gets too bad, go ahead.  I’d just rather be 
cautious at this point.” 

“Yeah, I get it.” 

I helped Sammy sit against the rock wall and moved 
over next to Lola.  We all sat down on the semi-sandy 
dirt floor of the corridor.  I decided to start some small 

talk to take people’s minds off of our situation.  
“How’d you get into law enforcement, John?” 

“I’m not too sure, really.” 

“What do you mean?” Tory asked. 

“Well, I wasn’t ever planning to be a cop.  I went 
to college on a football scholarship but wasn’t good 
enough to be drafted.  I needed another couple of 
credits to graduate and one of my best friends talked 
me into doing criminal justice with him.  I kinda took to 

it.  Funny thing, he didn’t finish and I was top of the 
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class.” 

“Impressive,” I said. 

“I was recruited by the CBI,” he continued, “and 
attended their training in the Springs, but when I got 
married, my wife wanted to live in the mountains.  I 
applied in about six different counties and Gilpin 
wanted me, so we moved here.  That was seven years 

ago.” 

“Seven years?” Anna exclaimed.  “Why ain’t you 
sheriff?” 

“Yeah,” I added.  “You’ve been working under 
that guy all this time?” 

“No, but for a while now.  I was offered Sheriff, but 
turned it down.  I … Let’s just say I don’t like politics.” 

“I don’t blame you there.”  I reached toward Lola 
and she handed me a water bottle.  “I would hate 
that.” 

There was silence for a while.  Even Sammy had 
gone quiet.  “He okay?” I asked Tory. 

He checked and replied, “Sleeping.” 

“Good,” Fielding said.  “I’m getting tired of his 
constant babbling. 

“Me, too,” Anna said.  “He’s gross.” 

“Sweet-talker … ” I kidded, trying to lighten the 
mood, as if that were possible.  To Fielding, I asked, 
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“What does your wife do?” 

“We have a small business she runs.  She does 
financial planning.”  He paused and admitted, “I don’t 
get to see her much.” 

“Police work?” 

“That and her … friends, I guess.  She spends a lot 
of time with her friends.  It’s frustrating, but 

sometimes I think she’d rather spend time with them 
than me.” 

“Have you met them?  Are they farmer’s wives?” 

“No … funny, now that you ask.  I don’t think I’ve 
ever met them.” 

“That’s not good.  My experience is that if a spouse 
spends a lot of time with people the other spouse 

doesn’t know about or hasn’t met, hanky-panky is 
going on.” 

Fielding was quiet for a moment, then replied, “I 
sure hope not.  I haven’t seen any other signs of it.”  
He paused, then asked, “Is all the hype about you 
true?” 

“What hype?” 

“That you headed an FBI investigation and found a 

bomb under Coors Field … You almost got killed when it 
went off, and then you saved a whole cruise ship from 
pirates.” 

“Some of that is true, but I never headed up an 
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investigation.  That was …” I choked up, which surprised 
me. 

After a moment, Lola finished for me.  “That was 
Amanda, a special agent who became Pat’s fiancé.  She 
was killed not too long ago.” 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know.” 

I tried to speak but couldn’t.  I nodded.  Eventually, 
I was able to say, “No worries.  I’m getting past it.” 

Lola came over and hugged me, then put her head 

on my shoulder.  “I’m sleepy.  Do ya think we can sleep 
here?” 

“I can,” Tory answered.  “The ground is pretty 
soft.” 

“Go ahead and try.”  I looked around and saw that 

there were three cell phone lights on.  “Let’s only use 
one cell phone at a time, unless you have to go to the 

bathroom, which by the way, is right over there …” I 

pointed into the darkness.  “Just walk a ways and make 
do.” 

There were sour looks from Tory and the girls.  
“I’m not looking forward to that,” Anna said. 

“Well, we don’t have a choice.  You guys get some 
sleep and I’ll stay awake for a while.” 

“I wonder what Jacob and Jimmy are doing?”  Anna 
said in a matter-of-fact tone.  “I wonder if they’re 
looking for us yet.” 
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“Probably,” I replied.  “Hopefully.” 

One by one the cell phones went off.  The darkness 
was complete.  Intellectually I knew it would be, but the 
reality of it really struck me.  I did the typical thing, 
holding my hand up in front of my face, bringing it 

closer and closer until I touched my nose.  Still couldn’t 
see anything.  There was a tiny dot of light … or was 
there?  I turned my head and my eyes tracked it again.   

“Do any of you have a cell phone on?” 

I heard them fumble for their phones and then the 
tiny light moved and got brighter,   

“It’s mine,” Lola said.  “It was in my pocket …” She 
turned it off and the light was gone. 

I thought about how amazing it was that I could see 
a minute bit of light coming from an LED from inside her 
pocket.  When eyes adjusted, they could see very dim 
light. 

“Tell us a story.”  It was Anna.  “Lola is always 
telling me stuff you told her about you and Jimmy when 
you guys were cops.” 

“I don’t know what story to tell.” 

“Ah, c’mon, Boss.  You can think of one.” 

“It’s either that,” Lola said, “or we can find other 
ways to amuse ourselves,” 

I felt a light touch on my crotch, which I pushed 

away.  “Okay, okay, I thought of something.”  I went 
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over mentally a list of stories I used to share, and chose 

one quickly.  “Did I tell you about the first time I ever 
saw Jimmy fight?” 

She answered, “You said it was the street near 
Commerce City.” 

“Correct, but… well, let me tell you what happened.  
Jimmy and I were headed back to the office from an 
interview.  He always drove in the early days.  We heard 
a dispatch about a code 10-10 happening about two 
blocks from us so we responded and headed over 
there.” 

“‘Code 10-10?” Tory asked. 

“That’s a fight in progress. We pull up and see a 
group of Latinos in the middle of the road, both males 
and females, surrounding a white woman, maybe 25 

years old.  She was cute, too — thin, about five foot four, 
nice figure, as far as I could tell.  She was dressed like 
she came from an office.  They were yelling at her and 
one big dude grabs her.  Jimmy jumps from the car 

almost before he could put it in ‘park’ and flings 
himself at the crowd.  I grab my weapon and try to catch 
up, but Jimmy was already in the middle of it.” 

“What did you do?”  Tory seemed spellbound. 

“There was Jimmy, facing the brute holding the girl, 
pushing away the other Latinos crowding into him. 

‘C’mon, let the girl go,’ he tells ‘im. The guy had his 
arm around her neck in a choke hold.  I fire my gun in 
the air, which I rarely do, but it looked like this crowd 
was getting ugly.  
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“Let her go,” I yell and I point the barrel right at the 
guy.  Instead of complying, the dude holds her closer, 
even hiding behind her a bit. 

“Jimmy puts up his hand for me not to shoot.  Back 
at the guy, he says, ‘How about I fight three of you at 

one time.’ He raises his hands in the air, then with one 
hand he pulls up his shirt to show he was unarmed. 

‘Any three of you,’ he says with that Irish brogue of 
his, which happens whenever he’s about to have some 
fun.  ‘I beat your guys, you let her go.’ 

“’What if we win?’ the dude says.  ‘Whatta we 
get?’ 

“Jimmy smiles and pulls out his wallet, then pulls 
out $200 in 20’s.  ‘All the money I got,’ he says as he 
drops it on the street in front of him. 

“The guy laughs and says it’s a deal, but it’s gotta 
be five guys.  Jimmy argues but eventually five big 
Hispanics surround him. He looks over at me with a grin 

and says, ‘If a sixth hombre joins the fight, shoot him.’ 

“’Sure thing,’ I yell back and I point the gun at the 
dude with the girl.  I swear on my mother’s grave, 
Jimmy hauls off and hits two of them with one punch 
and they both go down.  One guy tries to pull his arms 
back from behind but Jimmy flips him over his shoulder 
into another guy in front of him.  He pounces on each 
one, hitting them in the face rapid-fire before they 
knew what happened.   

“Then the fifth guy, the largest of the bunch, smiles 
and makes a big fist, holding it out in front of him.  
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‘Ese,’ the guy says. ‘What you gonna do with me?’   

“Jimmy laughs and says, ‘Depends,’ still sounding 
Irish.  ‘You gonna walk away or you gonna crawl 
away?’  That makes the dude rush him and Jimmy 
steps aside and wallops him on the way by.  Once he 
was down, Jimmy straddles him and gives him about 
half a dozen kidney shots.   

“Jimmy stands up and faces the Chicano with the 

girl.  He doesn’t seem to be ready to let her go, but she 
stomps his foot with her heel and gets free, running 

right into Jimmy’s arms.  The guy gets out a handgun 

and I yell, ‘I don’t think so!’ while pointing my gun 
right at his head.  He backs down and while I still have 
the gun pointed, Jimmy and the girl back out of the 
crowd, scooping up his money from the ground.” 

“Wow!” Lola said.  “He never told us that story … 
What happened to the girl?” 

“Well, she kept coming around the station for a few 
weeks after that, just to say hi and ask Jimmy out.  
Eventually he did go out with her.  That was Erin.” 

“That’s how he met Erin?” Anna asked from the 
darkness. 

“Yup.  I don’t think they dated more than six 
months before they eloped to Vegas.” 

“Wow,” Lola said again.   

I didn’t continue with any other stories and soon 
there was snoring coming from my shoulder and I tried 
to keep Lola comfortable.  She snuggled close but 
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stayed asleep. 

 A bathroom call hit me and I fumbled for my phone 
with my arm having fallen asleep.  I turned it on and 
took a couple of minutes for my eyes to get used to the 
blinding light.  Eventually I was able to make out the 
time.  It said “10:00 am.”  We had slept for 12 hours. 
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Chapter 14 

After we took turns in the darkness to piss, we 
gathered everything up and got ready to move on.   

“I don’t know,” Sammy said, out of the blue.  “He 
ain’t gonna kill me, I’m telling you. No, he’ ain’t.” 

I stood in front of him and held up my phone’s light 
to see his face.  “You okay, big guy?” 

“Don’t talk to me that way.”  He swiped at my arm 
and my phone hit the dirt.  “This is our last chance, we 
need to take ‘em out.” 

“What’s he talking about?” Tory asked.  “Is he 
high or something?” 

“Not high, I don’t think,” I replied as I picked up 
my phone.  “There’s definitely something wrong. 

“Yeah, there’s something wrong,” Sammy said.  

“We need to move out!”  He rushed past me but fell 
when his hurt ankle gave way.  “Man, that hurts!”  He 
sat up and leaned against the wall.  “Where are we?”   
He finally sounded somewhat coherent. 

“In a mine,” Tory replied, bringing over a bottle of 
water.  “Here you go.” 

“Thanks,” he said as he grabbed the water and 
took a long drink.  “Why are we in a mine?” 

“You don’t remember?” I asked.  “You were 
herded in with us when the cult members found you 
outside their compound.” 
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“I remember some of that, I think.  Was there a 
girl?” 

“A lot of girls,” Tory answered. 

“Sit here a bit and rest up.”  I turned to the others 
and added, “We’ll move on in a few minutes.” 

They began to gather the water, snacks and 
backpack. 

“Boss, are we going to get found?” It was Lola from 
the shadows.  “It doesn’t look so good, does it?” 

“Sure, we will.  I promise …” 

“Man the point!”  Sammy yelled and tried to stand.  
“We ain’t gonna take that!  Look alive!” 

Crazy Sammy was back.  He threw down the empty 

bottle and grabbed Anna by the throat.  “I told you not 
to come back here …” 

“Boss …” she managed to gurgle with Sammy 
choking her. 

Before I could do anything, Fielding jumped past me 
and kicked the delirious old man in his hurt ankle.  He 
immediately let go and dropped.  He grabbed his leg 
and moaned, rolling from side to side. 

“We can’t take him with us,” Lola said.  “He’s 
crazy.” 

“You’re right.” I thought about our options. 
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Fielding offered, “I’ll stay here with him while you 
guys move on ahead.”   

“That might be the best plan,” I replied.  “You can 
catch up later.  Watch the rocks …” 

“… To see which way, I know.” 

“C’mon, while Sammy’s down,” I told Tory and 
the girls.  “Give John a couple of bottles.”  To Fielding I 
asked, “You have a light?” 

He pulled out his cell and turned it on.  “Yup, 75% 
charged.” 

“See you soon,” and I turned up the corridor.  After 
tossing John a couple of water bottles, the kids 
followed, each carrying a bag, leaving Fielding and 
Sammy in the dark. 

In about an hour, we came to a fork.  One path was 
a steep incline and the other went slightly downhill.  
Anna repeated the burning paper task and, as expected, 
the smoke followed the ceiling upwards, into the rising 
corridor. 

“What do you think, Boss?”  Anna asked.  “We 
going up?” 

Set the stones, kid,” I instructed and Tory swiftly 
did so.  “Yeah, we’re going up.” 

“First floor,” Anna kidded.  “Lingerie, bottled 
water and camping gear.” 

“Funny,” I said flatly, but I’m sure I was smiling. 
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We headed into the steep passage and soon were 
struggling.  I guessed it was about a 7 or 8 percent 
incline. 

“Wait up,” Lola called out when Tory and I got a 
few yards ahead.  “Let us catch up.” 

“Yeah, boys,” Anna added.  “We need a quick 
rest.” 

“Already?” Tory snickered. 

We stopped and waited until the girls were ready, 
and started up again.  It was an arduous climb and I saw 

a dim light far off in the distance.  “There we go,” I said 
and the adrenalin kicked in.   

With an improved pace we were near the light in 
about 15 minutes.  It was definitely sunshine trickling 
in, about 8 to 10 feet above us. 

“Is that outside?” Anna asked excitedly. 

“How we gonna get up there?” Lola added. 

“Yeah, that’s the outside world, all right.”  I lifted 
my cell phone up toward the opening and tried dialing 
Jimmy.  I got a sour tone and an error message showing 

I had no bars.  “I need to try this outside that opening 
…”   

“Lift me up,” Tory suggested.  “I’ll see if I can get 
a signal up there.” 

“Good idea,” I replied and handed him the phone.   
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I braced myself and put my hands together as a 
step.  The kid tried to support himself on the rock wall 
while stepping upward, but it took three tries before he 
was standing close to the hole. 

“Just hit ‘dial’ …” 

He did and got the same result.  “Hold on …” he 
said as he tried to lift himself with his fingertips and 
tippy-toes like a rock climber.  With the thumb on his 
hand that was still holding the phone, he managed to 

hit the dial button.  This time it didn’t error out, but it 
didn’t dial either.  “Damn.” 

“Tory, can you reach the phone outside the 
opening for a better signal?”  Anna asked.  “I’ll bet you 
can.” 

“I’m … trying …” he replied as he struggled with his 
hold on the wall.  Just before he reached the hole, he 
tumbled down and landed on me, then hit on the 
ground on his back. 

“Almost had it,” he said.  “I’m going to do this.” 

I got up and brushed myself off.  “Okay, then, give 
it another try.” 

We repeated the exercise a few more times nearly 
the same result.  Once I had him actually stand on my 

shoulders, but he just couldn’t get close enough. 

“This may be our only hope,” I admitted.  “We 
have to keep trying.” 

“John is taller than us,” Tory said.  “Let’s go get 
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him and have him try.” 

“Okay,” I answered.  “You up to going back for 
him?” 

“Yeah, I can find him.  Shouldn’t take too long.” 

“Take out your phone and hurry back,” Anna told 
him.  “We’ll be right here.” 

“Where else would you be?” he said, laughing.  
“Be back soon.”  He left in a jog. 

I turned off my phone to save the charge.  The light 
pouring in was sufficient.  We sat below the opening 
and rested. 

After a couple of minutes, Lola lamented, “Do you 
really think we’ll get out of this God-forsaken place?” 

“I sure hope so,” Anna replied.  “Boss, you 
remember when we first met?  Seems like a decade 
ago.” 

“Yeah, I remember.  You girls really turned my life 
upside-down, didn’t you.”  I chuckled just thinking 
about it.   

“You probably saved our lives, you know,” Lola said 
as she put her head on my shoulder.   

Anna leaned in and I raised my arms to wrap them 
around both their shoulders while their heads rested on 
my chest. 

“I know I would have been a crack whore by now,” 
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Anna said pensively.  “Maybe I’d have overdosed and 
died.” 

“I know I would have,” Lola said.  “Patty did save 
our lives.” 

Her hand started going for my crotch and I pulled 
my hand around and stopped her.  To her hurt look I 
answered, “I can’t right now.  You know why.” 

“Boss, it’s been a while now.  You know we can 
help.” 

“Yeah, Boss,” Anna agreed.  “Why not let us help 
you feel better?” 

I pulled my other arm from around Anna and they 

both sat up.  “Look, I don’t expect you to understand, 

but every time I feel a woman’s skin, even a kiss on my 
cheek, Amanda keeps pouring back.  It was two years 

after Ellie died before I could let you ‘help’ me.  Really, 
I’m just not ready.” 

“I’m still going to pout,” Lola said. 

“Me, too,” Anna added. 

“You know, you guys both deserve better than me.  

I’ve told you before, you should be in your own 
relationships, having families …” 

“I think I’m in a relationship,” Lola offered.  “He’s 
a couple of years older than me, and is building a tech 

business.  He reminds me a lot of you, Boss.  He’s kind, 
good looking, sort of a man’s man.” 
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“I hope it works out.”  I thought for a moment.  
“Wait … You don’t know if you’re in a relationship?” 

“We’ll, it’s not like he asked me to go steady or 
anything.  We have been spending more time together, 
and now I think we’re both exclusive.” 

“That sounds great.  Does he want kids?” 

“We haven’t talked about that.” 

“You need to, believe me.  I’ve seen more 
marriages fail because of that- whether they wanted 
children.  I was lucky.  My priority was Ellie, not kids, 
and she felt the same way.” 

“I’m not in a relationship,” Anna said with an evil 
smile.  “You wanna be in one with me?” 

“Very funny.”  We all laughed, not sure why. 

“I’m hungry,” Lola said.  “You really think that 
food is poisoned?” 

“I’m not sure … probably not, but I’d rather wait 
until we really need to eat it.” 

“Yeah, better safe than sorry, I get it.  But it’s been 
quite a while since we’ve had anything.” 

“I know.  If we don’t get a hold of anyone here, you 
can eat.  I’m going to hold off until tomorrow.” 

After a bit, we heard footsteps coming and stood 
up.  Soon, Tory and Fielding reached us. 
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“I hear you need a little height.”  John laughed 
hard. 

“That’s exactly what we need,” I replied.  I turned 
my phone back on and held it out.  “Do you think you 
can stick this through that opening and dial?  I’ve got 
my other partner on speed dial, you’d just have to hit 
‘dial.’” 

“I can give it a try.”  He took the phone and studied 
it for a minute.  “Press here?” 

“Yup.  It’s already set for speaker phone, so you 
should hear it ring and be answered.” 

“Okay, then.  Help me up.” 

I set back up to be a prop.  Fielding placed his foot 
on my hands and stepped up.  He was much closer to 
the hole. 

“I can’t quite reach it, hold on …” 

After a couple of attempts, he said “Dammit.” 

“What happened?” 

Tory answered, “It looks like he dropped the phone 
over the edge.” 

Fielding dropped back to the ground.  “Yeah, that’s 
what happened.  I’m sorry.” 

I didn’t comment right away.  Should we keep 

trying? I asked myself.  “I wonder if it’s a fool’s 
errand.” 
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“What does that mean,” Lola asked. 

“It means you’re doing something that can’t 
work,” Tory answered.  “That’s pretty common in 
video games,” he explained. 

“So what do we do?” Anna asked. 

Again, I thought about my answer.  “Lola, your 
phone has a wrist strap doesn’t it?” 

“Yeah, see?”  She held it up. 

“Let’s try one more time with Lola’s phone.  If we 
can’t get it to work we’ll regroup.” 

“Here’s Jimmy’s number,” she said as she dialed 
it up.  “Just hit ‘send’…” 

“Got it,” Fielding said as he took the phone from 
her.   

I again helped him up the wall.  He never lost the 
phone but several attempts to dial were unsuccessful. 

“I can’t hold you up any more.  Let’s stop.” 

“Okay, then.  I guess we go back the other way?” 

“How’s the old guy?” I asked. 

“He’s sleeping it off, whatever his problem.  I think 
we can retrieve him if we need to.” 

“Good.”  I thought about our options.  “Why don’t 
you guys eat some snacks while we’ve got some 

sunlight and we’ll head back to the other passage in a 
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bit?” 

“Works for me,” Tory replied and he sat down with 
the snack bag. 

“I think we should stay here for a while,” Anna 

stated firmly.  “It’s the only place we get sunlight … and 
we can save our cell phone batteries.” 

“Good point,” I replied.  “What do you guys 
think?” 

“Works for me,” Tory repeated.  He seemed 
resigned to our predicament. 

“Yeah, I do like having a little light,” Lola said.  “It 
creeps me out when we are in pitch black.” 

“Doesn’t matter to me,” Fielding said.  “Stay or 
go, whatever you guys want to do.” 

“I think we’ll stay, at least until dark.  We’re all 
tired and hungry.  Let’s sit a while.” 

“Who made you boss?” Tory asked, smiling.  “Oh, 
wait, you are the boss.”  The girls laughed. 

In a few hours the sunlight began waning.  I had 
been trying on and off to get a phone signal on the off 
chance that atmospheric conditions improved.  No such 
luck.  Everyone seemed comfortable and relaxed, 
having eaten some snacks and sipped on water through 
the afternoon.  I was starting to get real hungry and I 
knew at some point I would have to eat.  The good news 
was that no one seemed to have any side effects from 
the chips and other snacks. 
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At the peak of dusk a sound began from down the 
passage and was growing closer.  It was a giant shuffling 
noise, like thousands of birds flapping their wings.  
Wings, I thought.  Shoot. 

“Everybody get down and cover your heads!” 

“Why?” Lola asked.  “What is …” 

The bats hit just then.  The opening wasn’t wide 
enough for more than a couple of them to get through 
at a time, so like a clogged drain, they backed up into 
our space, flapping and squeaking in a state of royal 
confusion.  The noise was deafening. 

“Everyone crawl out that way!” I yelled, hoping to 
be heard.   

I grabbed the backpack and crawled past the girls, 
pulling on their sleeves to follow.  They were in tears 
but managed to stay behind me.  Tory and Fielding were 
ahead of us and making good time.  Lola screamed and 
I stopped to see what happened.  She had three bats 
crawling on her hair and flapping their wings.  I crawled 
to her and threw each one off.    Anna was waving her 
arms and that seemed to keep any from landing on her. 

 Lola began crawling at a much greater speed, 
leaving me behind, sobbing all the way.  A couple of 
hundred feet down the pathway, the bats thinned out 
and the activity was much less. 

“I’m going to have nightmares every night,” Lola 
whimpered and she and Anna embraced while still on 
their knees. 
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“Sorry, I should have thought about that,” I 

confessed.  “I didn’t see any signs of bats, no rat 
bones, no guano …” 

“It’s not your fault,” Fielding said.  “Hell, I live 
here and I didn’t think of it.  Here we are in a cave with 
an opening into the night sky.  I used to watch the bats 
at dusk.  It’s an amazing sight.” 

“Not so amazing,” Anna said.  “No more, please.”  
She had stopped crying but was still upset. 

“Let’s go down a little farther and call it a night.”  
I stood up with the backpack and helped Lola and Anne 
to their feet.  “We’ll need our strength.” 
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Chapter 15 

“Patty, you know better than to give up.”  It was 
Ellie, dressed up like we were going out on the town.  
She had on a killer black dress with large white pearls 
hanging on a long necklace and she wore her favorite 
red high heels. 

“I’m dreaming,” I reminded myself. 

“Of course, dear.  Where are you taking me for 
dinner tonight?  Harold’s?” 

Harold’s was a date night spot in the Springs.  It 
was a dive but had sentimental value as one of the first 
places I took her to for a one-on-one date. 

“Sounds good to me.” 

“You never give up, babe.  Why now?” 

I thought about that question.  Was I telling myself 
that I was giving up?  “I’m not.” 

“But here you are, hunkering down like it’s all 
over.  People will be looking for you, won’t they?” 

She had a point.  “I don’t know if anyone knows 
we’re missing.” 

“Just think about it.  Your phones are all out of 
service to the outside world.  How many times will 
Jimmy call you and Lola and Anna …” 

“I get it.  It’ll go straight to voice mail.  Jimmy will 
start at the last place the towers pinged, which will be 
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the entrance to the mine.  But that’s been blasted 
shut.” 

“What would you do next?” 

I thought for a minute.  In my dreams, Ellie never 
steered me wrong, or I never did, whatever this meant.  

“I would assume that they were in the mine and go to 
the government office for a map of the local mines.  I 
wonder if that would be in the county records 

building.” 

“Bingo.  See?  Help is coming.” 

“But there aren’t any other entrances.  At least we 
haven’t found them yet.” 

“One more thing, Patty.  You have to let someone 
in.  Someone who will love you, someone who will help 
you move on, like Lola and Anna did, like Amanda did 
for you. 

“I’m just not ready.  I keep seeing her whenever I 
let myself feel a woman … ” 

“Bullshit!”  Her profanity was unusual and shocked 
me.  “That’s just not true,” she continued, “and you 
know it.  You’re afraid of losing someone else.” 

“Well …” 

“Well, nothing.  Next time you have that feeling, 
power through it.  Get on the other side of it.  How sad 

if you did die in this old mine … never finding love 
again.” 
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“Boss?  You okay?” 

I was gently shaken awake.  My eyes slowly 

regained focus and I was looking into Anna’s eyes 
surrounded by her blond hair, which was a bit matted 
and falling into her face.  She was holding her cell phone 
for light.   

“Yeah … What time is it?” 

“Morning now.  The bats have all come back, a few 
at a time.  They all went that way.”  She pointed down 
the corridor.  “What should we do?” 

We should explore the other tunnel and make sure 

there isn’t another entrance down there, then circle 
back here and wait for help. 

We heard a shuffling sound from the darkness.  It 
was coming from the main mine corridor. 

“Anyone here?”  It was Sammy. 

“Hold it right there!” I yelled and everyone woke 
up and sprung to their feet. 

“I’m better now.  I’m sorry if I hurt anyone.” 

“Come closer,” I commanded.  “Let us see you.” 

Anna took out the flashlight and directed it down 
the path.  Sure enough, the old hippie was up against 
the wall, struggling to walk.  He got to us in a few 
minutes. 

“I feel better now.  Can I stay here with you guys?” 
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“You choked me,” Anna said.  “You might do it 
again.” 

“I’m really sorry.  I was going in and out … I have 
this problem … ” 

“You definitely have a problem,” she interrupted.  
“I’ll kick your ass if you do something like that again.” 

“Believe me,” I added.  “She can do it, too.” 

“It won’t happen again.  If I start blubbering 
gibberish, it’s a sign something’s going sideways.  I 
really hate that feeling.” 

“You said you killed a girl,” Fielding said.  “When 
was that?” 

Sammy struggled visibly to remember.  “You know, 
I’m just not clear on time.  Too many drugs, too many 
head injuries … Seems like it was years ago.” 

I asked, “What do you remember about it?” 

“I think … a voice in my head … said that she was 
trying to control my mind.  I know how silly that sounds 
now, but I really believed it.  Anyway, I was compelled 

to stop her, and I did.” 

He actually sounded intelligent, at least for now.  

“Let us know if things do start going ‘sideways,’ will 
you?” 

“I will.” 

We all headed down the passage and we reached 
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the fork with the tunnel sloping down.  Tory shined the 

flashlight down the way and we couldn’t see the end 
of it.  We headed that direction. 

After several hours in the corridor, we began to 
circle back.  It was a grueling hike and the girls in 
particular were getting worn out. 

Before we got very far, several explosions were 
heard in the distance.  They seem to come from the 
darkness in the lower tunnel. 

“Are they still trying to kill us?”  Lola grabbed me 
in fear.  “Why won’t they leave us alone?” 

Before I could calm her, a voice was heard, 
sounding like a megaphone.  It was very muffled and 
the echoes were terrible. 

I held up my hands to my mouth to yell.  “We’re in 
here!  We’re here!” 

After a minute of silence, we heard the voice again, 
this time a little closer and less muffled.  It sounded like 
it was calling our names.  I yelled back again, but this 
time I was joined by all the others. 

“Pat!  Lola!  It’s Jimmy!  Pat!”  The voice was much 
closer. 

“Jimmy!  We’re right here!” 

Soon we could see three or four flashlights and we 
rushed to meet them, leaving Sammy behind. 

When we reached them, I grabbed Jimmy’s arm 
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and said, “You’re a sight for sore eyes!  What took you 
so long?” 

Jimmy was grinning.  “We tracked your wallet to 
the mine.  It was in a bag in a trash can outside the 
entrance and the GPS was still working.  We went to the 
mining office for the county and they had old maps of 
the mines in the area.  This one was a big one.  We 
tracked you to the mine but the entrance was caved in.  
We looked and looked for the rear entrance, and the 

maps we picked up weren’t very clear.  We were ready 
to pull back and regroup when we saw your cell phone 
ping the towers.  Throwing that phone into the open 
was pure genius.” 

“Yeah, genius,” I repeated with a smile. 

“Knowing you were still here, we kept looking for 
the mine’s back door, and when we found it, it was 
sealed off with a few yards of rock.  It took a little time 
to get some TNT.  I’m glad you guys are all okay.” 

“Well, I’m starving,” I said.  “Can we go get some 
food?” 

“I’ve got half a candy bar in the glove 
compartment … well, it’s been there a while …” He 
laughed loudly.  When he calmed back down, he said, 
“Sure, let’s go eat.  Who’s this?” 

“Jimmy, Deputy John Fielding.  He was caught with 
us and is familiar with the Children.”  Fielding came 
forward.  “John, one of my partners, Jimmy Stewart.”  
I waited for a question about the actor, but it didn’t 

come.  “He and I were partners for years as 
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detectives,” I added as they shook hands.   

Jimmy was still laughing.  He flipped his thumb 

toward me and said to Fielding, “He didn’t cause you 
any trouble did he?”   

“Nothing I couldn’t handle.  But, he did pretty well 
in there for an old guy.” 

“I had to for the kids,” I replied.  “I couldn’t let my 
reputation suffer.” 

“As if it could,” Jimmy popped back.   

“There’s another guy back in the mine 
somewhere.  He’s older and he’s … well, he’s had a 
hard time.  A few too many drugs in the past.” 

“When the cavalry gets here, we’ll let ‘em know 
to look for him.” 

Jimmy and I helped the girls and Tory down the 
mountain trail away from the mine.  In the distance you 

could see a public parking area and Jimmy’s old white 
pickup truck. 

“You call your wife?” I asked Fielding. 

“I tried, but no answer.  I don’t have many bars, 
but … hopefully she’ll call back.” 

About six vehicles, both squad cars and police 

SUV’s, pulled up in a hurry and kicked up quite a dust 
cloud when they all skidded to a stop.  The sheriff got 
out of one and I recognized the CBI agents as they got 
out of theirs. 
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“You okay?” It was Marston, who arrived with 
Wills.  “You gave us quite a scare.” 

Trooper Wills looked like she was going to hug me, 
but thankfully fought off the urge.  Instead she asked, 
“Anyone hurt?” 

“Not seriously,” I replied.  “But you’ll find an old 
hippie in the mine with a bad ankle.  He had a violent 
episode inside, so be careful with him.” 

“Thanks, we will.”  They went on by us with over-
sized flashlights and disappeared into the mine. 

“What are you grinning about?” Jimmy asked 
Anna. 

“Boss was telling us how you met your wife.” 

“Yeah, very sweet,” Lola added. 

“Did he tell you about the street fight?  He always 
makes it sound like I single-handedly took on a Chicano 
mob.” 

“Well, he told us enough,” Anna said.  “It’s a very 
sweet story.  I’ll bet most of it’s true.”  

I left the conversation and found Sheriff McCoy. 

“Do you have Jacks in custody?” 

“I’m afraid not, Ruger,” he answered.  “We’ve 
lost him.” 

“What do you mean, ‘lost him’?” 
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“When you went missing, we wanted to talk to him, 
but he and his followers up and disappeared.  They even 
left all the tents.” 

I was angry.  “How could you let this happen?  They 
tried to kill us, and almost succeeded!” 

Jimmy pulled me back.  “Hold on, Patty.  Don’t 
worry, we’ll find him.” 
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Chapter 16 

“Do you have to do all that?”  I complained to the 
nurse.   

“Yes, Boss, she has to do all that,” Lola answered 
for her. 

I looked at Lola and noticed that she was quite sexy 
all dirty and tattered, sort of in a rugged way.  Her Latina 

features were quite sensual. I realized that I hadn’t 
thought about her like that, or anybody else, for that 

matter, in a long time.  “How are you doing?” I asked 
her. 

“Okay, just worried about you.  You’re not a kid.” 

“I know, I know.”  The nurse made me move over 

so she could listen to my breathing from my back.  “I … 
” 

“Sh-h-h.”  Nurse Ratched was not at all 
accommodating. 

I stopped trying to talk and let her listen.  I 
wondered if they kept the stethoscope in the fridge.  
She then took my blood pressure and left the room 
abruptly. 

“It was nice of you to stay with me, but you didn’t 
have to.” 

“Of course I did.  No tellin’ what you would have 

said to that nurse.  As it was you didn’t let them hook 
up an IV.” 
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“I didn’t need one.  We had water.” 

“See?” 

“I guess so.  It’s been a long time since I was in 
Boulder, at least on purpose.  This seems to be a nice 

facility.” 

The nurse returned and handed me my shirt.  “You 
can go.  Everything is okay.” 

“Thanks.”  I stood up and put on my shirt. 

“Call your regular doctor if you have any unusual 
symptoms, chest pains, nausea, fever, that sort of 
thing.” 

“Will do.” 

We left and joined Anna and Jimmy in the lobby. 

“You good?” Jimmy asked. 

“Peachy,” I deadpanned.   

“Erin said to give you her love.  She was pretty 
distraught … ” 

“I’ll bet.  Thanks.  What happened with Sammy … 
the old guy?” 

“I think he was taken to a mental hospital.  He has 
a lot of problems.” 

“I think you’re right.  When he grabbed Anna … ” 

“It’s okay, Boss,” Anna interrupted.  “I’m fine.” 
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I didn’t say anything for a few minutes while we 
followed the green line on the floor out to the parking 
lot. 

“I’m over here,” Jimmy said and we followed him 
to the car.  Once the four of us were seated and belted, 
Jimmy asked, “Where to?  The office?” 

“No, let’s go back to Rollinsville.  I want to see for 
myself.  Besides, didn’t we leave all our equipment at 
the ranch house?” 

“I guess you did.  We can go there now if you 
want.” 

“Tory and the girls can pack up the Dart and 

everyone can head back.  I’m going to find Jacks and I 
don’t want to risk anyone’s life while I’m doing that.” 

Anna began to protest.  “Boss … ” 

“No argument.  I’m going this alone.  You should 
get cleaned up before we head out.” 

“My thoughts exactly,” Lola replied. 

There were frowns and pouting lips but no one 
made any other objections.  It took about an hour to get 
back up to Rollinsville.  Jimmy dropped us off at the 
ranch house and I sent him back to the office, promising 
to call him if I needed any help at all.  Lola and Anna 
were joined by Tory and they packed up all our gear.  I 
had them leave a listening set and an extra smart 
phone, but they grabbed everything else.  There were a 
few more attempts to talk me into letting them stay but 
I did not change my mind.  They also left, leaving me 
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with my Camaro and a needed visit with our benefactor 
in the house. 

Maggie didn’t let me get to her porch before she 
ran out to greet me with a hug and a big squeeze. 

“Okay, okay,” I said as she held onto me.   

“I was so worried.  You guys have been missing for 
a few days.  Then when I saw the cult members leaving 

town … well, I was worried.” 

I had to admit it was good to be missed this much.  
I took her hands and gently pried them away from my 

midsection, still holding on to them.  “Listen, Maggie.  
I’m okay, we’re all okay.  I need to find their leader, 
Wesley Jacks.  Did you see him?” 

She shook her head.  “No, only the kids.  They all 
left together up the road, that way … ” She let go of my 
hands and pointed north, following the county road.  

“There were dozens, maybe 100, kids all walking up the 
mountain.” 

“I need to look around at their compound.  Wanna 
come?” 

“Absolutely!  Can I bring anything?” 

“Not now.  Let’s just walk down there and see 
what we can find.” 

“Let me get changed.  I’m not in hiking clothes.” 

I noticed then that she was in a yellow and white 

sun dress and flip flops.  “You look fine,” I said, too late.  
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She had dashed off to the house, disappearing for a 
couple of minutes.  She reappeared in blue jeans, a 
yellow cotton T-shirt, through which her black bra could 
be seen, and white tennis shoes with yellow laces. 

“That’s better.  I can walk now.” 

I laughed and shook my head.  Maggie slapped my 
shoulder in rebuke. 

We walked the half-mile down to the empty tents 
and poked around.  There were bales of hay with 
makeshift table tops of plywood and broken fence 
planks in many of the canvas rooms.  In one I could see 
some small plastic bags on the grassy floor, some with 
some white powder still inside.  I picked one up and 
smelled it. 

“Coke, I think.  It’s been a …” 

“Freeze!”  The shout startled me. 

I was angry with myself for not noticing the officers 
who had sneaked up on us.  Maggie and I held up our 

hands.  “It’s Pat Ruger!” I shouted back.  “And Maggie 
Winters!  She’s a local.” 

The police moved in and a female officer patted us 
down, finding my Ruger 9 mil in my hidden lower leg 

holster.  “That’s registered,” I stated calmly. 

“They’re okay, Susan,” I heard from behind us.  
Our CBI friend, Agent Simmons, was smiling and waving 
our arms down. 

I took my Ruger back and holstered it back at my 
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right ankle.  “Simmons, what are you doing here?” 

“Same as you, I suspect.  We need to find Jacks.” 

“Where did the Children go?  I would have thought 
they’d take their tents.” 

“Me, too,” he replied.  “But obviously they were in 
a hurry.” 

I remembered about my tracker on Jacks and told 

Simmons I’d check it.  I brought out my new phone and 
installed the tracing program on it.  With a limited cell 
signal, installing the app took a while.  Finally it 
completed and I ran the program, logged in and 
immediately looked for the tracker signals.    

“Something’s wrong,” I said, turning around to try 

to get some results.  “The signal isn’t showing here at 
all.” 

“Damn, I thought we had a lead there.” 

I was still fiddling with the settings.  “I thought the 
setups were saved on the cloud.”  Still no luck.  “Do you 
guys think you can contact the app company … it’s 
TrackerMate … see if they have the GPS ID?” 

“Yeah, it’s definitely worth a shot.”  He turned 
back to Susan and had her take down my TrackerMate 
account info.  “Let us know if they find the tracker.” 

“Now what?” Maggie asked.  “How do you find 
him?” 

“Good question,” I answered, a bit dejected. 
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“Jacks has quite an ego, I’ll bet.” 

“Yeah,” I replied.  “What are you thinking?” 

“In the past, we’ve gone on TV and provoked the 
perp to get revenge … on our terms.” 

“I like it.  I’ll bet that would work with Jacks.  How 
would that work?” 

“The four main anchors in Denver owe me.  I’ll call 
them and get them here for a quick press conference.  

I’ll introduce you and you can tell your story, about 
being left for dead in the mine.  You can say a few 

disparaging remarks about Wesley Jacks.” 

Maggie interrupted, “But how do you trap him?” 

“I have an idea,” I said.  “Let’s let it slip that I’m 
recuperating at a well-known hotel that has donated a 

room to me for a few days.” 

“Would the Raleigh be okay?” Maggie asked.  “The 
night manager there is a long-time friend.” 

“Perfect!”  My mood was improving. 
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Chapter 17 

“How do I look?” I asked Maggie.  We were in the 
dining room of her ranch house and the reporters were 
waiting in the front yard. 

“Yellow tie … you need a yellow tie.”  She 
disappeared into the hallway and a few minutes later 

returned carrying a yellow tie.  “This will offset your 
blue jeans and blue shirt nicely.” 

“Really?  I need to wear a tie with blue jeans?” 

“That’s what they do now.” 

I shook my head but let her tie it on me. 

Simmons popped his head in the front door and 
asked, “Ready?” 

“Sure,” I said and followed him out. 

There was a portable podium just in front of the 
porch steps that had evidently been set up by one of 
the news stations.  On it were a half-dozen 
microphones sitting there to catch our voices.  We 
stepped down to the lectern and Simmons began his 
speech. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m Agent Simmons with 
the CBI and we’re here today for a couple of reasons.  
First, we were informed today that a small group of 
people were intentionally trapped inside an abandoned 
mine, and they escaped in fairly good shape.  Mr. Pat 

Ruger, here … ” He turned toward me and back to the 
reporters.  “… led the group, which consisted of him, 
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three of his staff, the local deputy and an innocent 
bystander who was in the wrong place at the wrong 
time.  The CBI had been searching for them when Mr. 
Ruger showed some ingenuity and was found by 
another of his business partners.  We are all very 
pleased.”   

The small group of reporters applauded.  I felt very 
self-conscious with my tie, but nodded my head to the 
group.  

Simmons continued, “Secondly, we are conducting 
a manhunt for Wesley Jacks, the apparent leader of the 
cult, the Children of Bartholomew.  Jacks took over for 
Bartholomew Christian when he was imprisoned for the 
terrorist bombing that Mr. Ruger helped the FBI thwart 
several months ago.  Jacks is facing charges of 
kidnapping, racketeering, drug dealing, promoting 
terrorist activities, many counts of statutory rape and 
several counts of murder, in addition to dozens of lesser 

infractions.”  Simmons had a blown-up photo of Jacks 
and he lifted it up to show the cameras.  “Mr. Jacks 
should be considered armed and dangerous.  Do not 
approach if he is seen.  Please contact either the CBI or 

your local law enforcement if you believe you’ve seen 
him or you have any information about him we should 

know.” 

I stepped in front of the mics, slightly pushing 

Simmons aside.  “Let me be clear.  Wesley Jacks is a 
smooth-talking criminal.  He can sweet-talk his way into 
your house or business as easily as any common con 

man.  Do not let him in.  You are risking your family’s 

or your employees’ well-being.”  I thought for a 
moment.  I looked right into the center camera and 
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said, “Mr. Jacks, you are nothing special.  That you can 

talk a bunch of kids into following your orders doesn’t 
make you special, it makes you a coward.  Trying to kill 
us was stupid.  It just makes you that much more 
wanted by the FBI and CBI.  I hope you continue to be 

stupid because that’s how you’re going to be caught.  
I will be testifying at your trial soon.  I guarantee it.”  
Then I smiled. 

I stopped speaking and the reporters began asking 
questions.   

One asked, “Mr. Ruger, weren’t you the one who 
drove the bomb away from Coors Field last year?” 

“Yes, but it was a team effort to find it.  I was 
helping the FBI.” 

“But you drove a live bomb away in a van and just 
barely got out before it exploded.” 

“That’s correct.” 

“What makes you think that there isn’t a big threat 
looming now?” 

I had to think about that one.   

Simmons leaned in and said, “The FBI and CBI have 
been following this cult since Bartholomew Christian 
was arrested and convicted.  We have seen no evidence 
of a larger plot.” 

I cut in.  “My purpose here has been to find a 
teenager that was recruited and brainwashed by the 
Children, and by Wesley Jacks in particular.  I saw her 
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briefly before our unfortunate experience in the 
mountain and I believe she still needs to be rescued.  
That is the extent of my personal interest.  Otherwise I 

wouldn’t waste my time with such a worthless human 
being.  The FBI and CBI can have him.” 

There were other questions, some of which 
touched on my mid-flight video on my way to New York 
where I tied up a crazy man before he could do 
something dangerous.  Cell phone videos were 
everywhere.  Another was about my history with the 
Denver PD and whether I had ever had any experiences 
with cults.  I had to answer that truthfully that there 

haven’t been many cults like the Children, so I 
wouldn’t have had that type of experience before. 

One reporter, a stiff brunette anchorwoman on the 
local CBS station, asked about my stay at the Raleigh.   

I tried to look shocked that they knew about that 

and was covering up. “Miss Gregg, the management of 
the Raleigh has generously offered me and my staff 

some free time to recover in their hotel.  I’ve always 
wanted to stay at this historic establishment and 

couldn’t turn down the offer.  I think my staff just 
wants to go home, though.”  I smiled. 

A tall male Hispanic reporter in a suit and tie 

stepped past the CBS woman and said, “John Mendoza, 
Denver Post.  Do you know where the Children of 
Bartholomew are right now?  Should the community be 
worried?“ 

Agent Simmons stepped in and answered, “You 
may have noticed an abandoned compound in a field 
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across from town here in Rollinsville.  The cult members 
were living in that compound but they are no longer.  
They were seen leaving the area as a group but have 
not presently been located.  The CBI considers the 
members of the Children to be victims and we would 
most assuredly help with their de-programming and 
any other psychological or health problems they may 
have.  State and county officials are searching for them 

in a joint effort.” 

He wrapped up the news conference, repeating the 
manhunt information and that Jacks should be 
considered armed and dangerous. 

The camera crews wrapped up the press 
conference much quicker than it took to set up.  
Simmons made the rounds to each reporter and I 
assumed thanked each one for participating.  He spent 
a few extra minutes with the brunette CBS anchor. 

When he joined me and Maggie inside, I asked him 

about her.  “Rhonda Miller?  I’ve known her forever.  
We went to high school together in Aurora.  That’s why 
I gave her the Raleigh tip.” 

“I think this went well,” I commented.  “I guess I 
should prep and head to the Raleigh.  Will you be 

meeting me there?” 

“Yeah, I’ll see you at the front desk at about 4 
p.m.” 

“Perfect.  See you then.” 

Simmons left and I heard him board his big SUV and 
drive away. 
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“We have a couple of hours, Pat.  Anything you 
want to do?”  Maggie had a big smile. 

“Not right now I don’t.  I need to figure out the 
plan for the next few days.” 

Maggie’s smile turned into a frown.  “I could come 
with you.  We could have a nice dinner at the hotel and 
then I can keep you company.” 

“I would love that, but it’s too dangerous.  I’m not 
even letting my staff join me and they’re mad about it, 
believe me.  But we might only have one chance to get 

Jacks and I don’t want any collateral damage.  I 
couldn’t live with myself if someone else was hurt.” 

“Party pooper,” she said, pouting.  “Life’s too 
short.  You need to have fun with someone when you 
can.  You could have died without that in the mine.” 

“You know, someone else who was very special to 

me recently told me the same thing.”  I walked toward 
the door.  “Thanks so much for your hospitality.  I 
promised you we would have dinner, and I meant it.  
When this is all over … ” 

“That’s a date!” 
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Chapter 18 

“How is Jacks going to find me if no one tells him 
which room I’m in?” 

“You know the drill, better than I do.”  Jimmy had 
decided to join me after all, despite my objections.  

“Jacks will know something’s up if he gets the answers 
too easily.  We want him to look for you and not be led 
to you.  If the staff tells him, especially at an expensive 

hotel like this, he’ll bolt.” 

“You’re right, of course.” 

“Of course!  It’s our job to let him find you, not 
make him feel squirrelly.” 

“Okay, okay, I got it.”  I chuckled.  “’Squirrelly?’ 
Is that a word?”  

“Sure it is.  Look it up.”  

I looked around the room.  “Nice digs.” 

“Suits me more than you, don’t you think?” 

“Probably.”   

The room was a small suite with a living room, 
bathroom and bedroom.  The living room had a very 
comfy green leather sofa.  I could easily fall asleep in it.  
The side chair had a high-quality upholstery with green 
and gold vertical bars separated by thin brown stripes.  
The floor covering was plush and had wine-colored 
diamonds laid into a dark beige wall-to-wall carpet.  
There were high-end framed prints on the sage walls 
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and a nice, new wide screen hi-def TV.  Even the lamp 
table next to me was made of heavy wood with inlaid 
striping. 

  “This all reminds me of Old Man Williams,” I 
recalled out loud.  “You remember when we got him to 
try to kill Loretta?” 

Jimmy laughed.  “I sure as hell do.  He was so mad 
when he figured out he stabbed a bunch of pillows.  
Then when we took him into custody, he busted out 

laughing and said he deserved to get caught.” 

“He was so funny, except for his penchant for killing 
tall brunettes.  But he wasn’t Jacks.  No comparison.” 

“You know, there are cameras everywhere on this 
property.  I was asking if they ever caught any of those 
ghosts this place is supposedly haunted with, but the 

staff wouldn’t say.  Probably didn’t want to keep the 
ghost hunters away.” 

“Probably.”  I stood up and walked over to the 
18th-century-style drapes.  I swept the curtains to the 
right and looked over the manicured garden the room 

overlooked.  “Gardener?” 

“Nah.  He’ll need to have a reason to be inside.  
Maybe he’ll be a concierge.” 

“I don’t think so,” I replied.  “The concierge is too 
important a position.  Every one of them would be well-
known by the staff.” 

“Good point.” 
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  I sighed.  “I wonder how long this is gonna take?” 

“The Williams setup took four days, if I remember 
right.” 

“That’s right.  I don’t have the patience I once 
had.” 

“Relax.” Jimmy sounded sympathetic but I 
wondered if he was humoring me.  “We’ll get him 
soon enough.”  He began walking to the door. 

“Where’re you goin’?” 

“I’m going to sit in front of security monitors for a 
while.  I’ll call you if I see anything worth mentioning.” 

“Have fun,” I said as he closed the door behind 
him.  ‘Wanna swap jobs?’ I thought to myself. 

It was a long couple of days.  I spent the time on my 
laptop, answering email from work and watching ESPN.  
Jimmy acted as room service as we tried meals from 

various establishments.  We didn’t have any adult 
beverages, however, since we wanted to be sharp if 
Jacks showed.  Nights were long, when Jimmy and I took 

turns napping for 2-3 hours at a time — he watched the 
hallway camera outside my room while I slept and I 
stayed awake and vigilant while he slept in the security 
office.  

The second night was looking like the first — nothing 
happening and no leads on surveillance.  I went to bed 
around 9 p.m. without removing my slacks and socks, 
then set my alarm for midnight.  A few minutes after 
hitting the pillow, a knock on my door woke me to full 
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alert.  I grabbed my gun and headed for the door, 
edging up along the wall until I could see out the 
peephole, which I did as quietly and quickly as possible.  
Another knock startled me but a second peep revealed 
Anna waiting for me to open up.  I opened the door and 
said, “Dammit, woman, I could have shot you.” 

Anna walked by me and waited for me to close the 

door.  “Patty, I need your help tonight.”  She was 
dressed down, wearing jeans and a tee under a long 
pink and gray striped cloth jacket.  I noticed some fancy 
toenail polish sticking out of her sandals, bright pink 
with white dot patterns on each nail.  Her blond hair 
was pulled back in a short pony in back. 

I stashed my gun back in the cabinet drawer under 
the TV and turned back to her.  “What do you need?” 

“You.” 

I sighed.  “We’ve talked about that, haven’t we?” 

She came closer to me.  “Yes, but hear me out.” 

“Anna, I don’t want to talk about anything right 
now.  I only have a few hours before I need to spell 
Jimmy.” 

“Who do you think sent me here?” 

“What?” 

“He knows how I’m feeling.  And he knows what 
would be good for you.” 

“Anna …” 
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She stepped closer until she was inches away.  

“I’m horny.  Do you know how long it’s been?  I can’t 
take any more.  I told Jimmy I was going to rape 

someone and he offered you up.” 

“Nice guy.” 

“Do you want me to go find a stranger?  ‘Friends 

with benefits’ works for a reason … namely the 
‘friends’ part.”  She let her jacket open up and took 
my right hand, guiding it up under her T-shirt and onto 

her breast.  “Remember how good this feels?” 

I started to pull my hand away but she held it firmly, 
even forcing a squeeze.  I did remember, very well.  She 
and Lola were the reason I was able to move on from 
my Ellie after she passed away.  Holding her rather large 
breast brought back many memories of those sessions. 
I had forgotten just how soft her skin was. 

Anna let her jacket drop to the floor and wrapped 
both arms around the back of my neck.  My hand was 
still on her bare breast, our embrace keeping it there 
more firmly, but I found myself willing to leave it there.  
I did feel good.  My other hand found her left butt cheek 
and I squeezed that as well.  

“I really need some sex … and so do you.  We don’t 
have to talk about the future, or the past … Just do what 
feels good right now.  You trust me, don’t you?” 

“Of course …” 

“Thank God,” she said before I could finish my 
thought and she began kissing me, lightly at first, then 

more deeply.  It all felt so compelling I couldn’t get 
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myself to stop.  We didn’t stop. 

At midnight my alarm went off and I got up, leaving 

Anna in bed.  Surprisingly, I didn’t feel at all guilty.  I 
decided to go to the security office and let her sleep, 
but before I left, she came out from the bedroom and 
got dressed.  I started to object but she shook her head. 

“It’s okay, you need to work.  I’ll leave you 
alone.”  She kissed me as she passed me near the door.  
She looked out the peephole, opened the door and 
closed it behind her. 

My phone rang and I saw that it was Jimmy. 

“You two get any sleep?” 

“Not much.  What do …” 

“You can thank me later,” he interrupted.  “For 

now, why don’t you get some sleep and I’ll take the 
next couple of shifts.”   

I didn’t argue.  I was in a pretty good mood for the 
first time in a long time.  It wasn’t so much the sex as 
the companionship, I told myself.  I got back in bed and 
slept until morning. 

That third day was a Saturday and the weather was 
nice, so the hotel was busy.  Estes Park was always 
packed on the weekends, with probably the most 
successful year-round event calendar in the state.  The 
Raleigh itself was busy on weekends anyway, since it 
had the history as a must-see property and the national 
reputation as a haunted hotel. The hallways were noisy 
with residents and visitors walking by the entire 
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morning. 

I called Jimmy.  “Hey, guy, I need to make up my 
surveillance time.” 

“I’ll bet.  Go ahead and come here to help me 
watch video.  There are too many people here for me 
to scrutinize by myself.“ 

I jumped at the chance.  “Be there in a minute.” 

“I’ll have pizza waiting.” 

I grabbed my Ruger, strapped it into my ankle 
holster, then headed out.  It took me a few minutes to 
find the security room, but eventually I was there with 
Jimmy, eating pepperoni and sausage pie. 

“You know,” I said between bites.  “I’m pretty 
disappointed that I haven’t heard or seen any ghosts 
yet.” 

“I heard a story from one of the security people 
yesterday.  He said that sometimes things move on the 

videos.  They don’t see them move but one moment 

an object is on a table and the next time you scan it, it’s 
on the floor.  He said it happens all the time.” 

“Sounds like propaganda to me.” 

Jimmy laughed.  “Yeah. I’m sure he’s hoping I tell 
a bunch of people and they’ll come stay here.” 

“I did some browsing on the Internet my first night 
here and saw that the ghost stories started way back in 
1911.  Evidently a housekeeper was electrocuted here 
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when lightning hit the hotel.” 

“And her ghost has been haunting here ever 
since?” 

I laughed.  “You’d think that would be the story, 
but she wasn’t killed.  The paranormal stories are 
about the room she was in when it happened.  It’s now 
one of the most rented rooms in the hotel.  Room 217, 
I think it said.” 

“Just down the hall from you.  No wonder there’s 
been so much foot traffic in that hallway.” 

“Figures, doesn’t it?” 

We finished the pizza and scanned the monitors.  I 
decided to review tapes from the night before.  Odd 
thing, there were actual tapes to insert and play.  
Evidently the surveillance system was only partially 

upgraded, since Jimmy’s review was from hard drives 
but I had to insert tapes. 

“I don’t think he’s gonna show,” I stated with 
some disappointment.  “I thought we did a good job of 
taunting Jacks to come after me.” 

“Patience, Patty-boy.  Patience.  Let’s give it until 
Monday and we’ll reassess.” 

“I guess.”  I stood up and stretched.  “I’m gonna 
go take a whiz.” 

“Out the door, to the left and down one flight of 
stairs.” 
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“Got it.”   

I headed toward the stairwell door and passed a 
housekeeping cart being pushed by an older staff 
member with gray hair and lousy makeup.  There was 
something peculiar about her though and as I walked 

by I contemplated why I felt that way.  I hit me then — 
her hands.  Her hands weren’t wrinkled. 

As I turned back around to investigate, the 
housekeeper pounced.  She hit me in the face unlike an 
older woman and when I turned to stand back up I 
noticed the gray wig was tipped, about to fall.  I blocked 

the next punch and countered in “her” midsection.  I 
grabbed the wig and realized that this was Wesley in 
disguise.  I jumped on top of him and tried to muscle my 
way to his neck for a choke hold.  We traded body shots 
and he landed one really good punch to the side of my 
head.  That one hurt like hell and I grabbed my head, 
falling off to that side. 

The next moment I felt the pain of 50,000 volts 
going through my body and began convulsing on the 

floor.  I didn’t pass out but couldn’t move much due 
to the riptide of muscular pain and cramping.  Jacks 
stood back up and was clearly amused at my dilemma.  
He pushed the cart down the hallway a few feet, then 
grabbed my feet.   

“You’re going to pay for interfering with our 

plans.”  He drug me toward the stairwell door but 
dropped my feet when he went flying.  Jimmy had 
found us. 

“You okay?” he asked. 
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Before I could answer, Jacks attacked him and there 
was nothing I could do but watch the scuffle.  Jimmy 
flipped the two of them over and was on top, getting in 
three or four head shots.  Jacks was briefly dazed, but 
he kicked Jimmy off of him and headed through the 
door.  Jimmy followed him through and headed 
downstairs.   

Both men were gone and I was still on the floor in 
pain.  A real housekeeper turned the corner in the 
hallway and found me.  She brought me water and 
helped me up, and soon the general manager and a 
security officer who seemed barely old enough to shave 
were there and helping.  I wondered how Jimmy was 
faring with Jacks. 

“The guy who attacked me went down there,” I 

told the security dude as I pointed at the stairwell.  “My 
partner went after him but might need help.” 

The young security officer nodded and dashed 
through the door and down the stairs. 

Once I was mostly recovered from the taser shock, 
the manager introduced himself as Mr. Davis and asked 

if he could help me to my room.  Davis wasn’t a big 
man, maybe 5 foot five and 160 pounds, an athletic-
looking African American gentleman of about 40 years 
of age.  I suspected he was bald under his Rockies cap.  
Odd to see someone wearing a three-piece suit and a 
baseball cap.  l doubted he could provide much physical 
support so we waited until I was sure-footed.   He still 

walked with me to my room and made sure I didn’t 
need anything.   
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“Thanks,” I said.  “I’ll be okay from here.” 

“Just let me know if there’s anything we can do.” 

“I’ll do that,” I replied. 

As Davis was leaving, Jimmy showed up in the 
doorway, huffing.   

“Did Jacks circle back here?” he asked, still out of 
breath. 

“No, haven’t seen him since you went after him 
down the stairs.” 

“Damn!” To accentuate the point, he kicked the 
small trash can just inside the doorway right past me to 
the far wall.  “He got away.”  
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Chapter 19 

Simmons decided to take us to the CBI office in 
Boulder.  Jimmy and I packed up the cars and were 
going to follow him out of Estes Park when three 
unmarked gray vehicles that looked a lot like EMT 
trucks pulled up behind and ahead of our cars.  Seeming 
surreal, a couple of white-costumed men with head 
gear and clear plastic masks exited each vehicle and 
grabbed equipment out of the back of their rigs.  They 
approached us with urgency.  It reminded me of a viral 
outbreak being contained in all of those sci-fi movies. 

“Excuse me, sir!” one yelled from behind his mask.  
“Please remain in your vehicles!” 

“What’s with the HAZMAT suits?” I asked.   

“I’ll let you know in a moment,” he yelled back as 
he approached me.  He physically pushed me into the 

driver’s seat and one of his team members ushered 
Jimmy into the passenger seat.   

“What the …” 

“Just sit tight,” I instructed.  “They’ll tell us 
what’s going on.”  I noticed Simmons had been 
stopped and surrounded with HAZMAT-attired staff as 
well. 

After a few minutes, the person seemingly in charge 
came to my door and opened it.  He waved a small 
electronic device with a probe around my body.  I heard 
a few clicks and realized it must be a Geiger counter. 

“Have we been exposed to radiation?” Jimmy 
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asked.  “Tell us what’s going on.” 

“Mr. Ruger, Mr. Stewart,” the leader replied.  
“I’m sorry about the scare.  It looks like you’re okay, 
no serious radiation was detected.  We’re going to give 
you some potassium iodide pills, just in case.” 

“I thought that only works for a few hours after 

exposure,” I said.  “Would we have been exposed here 
at the hotel?  That’s where we’ve been the last three 
days.” 

“I don’t think so.  It would have been in the 
mountains, when you were in Rollinsville.” 

“Why?  What’s happened?” 

Before answering, he and his partner gave each of 
us two large pills and we took them dry.  Then they gave 
us a dozen more, which we split between us and 
pocketed. 

“I can’t say, but the CBI will be briefing you.” 

With that, he stepped back, circled his hand in the 
air and they all climbed back in their vehicles.  The 
trucks all sped off and suddenly we were alone, as if 
nothing had even happened. 

“Now, that was interesting,” Jimmy said, and then 
he let out a belly laugh.  “Wouldn’t that be a great 
prank?  Send over a HAZMAT team to swoop in, say 
they might have been exposed to radiation, then 
disappear into thin air?” 

“Yeah, great,” I replied, not joining him in his 
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amusement. 

We sat there for a few minutes and a tap on my 
window startled me.  It was Simmons and I rolled the 
window down. 

“You guys okay?” 

“I guess so … ” 

“What was that about?” Jimmy leaned over and 
asked. 

Simmons paused before answering.  “You know 
those graves you found in Rollinsville?  The autopsies 
came back.” 

“Let me guess,” I said.  “Radiation poisoning?” 

“Yup.  They still aren’t sure of the source or 
strength, so Homeland Security is checking everyone 
out that might have been exposed.  They were going to 
take you in but the CBI evidently trusts you because 

I’ve been asked to debrief you.  Homeland Security 
wouldn’t have been so friendly.” 

“Fantastic,” I said sarcastically.  “Should we follow 
you?” 

“That was the plan before the Homeland guys 

showed up, right?”  He chuckled and shook his head, 
leaving us to get back to his SUV. 

The CBI office wasn’t too far away, maybe 15 
minutes.  Simmons led us through the maze of office 
spaces and corridors and we ended up in a small 
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conference room.  On one wall was what appeared to 
be an opaque screen and we sat facing that wall.  

 Simmons asked, “You want coffee, pop, 
anything?” 

“Water would be great,” I answered and he 
disappeared without closing the door. 

After a moment, Jimmy broke the silence.  “You 

remember that guy … what was his name?  Henry … 
Beauchamp, was it?  He kept talking to the false wall as 
if there was someone watching him, no matter how 

much we insisted there was no one there.” 

“I do remember him.  He was adamant even when 
we led him to the empty room next door.” 

“Yeah, he was a big dude, maybe a biker,” Jimmy 
recalled.  “And he was sure that we were part of the 

conspiracy against him and his family.”  We both 
laughed at the memory. 

Simmons interrupted our reminiscing.  He closed 
the door and sat down, laying out his black leather 
notebook and sliding our cold bottles of water across 
the table to us.  I opened mine and took a drink; Jimmy 
left his alone. 

“Thanks,” I said.  “What gives?”  I looked around 
the room to accentuate the point. 

“Sorry, guys.  You know the drill.  Homeland 
insisted that you be debriefed and either we do it or 

they will.  I didn’t think they would be as … fair-minded, 
let’s say.” 
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“I get it.  Are you recording?” 

“I’m afraid so, Pat.  Let’s just get through this and 
move on.” 

“Fine with me,” Jimmy said and he reached for his 
water.  He opened the bottle and took a big gulp.  “Ah-
h-h-h.”  He sounded refreshed. 

“Before we start, let’s hear it.”  Simmons directed 
the request to Jimmy. 

“What do you mean?” 

“As long as we’ve got you on tape, you have to give 
us your best Jimmy Stewart impression.” 

“I am Jimmy Stewart.  You’ve been getting it.”  He 
smiled. 

“Come on, give it.” 

Jimmy sighed and sat forward, seeming to prepare 

mentally.  “S-s-say th-th-there, do you want … do ya … 

do ya really want to … do you want to drive to Vegas?  
Let’s get … let’s get Clarence to come with us!” 

I barely chuckled, having heard it hundreds of 
times, but Simmons let out a big laugh.  He seemed very 
pleased with himself.   

Jimmy didn’t blush easily, but the laughter brought 
it on.  He got out of character, sitting back in his chair.  
“Good enough?” 

“Thanks, Jimmy.  I promise, I won’t post that on 
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the Internet.” 

“Good to hear.  Can we get down to business, 
now?” 

The big man composed himself.  “Of course.”  He 
opened his notebook and I could see a few notes jotted 

on the top page.  “You guys know that Homeland 
Security is looking into the possibility of a dirty bomb 
being set off somewhere.  Did the Children, 
Bartholomew or Jacks, ever say anything about another 
bomb?” 

“Nothing that I heard,” I replied. 

“You never suspected radioactive material was 
being stored in the mine?” 

“If I had, I would have approached my investigation 
entirely differently.  I never brought any protection, no 

detectors, no radiation badges … ” 

“Okay, I get it.  Forgive me, I just need to get 
through these questions on the record.” 

“I know, you’re just doing your job.” 

Jimmy added, “And we appreciate your taking this 
session instead of Homeland.  Truly.” 

“Thanks.  There is nothing significant you can add, 
I’m sure, but you never know.  A fresh set of eyes …” 

“You’re right,” I said.  “What else do you need to 
know?” 
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“When you were dealing with Bartholomew’s 
bomb, were there any other plans mentioned?  Any 
other bombings?” 

I considered that.  “Well, they had conspired with a 
Jihadist group in Egypt and were going to take credit for 
their bombing so that group could take credit for the 
bomb here.” 

“Is that the only other plot you uncovered?” 

“As far as I know … you should ask the FBI.  It was 
their investigation.  We were just hired to help.” 

Jimmy’s phone rang and he answered.  He seemed 
to get upset over what the caller was saying.  “You’ve 

got to be kidding! … Yeah, were at the CBI offices … Call 
us back if they cause any more trouble … Okay … Bye.”  
He angrily shoved his phone back in his pocket.  “You 
aren’t going to believe this.” 

“What’s going on?” I asked, obviously concerned. 

“That was Lola.  Homeland Security is tearing 
through our offices.  They brought in some computer 

experts to hack into our systems and they’re combing 
through our paper files.” 

“What?  Why?” 

“They just said that it was a matter of national 
security.  They promised to leave everything in place 
unless they found something they’re looking for.” 

This was upsetting me, perhaps more than it should 

have.  I stood up and said, “You’d think they would 
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give us the courtesy of a call.  I’m a goddamn hero, 
risking my life to save …” 

Simmons’ phone rang and he excused himself, 
stepping out of the room.  A couple of minutes later he 

returned.  “You remember you gave me the ID info on 
your GPS tracker that you hid on Jacks?  It came on.  The 
FBI is tracking it.” 

I was calming down.  “Where?” 

“For some reason, they didn’t tell us before now, 
but they’ve been watching it since it popped up in 
Rollinsville.  It’s stationary, currently.” 

“Do they know where in Rollinsville?” Jimmy 
asked. 

“Yes.  It’s at John Fielding’s house.” 

“Deputy Fielding?  Do you have anyone in town to 
send over?” 

“Not close enough, but they’re heading there 
now.” 

“Let’s see how fast we can get there.” 

“Just a sec …” Simmons stepped out and came back 
with a small cardboard box.  He pulled out a 3x5-card-
sized tag and handed it to me.  He gave another to 

Jimmy, explaining, “Dosimeters.  These will turn black 
as they are exposed to radiation.  If it turns completely 

black, get the hell away from wherever you are.”  He 
paused, then gave us a few more of the badges. 
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“Great,” I deadpanned as I clipped it on my shirt. 

 

 



Pat Ruger: Children’s Reprise 

190 

Chapter 20 

We followed Simmons from Estes Park to Fielding’s 
house in Rollinsville, which took just over an hour on a 
Saturday afternoon.  The Fieldings lived in a farm-style 
home, a beige and brown two-story house on about five 

acres, three miles from the small town’s center.  There 
were already three squad cars parked up on the front 

lawn, one of which was a state trooper’s vehicle and 
one that was a county police car.  The troopers were on 
the porch speaking with Fielding. 

I parked behind Simmons in the long driveway to 
the right of the house, and we all got out to join them 
on the porch.  The other cops stepped back to give 
Simmons the lead. 

“Pat, Jimmy, good to see you here.”  John seemed 
shook up.  “As I was telling these guys, there’s no sign 

of my wife, or her car, so I’m hoping she went into 

Boulder today.  I checked on the kids; they’re safe at 
school.” 

“That’s good to hear.  How are you guys doing 
since you got back from the mine?” 

“Not great.  My wife thinks my job is too risky.” 

“That’s the same problem all of us cops have when 

we’re married,” Jimmy replied.  “You either have the 
calling to serve or you don’t.” 

“Exactly what I’ve been trying to tell her.  Besides, 
here in this Podunk town, not much ever happens.” 
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“You said hopefully she was in Boulder,” I said.  
“You haven’t spoken with her?” 

“Pat,” Simmons interrupted.  “Please, you’re 
consulting, not the officer in charge.” 

“Excuse me, you’re right, of course.” 

“So, John,” he continued.  “Did you talk to your 
wife?” 

“Not yet.  She’s not picking up.” 

“Did she know Jacks?” 

“No, definitely not.”  Fielding was still upset and 
you could hear it in his voice.  “Susan never had 
anything to do with the Children.  That cult … if they did 
anything to her … ” 

“Let’s not go there yet.  Where would she go in 
Boulder?  I can call and have someone look for her 
there.” 

“She shops at the Pearl Street Mall, or at the 
Farmers Market.” 

“Okay.  You can relax while we look and I’ll call you 
as soon as we find her.  Keep trying by phone and let 

me know if she answers or calls you back.” 

“Okay.”  He sat down on the top porch step.  

I went over and put my hand on his shoulder.  

“Everything will be okay, John.  We’ll find her.” 
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“Find Jacks,” he replied.  “That’s when I’ll feel 
better.  Why do you think he was here?” 

“Probably looking for you,” Jimmy answered.  
“Being a fugitive pushes people to do stupid things.” 

“Yeah, but you better find him before I do.” 

I started to laugh thinking that wouldn’t be a bad 
thing, but cut myself short.  “We’re going to go look 
for him now.  You’ll be okay with the CBI.” 

“Yeah, we’ll take good care of him,” Simmons 
said.  “You guys let me know what you find. You want 
to take anyone with you?” 

“Maybe later, but I think for now Jimmy and I will 
take it.  We can keep a low profile and maybe catch him 
by surprise.” 

“Good idea.  Let me know if anything comes up.” 

“Will do.” 

Simmons phone rang and he answered it.  “Really?  

That can’t be a coincidence … No, they’re here with 
me.  I’ll tell them … Okay.”  He hung up and said, “Now 
that’s strange.” 

“What now?” Jimmy said, accentuating the 
“now.” 

“Bartholomew?  He was just found dead in prison.  
Shanked.” 

“You’re right,” I said.  “That can’t be a 
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coincidence.  Do they know who did it?” 

“Not yet, they’re investigating.” 

“Let us know if there’s any news on that,” I said as 
we headed for the car. 

We took the Camaro to the foothills west of the 
original mine where we had been trapped.  On foot, we 
followed a trail that seemed to travel along the 
mountain base.  I kept looking down at my radiation 
badge, expecting to see it turning color, but it wasn’t. 

We came upon a mine shaft opening in the 
mountainside.  It was decades old, at least, and had 
yellow tailings in mounds surrounding the boarded up 
entrance.   

“Look,” Jimmy said.  “Footprints … and they’re 
heading out from that door.  None are heading to it.” 

“Interesting.”  We walked up to the boards and I 
pulled at one.  The entire boarded section pulled open 
in one piece.  Obviously, it was disguised as an 
abandoned mine.  Behind the door was a steep 
downward passageway that had a rope to assist 
someone to scale up from below.  “What do ya think?” 

“You really want to be inside a mine?”   

“Good point,” I replied.  “Not really.” 

“I’ll go in and let you know what I find.” 

I nodded and he dropped down the path.   
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“Nothing here, so far,” he called back to me.  In a 

few minutes, he yelled, “Patty!  Come down here, 
quick!”  He sounded distressed. 

“Still nervous about being trapped, I grabbed a hold 
of the false front and yanked it as hard as I could, 
ripping it from its mooring.  Satisfied that no one could 
lock us in, I slid down the incline. 

“This way,” Jimmy said.  He had his phone out and 
a flashlight app running.   

We went around a corner and the passage opened 
up into a cavern-sized space.  There was a small amount 

of sunlight coming from the mine’s entrance and my 
eyes began to adjust.  I felt my face turn white as I 
recognized a large group of bodies, maybe a hundred 
kids, lying motionless on the dirt floor in front of us. 

“Damn!”  I approached the first one and paused.  
“Shine the light on my badge.” 

Jimmy complied and the dosimeter was still manila 
colored.  “Are they dead?” 

I answered, “Let’s find out,” and I checked the 

pulse in the neck of the first body I came to.  “No pulse 
here.” 

Jimmy went to my left and started checking bodies.  
“Nothing here … or here …” 

The first three kids I checked had no heartbeat or 
signs of breathing.  The fourth one, though, had a pulse.  
“This girl’s alive!” 
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“I’m heading out and calling the sheriff,” Jimmy 

shouted.  “We need ambulances.”  He disappeared 
around the corner. 

I pulled the girl away from the others and could tell 
she was barely breathing.  I went back to the group and, 
after checking another half dozen more teens, I found 
another who was alive.  I dragged her to lay with the 
first and went back to checking.  I tried not to let myself 
think about what we had found, but I was frozen with 
the sight of it.  You train for scenes of carnage because 
a detective will see them, and he has to be able to put 
it aside and work through it, wrapping it up in a little 
package and hiding it for later.  I was having trouble 
doing that. 

Jimmy came back down and said that help was 
coming.  He started at the far end and found another 
one, a boy, who was alive.  The kid actually coughed 
when Jimmy pulled him away and toward my two living 

girls.  Before returning to the bodies, he said, “Hey, 
isn’t this April?” 

The question snapped me out of my shock and 
horror.  I looked over and it did look like it could be her.  

I quickly joined him and took a closer look.  “Yeah, it 

could be her.”  I looked back at the dozens more kids 
we needed to tend to and fought back tears.  “Let’s 
see if anyone else can be saved.” 

We continued to check for signs of life and were 
interrupted by Simmons, who had rushed down into 
the mine to help.   

“Those three are alive, barely,” I yelled, “and 
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we’re searching for more.”   

Simmons stood there in shock until Jimmy shouted, 
“Give us a hand, will you?” 

He shook his head briefly and began to pitch in.  

“Here’s one!” he yelled and he helped the girl to the 
others.” 

One by one, help arrived, including the troopers, 

Deputy Fielding and the sheriff.” 

Finally, a couple of paramedics dropped in and 
started to assess the five kids who were alive.   

“Breathing is shallow but steady,” one of them 
said.  After working on the fifth kid, he said, “Help us 
get these patients up and out of here.” 

We were finished with the rest of the group and 
only these five had survived whatever had happened to 
them.  All of us helped to get them out of the mine and 
two of the kids were loaded into the ambulance.   

“We’ll take the other three in our cars,” Simmons 
told the EMT’s.  They nodded and the others were 

carried to a trooper’s car and Fielding’s squad car.  
The ambulance left, siren wailing, and the two cars 
followed right behind. 

I noticed them traveling east instead of north.  
“Where are they taking them?” I asked the sheriff. 

“Probably Wheat Ridge.  There’s a larger hospital 
there than in Boulder.” 
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Jimmy grabbed my arm and showed me his 

smartphone’s screen.  There was a red blip flashing in 
the middle of a topo map, and the map was moving 
behind it. 

“Jacks?” 

“That’s who I’m tracking,” Jimmy replied.  He’s 
just up the road heading north.” 

“Hold on, there,” the sheriff said.  “The coroner’s 
going to need help.  You guys have to stick around and 
help.” 

“I’d love to, Sheriff,” I answered.  “But Jacks is 
back in play here and I’m not letting him get away 
again.” 

“Besides,” Jimmy added.  “We’re not employed 
by the county.  The coroner’s going to have to ask 
other counties for help.” 

Before McCoy could protest, we climbed in the 
Camaro.  We headed north and hoped we would catch 
up with our adversary. 
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Chapter 21 

I called the CBI and let them know what we were 
doing and they said they would head south towards us 
from Estes Park.  After about a half hour we passed the 
quaint town entrance sign of Allenspark, population 
528.  It was just about dusk and we were going to lose 
daylight soon.  We didn’t see a town yet but the rustic 
sign was attractive with a bear, trees and river ground 
into it with a chain saw. 

“There he is!” Jimmy yelled from the shotgun 
position as we approached a small white sedan in the 
distance.   

“You sure?” I asked. 

“Yeah,” Jimmy said, looking at his cell phone 
tracking screen.  “It’s him all right.” 

As we got closer, we were made and the white car 
took a sharp right onto a forest road.  We made the 
right in time to see the driver jump out of the car and 
stop a red GMC Yukon entering from a long driveway.  

We could see Jacks pulling a gun, forcing the Yukon’s 
driver out, jumping in and taking off again.  We pulled 
up to the white Nissan, now sitting at the side of the 
road, and Jimmy jumped out to help the woman off the 
street and make sure she was okay.  Once satisfied, he 
leapt back into my Camaro and I peeled rubber to try to 
catch up with Jacks. 

Apparently out of the small town, we chased the 
Yukon for a couple of miles until Jacks put on his brakes 
and slowed to a crawl.  I slowed also and realized why 
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he had done that.  There was a road block of police cars 
across the road about a quarter mile ahead. 

“That ought to do it,” Jimmy said.  He pulled out 
his handgun and said, “Stay here and see if he gives 
himself up.” 

That made sense so we kept our distance.  The 
police, which I assumed were the CBI and state 
troopers, were crouched behind their cars and about 20 

guns were pointed at Jacks’ car.  We stayed inside our 
vehicle and waited. 

In a few long minutes, Jacks slowly got out of the 
Yukon, holding his hands up.  One of the cops had a 
bullhorn and began instructing Jacks to lay on the 
ground.  He didn’t comply.  After a couple of loud 
squelches from the loudspeaker, the commands were 
repeated.  Jack stayed upright. 

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this,” I said, and Jacks 
darted to his left, straight into the woods and brush.  I 
stomped on the gas to get to his exit point off the road 
and we both jumped out, far ahead of the police, who 
seemed to be taken by surprise. 

We carefully walked through the undergrowth 
between the aspens and Ponderosa pines and like we 
had done hundreds of times in our detective days, 
Jimmy went right and I went left.  We both paused and 
listened for a moment, then continued within eyesight 
of each other.  He held up his hand and we stopped to 
listen again and this time we could hear either Jacks or 
an animal several hundred feet ahead. 
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I stopped and motioned Jimmy to circle around to 
see if we could surround him.  As he ran up ahead, I 
edged closer and in a few yards I could see Jacks, who 
had doubled back.  He seemed very surprised when I 
stood up, about 30 feet away from him, and pointed my 

gun at his head.  “Freeze, asshole,” I commanded in as 
firm a tone as I could muster. 

Jacks froze at first, but then started to step back 

into the brush when Jimmy yelled, “Not so fast,” from 
behind.  

Again Jacks froze and Jimmy and I slowly 
approached, both of our guns pointed at him.   

“Stay back,” Jacks said, turning his body and aim 
from me to Jimmy and back again, and edging to my 
right toward a small clearing. 

I walked to my right ahead of him and let him into 

the meadow’s edge, figuring that Jimmy and I would 
both have a clearer view and shot.   

Jacks had a desperate look in his eyes and seemed 

undecided.  I tried to change that.  “You’re not getting 
away.  There are a couple of dozen agents and police 

making their way here and we ain’t moving.  You might 
as well put your gun down and cooperate.” 

“You don’t understand,” he replied, scared.  “You 
won’t take me in.  I can’t let you.”  He took his aim 
away from me and pointed his pistol at his own head. 

I laughed.  “Are you kidding me?  Go ahead.  Save 
the taxpayers some money.” 
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“I mean it.  What the Children will do to me will 
make this seem like a birthday party.” 

“What do you mean?  You’re the Children.” 

“If only that were true.  You have no idea what 
she’s capable of.”  I was beginning to think he was 
going to off himself in front of us.  It was a surprise to 

hear someone else was in charge of the Children’s 
organization, but Bartholomew’s murder made more 
sense then. 

“Who?  Who is ‘she’?  What is she planning?” 

“You have no idea …” 

Jimmy grabbed Jacks’ arm with the gun and 
wrestled the man to the ground.  I scampered over and 
picked up the weapon from the cheatgrass. 

“You can’t take me in,” Jacks kept repeating. 

“Freeze!”  It was the police, who finally had caught 
up.   

We raised our hands and guns in the air at shoulder 
level and I said, “Relax!  We have your man!” 

Three or four troopers came and collected Jacks 
from us but let us keep our firearms. 

“Well done,” a tall female CBI agent said.  It was 
hard to see her face in the dimming sunlight.  “Very 
well done, Mr. Ruger.” 

“Hey,” Jimmy pouted.  “I helped, y’know.” 
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She laughed.  “You, too, Mr. Stewart. 

Everyone gathered up at the road and six cars 
caravanned with the CBI to the city of Boulder.  We 
arrived at night and the troopers peeled off one at a 
time in different directions, leaving us to follow just two 
cars to the county lockup facility.  Jacks was taken in the 
back and I assumed was being processed.  We followed 
the agent into a side door and to a conference room. 

The lead CBI agent turned before we sat and 

reached out her hand to shake.  “I’m sorry, Mr. Ruger 
… ” 

“Pat, please.” 

“Pat … we weren’t formally introduced.  I’m Agent 
Filmore, Allison Filmore.  This is Agent Tom Jensen.” 

I shook hands with Filmore, then Jensen, and Jimmy 
did the same.  Tall with very short brunette hair, 

Filmore was as plain-looking as any policewoman I’d 

ever met.  Female officers didn’t get their jobs by being 
pretty or glamorous, but even by those standards 
Filmore was unattractive.  As long as she got the job 

done, I’m sure she was respected, but even in uniform 
she could have used some grooming tips. 

Jensen was average in every sense of the word.  I 

don’t think you would see him in a crowd.  Perhaps 
that was why he made it in the CBI.  He was diminutive, 
maybe 170 pounds and average build, barely filling out 
his uniform, with light brown hair in a crew cut. 

We all sat at the long conference table and made 

small talk.  After a while I asked, “Are we waiting for 
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something?” 

“Unfortunately, yes.  Homeland Security.  They 
want to interview Mr. Jacks.” 

“Great,” commented Jimmy.  “Are they even here 
yet?” 

“On their way.  They are anxious to talk to him.” 

I sighed.  This was going to be a long night, and we 

hadn’t eaten.  “Dinner?” 

“Good idea,” Filmore replied.  “Let’s see what we 
can order in.” 

Pizza arrived in about a half-hour and we sat for 
about two more hours.  I got to know far more about 
Filmore and Jensen than I ever wanted to know.  They 
had come up through the CBI Academy together and 
were the top and number 5 in their class, respectively.  
They evidently have a platonic relationship, friends 
only, and do a lot of hiking and snowboarding together 
on weekends.  Way more than I needed to know. 

A gentleman in a gray suit and power red tie 

thankfully interrupted our discussions.  “Excuse me, 
Agents Filmore and Jensen?”  They stood up.  “And you 
are Ruger and Stewart?” 

Jimmy and I stood up and I shook hands with our 
visitor.  “And you are … ” 

James Thompkins, prosecuting attorney for 
Homeland Security and the Justice Department.  I have 
been interviewing Wesley Jacks and he just lawyered 
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up.” 

“Wait,” I said.  “Doesn’t he fall under the terrorist 
rules?  He can’t have a lawyer?” 

Thompkins started to laugh but stayed composed.  

“Ten years ago, maybe, that would have been the case.  
Those rules are watered down now.  We can’t go to 
terrorist protocols until there’s sign-off from a federal 
judge.  We’ve decided instead to indict him on murder 
charges.  That should loosen him up.  Maybe a lawyer 
can talk some sense into him.” 

“Do we know yet what killed the kids?”  I had been 
thinking about that for a while.  “Poison?” 

“It seems so,” he replied.  “Evidently their drinking 
water was spiked.  I’m not sure how they got all of 
them to drink it.” 

“They were probably told to drink it and they 
followed directions,” I offered.  “Like they’ve been 
brainwashed to do.  How about the survivors?” 

“Stable, I’m told.  We’re tracking down all of the 
families, starting with the members who are still alive.  
It’s going to take some time.” 

“One of them, April Goebel, was missing.  Her 
parents are my clients.  I can get you their number … ” 

“We got it from your office, thanks.  They’ve been 
notified and the Goebels are at the hospital now.” 

“I sure hope she makes it.” 
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“So, what’s next?” Jimmy asked.  “Do we have to 
stick around here?” 

“Not anymore,” the attorney replied.  “We’ve got 
this.  Go home and get some rest.” 

“Finally,” Jimmy said as he stood up and stretched.  
“Erin’s going to wonder if she’s really married.” 

“I think she’s aware,” I answered.  “Otherwise, 
who’s mowing the lawn?” 

We both laughed with relief and followed Jensen 
out of the building.  In little more than an hour I had 
dropped Jimmy off at home and was pulling up in my 
driveway.  I was tired. 
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Chapter 22 

I slept all night and most of Sunday without any 
significant dreams or nightmares, thankfully.  I was just 
plain tired and found no reason to be up and at it.  I got 
a text message in the late afternoon, well, many text 
messages, really, but one in particular from Thompkins 
asking if I could meet him at court on Monday.  The 
other messages were from Jimmy, Erin, the girls, and 
even Maggie, all asking how I was doing. 

I hadn’t spent much time in my back yard since 
Amanda was killed.  Even though it was Sunday evening 
and getting dark, I decided to head out there and do 
some thinking, which meant casting with my rod and 
reel in the practice range I had built back there.  I was 
once a marksman when it came to landing my lure in 
the exact spot I wanted.  That took practice and it was 
difficult to find time to cast at a lake, so I built my own 
target range with a variety of round objects to cast into 

— old VW tires, sans the rims, ceramic pots, and farther 
away at the back fence, a small bathtub. 

I took one of the practice lures that I had removed 
the hooks from and began shooting it toward the closer 

targets, only about 20 feet out.  I kept missing — long, 
short, left.  It had been a while, I thought.  After a dozen 
or so casts, the lure started finding the holes, so I 
switched to a larger spoon to cast farther out.  Like with 
the closer targets, I eventually started hitting them as 
well. 

This was a great pastime for reflection and deep 

thought.  I didn’t have to focus on what I was doing at 
all, and thoughts of my life, Amanda, the girls, the 
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office, all came and went, swirling in and out of my 

consciousness.  Amanda’s death really affected me.  I 
realized while thinking about her that my grief wasn’t 
as severe.  Obviously I had let myself enjoy being with 
Anna, so that had to mean something.  For some reason 

I hadn’t been afraid in the mine.  I knew I would make 
it out of there unscathed.  Not sure how but it was 
never in doubt. 

I opened the ice chest and grabbed a lukewarm 
beer sitting in the water that had been ice a couple of 

weeks earlier.  I’d been trying several local beers.  This 
one was a lager, and the taste of my first swig was 
stronger than I expected.  I looked at the dark brown 

bottle’s light brown label and mentally filed the brand 
away to avoid later, “Prospector’s Brew.”  I did finish 
the beverage, however. 

The alarm woke me at 5 a.m. and I got ready to head 
to the courthouse.  After my shower, I decided on 

business casual attire rather than a business suit — no 
tie, no suit jacket, but a button-up light blue shirt and 
navy slacks. I left a voicemail at the office to let them 

know I’d be in court today and that I would be checking 
in later.  At about 7, as I was about to climb in my 
Camaro, I received a text from the prosecutor, 
Thompkins confirming I would be there.  I quickly 
answered in the affirmative and started my drive.  
Depending on traffic, it could have taken me between 
20 and 40 minutes to get to the federal district court, 
which was located just north of downtown Denver.  
Plenty of time, I told myself, somewhat hopeful. 

I arrived at about 7:30 a.m. and parked on the 
street, swiping my debit card in the meter.  The 
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courthouse building was large and elaborate, sporting 
Greek-like columns and cornices.  It was a light-greyish-
brown with bright white trim, very striking to visitors.  I 
remembered to leave my handgun locked in the trunk 
and crossed the street in the closest crosswalk to the 
front of the courthouse.  In the lobby were a couple of 
lines of 20 or so people waiting to get through the metal 
detectors.  They were dressed in a wide variety of 
apparel, with three piece business suits and formal 
pants suits at the top end down to shaggy jeans and 
tank tops on the overly-casual side, and everywhere in 
between.  I fit in nicely. 

Once through security, Thompkins found me and 
pulled me aside.  He was carrying an overstuffed 
portfolio of paperwork and a black leather laptop bag.   

“Mr. Ruger … Pat … glad to see you here.  I might 
need you to testify.  It seems that Jacks’ lawyer has 

been pressing for a plea bargain.  That’s not going to 
happen.” 

“What do they have to bargain with?” 

“They say that Jacks isn’t the mastermind of the 
cult and they can hand her to us.” 

“’Her,’ again.  Who is ‘her’?” 

“I don’t know that there is a ‘her.’  They’ll say 
anything at this point to avoid the death sentence.  I 

told them that after the arraignment I’d talk to them 
again.” 

“So, why am I here?”  I was genuinely interested. 



Pat Ruger: Children’s Reprise 

209 

“In case they claim diminished capacity.  I’d put 

you on the stand to dispute it so that we don’t have to 
get doctors involved.  Anything can happen if 
psychological testing happens.” 

“I can do that.  There’s no way Jacks has 
diminished capacity.” 

“… In you professional opinion.  And as a witness 
and victim.” 

“Exactly.” 

“Let’s go in.  I’ll call you up if I need you.” 

I sat near the rear of the wood-paneled courtroom, 

which was only about half full — probably 120 or so 
spectators were present.  There were some media staff 
with video cameras and microphones, but not all that I 
had expected.  From the left side of the courtroom in 
the front, Jacks was ushered in by a bailiff.  He was in 
cuffs and wearing prison orange.  He joined his two 

attorneys at the table on the left, facing the judge’s 
desk.  They were a middle-aged man and a slightly 
younger woman, both impeccably dressed in gray, and 
both sported dark brown hair.  The male probably dyed 
his hair dark, from the looks of it, I thought.  It was just 
Thompkins on the right side. 

The bailiff had a booming, deep voice.  “Please 
stand.” 

The congregation obliged and the judge walked in 
and sat in his overstuffed black leather chair. 

“Be seated,” he said in a meek voice starkly 
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contrasting the bailiff’s.  As the gallery did so, he 
added, “Counselors, please approach the bench.” 

All three attorneys had stayed standing and walked 
to the front of the judge.  They spoke in low voices but 
I could hear the female attorney arguing.   

“But, your honor, just reading them is prejudicial to 
the lesser charges.” 

More talking and the judge waved them back to 

their tables.  “Mr. Thompkins, are you ready to read the 
charges?” 

“Yes, your honor.”   

“Mr. Jacks, please stand.” 

Thompkins began with 53 counts of murder and 
continued with 72 counts of accessory to murder, 96 
counts of conspiracy, 17 counts of manslaughter, 102 
counts of kidnapping, another dozen of abduction and 
a litany of other charges, including sexual assault and 
statutory rape.  Then he listed several terrorist-related 
charges, and finished with quite a list of lesser 
infractions, such as resisting arrest.  Just when I thought 
he would lose his voice from stating such a list, he 
finished. 

“How does the defendant plea?” 

“Not guilty of all charges, your honor,” Jacks said 
forcibly.   

“Okay, Mr. Jacks.  ‘Not guilty’ is all we’re looking 

for.” 
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“Sorry, your honor,” the female attorney replied. 

The entire courtroom seemed to relax as 
proceedings were winding down.  The judge looked like 
he was reading his docket and the defense team was 
starting to gather briefcases.  Suddenly, a smallish 
figure jumped the gallery’s wood rail and leapt toward 
Jacks.  It was a young man, maybe 16, in a khaki hoodie 
and baggy jeans.  When he reached Jacks, who had just 
sat down, he pulled something out of a pants pocket 

and moved it across Jacks’ neck.  A gush of blood began 

spurting and my reflexes took over.  I leapt the rail’s 
gate and began rushing to the kid, but he saw me 
coming and he cut his own throat and dropped to the 
floor.  I saw then a white ceramic knife covered in dark 
red blood as his hand released it. 

I jumped on the kid, my own hands pressing hard 
on the gash, but too much blood was flowing to save 
him.  His whole body went limp and he was gone. 

Right next to me Jacks was being attended to as 
well, with the same result.  Both defense lawyers had 
backed away in shock as the bailiff had tried to 
intercede.  He and I were both covered in blood as we 
were helped to our feet. 

I looked Thompkins in the eye and asked, “What 
just happened?” 

Thompkins didn’t answer. 
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Chapter 23 

I was still in shock as I followed Thompkins to a back 
office in the federal facility.  We managed to avoid the 
media, who were now converging on the courthouse en 
masse as word spread of the incident.  Thompkins and 
I were sitting on opposite sides of a conference table 
and took several calls asking if we were okay.  Lola 
seemed to be the most upset. 

“Boss, you need to get away from there.”  She was 
practically crying.  “Please, Boss.  We’re all worried.” 

“Everything’s fine,” I replied, trying to calm her 
down.  “Just think, no more Wesley Jacks or 
Bartholomew Christian to worry about.  Both are 
dead.” 

She didn’t seem to be appeased, but she did tell 
me to come back to work soon, and I agreed.  Finally 
incoming phone calls to Thompkins and me trickled to 
a stop and we took a breather.  He got up and left, 
returning with a couple of dripping wet bottles of 
water, ice cold.  It was refreshing. 

“Thanks,” I said and he nodded.  I reached in my 
pocket and pulled out two radiation treatment pills.  I 

held them out on my palm and said, “Guess I don’t 
need these now.” 

“You better hang on to those,” he replied.  
“There’s still radioactive material we haven’t found 
yet … In fact, you still have that dosimeter on you?” 

“No, it’s at home.” 
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He reached in his jacket pocket and pulled out two 

more badges.”  “Take these.  You might need them.” 

“I guess you’re right,” I sighed and took the 
dosimeters badges from him.  I popped them in my shirt 
pocket, then put the pills back in my slacks pocket. 

He and I went over the scenario a couple of times 
and I promised to get back to him with a written 
statement.  It was nearly noon before I got away and I 
headed toward the office, as promised. 

My phone rang and the caller ID showed it as an 
unknown number.  I went ahead and answered it, 
punching the speaker-phone button on its screen.  
“Hello, this is Pat Ruger.” 

“Pat,” said the deep voice.  “This is John … John 
Fielding.  I need your help.” 

He sounded overwrought.  “What’s wrong?” 

“It’s my wife, Susan.  She’s having an anxiety 
attack and will only talk to you.  She trusts you, 

evidently.  Pat, I’m worried she’s going to hurt herself.  
Can you drive here to my house ASAP?  I know it’s an 
imposition but I’m not sure what else to do.  She’s not 
thinking clearly.” 

“How are your kids?” 

“Still with my sister; they’re okay.” 

“Okay, it’ll take a little while before I can get 
there.” 
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“I’ll tell her.  I’m sure she’ll relax knowing you’re 

on your way.  Thanks, Pat.  I don’t know how to repay 
you.” 

“Don’t worry about that.  See you soon.” 

I was unsettled on what to do.  I decided not to call 
the CBI or the feds until I knew more.  I turned west and 
started my hour-and-a-half drive back to Rollinsville.  It 
seemed as though I had made this drive a dozen times 
in a week. 

During the road time, my thoughts went to Amanda 
and Anna.  I wondered how the former would feel 

about my being with the latter.  I didn’t feel guilty, at 
least not for going out on Amanda.  But I did feel bad 
for perhaps being partly responsible for Anna not 
having a long-term relationship.  I would not be there 
for her in 20 years, or if I was, I wouldn’t be able to hold 
up my half of the partnership.  She might end up taking 
care of me instead of living her middle-aged years.  I 
couldn’t let that happen. 

On the other hand, we are both human and have 

needs.  It’s difficult to imagine anyone being more 
physically compatible than what we are together.  In 
fact, I was beginning to get aroused just thinking about 
that.  I cleared my mind of all of that and began to focus 
on the problem at hand, Susan Fielding. 

It was late afternoon when I pulled into their 
driveway. Fielding was sitting on his front porch and 
stood up to greet me when I got out of the Camaro.  I 
decided against grabbing my gun, instead leaving it in 
the glove compartment.  I met him half way and we 
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shook hands.  His palm was sweaty. 

“Pat, I’m so glad you came.  I don’t know why 
she’ll only speak with you.” 

“No worries, John.  Let’s go see what she has to 
say.” 

I followed him up the porch and through the front 
door.  Susan was sitting on the edge of an overstuffed 
chair facing the front door. 

“Thank you for coming,” she told me.  To John, she 
said, “Will you go to the kids, like we talked about?” 

“Are you sure?  I can definitely stay.” 

“No, honey, the kids need you now.  Come give me 
a kiss and I’ll see you tonight.”   

John walked to her, leaned over and kissed her.  He 
looked at me with a concerned look. 

“We’ll be okay, John.  Take care of your family.” 

“Call me if you need anything; I’ll come right 
over.” 

I nodded and he left.  I turned back to Susan, who 
began to smile.  She waved to the yellow and blue sofa 
and I took the offer and sat down. 

“I can’t believe we are finally face to face.” 

I was confused.  “What do you mean?” 

From her side in the chair she pulled up her hand, 
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which was holding what looked to be a Beretta 92 
Compact, one of the smaller 9 mil handguns but 
definitely not worth ignoring.  “Bartholomew and 
Wesley both paid the price for underestimating you.  I 
don’t plan on making that mistake.” 

“Then you’re going to kill me right now or wait 
until I figure a way out of this mess?” 

She laughed.  “You are right, that is a mistake a lot 
of movie criminals make.  How else would James Bond 

stay alive?”  The smile left her face.  “I would kill you 
now but I have something we have to do first.  After 
that, I won’t hesitate.” 

“What is it that we’re supposed to do?” 

“Soon.  First, I want you to tell me something.  You 
aren’t on the force any more.  Why are you still 

involved in this case?  Why didn’t you go back to your 
office and get back to minding your business?” 

“It’s a curse, I can tell you that.  After all those 
years on the beat and then as a detective, I got used to 

helping people.  I can’t help it.  Then losing my wife, 
and my fiance, and my best friend … I just don’t see a 
reason to let it all go.  My life isn’t worth it anymore.” 

“Just my luck.” 

“Let me ask you something.”  She nodded.  “Why?  
Why are you trying to kill all those people?” 

“Ever hear of the movement to eradicate humans 
from earth?” 
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“The Voluntary Human Extinction Movement?  I 
saw that on the news recently.” 

“Well, maybe an offshoot from that.  Voluntary 
extinction will take too long.  Mankind has made a mess 
of things on earth and we have to stop it soon.  

Otherwise, humans’ bad habits are going to 
permanently harm the earth’s ecology and eradicate 
millions of plant and animal species.  The Voluntary 
Movement has good intentions, but there are many of 

us who think that even 10 years might be too late.” 

“So, your plan is to wipe out the human population 
within 10 years?” 

“If only we could.  But, I’m definitely going to do 
my part.” 

“That’s why you didn’t mind killing all of your 

followers.  They’re only humans that need to be 
eradicated.” 

“Well … as callous as that sounds … yes.” 

“You’re insane.  Nothing you could do would wipe 
out the entire human race.  Not even nuclear war.” 

“That might be so, but if we slow down the 
industrial complex … well, we can leave it to others to 

finish our goal.”  She stood up and flicked the gun 
barrel to indicate I should also stand.  “It’s time to go.” 

“Where are we going?” 

“Never mind.  Just stay a few feet ahead of me and 
don’t try anything.  My gun has a hair trigger.” 
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“Got it.”  Again she motioned for me to move and 
I headed for the door.  I thought about making a move 
but with a hair trigger involved, I thought better of it.  
This woman was crazy enough to shoot me without 
thinking about it. 

She followed me out and said, “We’ll take your 
car.  It looks like it could outrun a cop or two.” 

I walked around to the driver’s side and opened 
the door.  Susan opened the passenger door and 
pointed her gun at me underneath the roof as I climbed 
in.  I strapped my seatbelt on extra-tight, just in case 
something presented itself.  We both closed our doors 
and I started up my Camaro. 

“Which way?” 

She pointed up the street to the west.  “That 
direction.  When you get to the main road, turn right.  

It’ll be about four miles before we turn off.” 

In a few minutes, we were on County Road 56 
heading west.  Susan instructed me to slow down, then 
turn at a gravel road without any sign or marker.  I drove 
up the road a couple of miles toward a hillside.  It dead-
ended at a turn-around and she had me stop half-way 
around. 

“What now?” I asked. 

“Get out.” 

Like we got in, she kept her gun aimed at me the 
entire way out of my car.   
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“Over there,” she said as she pointed at a path to 

the left along the shallow limestone cliff.  “In about 50 
yards, there’s an opening.  Don’t try anything.” 

I didn’t answer but began walking down the path.  
Sure enough, there was a dilapidated wooden door 
with an old iron padlock hanging from a slider above the 
doorknob. 

She threw me a key, which I caught with both hands 
at my belt.  I opened the lock, then the door, and looked 
at her to see what she wanted me to do. 

“Inside … slowly.” 

I proceeded into the dark room and she flipped on 
a light when she followed me in.  It was the inside of a 
mine or cave, with rock and dirt walls, about 20 yards 
across and a narrow corridor heading who-knew-where 
in the back of the space.  Against one wall on the right 
was an ancient but sturdy-looking workbench, 
complete with various brown paint stains and black, 
charred burn marks.  On the bench was a cylindrical 
metal canister and a small, blue, hard-sided suitcase.   

I tried to lighten my mood by saying, “If you want 
to get rid of the human race, any reason why you 
wouldn’t start with yourself?” 

“Funny.” 

“Well, it only makes sense.  Who else is going to do 
it?” 

“Open the suitcase.” 
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I complied.  There was a device inside that looked 
suspiciously like a bomb, including wires, a wrapped 
brick of what I assumed was plastic explosive, a cell 
phone and a square clear plastic cube were duct-taped 

to the top of everything.  It wasn’t pretty but bombs 
wouldn’t often pass a safety inspection. 

“Open the plastic box.” 

I did so. 

“See that metal container?  Open it and pour the 
contents into the plastic box.” 

Now I was worried.  I looked at Susan and the gun 
was still pointing right at my chest.  I contemplated 
rushing her. 

“Don’t try it,” she replied to my thoughts.  “I can 
do this without you, if I have to, but I’d rather not.” 

I inhaled and exhaled deeply and turned back to the 
table.  I opened the metal cylinder and screwed open 
the top.  There was dark brown dust inside, which I 
poured into the plastic container in the suitcase.  I 
closed both containers and turned back to Susan. 

“Close it … the suitcase … and bring it to the car.” 

She held the gun at me and stayed just far enough 
away from me to prevent me from making a move at 
her.  I turned back and carefully closed and latched the 
suitcase cover.  After another deep breath I grabbed the 
handle and slowly pulled it off the bench, swinging it 
gently and not letting it touch my body or the wall.   
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“You’re doing good.  Take it to the car.” 

She followed me out and even opened the back 
seat for me.  I wondered what would happen if I 
dropped this case.  Would it go off?  I placed the 
suitcase on the backseat and leaned it over gently to 
one side.   

I closed the car door and asked, “What are we 
going to do with a bomb?” 

“You’ll see.  Get in.” 

We both stepped into the front seats and closed our 
doors.  Again I tightened my belt.  I looked back and 

noticed she hadn’t closed the wooden door on the 
mine.  I figured she wasn’t worried any longer about 
who found it.   

I started the car and finished the rest of the turn-
around, heading out the gravel road the way we came. 

“Right at the highway,” Susan instructed. 

“Are we heading to the city?” 

“Of course.” 

About 10 miles north, I looked down and saw that 
the dosimeter badges had turned nearly all black.  I 
realized then what had been in the metal canister.  We 
were delivering a dirty bomb to Denver.  I slowly 
reached for my pills. 

“What are you doing?” 
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“Allergy pills,” I replied.  “If I don’t take them 

soon, I won’t be able to stop sneezing.  You want to 
drive?” 

“No, take them.  But don’t do anything stupid.” 

“I don’t plan to.”  I brought them out of my pocket 
and showed them to her, then took them dry.  They 
were a little larger than I would have liked, but 
managed to get them down. 

After another five miles I noticed a car that had 
been following us was still about a half-mile back.  It 
was a white sedan of some kind, rather indistinctive 
from this far away. I sped up and it stayed the same 
distance from us, slowed down and that car slowed.  

We had a tail.  I wasn’t sure how I felt about that.  If it 
was a fed, they might force me to do something I didn’t 
want to do.  But, if I needed help, there they were. 

“What about John?” 

“What?” she replied. 

“What about your husband?  What does he have to 
do with all of this?” 

“Not a thing, I assure you.  He was the perfect 
choice to bring to the mountains and hide behind.  His 

badge … and his salary … were absolutely fundamental 
in getting everything ramped up.” 

“He had to have known.” 

“No, I know he didn’t.  If he did, would he have 
called you, to get you to meet me?” 
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“Well, he could have, I guess.” 

“Well, he didn’t.  I really do love him, you know, 
and he’ll be able to take care of the kids. But he was 
necessary to get my group started.  The group, Wesley, 
Bartholomew, the money, the drugs, everything 
depended on John and his unwitting protection here in 
the middle of nowhere.”  

I didn’t answer and let it sink in.  We approached a 
highway marker, State Route 72, and Susan instructed 
me to take it west.  We entered a curvy stretch of 
mountain road and soon hit the downhill stretch 
toward the metro area.  Around this corner and that 
you could see the city stretching out into the distant 
plains.  I thought for a few minutes that we had lost the 
tail and I realized I had been counting on the help.  I 
knew I was going to have to do something before we 
reached any real population.  We hit a straightaway and 
I was relieved to see the white car in my rear view 
mirror. 

The city grew closer and closer and I was getting 
desperate.  In the distance I saw a reservoir off the left 

of the highway and had an idea.  “We have a tail,” I 
announced.  “I’m going to lose them.” 

“That white car that’s been behind us for a while?  
I noticed them before we hit the mountains ... ” 

I stepped on the gas and we lurched.  I must have 

startled Susan because she didn’t make a sound for a 
moment.  My Camaro would put you back in the seat 
when I punched it.  My speed increased and I watched 
my speedometer hit 110.   
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“Slow down,” Susan was finally able to say.  “I’m 
going to shoot you right now if you don’t slow down.” 

“I told you I’m going to lose whoever that is.” 

My speedometer was still climbing when we quickly 
came upon the reservoir, which was just a grassy patch 
away from the road.  Perfect, I thought. 

I swerved to the left, bounced a couple times on the 
grassy berm and violently jumped the low cement 
barrier next to the dam, slamming into the water.  We 
hit hard and I was knocked out for a moment.  When I 
could think I unbuckled and tried to lower my window, 
but the electric switch failed.  We were still floating but 
the car was beginning to list in the front.  I felt a twinge 
of panic and pounded on the window.  A sharp pain in 
my left arm made me yelp and I figured it was broken.   

Susan wasn’t moving.  I remembered the glass 
breaking tool I was given as a gift and threw in the door 
pocket.  I reached for it and pressed the point on the 
glass.  It immediately shattered.  I managed to crawl out 
as the Camaro sank below the surface. 

My arm was in terrible pain and I had a difficult time 
swimming toward shore.  I struggled to get a breath 

before dropping below the lake’s surface.  Just when I 
thought I was going down, someone lifted me back up 
and I took some gulps of air, sputtering and coughing.   

“You okay?”  It was the sheriff of Gilpin County 
with a big smile on his face.  “Nice dive!” McCoy said.  
“I’d give it an 8-point-7.” 

“Everyone thinks they’re a comedian.” I said, and 
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I decided I had misjudged the man. 

He pulled me to the dirt bank about 30 yards to the 
right of where we entered the water.  When it got 
shallow enough to walk, I tried to stand up but still 
struggled.  McCoy helped me the rest of the way. 

“Susan Fielding … ” I tried to say as I fell on the 
grassy beach, but finished by pointing toward the car. 

“Susan’s with you?” 

I nodded, and the soaking wet sheriff stood back up 
and started back to the lake.  A very large explosion 
blew him back and I knew that Susan was gone.  She 
had detonated the bomb. 

The sharp pain in my arm returned with a 
vengeance and I passed out thinking about my beloved 
Camaro.   
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Chapter 24 

My left arm was throbbing when I woke up in the 
hospital bed.  I looked at it and saw that it was wrapped 
in a large white bandage.   

“You’re awake,” said a female voice and I saw that 
the whole P-A-L staff was in the room.  “The doctor said 
it wouldn’t be long.” 

“What happened?”  I groggily asked.  “I remember 
the explosion.” 

“Do you remember Sheriff McCoy getting you out 
of the water?”  It was Jimmy.  “He may have saved your 
life.” 

“Vaguely.  I think my car’s gone ... my Camaro … ” 

“Sorry, Patty,” Lola said and she came over to hug 
me. 

“Careful,” I warned as I pulled away a bit.  She was 
careful but gave me a big hug.  She didn’t seem to want 
to let go. 

“You dodged a bullet, Pat.” Jimmy continued.  

“Those pills … good thinking taking those when you did.  
The doctor found the ingredients in your system and 
said it saved you from radiation sickness, at least so 
far.” 

“How long have I been out?” 

“A few hours.  They said your vitals showed you 
would probably recover fast and wake up.” 
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That’s when I noticed a mess of wiring, straps and 
tape on several parts of my body and the bed.  As if she 
were reading my mind, a nurse came in and cheerfully 
removed most of the hookups and paraphernalia.  
When she left I sized up the team. 

“Jimmy, Lola, Anna, Jake, Tory … and, who’s this?”  
A tall Hispanic boy of about 15 was standing somewhat 
behind Lola. 

“Pat, this is my cousin, Paulo.” 

“Paul,” the kid corrected. 

“Paul.  He’s in high school, ang gonna to do some 
interning with us.  He’d like to get his P.I. license.” 

“Oh, man, are you sure?”  I laughed and winced in 
pain.  “You could end up like this.” 

Everyone laughed and I was grateful to have friends 
like these, not just partners and co-workers, and I said 
so. 

“That’s the meds talking, Patty-boy.”  Jimmy gave 
out a belly laugh and the others followed. 

“No,” I said to try to explain myself.  The laughter 
died down.  “No, I mean it.  You guys are the reason 

I’m still alive.  Without friends like you guys to care 
about, I would have bought the farm back in the 
Fielding house.  No way I would have driven her 
anywhere.” 

“Well,” Lola said with her eyes tearing up.  “We’re 
glad you made it.  We want you back in the office.” 
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Anna perked up and said, “It’s not the same 
without you.” 

“Besides,” added Tory.  “I don’t like being in your 
house alone.  It creeps me out.” 

“It’s your house, too, y’know.” 

“I know, but … well … you know.  I really like arguing 
with you at night.”  He smiled broadly. 

“Okay, everyone,” the nurse said as she re-entered 
the room.  “Time to let Mr. Ruger rest.” 

“Okay, Mr. Ruger,” Jimmy mocked.  “You rest up 
and we’ll see you later.” 

“Everyone’s a comedian,” I said and it sounded 
really familiar. 

They left one at a time, the girls kissing me on the 
cheek, and each promising to call the next day.  The last 
one to leave was Jimmy. 

“Erin is really upset with you.  I don’t know how to 
calm her down.” 

“Your wife … let her know I’ll be okay and it will 
never happen again.” 

“I’ll do that, but expect a stern lecture from her 
tomorrow.” 

“Thanks for the heads-up.” 

“Really, dude, glad you’re okay.” 
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I nodded and, thankfully, he left without a hug.  I 
was very tired and fell back to sleep almost 
immediately.  Each hour through the night a nurse 
woke me to check my vitals and every third time got 
urine samples. 

In the morning I was in fairly good spirits, 
considering.  A very young, pretty nurse came in to 
announce a visitor.  She was blond, shapely and 
stunning.  I almost missed what she was saying, but she 
left and returned in a moment with Thompkins. 

“Hey, there. Pat.  How’re you feeling?” The 
prosecutor was wearing another expensive three-piece 
suit, this time in flat charcoal. 

“As well as can be expected.  What’s going on?” 

“Well, Homeland’s buzzing about what you did.  
They’ve begun cleaning up the reservoir you drove into 
and the bomb was substantial.  Getting it into the water 

kept it contained — that was brilliant.  They found some 
radioactivity readings in the water.  It appears it was a 
dirty bomb.” 

“Yeah, I’m afraid so.  I didn’t want it to get to the 
city, so I ditched the car.” 

“Sheriff McCoy said he followed you from the 
Fielding house and that Mrs. Fielding was in the car with 
you when you drove into the reservoir.  Can you tell me 
why she was with you?” 

“She was the mastermind behind the Children.  
I’m assuming she went up with the bomb.”   
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“Looks like it.  There are bits of skin and flesh on 
some of the car pieces they recovered and they sent the 
samples to the lab.  Even though they were soaked in 

the lake, we think they can get the ID.”   He paused to 
take it in.  “Mrs. Fielding was behind it all?  Did she say 
why?” 

“Just that she was part of a radical movement to 
wipe out mankind for the Earth’s sake.  We are ruining 
the planet and she thought something had to be done.  

She talked about the, what was it? The ‘voluntary 
extinction’ movement, I think.  It’s the clan who wants 
everyone to stop having kids so that humans can 

become naturally extinct.  Problem was, she didn’t 
want to wait 100 or 200 years for it to happen.”  

“And what about John Fielding?  He had to know 
what was going on in his own house.” 

“No, I really don’t think so.  He was clearly in the 
dark when I was with him, even in the mine, pardon the 

pun.” 

I winced and Thompkins said as soon as I was ready 

he’d pick me up and I would be debriefed.  He left and 
I went about trying to recover. 

Because of the concussion I evidently suffered, the 
hospital kept me for three more days before clearing 

me to be discharged.  I called Jimmy on the room’s 
phone to pick me up at noon.  It had been a quiet and 
restful few days without a phone and without a parade 
of well-wishers.  In order to facilitate my recuperation, 
I had asked everyone to give me some time and had 
promised to let them visit me once I got home.   
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A few minutes before 12, I got dressed in clothes 

that Tory had dropped off — a pair of black jeans, a gray 
Broncos T-shirt, black crew socks, my old, comfy tennis 
shoes and even a change of underwear.  I called out for 
the pretty nurse, Taylor, to roll me out and she stopped 
in with a wheel chair. 

I expected to see Jimmy but he wasn’t around the 
lobby.  I was starting to get miffed that he was late 
when someone called my name. 

“Pat?  Are you ready?” It was a female voice. 

I looked toward her and was very surprised to see a 
familiar face.  It was Maggie. 

I must have had a confused look on my face, 

because she came close and annunciated, slowly, “Pat, 
I’m Maggie Winters.  You stayed at my house …” 

“Okay, okay, I get it.” We both chuckled and Nurse 
Taylor helped me out of the chair.  I thanked her and 
she cheerfully wheeled the apparatus away as I turned 

back to Maggie.  “Why are you here?  I’m sorry, that 
sounded bad.” I took a deep breath.  “I’m happy to 
see you.” 

“I should hope so,” she answered.  “I asked your 
friend, James, to let me know when you were going to 
be released so I could pay you a visit.  He called me and 

asked if I wanted to pick you up.” 

“Don’t let him hear you call him ‘James.’  He 
hates that. It really is good to see you.” 

“Just remember, you owe me a dinner.” 
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“I thought you owed me the dinner.” 

“Nope.” And that was that. 
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Become a member of Jack’s Pack!   

 You will receive a FREE Pat Ruger short story 

(only available to subscribers) 

 You can become a member of the Reviewers 

Early Release team  

 You will periodically receive a newsletter that 

includes personal notes from me and news 

about upcoming events, current projects and 

approaching book releases 

 It will make my day 
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Amazon.com/author/jackhuber 
 

My Facebook page:    
Facebook.com/JackHuberAuthor 
 

My Twitter account:   
Twitter.com/huberjack 
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About Me 

I was born in Southern California but as of this 

printing I now reside in Colorado with my wife, Nadyne, 

and our Cairn Terrier, Lucy.  Hopefully you’ll feel like I 

do that I have found a niche in the 

detective/mystery/crime/thriller genres with several of 

my Pat Ruger Mystery Series novels now released. 

I also have several books of poetry and 

photography on the market and have been a Staff 

Writer for Poetic Monthly Magazine.  My first poems 

were published when I was just 10 years old when two 

pieces submitted by a teacher were accepted by a 

literary magazine.  I have since enjoyed writing poetry 

throughout my writing career. 

Being able to weave mysteries was unexpected but 

understandable, considering my influences growing up.  

I have always had a penchant for telling stories and I 

really admired this quality in my uncle, Pat Wombacher.  

No, Pat Ruger was not modeled after my uncle... 
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Excerpt from “Pat Ruger: Seattle Reign”: 
 

The thin African American salesman tapped on the 

tinted driver’s window.  I found and pressed the 
control button to roll it down.  His silver eyebrow 
piercing and cheek stud caught my eye but I let them 
go. 

“What do you think?” he asked energetically.  “Do 
you feel the power?” 

I laughed, partly from seeing his haircut.  He had 
extra-short jet black hair that was shaved to the scalp 

on his right side but was longer on the other side.  “Not 
exactly, Reggie.  I’m not judging it from its idle.” 

“Yeah, thought so.  Let’s take it out.” 

I was torn.  I loved my Camaro so much and it was 
sad to have to replace it.  The Camaro was no more, 
having been blown up in a reservoir.  There were many 
fond memories in that car.  At least this Chevy was blue. 

I sighed.  “Sure, let’s go for a spin.” 

The sales guy excitedly hopped around the rear of 
the car and climbed into the passenger seat. 

“This is a classic Chevy Malibu, 1968, with a four-
banger under the hood.  You ain’t gonna find another 
one in this condition for under 22, 23 grand.  This 

thing’s 350 cubic inch crate engine has a performance 
cam, Edelbrock intake, headers and a Mallory 
electronic ignition.  Not only that, but it has a Turbo 350 
automatic transmission with a Star shifter …” 
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“Don’t tell me,” I interrupted.  “Manual steering, 
manual brakes and no A/C.” 

“That’s the way they came in 1968.  What can I 
say?”  The sleeve of his yellow and brown plaid sports 
coat lifted with his arm and swung in front of me.  “At 
the street turn left and we’ll catch the 25 North.” 

“Got it.”  I revved it up, accentuating the header 
noise, and placed it in “Drive.”  I couldn’t help myself, 
but I peeled rubber almost all the way to the driveway.  

“Impressive.” 

“Isn’t it?”  He was grinning.  It seemed odd for a 
younger black guy wearing 50’s plaid. I surmised it was 
part of his shtick, something people remember. 

I entered the street and struggled through the turn.  
“Yeah,” I said.  “Definitely manual steering.” 

“You’ll get used to that.  Steerin’, A/C, brakes, all 
that shit robs the muscle car of power.  You want as 

much of the horsepower as possible goin’ to the 
wheels.” 

“I expected it to be a 4-on-the-floor.  Kinda 
surprised.” 

“Yeah, me, too, really.  But that should be better 

for how you’re workin’, right?  You don’t want to be 
undercover and have to shift … “ 

“Right.  Not undercover, though.  I’m not a cop 
anymore.” 

“Surveillance, then.”  He pointed to the right and 
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instructed me to head to the on-ramp.  “Here you go … 
let it loose.” 

I stepped on the gas and the acceleration flat out 
put me back in the bucket seat.  The pure surprise of it 
made me back off the pedal. “Whoa, this is fast.” 

“Told you.” 

After passing a semi and a couple of sedans, it was 
clear in front of us and I pressed the gas pedal down.  I 
saw the speedometer head from 60 to 70, then to 80, 
then 90, and I was still accelerating.   

“You might want to take the speed back down up 
here,” Reggie said.  “Highway patrol is usually parked 
up there on that overpass.” 

“Got it.”  I slowed it down to the speed limit plus 5, 
letting it run steady at 70.  “Good pickup, no vibration, 
solid.” 

That seemed to make Reggie happy.  “Cool, let’s 
go back and write it up.”  He pointed to the off-ramp 
coming up.  “Exit here and we’ll take Huron back.” 

“Sure.”  I followed the suggestion and we spent the 
next 5 miles driving south on the business arterial. 

A black late-model Jeep flew by and in the rear view 
mirror I could see flashing red and blue lights coming 
fast.  I pulled over to the right and slowed down, and it 

didn’t take more than a few seconds before two all-
white police cars sped by.  This was obviously someone 

they didn’t want to lose.  You can’t outrun the radio, I 
said to myself, and I drove back into the right lane to 
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continue our jaunt back to the dealership. 

In about a mile, we came upon the two squad cars, 
one was upside down on the sidewalk and the other 
was wrecked on a tree, smoke pouring out of the 
engine.  I stopped and saw two officers, one of whom 
was crawling out from the overturned car.  The other 
was trying to help.   

I rolled down the passenger window and yelled past 

Reggie, “I was on the job, get in!” 

They hobbled to the Malibu and crawled into the 
back seat, one at a time.  I punched it and the passenger 
door slammed shut. 

Reggie looked horrified.  “Wait a minute, this isn’t 
… “ 

“Pat Ruger,” I introduced myself, slightly turning 
my head toward the back seat.  Returning forward, I 
said, “Retired from Denver.” 

“Officers Morton and Craig, thanks for helping out.  
That asshole just robbed a Quick Stop.  He shot a 
customer.  You packing?” 

“There he is,” I said as I saw the Jeep turn left.  
“Yeah, I got my Ruger 9 mil in my ankle holster.”  I 
quickly approached the intersection and turned left to 
follow the Jeep.  “I got my concealed carry.  I’m a PI.” 

I caught up with the Jeep quickly and bumped him. 

“Careful!” Reggie yelled.  “You ain’t bought this 
yet.” 
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I held out my hand to shake.  “Sold!” 

Reggie took my hand and shook it.  “Twenty-two 
grand.  You good for it?” 

“I better be.”  The Jeep was no match for my 
newly-acquired muscle car and I edged the Malibu 

closer to the perp’s rear bumper.   “Hold on,” I said to 
Reggie, then banged down the gas pedal, forcing my car 
to bang into the Jeep.  The Malibu lurched a little, as did 

the Jeep, but he didn’t slow down.   

“Don’t PIT,” one of the officers yelled.  “There’s 
a civilian on board.” 

“Okay,” I replied, a little annoyed.  The PIT was a 
maneuver police used when on a high speed chase.  The 
chaser pulls up so that the front is beside the rear of the 
car being chased, then taps it on the rear quarter-panel 
with the front corner of the car.  Depending on the 

speed, the tap doesn’t have to be very hard.  The front 
car almost always spins out of control.  The danger is 

that the rear car can’t completely control what 
happens and sometimes a larger collision occurs. 

We were still in a business district and I 
contemplated my options.  Just as I decided my 
strategy, the Jeep slowed abruptly and made a sharp 
right turn, sideswiping a business structure as it found 
the alleyway.  I never slowed, but instead made the 
next right and after a right turn one block up, nearly 
caught up with the guy.  I bided my time, hanging in his 
blind spot so it was hard to see where I was.  He slowed 
ever so briefly in indecision for a pedestrian about to 
enter the street and I jammed the gear shift into 2nd, 
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punched it and flew by him.  I then swerved in front of 
him and stomped on my brakes.  The Jeep rear-ended 
us, stopping very abruptly, and before he could do 
anything, all of us, sans the sales guy, jumped out with 
weapons drawn.  The taller of the two cops approached 
the Jeeps driver door, handgun pointed at the driver, 
who seemed a bit dazed, and yelled for him to open the 
door and drop to the ground. 

After a third command to get on the ground, the 
perp slowly opened the door and crawled out on his 
stomach, hands raised behind him.  The other cop 
jumped on him and put him in handcuffs.  I put away 
my Ruger. 

Another squad car pulled up with lights flashing and 
a couple of uniforms jumped out, guns pointing at me.  
I raised my hands high in the air and the tall cop came 
over to wave them off. 

“Sorry about your new car,” he said, almost 

laughing.  “Best sales technique I’ve ever seen.”  He 
did laugh at that and I couldn’t hold back a chuckle 
myself. 

“Twenty-two thousand,” I sighed.  “Hopefully 
worth it when I get it fixed up.”  I paused, thinking.  
“This gives me a chance to make some modifications.” 

“Like what?” 

“I plan on lining the whole car with Kevlar, for one 
thing.” 

“Good idea.  A few well-placed iron planks 
underneath wouldn’t hurt either.” 
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The other cop came over and shook my hand.   

“Are you Morton or Craig?” I asked before 
releasing my grip. 

“Craig.  You said you‘re Pat Ruger?  The Pat 
Ruger?” 

“Afraid so.” 

 

To continue reading “Pat Ruger: Seattle Reign,” 
go to:   amazon.com/dp/B079CM9H2D 


