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Chapter 1 

I was interrupted by a knock on the lavatory door.  
Rude, I thought to myself.  “Just a minute,” I answered back 
and quickly finished my business.    

I opened up the door and began to exit the airliner’s 
bathroom when I was pushed back into the room by a mid-
40’s brunette.  She crowded against me, which wasn’t 
difficult, since I’m 5’8”, 210 pounds and we were occupying 
a miniscule space.  The woman wasn’t particularly pretty, 
somewhat overweight and about half-a-foot shorter than 
me.  She was wearing a low cut, white blouse showing a 
crack of cleavage and she had a small, faded tat of a flower 
on her neck.  A tight pair of blue jeans, long, silver earrings 
and a thin pink stripe in her hair rounded out her ensemble.    

“You up for the mile-high club?” she asked softly as she 
latched the door behind her and put her arms around my 
neck.  “It’s on my bucket list.”  

We hit a mild air pocket and the plane smoothed back 
out.  I reached up and unclasped her hands.  “I’m sorry, do 
I know you?”  

“Sarah.  You up for it?”  

“No,” I replied sternly.  “I don’t think my fiancé would 
approve.”  

“Come on, I saw you were alone.  I won’t tell ... and I 
got rubbers.”  

“Thanks, but no thanks.  It’s not on my bucket list.”  

She pouted.  “You’re turning down awesome sex at 
35,000 feet with no strings?”  

“That’s exactly what I’m doing.” I reached behind her 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

7 

and turned the doorknob.  Though I doubt very much the 
sex would be awesome, I said to myself.  The door popped 
open into the aisle and Sarah stumbled back.  

She turned and stomped back up the aisle to her seat.  
I did the same, sans the stomping, and buckled my seat 
belt.  I shook my head in astonishment and silently 
chuckled.  I pushed the button and leaned my chair back.  I 
still had about 90 minutes until we landed at La Guardia, 
and I wanted to catch a nap.  

Soon I was dreaming.  I was back in Denver, watching 
TV with Ellie.  We were sitting together on our old loveseat 
having wine and a new low-cal dessert she had made.  I had 
to look at her.  Her long brunette hair was pulled back in a 
bun and she was made up, as always.  It had been a few 
years since she passed and I wasn’t going to waste my time 
now, even though I knew I was dreaming.    

“This is really good,” I said, taking another bite of the 
strawberry concoction.  

Ellie smiled and said, “You’re just saying that, but I’ll 
take it.”  Her smile was captivating.  “I hope you don’t get 
a call tonight.  I’d like to actually spend an evening with my 
husband for a change.”  

“I’m sorry about that,” I replied.  “I won’t be on the 
force much longer.  My retirement papers went through.”  

“I know, but they seem to be making you work every 
night until you leave …”  

“Indian Hills.”  

“What?”  

She smiled again.  “Indian Hills.  For some reason, that 
came to me just now.  Does that mean anything to you?”  
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I racked my brain but couldn’t think of anything 
related.   

“No, I don’t know what it means.”  

“Oh, well,” she sighed.  “It probably isn’t important.”  

We watched “Friends” for a while.  After a bit, Ellie said, 
“You know, Amanda’s a lucky woman to have you fly across 
the country to be with her.”  

“Amanda?”  

“Yes, dear.  She’s the best thing that’s happened to you 
since … well … me.”  

“I think I love her, Ells.  I was almost killed in my last 
investigation; Jimmy even got shot.  I could only think of 
you and her.”  

“Well, that’s got to mean something, doesn’t it?”  

“That’s why I’m flying to her.  I need to get back with 
her, whatever it takes.”  

A loud male voice startled me awake.  A man was 
shouting,  

“And the Lord will smite us down, all of us sinners …”  

When my eyes cleared up from the fog of my nap, I 
could see a man dressed in black standing in the aisle near 
the front of the plane.  

“Blessed is the one who does not walk in step with the 
wicked,” he continued.  “Or stand in the way that sinners 
take or sit in the company of mockers …” We hit another 
bump and he paused, then started back up.  “But whose 
delight is in the law of the Lord, and who meditates on his 
law day and night.”  

After some gasping and a few comments, someone 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

9 

stood up and told the guy to shut up and sit down.  That 
didn’t stop him.  

“That person is like a tree planted by streams of water, 
which yields its fruit in season and whose leaf does not 
wither— whatever they do prospers.”  

“Hey, old man,” a college jock shouted.  “You ain’t 
gonna blow us up, are you?”  

“Make him stop,” a woman yelled to her husband.  
“He’s gonna blow up the plane!”  

The religious man just continued his sermon 
undeterred.  “The ungodly are not so, but are like the chaff 
which the wind drives away.”  

“Hey, mister, sit down,” came one shout.    

A flight attendant got on the loudspeaker.  “Sir, please 
take your seat.  You are frightening the passengers.  Sir!”  

Unfazed, he continued, “Therefore the ungodly shall 
not stand in the judgment, nor sinners in the congregation 
of the righteous.  For the Lord knows the way of the 
righteous, but the way of the ungodly shall perish.”  

“He’s got a bomb!”  

This one got my attention.  I sprang to my feet and ran 
up the aisle to the gentleman.  I practically tackled him, 
amid cheers in the background, and checked him over for 
explosives or any remote triggers.  Nothing.  

“He’s harmless,” I said, standing up.  “I need some 
neckties.”  

It didn’t take long for a dozen ties of all colors to make 
their way to me.  I sat the now-silent preacher in a nearby 
empty seat and tied him in, his hands behind the seat and 
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one as a loose gag.  

“If you move or make more noise, these all get 
tightened.  Do you understand?”  

He nodded, seemingly resigned to his situation.  The 
flight attendant thanked me and as I walked back down the 
aisle to my chair, there was applause and several people 
shook my hand.  “Let’s get to New York safely, shall we?” I 
said and sat down.    

Too much adrenaline to get back to my nap, so I stared 
across the aisle and out the window opposite my row.  A 
couple of passengers walked in front of me and I realized 
who it was -- Sarah was dragging a twenty-something boy 
back to the lavatory.  In they went and I heard the door slam 
closed and the lock latch.  
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Chapter 2 

I stood at Amanda’s door, nervously planning my 
approach.    

The hallway was painted dark green and the carpet was 
green and gold with a nice paisley pattern along its middle.  
The apartment building seemed to me more like a hotel, 
with red doors lining the corridor on both sides.  I was 
standing in front of room 394.  

My options were to rush into her arms, wait and hope 
she rushed into mine, or say something clever.  But what?  
‘Don’t I know you?’  ‘Hi, Babe, long time no see.’  ‘What’s 
a beautiful girl like you …’  

The door opened and I almost tripped over my carry-on 
bag I had set on the floor in my contemplation.  When I 
regained my balance, Amanda was staring at me in 
surprise.  Mandy was about my height, brunette and slim, 
but shapely, with amazing olive skin tones.  She was 
wearing her usual office attire, a navy blue skirt, plain ivory 
blouse and flat shoes.  As usual, her makeup was light but 
exquisite, and her gorgeous brown eyes gave her away -- 
she was excited to see me.  

“Hi, Pat.  Long time no see.” She smiled broadly.  

I noticed she had a carry-on bag of her own.  “Where 
you headed, Agent Sizemore?”  

She dropped her bag and hugged me.  “What are you 
doing here?  I was just heading to the airport.”  She let me 
go enough to kiss me and I returned it gladly.  

I released her and moved back a step but still held her 
hand.  “I wanted to talk to you, face-to-face, and tell you 
how much you mean to me.  I’m sorry I didn’t call ahead 
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…”  

“That’s okay, Patty.  Your cruise fiasco wasn’t enough?  
You had to be a hero on your flight over?”  

“What do you mean?”  

She reached into her bag and brought out her 
smartphone.  She pressed a couple of buttons, swiped the 
screen a couple of times and turned it around for me to see.  
“It’s gone viral …”  

The screen showed a cell phone video of the inside of a 
passenger jet.  After some commotion, a man ran up the 
aisle and tackled a guy.  I realized that the tackler was me 
and the target was the guy spouting scripture on my flight.  
After a couple of moments, the video showed me standing 
up and saying, “He’s harmless.” Then, looking around the 
seats nearby, I said, “I need some neckties.”  The video 
ended after I bound the preacher up with ties and applause 
as I went back to my seat.  

“So, you see,” Amanda said.  “I knew you were coming.  
I had quite a nice surprise in store for you, but I got the call 
and had to drop everything.”  

My phone interrupted us and I answered it.    

“Boss, you okay?”  It was Lola at the office, the “L” in 
PAL Investigations. “Cause you’ve been on TV and we been 
getting all kinds of calls from the radio, newspapers … I 
didn’t give ‘em your number, though.”  

“Good girl.  Please don’t.  Why do they want to talk to 
me?”  

“Because you’re a hero twice in a week.”  

“I’m not a hero.  I just tackled an unarmed man and 
made sure he wouldn't cause the airline to divert our 
flight.”  I looked at Amanda, who began to chuckle.  Back to 
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Lola, I said, “Give all those calls to Jimmy.  He’s going to 
start earning his pay quicker than we thought …”  

“Okay, Boss.  You sure you’re okay?”  

“I’m fine.”  I put her on speaker.  “Say hello to 
Amanda.”  

Amanda leaned toward the phone.  “Hi, Lola!”  

Lola replied, “Amanda!  We miss you!  When are you 
going to visit us?”  

“Soon, I hope.”  

I gave her the wind-it-up sign with my finger and she 
said, “Gotta go, take care of yourself, and say hi to Anna!”  

“Take good care of our Patty!”  

I took it off speaker.  “Lola, I’ll call you in a couple of 
days.  Please make sure no one knows my number.”  

“Okay, Boss, have a bunch of fun with your honey!”  

I hung up and stood there, not quite sure what to make 
of things.  

“Just when you were going to relax after your ordeal in 
the Caribbean …”  

“That turned out great, for the most part, if you don’t 
count Jimmy taking one for the home team.”  I thought I 
should change the subject.  “Where are you flying?”  

“I’ve got a situation in upstate New York … a Native  

American leader has had death threats and the Agency 
wants to lend the tribal police some expertise.  That’s me.”  

“I haven’t heard any of that on the news …”  

“That’s good to know.  We are trying to keep it quiet.”  
She paused and then asked, “You wanna come?  You’re still 
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under contract.”  

“To tell you the truth, I wanted to say that I’m ready to 
join you here.  You don’t have to give up your career path 
for us to be together.  Can we talk about it … wait … I guess 
I should ask if you’re seeing anyone …”  

“No, silly boy.  There’s only you.”  

“You sent me a going away present in the form of a 
black seductress, so I wasn’t really sure you hadn’t moved 
on already.”  

“Rhonda, the chef?  I hope she was good for you.  I 
really thought you needed it.”  

“I don’t know of any woman that would set up her ex 
with a booty call.”  

“I thought we were over.  I did choose my career over 
our relationship, after all … I didn’t want you moping 
around.  She always liked you, you know that, right?”  

“No, I didn’t.  I’m a man, remember? “  

“I can’t believe you’re here!”  She hugged me again.  
She broke away to close and lock the door and grabbed my 
arm.  “We better get to La Guardia.  We have a plane to 
catch.”  

I picked up her bag and carried both with my free arm 
and we walked to the elevator.  We stepped in and I 
realized I never stepped foot in her apartment.  “I just spent 
four hours in a Southwest plane… Who are we flying?”  

“The United States Air National Guard.  We’re hopping 
on a cargo run to Syracuse.”  

“Sounds like fun.”  It didn’t.  
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Chapter 3 

“It’s a short flight from here,” Amanda reassured me as 
we climbed the steps and entered the C130.  “Just a little 
over an hour in the air.”  

I looked around and a gentleman in a khaki flight suit 
and a dark brown leather bomber jacket greeted us.  “You 
must be Agent Sizemore.”  The airman was a bit taller than 
me and looked bald, but upon further inspection, his light 
brown hair, almost blonde, was butch cut.  He shook 
Amanda’s hand and extended his to me.  “And you are?”  

“He’s with me,” Amanda said. “Do you need ID’s?”  

“Not necessary.  I saw them check you in at the gate.”  
He shook my hand with a firm grip.    

“Pat Ruger,” I said.  “Consulting with the FBI.”    

“I wasn’t told there would be two passengers, but the 
more the merrier.”  He grinned.  “I’m Airman First Class 
John McElroy, loadmaster of this cee-one-thirty Hercules.  
She’s a hell of a workhorse …”  

“So it seems,” I replied.  “You have seats back here?”  

McElroy stepped aside and pointed to a metal bench 
behind him.  The space in the cargo hold was a lot larger 
than it looked from the outside.  The entire back of the 
plane was filled floor to ceiling with crates and pallets of 
cargo.  Forward of the stacks, the floor had several rows of 
wheels, I assumed for rolling cargo on and off the storage 
space.  

I looked at the bench and saw that it did have a seat 
back- a woven-rope cargo net was secured to the floor on 
one side and along the length of the bench and stretched 
straight up to the ceiling.  There were several sets of seat 
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belts installed on the bench itself.  

“Looks comfy,” Amanda remarked with a tone of 
sarcasm.  

“Sorry.  This isn’t your normal airline, is it?”  He reached 
out and we handed him our carry-on bags.  He opened a 
cabinet on the far wall opposite the door and placed the 
bags inside, then slammed the cabinet door shut.  

“I guess not,” I replied.    

“It’s not so bad,” Amanda said as she approached the 
bench.  She turned around and sat down.  “C’mon, Patty.  
Sit with me.”  She patted the bench next to her.  

“Seatbelts, please,” McElroy said.  “Wheels up in ten.”  
He handed us each a pair of foam earplugs.  “You’ll want to 
wear these.”  A look of concern came over his face.  “You 
don’t have heavy jackets, do you?”  

“No, not really,” Amanda replied.  “Do we need them?”  

“Well, it gets pretty cold at altitude.  Hold on …” He 
went back over to the cabinets and retrieved a couple of 
brown blankets.  “These should help,” he said as he handed 
each one.  

“Much obliged,” I said.  “Just how cold will it get?”  

“About 45 degrees Fahrenheit.”  The airman smiled, 
zipped up his jacket and grabbed a computer tablet that 
was hanging on the front wall next to the cockpit door.  “If 
you’ll excuse me, I need to complete my checklist.”  He 
walked past us toward the cargo and started scanning 
pallets in the back.  

I joined Amanda and buckled up, each of us first 
wrapping up in the blanket.  I leaned back on the makeshift 
seat back.  The six-inch diameter holes between the ropes 
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appeared awkward, but the net was more comfortable 
than it looked.  I inserted my earplugs and Amanda did the 
same.  

After a few minutes McElroy closed the entry hatch, sat 
on the far end of the bench and strapped himself in. He 
quietly stared at the wall in front of him.  

The four jet engines started up with a whine, one at a 
time, each eventually adding its own noise to the roar, loud 
even with earplugs.  When the fourth engine started, the 
big jet started shaking off and on, smoothing out after a few 
minutes.  The plane started moving as the engines sped up 
and the vibration soon returned.  It seemed like a half-hour 
before we made it to the start of the runway.  The jet 
engines picked up the power and we made a long run 
before lifting off the runway, and we were finally in the air.  

It was still noisy when we leveled off, but less so than 
during the take-off.  McElroy unbuckled and stood up, 
stretching for a moment before taking his tablet and 
disappearing through the cockpit door.  

Amanda and I both removed our ear protection so we 
could have a conversation.  “That was interesting,” I said 
with a slightly raised voice.  “He was right -- it IS cold.”  

Amanda smiled and said, “You could say that again.”  

I fought back the urge to repeat the comment.  “How 
are you doing in your new job?”  

“Not too good, I’m afraid.  I miss the Denver staff, the 
agents, my friends …”  

“… your boyfriend …”  

“Yes, him, too.” She paused before continuing.  “You 
know, the job is more administrator than manager or lead 
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field agent.  That’s not how they described it when they 
recruited me for it.  That’s why I jumped at this 
assignment.”  

“Speaking of this assignment, exactly what is it?”  

“There have been death threats on the current leader 
of the Oneida tribes in upstate New York, Allen Wright.”  

“Allen Wright?  I expected ‘Bank of the Blue River’ or 
‘He  

Who Walks Tall,’ or something like that.”  

“I think most tribes use European-style names in public 
and save their traditional names for family and private 
matters.”  

“You’re probably right.  Why the death threats?”  

“Not sure, but he has been talking publicly about 
expanding their casino business.  That’s a point of 
contention with some.”  

Some rough air interrupted our conversation.  After a 
few minutes, we smoothed out.  McElroy exited the cockpit 
and returned to his busy work, smiling at Amanda as he 
passed by.  

“How long?” I yelled back to him.  

“About an hour!” he yelled back.  “In about thirty 
minutes we’ll start descending ...  If you need to use the 
john, now’s the time!”  

“Thanks!”  I didn’t have to go.  I shot Amanda a 
questioning look and she shook her head.  

“So,” I continued at a more reasonable level.  “You 
think someone doesn’t want more casinos?”  

She paused when more turbulence hit.  “That’s a 
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possibility.  Their board voted to move forward with 
architectural plans.  I’m not sure killing Wright would keep 
that from happening.”  

“That’s why the FBI is pitching in?  To help figure out 
what’s really going on?”   

“Not really, but that’s one reason I’m heading there.  
The Agency has had some poor relations with several 
Native Tribes and they want to help wherever they can.  
Lending assistance to the Reservation Police is one way to 
do that.” “Interesting.  Any suspects?”  

Another rumble of rough air hit.  “A few …” Amanda 
unbuckled herself and stood up, her blanket dropping to 
the floor.  “Just a sec …”  

She went over to McElroy and said something to him.  
She reached into her breast pocket, drew out her wallet, 
pulled a couple of bills out and shoved them into his pocket.  
McElroy smiled, looked over at me, and then quickly made 
his way back to the cockpit, closing the door behind him.  

Amanda returned to the bench and said, “I just bought 
us 10 minutes.”  She kicked off her shoes and pulled down 
her underwear.  “Time to let the turbulence work for us.”    

I remembered that look.  She stopped me from 
unbuckling myself and stuck her left foot through the rope 
opening next to me on one side. Then straddling me, put 
her right foot through, all the while hanging onto the ropes 
above me.  Her grip let go and she sat on my knees, facing 
me, giving her space to unbuckle my belt and free me from 
the confines of underwear.  She pulled herself up and 
dropped back down on my stiffie.  

“Cameras?” I asked, looking around.  

“He said no,” she answered and kissed me like we 
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hadn’t seen each other in a long time.  

And together we became members of the Mile High 
Club.  

 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

21 

Chapter 4 

The cargo plane taxied to a stop at a military hangar and 
we properly unbuckled and gathered ourselves.  McElroy 
reappeared and helped us deplane to the tarmac. We both 
shook his hand and wished him well, then went through the 
entry building and found a vehicle waiting.  This time it 
wasn’t a big, black SUV, it was a more moderate-sized 
brown Jeep Cherokee, complete with mud splattered on its 
tires and fenders.  Inside, the dark leather interior and 
abundance of electronics shouted Government Issue.  

The keys were on the driver’s seat and we threw our 
carry-ons in the back and climbed in, Amanda driving.    

“You know where you’re heading?” I asked.  

“Sort of.”  

I dropped it, figuring I was along for the ride.  Amanda 
pulled out onto the highway and we headed south, then 
east.  I checked in with Lola at the office and found that 
everything was under control.  

Amanda got a call and I got the gist that something bad 
had happened.  

“What?”  

“Not good,” she answered.  “This just became a 
homicide case.”  

“Wright?  How did it happen?”  

“Shot in his office.  I guess we’ll start there.”  

“Wasn’t he being protected?”  

“The tribal police was supposed to be with him.  We’ll 
need to find out if they were involved.”  
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Neither of us spoke much in the next half hour that it 
took to get to a town called Canastota.  A sign off the 
highway announced the town, population 4,961, was the 
entrance to the Oneida tribal lands, and the Open Sky 
Casino.  The land on both sides of the freeway was fairly flat 
and looked like it consisted of mostly agriculture -- crops, 
dairies and grain elevators.  I noticed how green everything 
was.  

We left the “New York State Thruway,” drove through 
an “EZ Pass” lane and in a couple of minutes we were at the 
casino.  It was small by Vegas or even Black Hawk 
standards.  The main building was only two stories and 
looked more like an outdoor supply superstore, with large 
wooden logs making the bulk of the outside walls and a 
large covered entry to drive through, but much smaller 
than a Bass Pro Shop.  There were a dozen emergency 
vehicles, all still flashing their red and blue lights, blocking 
the entrance to the valet.  

We parked as close to the valet stand as we could and 
Amanda showed her badge to the policeman manning the 
booth.  He nodded and we entered the casino, now empty.  
The floor was painted concrete instead of the plush carpets 
most casinos have, but there were plenty of gaming tables 
and slot machines, both mechanical and digital, along with 
the expected bright lights and loud chimes of the slots.  The 
inside décor continued the country mountain theme, with 
open wooden beams and a working water wheel among 
live pine trees on one end of the main casino floor.  

We approached an escalator where a uniformed 
officer, probably tribal police, waived us up.  On the second 
floor we headed for the offices on the left where more 
police were coming and going.   
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At the office in question, another uniform stopped us.  
Amanda again pulled out her credentials and asked, 
“Who’s in charge here?”  The young officer pointed inside 
the room at a man in a brown suit who was speaking to a 
couple of staff workers.  She put away her badge and we 
entered the room.  

“Agent Sizemore,” the gentleman addressed her.  
“Tribal Detective Joseph.  I’m so glad the FBI is here to 
help.”  He shook her hand and turned to me.  “And you 
are?”  

“This is an FBI consultant, Pat Ruger.”  

Joseph was a husky middle-aged man with some Native 
American facial features.  He was tall, had straight black 
hair and clothing that was a bit unkempt.    

He shook hands with me, saying “You look familiar.  
Have we met?”  

“I don’t think so,” I replied.  

“What do we have?” Amanda asked.  “Where is 
Wright?”  

“Well, it’s a pretty standard hit.   The paramedics took 
him to the hospital even though he was dead.”  

“They pronounced him but took him to the hospital?”  

“I guess so.  That IS odd …”  

I interrupted, “If he was pronounced dead, they 
wouldn’t work on him or take him anywhere, right?  The 
body would wait for the coroner?”  

“That’s right,” Joseph answered.  “I wonder why they 
did that.”  

Amanda asked, “What makes you think it was a hit?”  
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“Bullet to the brain, point blank … execution style.  
Nothing indicating a struggle.”  

“What about his bodyguards?”  

“We’re looking for them now.  It appears they left their 
post.”  

Amanda and I exchanged questioning looks.  “Video?” 
I asked.  

“Yes,” Joseph answered.  “But there’s only one camera 
in here and it didn’t give us much.”  He pointed up to the 
ceiling in one corner of the room, where black paint had 
been sprayed on the video cam’s protective globe, 
assumedly blocking the view of the assault.  “It shows a 
hooded man entering the office and him spray-painting the 
camera.  Nothing after that.”  

“Sound?” I inquired further.  

“Nope, afraid not.”  

“Is the coroner on his way to the hospital?” Amanda 
asked with some frustration.  

“Yes, I’m sure of it.”  

“Come on, Pat.  We need to see the body.”  She turned 
to Joseph.  “Protect this crime scene.  Nothing gets touched 
and everyone out!”  

As we approached the front door to leave, a large, burly 
casino manager stepped in front of us.  He was about 45 
and didn’t quite fit in his jacket.  “We’re losing valuable 
revenue, fifty grand an hour.  Any idea when we can let 
customers back on the floor?”  

Amanda paused and looked around.  “As soon as the 
crime scene guys get done, have them call me and I’ll give 
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the okay.”  She handed him her card.  “But not until then.”  

“Thank you, I appreciate it,” he said and stepped aside.  

We left in a hurry and headed for the hospital, after 
getting directions from the uniform at the valet stand.  

“A lot of this is questionable,” I said.  

“I know.  Damn it all!”  She pounded the steering wheel 
with her palms.  “Who would let the body leave like that?”  
She pressed a button on the dash and was greeted by the 
car phone.  “Dial … Frank … Steerwell,” she commanded.  

“Dialing, Frank Steerwell,” the female car voice 
answered,  

“Say ‘Yes’ to dial or repeat your command.”  

“Yes!” Amanda said loudly, and soon the speakerphone 
began to ring.  

“Special Agent Steerwell,” said the voice.  

“Frank?  Amanda.  Did you hear what happened here?”  

“No, other than the murder.  I was waiting for your 
initial report.  What’s up?”  

“The D.B. was taken from the scene, supposedly to the 
hospital.”  

“Who the hell approved that?”  

“I don’t know, that’s why I’m calling.”  She looked over 
at me and looked a little sheepish.  “Sorry, Frank. I have you 
on speaker and I have my consultant with me.  Pat, this is 
my regional director, Frank Steerwell.  Frank, this is Pat 
Ruger.”  

“Pat.  Glad to meet you.  You look good on cellphone 
video.”  
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“Thanks, I think.”  I said.  “I’d rather not be on video 
anywhere.”  

“I’m sure of that,” Frank replied.  

“Frank,” Amanda interjected.  “I’m going to try to get a 
look at the body and talk to the coroner.  I’ll give you an 
update as soon as I can.  In the meantime, can you find out 
how Wright’s body left the building?”  

“Consider it done,” he said.  “Let me know what else 
you need.”  

“Thanks.  Talk to you soon.”  She hung up and turned 
the corner to enter the hospital parking lot.  We parked at 
the E.R. entrance, seemingly leaving room for any vehicles 
that might need access.  

“I don’t see the coroner’s van anywhere,” I mentioned.  

“Figures.  Let’s go see where Wright is.”  

We walked into the emergency room, which was pretty 
quiet at the moment.  The receptionist desk was empty, 
and we waited.  Eventually a nurse stopped by and Amanda 
showed her badge and introduced us.    

“We’re looking for a DOA that was just brought in, Allen 
Wright.  Is he here?”  

The nurse shot us a puzzled look.  “I don’t think so, but 
let me look.”  She typed on her computer and waited.  She 
typed something more and shook her head.  “I don’t see 
that anyone’s come in.  Definitely not a DOA.”  

Amanda and I were stunned in silence.  Finally she said, 
“Check again.”  

The nurse complied but said, “I’m sorry, there’s no one 
here.”  
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“Thank you,” I said and we stepped away from the 
desk.  

After exiting the E.R., Amanda paused and said, “Yes, 
something is definitely not right.”   

“What can we do?”  

She pulled out her phone and dialed someone.  When 
they answered, she said, “Hi, Bill.  Agent Sizemore.  Listen, 
I need a favor.”  She waiting and then replied, “Yes, I can 
set you up with Miss Theroux.  I think she’d like that.”  
Another pause, then, “Here’s what I need.  There was an 
ambulance dispatched in the last couple of hours to the 
Open Sky Casino here in Canastota, New York.  Can you 
track it?”  

I heard something like, “You betcha,” coming from the 
phone, and Amanda said, “Let me know as soon as you can.  
Thanks, Bill.”  

She hung up and sighed.  “We’ll get to the bottom of 
this.  That body must have something to show.”  

“That’s what I was thinking.  But a gunshot to the head?  
That’s not something you need to hide.”  

“I know, there’s got to be something else.”  

“What’s next?”  

“Back to the casino, I guess,” Amanda replied.  “We can 
go through his office and see what we can dig up for a 
motive.”  She surprised me by hugging me tightly, and I 
returned the effort.  After a couple of long minutes, she let 
go and we climbed into the Jeep.  

“Where are we staying tonight?” I asked.  

“I think we’ll head back to Syracuse and stay at the 
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Hilton.  The Agency has a book rate with them.”  She started 
up the car.  “Shall we share a room?” “I’m good with that.”  

“Maybe adjoining rooms …”  

“Whatever you want, Mandy.  I just want to 
reconnect.”  

“I’ll bet,” she said with a wink.  
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Chapter 5 

We arrived back at Open Sky to a line of about thirty 
news vehicles and anchors in front of cameras.  The Tribal 
police had made a makeshift blockade in front of the valet 
entrance out of old utility four-wheelers and golf carts 
connected by crime scene tape.    

“This isn’t Open Sky; it’s Circus Circus,” I quipped.  

Amanda drove around to the back parking lot and 
police let us through.  

Obviously the public hadn’t been let back into the 
casino by the time we got back.  We found Tribal Detective 
Joseph in the security office.  

“Haven’t the investigators finished with the main floor 
yet?” Amanda asked with some annoyance in her voice.   

“Yes, they’re working the crime scene upstairs now.”  

“Why isn’t the casino back open?  The FBI doesn’t want 
to be responsible for people not getting paychecks for 
today.”  

“I’m sorry, I thought you said to protect the crime 
scene and not let anyone in until they were done.”  

“You did say that,” I reminded her.  

She blushed and apologized.  “I’m sorry, I meant to say 
when they were done with the main floor.  We can rope off 
the second floor completely and secure the actual crime 
scene.”  

“Thank God,” Joseph replied with some relief.  “The 
council was starting to get restless.  What about the news 
media?”  
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Amanda paused in thought.  “You’ll have to let them in 
if you open your doors,” she finally said. “But I think it’s 
illegal to have cameras inside a casino gaming room, so that 
should help.”  

“I think you’re right.”  Joseph went to the phone and 
gave some orders.  He hung up and said, “Let the gambling 
begin.”  

He escorted us through the maze of slot machines to 
the escalator, where we once again visited Wright’s office.  
Although the crime scene people were still there, we 
donned blue nitrile gloves and split up.  Amanda began 
sorting through Wright’s desk and I took some cabinet 
drawers, both of us working around the team.  

His office was huge but not as plush as I would have 
expected.  Furniture and a chair rail was made of dark 
wood, as were several four-drawer filing cabinets on the 
left side of the office.  The floor was terracotta tile in the 
entrance and a gold and red swirled carpet throughout the 
rest of the room.  He also had a sitting area comprising a 
couple of simple brown leather chairs separated by a table 
and undistinguished lamp.  Hanging from the ceiling were 
three large LCD screens with various live camera feeds from 
different locations in the casino.  

“Don’t mind us,” I said sarcastically when someone 
bumped me.  That gentleman gave me a look but kept 
dusting for fingerprints.  

“Here’s something,” Amanda announced, having 
pulled out some paperwork from a desk drawer.  

“What is it?”  

“A printout of a Google map.  It looks like I-90.”  

“You are becoming east coast, aren’t you?” I goaded.  
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“What do you mean?”  

“Easterners call it ‘I-90;’ westerners call it ‘the I-90.’”  

“I never thought about it, but you’re right.”  

“You don’t say, ‘I’m driving on street.’ You say, ‘I’m 
driving on the street.’”  

“Ah,” she retorted.  “You do say ‘I’m crossing Elm 
Street,’ not ‘I’m crossing the Elm Street.’”  

“Touché.  I should know better than to argue with you.”  

“That’s right.”  

I surrendered.  “What was the map of?”  

“It looks like a blow-up of an area near Oneida, just 
north of the Interstate.”  

“Anything peculiar?”  

“Not really,” she replied.  “Just open land, it looks like.” 
Amanda’s cellphone rang.  I realized that it was an 
electronic ringtone instead of the old Billy Idol clip she used 
to have.  She answered, said thanks, and hung up.    

“Well?” I asked.  

“Well, you’ll never guess where that ambulance is.”  

“North of the Interstate?”  

“You got it.  Bill is sending me the GPS coordinates.”  

I was glad to get my gloves off and I stopped at the 
bathroom to wash the sweat off my hands.  The sound of 
the faucet running made me need to take a piss and I 
grudgingly did so, and washed my hands again.  

I rejoined Amanda downstairs as she was getting 
crowded by some news reporters looking for their story.  
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“You know I can’t say anything yet,” she said in a raised 
voice.  “I’ll have something for you later.”  

I put my head down and pulled her along towards the 
back door where we were parked.  I hoped no one would 
recognize me from the airline video.  If they did, we might 
not get to leave for a long time.  We were in luck.  

Amanda left a little rubber as we sped away.  A few 
minutes later, the street was devoid of traffic.  

“I could use a bite,” I suggested.  “How about you?”  

“I could eat.  I don’t want to take too long; can we drive 
through somewhere?”  

“Sure, I don’t mind.”  

Amanda found a small place called the Burger Barn that 
looked like it had once been an A&W drive-in.  There were 
several young girls and guys hanging around, older than 
teens but not by much, listening to rap music so loud it was 
rattling our windows as we drove by.  Many of the cars 
were polished up and had extra-large, low-profile wheels 
with alloy rims.  Most of the gathering was out among their 
cars and sitting on tables rather than on the accompanying 
benches.  

As we passed by the third car on our way to the drive-
through lane, a ruckus broke out and we stopped to see the 
problem.  A couple of guys were arguing, one holding a girl 
rather firmly.  Amanda rolled down her window while a 
crowd gathered around the fighting kids, and we heard 
something that sounded like a bottle shattering on the 
ground.  She stopped the car and we got out.  

As we approached the crowd, we could hear the girl 
begging to be let go.  I slipped between the spectators and 
grabbed the arm of the dude holding the girl.  I separated 
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them and Amanda led her away towards our Jeep.  

The guy yanked his arm out of my grasp and took a 
threatening stance.  “Let go, Old Man.  Go back to your rest 
home.”  Some uneasy laughter came from the group 
surrounding us.  

“We’re just going to help this young lady get home,” I 
told him.  “We don’t want any trouble.”  

“Well, that’s too bad, ‘cause that’s what you got.”  

“Don’t take anything off ‘im, Ray.”  This came from the 
guy  

Ray was nearly fighting moments ago.  “Go UFC on 
‘im.”  

I reached for my handgun but I had left it in the car.  

“Good idea …” Ray replied with a smile.  

I didn’t wait to see what was going to happen.  I lunged 
at Ray and tagged him squarely in the jaw, sinking him to 
his knees and crushing my hand pretty good.  I took a swing 
at the other guy and caught him in the mouth, blood 
spraying from his gums and lips.  Even though I cut my hand 
on his tooth, I hit him again.   

A third guy grabbed me from behind and I struggled to 
get my arms free.  Someone hit me in the side with an old 
piece of wood, which broke the board and probably a rib, 
and the immense pain made me drop.  I hit the asphalt and 
tried to crawl onto the grass nearby, but three or four guys 
started kicking me in the side.  Painful as that was, I 
managed to keep the damage to my body and away from 
my head.  

Keeping my wits despite the painful kicks, I managed to 
grab one of the flailing shoes and held on tight.  I punched 
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the attached leg as hard as I could and he went down.  The 
other two were now striking me in the side and back, but I 
stayed focused on my target, who was the first guy that hit 
me.  I crawled towards his head and ended up on top of him 
-- I let loose three fast punches to the face, bringing blood.  
He pushed me off but struggled to get to his feet, and the 
other two backed off.  

Just when it looked like they were going to make a big 
push to finish me off, a loud click stopped everyone in their 
tracks.  Obviously the sound of a cocked handgun, I looked 
up and saw Amanda pointing her gun at Ray, the biggest of 
the three assailants, the girl hiding behind her.  

“Another step … go ahead …” she said, and put her 
second hand on the weapon.  “I haven’t shot anyone in 
three days…”  

“Everyone go home!” I shouted from my knees.  “The 
girl’s going with us.”  

Ray slowly limped away with the help of another young 
woman, then the other two thugs, and the rest of the group 
all dispersed.  

“I’m taking both of you to the hospital,” Amanda said 
and she and the girl helped me up and back to the car.  

“Don’t stain the Jeep,” I said when I noticed I was 
bleeding from the mouth and my hand.  
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Chapter 6 

Nancy, the PA at the emergency room, gave me a shot, 
which immediately relieved some of my pain. Nancy was 
older, possibly older than me, if I had to guess, and she had 
a gentle demeanor about her.  She had let her hair go white 
and she had a middle-age spread.  The green hospital garb 
didn’t help her appearance, but I was happy she was 
cheerful.  

The x-rays had come back with just a hairline fracture, 
and I declined an MRI, so Nancy gave me a list of symptoms 
to look for, in case of internal injuries -- bleeding from the 
mouth, coughing up blood, red or brown urine, and dark or 
blackish stool.    

I thanked her and she finished wrapping my back and 
abdomen with a long cloth bandage and a plastic piece to 
place over the cracked rib.   I needed help putting on my 
shirt and she kindly obliged.   

I walked out of the examining room and found Amanda 
and the young lady we rescued in the waiting room.  
“Thanks for not being in the room with me.  It’s bad enough 
you have to see me naked later …”  

“I don’t think so,” she chuckled.  “Not in your 
condition.”  

“I’m fine, really.”  

“You look it.”    

I signed out at the nurse’s desk and Amanda began to 
help me to the car.  A nurse came out of nowhere with a 
wheelchair and insisted she push me out.  Tired of fighting 
it, I relented.  Amanda and the girl went out ahead to bring 
over the car.  
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Once at the entrance, I stood up and into the waiting 
open door of the brown Cherokee.  The nurse closed the 
door behind me and I struggled with the seat belt, finally 
managing to get it buckled.   

“Where we heading?” I asked as we left the parking lot.    

“To the hotel room.  We’ll regroup there.”  

“But the ambulance …”  

“Don’t worry, we’ll get over there.  I’ve got the tribal 
police securing the area.”  

After a couple of minutes of silence, and partly to 
distract me from feeling every bump in the road, I asked 
about the girl and what had happened.  

“I’m Susan Davis,” the young woman explained.  “I’m 
really sorry you got hurt.”  Susan had short blond hair and 
was fairly nondescript otherwise.  She was wearing black 
jeans and a white and pink cotton top and didn’t have any 
makeup or jewelry on.  “That was my ex-boyfriend and his 
best friend.  They both still have feelings for me, I’m afraid.”  

“Both?  You’ve dated both of them?”  

“Yes, it’s true.  Ray won’t let it go, and Joey was trying 
to protect me, even though I told them both to go to hell.”  

“Is that your crowd, your gang?” Amanda asked.     

“Sort of.  We all went to Oneida together and 
sometimes we all hang out.”  

“The high school?  You don’t seem to be American 
Indian …” I said.  

“That’s right.  My parents were accountants and the 
council brought us here and gave them good jobs.  I didn’t 
have a choice …”  
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“But you stayed.  Where do you work now?”  

“In the casino office.  I’m a bookkeeper there -- I do 
accounts payable.”  

“So you knew Mr. Wright?”  

“Of course.  Why?”  

“He’s been murdered.”  I said it without thinking.  

“What?”  Susan seemed to be genuinely shocked.  
“Who… how …”  

“He was shot,” Amanda answered gently.  “Did you 
have a relationship with Mr. Wright?”  

“A relation … No!  I could never!  He was like an uncle 
to me.”  

I cut in, “So, you’d be willing to help find out who’s 
behind it?”  

“Definitely.  Just tell me what I can do.”  

“First,” Amanda replied, “We need to know who he’s 
been paying off.”  

“Paying off?  What do you mean?”  

“A man in his position …” I replied.  “He must have 
been paying somebody to smooth out his investments.”  

“I don’t think so,” Susan said with some thought.  “I 
would have known.”  

“It wouldn’t necessarily be obvious,” Amanda 
explained.  “Typically payments are made to look like 
legitimate purchases but with no products or services 
changing hands.”  

Susan looked conflicted, as if she had just put two and 
two together.  
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“What?  You think of something?”  

“Well,” Susan answered.  “There were some office 
supply receipts.  They seemed odd.”  

“In what way?”  

“Instead of the usual one or two hundred dollar 
purchases, these were tens of thousands.  When I asked 
about them, Allen said not to worry about them, that he 
was doing some future buying, so I dropped it.”  

“Do you remember who you wrote those checks to?”  

Susan hesitated, but answered, “James Wyndam Office 
Supply.”  

Amanda got on the phone and relayed the info to her 
office.  When she hung up, she said, “We’ll find out who 
deposited those checks.”  

My left side began hurting and I grabbed it with a little 
groan.   

Amanda said, “Let’s get you to your room.”  

I agreed, but first we dropped Susan off at her 
apartment.  On our way back, I asked Amanda what she 
thought about the payoffs.  

“It’s just a guess, but I think Wright was buying votes 
for his expansion.”  

“You might be right, but wouldn’t that be pretty easy 
to trace?  The recipient is related somehow to a city or 
tribal official …”  

“Well, I guess we’ll find out soon enough.”  

I was in some pain and didn’t feel much like 
conversation on the drive back.  We got to the Hilton and 
Amanda checked us into adjoining rooms.  They did have a 
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common door, which she immediately unlocked and 
opened.  

The rooms were extraordinarily nice, with king-sized 
beds, plush golden hues and quality furniture.  Each had a 
changing room and kitchenette.  

I undressed and took my pain meds, then fell into my 
bed.  The last thing I saw before falling asleep was Amanda 
in the adjoining doorway, undressing completely and 
wearing a big smile.  
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Chapter 7 

Amanda woke me when she got up from bed and 
closed my bathroom door.  I sluggishly realized she had 
gotten up from my bed.  I was still wearing my briefs, so I 
assumed we hadn’t had sex overnight.  

Amanda returned, sans any clothing, and crawled 
under the covers and on top of me.  

“Ahhhhh,” I groaned when the pain hit me.  

“Oh, don’t be a baby,” Amanda chuckled, obviously not 
being very empathetic.  “You used to do anything to have 
sex with me.”  

“My mind says, ‘yes,’ but my body is asking, ‘what the 
hell are you doing …’”  

She laughed out loud.  “As someone famous once said, 
‘If you don’t know then I must be doing it wrong.’”  She 
rubbed her breasts on my chest and kissed me deeply.  

I managed to contain my whimpering and she moved 
down and gave me a strenuous sucking, and when I came it 
was the most unusual combination of elation and pain.  I 
decided that was probably what made S & M so popular, 
but it would definitely not be on my menu again anytime 
soon.  

Amanda laughed at my discomfort as she got up and 
headed for her room.  “I’m getting dressed.  Do you need 
help?”  

“I’ll tell you after I recover from …” I pointed down 
towards my midsection, “your attention.”  She laughed 
again.  

My sides still ached after getting showered and dressed 
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but I managed to make it down to the lobby without a lot 
of pain.  I was happy that I wasn’t required to wear a three-
piece suit, instead donning some loose-fitting beige 
Dockers and a brown-and-white-striped golf shirt.   “I guess 
you can drive,” I said when Amanda joined me and we 
began walking out to the car.  

“Obviously,” she replied.  “You need to take it easy 
today.”  

We climbed in the Cherokee and Amanda asked, 
“Where to?”  

“Let’s go to the ambulance.  They found it off the 
highway?”  

“Good idea, yes.”  She exited the parking lot and 
headed north.  “It’s not too far.”    

Her cell phone rang over the car’s radio and she 
pressed a button on the steering wheel.  “Hello, this is 
Agent Sizemore.”  

“Amanda, this is Bill.”  It was a younger voice, maybe in 
his 20’s.  “I think I’ve found something for you.”  

“I’ve got Pat here with me on speaker … go ahead.”  

“Hey, Pat,” he said in a friendly voice, then got serious.   

“There are three 100-thousand dollar payments in the 
last six months out of one of Wright’s personal accounts.”  

“That’s interesting.  Who to?”  

“John Reasoner.  They were cashed in Tucson, so I 
looked there for him.  He appears to be the Professor of 
Biosystems Engineering at the University of Arizona.”  

“Let me know when you’ve confirmed that.”  

“Will do.  Talk to you soon.”  



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

42 

“Bye,” she replied and pressed the steering wheel 
button to hang up.  

After a minute of silence, I asked, “What do you think it 
means? Biosystems professor in Arizona?  Is that a DNA 
specialist?”  

“I don’t know, but I’m going to find out.”  

We sat thinking for the next few minutes and soon we 
passed under the Thruway.  Heading north, we drove a 
couple of miles, then turned west on a gravel road.  There 
were grazing lands and alfalfa fields on both sides.  We 
came upon a squad car at the corner of a dirt road and 
Amanda turned left.  In about a mile, there was a 
reservation police car parked next to an ambulance, both 
empty.  

The phone rang again and Amanda answered.    

It was Bill.  “I confirmed that the payments were 
received into Professor Reasoner’s bank account.”  

“Good, anything else?”  

“Unfortunately, yes.  The professor is missing.”  

“Missing?” I asked, exasperated.  

“Yes.  I called his home and his voice mailbox is full.  I 
called the University and they haven’t seen him in about a 
week, and he hadn’t asked for vacation days off.”  

After a moment, Amanda sighed and instructed Bill to 
start calling hospitals and police departments.  He agreed 
and they hung up.  

“Why is it every time we get close to a person of 
interest …” I began.  

“They disappear?” Amanda finished my question.  
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“There’s something more here than a murder.”  

“Maybe you should get some protection set up for 
Susan.”  

“You’re probably right,” she replied.  “Let me get that 
going.”  Amanda dialed up a number and ordered 
protection-slash-surveillance on the young woman.  

When she was done, I suggested that we check out the 
ambulance.  We got out and walked carefully to the EMT 
vehicle.  We each opened a front door and found nothing 
unusual.  Then we met in the back and Amanda drew her 
gun while I opened the rear door.  Still nothing out of place.  
I climbed in and looked though drawers and cupboards, 
then moved the mouse of the laptop to see if it would blink 
on.  It didn’t, so I turned it on, but it needed a password.  

“We’ll take that with us when we leave,” Amanda 
suggested.  

“No way I’m leavin’ it here after everything else has 
disappeared.”  I had a little trouble getting it disconnected 
from the side cabinet, but I managed to free it up and we 
walked back to the Cherokee and locked it in the back.  
Then we returned to the ambulance.  

I noticed that there were wheel ruts in the dirt leading 
off to the left and disappearing into the tall grass on the 
side of the road.  “I think they went this way …”  

We hiked a small way and found a reservation 
policeman standing in front of what looked like a funeral 
pyre.  He turned and drew his gun when he heard us 
approach.  Amanda pulled out her badge and we both 
raised our hands.  

The officer was obviously Native American, middle-
aged, tall and slender with long, stringy dark-brown hair 
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and wearing a khaki uniform without any patches or 
badges.  “Throw that over here,” he told Amanda, who 
pitched the credentials over toward him.  He picked up the 
wallet carefully, keeping his eye on both of us, stood back 
up and held it up so he could read it while not losing sight 
of us.  After a moment, he holstered his gun, walked over 
to Amanda and handed her the credentials back.  “My 
apologies, Agent Sizemore.   

There’s a lot of hinky stuff going on out here.”  

“No worries.  You are?”  

“Oh, sorry … I’m Officer Wright of the Reservation 
Police.”  

“Wright?” I asked.  “As in Allen Wright?”  

“Yes, we were cousins.  He got me this job … Who are 
you?”  

“This is Pat Ruger,” Amanda answered.  “A consultant 
to the  

FBI and assisting me in this investigation.”  

“I see.” He leaned over and extended his hand to shake 
and I returned the gesture.  “Glad to meet you, Mr. Ruger.”  

“Pat, please.”  

“And I’m Jason.  I really appreciated my cousin helping 
me get on the force, but I didn’t like Allen very much and 
kind of avoided his dealings as much as I could.  I wish I 
could say it was a shock that he was murdered, but it’s 
not.”  

“Do you mind showing your credentials?” I asked and 
he complied.    

Amanda looked them over and handed them back.  “Do 
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you know where your cousin’s body is?” Amanda asked.  “It 
was taken from the hospital, I would assume by the 
ambulance back there.”  

“You are correct, I would say, since Allen is in this pyre 
here.”  

I climbed up on the structure to look in the pyre bed, 
which was about eight feet from the ground.  I saw a lot of 
ash, a few bones, and scraps of clothing, all charred. There 
were still wisps of smoke lifting from the bed and around 
the edges. “How do you know this was him?”  I climbed 
back down and faced the officer.  

Jason pulled out an old wrist watch from his pocket.  It 
looked like it very well could have been in a fire.  The crystal 
was cracked and there were black marks on the face and 
band.  “This was his.  I dug it out of the ashes a few minutes 
ago.”  

“You’re certain?”  

“Yes.  Very sure.”  

“Damn.”  I thought for a minute.  “I was hoping we 
could get the body back to the coroner, since it was obvious 
someone didn’t want us to …”  

“Would some flesh be sufficient?” Jason asked.  

“Why, you got some?”  

“Well, I grabbed a shoe that hadn’t completely burned 
up and I’ll bet there’s some of his foot in it.”  

Amanda seemed pleased and inquired, “Where is it?”   

“In my car.”  

He led the way back to where we had parked alongside 
the reservation car and the ambulance.  He opened the 
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trunk of his car and pulled out a black trash bag with a few 
objects inside, then handed it to Amanda.  “I’d like it back 
when you’re done with it -- I’d like to take care of it 
properly in an Oneida ceremony.”  

“Consider it done,” Amanda agreed.  “But wasn’t this a 
proper ceremony?”  

“No, definitely not.  There would always be a sacred 
ceremony and wake before either burial or cremation on a 
pyre.  A wake could be three days long.”  

“So someone wants it to look like the body was taken 
by the tribe and cremated.”  

“It would appear so.”  
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Chapter 8 

The FBI office in Syracuse was quite a bit larger than the 
one in Denver.  Amanda had a spare office set up with a 
couple of older gray metal desks and some less-than-state-
of-the-art computers.  The phones seemed contemporary, 
at least.  

She sat down and stared at her CRT while I stood in the 
doorway.  

“Modern FBI equipment?” I quipped.  

“Not exactly.”  She motioned for me to help and we 
moved the PC’s and monitors to the floor in the corner of 
the room.  Then she pulled a laptop out of her soft-sided 
briefcase and set it on the table.  “We’ll get you a notebook 
soon …”  

She picked up the phone and dialed an extension.  
“Yes,” she said when someone answered.  “This is Agent 
Sizemore in the spare library room.  I have a laptop here 
that needs to be set up on the network.  Can you get 
someone here to do that right away?”  She listened to the 
other party and continued, “I can have Chief Fredrickson 
call you with authorization, if that helps …” Another pause 
and then, “Okay, then, please get this connected ASAP.  
Thank you.”    

She hung up and sighed.  “It seems the higher I go, the 
more I have to name drop.”  

“Welcome to politics.”  

“Exactly,” she replied.  “I didn’t join up to practice 
politics.” “What’s next?”  

“Well, while we wait for I.T. we can check on the lab 
work.”  
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“Good.”  I was eager for those results.  “It seems to me 
that there was a reason for someone to go to this much 
trouble to cremate the body.  Maybe the lab results will 
shed some light.”  

“Hope you’re right.  Otherwise, it doesn’t make any 
sense.” “Lead the way,” I said and stepped aside.    

Amanda walked past, rubbing her hand strategically on 
my crotch as she did.  She chuckled and kept walking.  

“Not fair,” I said as I readjusted my pants and belt, then 
rushed to join her.  We went down the hallway and made a 
right turn through a double door.  It appeared as if this 
building had been a hospital in the fifties.  It was seriously 
old, but in good shape, with real wood trim on the 
doorways and baseboards, and a freshly waxed floor of 
gray, institutional-clay floor squares.  The light green walls 
reminded me of a clinic I had been in when I was a kid.  

At the end of the long corridor I could make out a sign 
that said, “Laboratory.”    

Just as we reached another double door on the left, the 
doors flew open and a rolling bed slammed into my side.  
My ribs did not appreciate it and I instantly went down to 
the floor in extreme pain.  

“I’m sorry, I’m really sorry,” the male attendant said as 
he backed the empty bed back into the doors it had sprung 
from.  He joined Amanda in leaning over me and I stopped 
him from helping me up.  

“Not yet …” Despite my imagined machismo, I realized 
that tears were streaming down my face.  “Man, this 
hurts.”  

Amanda stood up and got the intern’s name and 
number, then sent him away, assuring that she could 
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handle things here.  I heard the bed’s wheels wiggling down 
the hallway and turn out of hearing range.  

Another pang struck and I curled up in a ball to wait it 
out.  I felt a cool washrag on my face and looked up to see 
Amanda’s worried face leaning close.  

“Take your time, honey.  I can help you up whenever 
you want.”  

“Thanks, Mandy.  In a minute …”  

I got strange, questioning looks by passers-by over the 
next ten minutes until I actually felt like I could stand up.  
When I did so, I said,” Let’s get to the lab; maybe I can sit 
somewhere.”  

“Okay, if you can make it.”  

“I can make it.”  

We did get to the lab and I was glad to sit on a soft sofa 
in their waiting room.  Amanda left me up front and 
disappeared behind the door marked “Staff Only.”  

While waiting, I glanced around the room.  It was 
decorated like a ‘70’s retirement home, but it was clean 
and light.  The somewhat dilapidated magazines on the 
coffee table were of many different genres: Golf, People, 
Architectural Digest, Sports Illustrated, Woman’s Day, and 
others.   

However, all were dated from two or more years ago.  

The flat-screen TV up in one corner of the room was 
silent but tuned to a cable news network. The usual political 
pundits sitting around a table while the news ticker was 
reporting an avalanche in Idaho and that a lawsuit against 
the government regarding racism in D.C. had been 
dismissed. The next stories were just as benign -- a less-
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than-normal hurricane season was predicted in the Gulf, a 
large drug bust in Las Vegas included cash, heroin, cocaine 
and peyote, and the Fabulous Thunderbirds were preparing 
for a reunion tour.  

My pain was beginning to dissipate, but I was thankful 
to see Amanda reappear in the doorway.  She said goodbye 
to her escort and came to sit next to me on the couch.  

“Well, have they found anything?  Was it Wright?”  

“It’s too soon to tell from DNA.  Blood tests were 
consistent with his blood type.”  

“So, why the concerned look?”  

“They ran a complete drug panel, since we’ve been 
thinking about poison or something else, and they found a 
chemical they couldn’t identify.”  

“Really,” I said.  “How can that be?”  

“There are hundreds of thousands of substances we 
can test for but not everything.  This time they found 
something but it doesn’t match up with anything in the 
database.”  

“How often does that happen?”  

“Not often but it does happen.  Last time for one of my 
cases it turned out to be a designer drug we hadn’t come 
across before.”  

“So it could be a designer drug?”  

“Yes, definitely.”  

I thought for a moment.  “How can we find out?”  

“It will take a lot of chemistry, but they are working on 
it.”  
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I struggled to stand up.  Amanda helped me the last few 
inches.  “What?” she asked.  

“The guy in Arizona, what was his name … Reasoner?  
He was a biochemist, right? An engineer?”  

“Yes.  You think he was the designer?”  

“There are rarely coincidences in an investigation like 
this.  We need to go to Tucson.”  

“Wait,” she stopped me from stepping forward.  “You 
aren’t ready to travel, at least not on a military transport.”  

“I’ll take some meds; I’ll be fine.”  

“Before we go …” Amanda paused to consider our 
options.  “Maybe we should finish up our investigation 
here.  Wright didn’t die of a drug overdose. We need to find 
the shooter.”  

I shook my head to clear my mind.  “You’re right.  
What’s your plan?”  

“Back to Wright’s office.  We need to go back to basics- 
look through his notes, his books, interview his associates, 
coworkers and all the other usual suspects.”  

I grabbed my side as I sighed.  It hurt to sigh.  
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Chapter 9 

When we entered the casino, it was back to looking and 
sounding like business-as-usual.  The main floor was 
teeming with gamblers and the combined noise from the 
slots was deafening.  A group of people had surrounded a 
hot craps roller, and their oohs and yelps rose above the 
cacophony of the penny machines.  I followed Amanda 
through the crowd and up the escalator, where we were 
waved through by the reservation officers guarding the 
second floor.  

We entered Wright’s office, no longer full of 
investigators, and found that the lights were still on, as 
were the monitors showing the casino floor.  The room was 
a mess, having obviously been gone through, and the 
outline and blood stains were reminders of why we were 
there.  

“Let’s see if we can find files on the council members,” 
I suggested.  “The only thing we can be sure of is that 
Wright must have had an enemy.”  

“Right,” Amanda replied.  “Someone definitely wanted 
him dead and either did it or made it happen.”  She went 
over to a tall wooden file cabinet and pulled open the top 
drawer.  “I think I saw some of those files in here …” After 
a couple of minutes she pulled out a small stack of manila 
folders and paperwork.  “Here we go.”  

“Whatcha got?”  

She brought the files over to the desk and I met her 
there, grabbing the top three folders.  She grabbed the next 
few. “John Littlefoot, Robert Peachtree, Sarah Holyfield …” 
I read each title aloud.  “All members of the tribal council, 
it looks like.  Funny they would be handwritten instead of 
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email.”   

“Yeah, it is interesting.  I’ve got Thomas French, 
Abraham Johnson, David Prince and David Samuel.”    

We each sat in a nearby office chair and read the 
contents of the files, one by one.    

“Looks to me like the council wasn’t thrilled by the 
casino expansion.”  

“My four are split, from these comments,” Amanda 
offered.  “A couple are happy with the deal; the other two 
are adamantly opposed.”  

“Two of three were for the expansion on mine,” I 
concurred.  “It seems that one sticking point is the 36 
percent interest they would be paying to the Saudi bankers 
for the funding.”  

“One note here from French is saying that he believes 
they could pay back the loan and the fees in just six months, 
so he wasn’t worried about the interest rate.”  

“But 36 percent?” I was somewhat surprised.  “Does it 
say how much the funding request was?”  

“Not here.”  She retrieved her cell phone and called her 
office.  “Yes … Amanda … I need to have someone check 
out a potential loan for the casino or the Oneida tribe 
here… from a Saudi bank … yes … I need to find out the 
amount of the loan.”  She listened for a minute and said, 
“Thanks, call or text me if you find out.”  She hung up and 
shrugged.  “Maybe we’ll be able to find that out.”  

“I’m sure one of the council members will say when we 
interview them.”  

“True, but I would still want confirmation.”  
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“Agreed,” I replied.  I looked through the rest of my files 
and decided that we should split up.  “Mandy, if you don’t 
mind, I’m going to go talk to some staff.”  I closed the 
folders and set them closer to her on the desk.  

“That’s fine.  I’ll get the interviews set up with these 
guys …” She nodded to the stack of folders.  “I may run 
back to the office and start them off.  You want me to wait 
for you?”  

“No, go ahead without me,” I said.  “I’ll catch up with 
you there.”  

“Okay, babe.”  She came around the desk and hugged 
me.  I winced.  “Ooh, sorry …”  

“It’s okay …” I pulled away to rub my side, which was 
throbbing.  “No good deed ever goes unpunished, does it?” 
“Nope.  Anyway, play nice.”  

“What else can I do?” I replied with another wince.  I 
kissed her and left the office, heading toward the elevator.  
I didn’t feel like suffering through the stairs.  

On the main floor I surveyed the casino.  Most of the 
space was taken up by a mixture of electronic and 
mechanical slots.  In the center and at each end there were 
bars serving mixed drinks and beer to gamblers sitting in 
front of poker machines built into the bar tops.  There were 
two rows of gaming tables where, I assumed, gamblers 
were playing blackjack, roulette, craps and a few new 
games I’ve never heard of.  

Above the cacophony of screaming slot machines were 
the coming and going of squeals and cheers from the 
gaming tables.  I went to the far end and sat at the “Pair-
O’-Dice Lounge” bar where I found an empty seat that did 
not have a poker machine attached.  The bartender was a 
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younger black guy, husky but well dressed, wearing a tan 
cloth apron, and I read his nametag.  

“Jason, my friend,” I addressed him.  “What’ya have on 
tap?”  

“Miller, Miller Lite, Blue Moon, and a new IPA from 
Moosehead.  What can I get for ya?”  

“Well, Jason, I think I’ll try the Moosehead …” I always 
try to repeat my server’s name a few times to help me 
remember it.  “Is it any good?”  

“If you like IPA’s, it’s really good … my best seller.”  

“Sold!”  While Jason was getting my beer, I tossed a 
twenty on the bar and waited.  The bartender returned 
with the tall glass with about a one-inch head of foam.  
“Looks good, keep it …” I nodded toward the twenty.  

“Thank you, sir.”  

“Pat.”  I reached out and we shook hands over the bar 
counter.  

“Let me know if you need anything else.”  

“Well, Jason,” I replied.  I looked left and right to see if 
anyone was listening in.  “There is one thing.”  

He leaned in to listen.  

“I heard there was a murder …”  

“The old man?  That was a bad thing, man.”  

I decided not to spill the beans.  “Who was it?”  

“Don’t know, nobody’s talkin’.  You know what I think?  
I think the council took him out …”  

“Why would they do that?  Wasn’t he their main guy?”  
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“Maybe it’s just me, man, but I don’t think they got 
along.  He prob’ly decided against one of their plans.”  

“Like expanding the casino?”  

“How did you know about that?  That’s hush-hush.”  

“I just heard stuff, you know …”  

“Yeah, you prob’ly did.  Anyway, I don’t know much.”  
He stood back up and moved on to refill one of the poker 
player’s drinks.  

Well, we were looking into the council members, but 
that didn’t make sense to me.  As I sipped my beer and 
thought about it, a young woman sat down in the empty 
chair next to me.  

“Hey, Jason!” she squealed at the bartender in a teenie-
bopper voice.  

She was rather short, even sitting, with medium-length 
jet black hair, with a ringlet hanging down over her face and 
white beads woven into several strands around her head.  
She looked dark European but I couldn’t tell which 
nationality her family was- perhaps French.  She dressed 
teenage casual, but the bartender brought her a Blue Moon 
with an orange slice stuck on the side of the glass.  

“How’re ya doin’, Becca?  Haven’t seen you around in 
a while?”  

I tried to mind my own business and only glanced up a 
few seconds at a time to catch the characters as they were 
speaking.  

“I spent the last two weeks in Texas visiting family,” she 
replied cheerfully.  “Boring!”  

A scantily-clad female server arrived from behind us 
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and Becca turned in her chair to give the thin blond a big 
hug.   

“Becca!” she cried.  “You didn’t call to say you got back 
…”  

“I know, Sweets,” the younger woman said.  “I was 
gonna, but didn’t have much time since I got back.  Where’s 
Johnny?”  

“Workin’ the valet station, like always now, it seems 
like.  I’ll let him know you’re here.”  

“No,” replied Becca.  “I’ll surprise him later.”  

“Okay,” the server responded.  “I gotta go; see you 
later on?”  

“Yup, I’ll come find you.”  

The server left and Becca seemed to settle in.  She 
pulled out a cigarette but thankfully didn’t light it up.  

“Hey, Becca!” came from a young male server as he 
rushed by.  

I looked at Becca directly for the first time.  I put my 
beer glass down on the counter and asked, “Did you used 
to work here?”  

“Well, yeah, I did.  Good guess!”  

“Not that good,” I confessed.  “It just seems like 
everyone here knows you.”  

“Well, yeah, I guess they do.”  She stuck out her hand 
and started to introduce herself.  “I’m …”  

“Becca …” I shook her hand lightly.  “I’m Pat.  Good to 
meet you.”  

“You, too.  You a tourist?”  
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“Not really,” I replied.  “Here on business.”  

“Alone?”  

“Unfortunately, no.”  

“That’s too bad.  We coulda had some fun tonight.” 
Another boy waiter passed by.  “Becca!  See you later?”  

“Yeah!” she called to him as he disappeared down the 
aisle.  

“Boyfriends?”  

“No, more like big brothers.”  

“Well,” I sighed.  “You’re half my age.  That never 
works.”  

“You sure?  Fun is … fun!”  

“Yeah, ‘fraid so.”  

“Bummer.”  She thought for a minute.  “Can you do me 
a favor?”  

What now, I thought.  “Depends …”  

“I promise I won’t rape you,” she said, laughing.  “I just 
need someone to get my driver’s door open in my car.”  She 
looked me up and down and said, “You look like you can 
handle it.”  

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”  

“Please?”  She overacted pouting, then smiled.  
“C’mon, give me a hand.”  

Against my better judgement I relented with a nod and 
a sigh.  “No funny business, I mean it.”  

“I promise.”  

“I’ll be right back,” I called out to Jason.  He nodded and 
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I followed Becca out the side entrance towards the north 
parking lot.  

We walked between several rows of cars and finally 
came to her vehicle, an old white Camry with rust spots all 
over and a few dents on the doors.  From what I could see, 
the inside was actually pretty well kept.  I walked to the 
driver’s door and pulled.  No go.  “Is it unlocked?”  

“I’ll try it …” Becca’s voice was cut off and I turned to 
see a black cloth over her mouth being held firmly by 
someone.    

I stepped toward her to help, and the lights went out.   
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Chapter 10 

The room was dark and blurry as I woke up.  I had a 
terrible pain in the back of my head and I realized my hands 
were tie-wrapped behind me.  I was sitting on a wooden 
chair.  

After a few minutes the room came into focus and I 
looked around.  The room looked like a garage with a 
beaten-up wooden workbench, sans tools, and a few 
cleaning implements hanging on pegboard next to the far 
end of the bench — a push broom and a regular straw 
broom, a tall-handled dustpan, a whisk brush and a few 
tattered towels and t-shirts that were obviously used as 
rags.  I was hoping to see some gasoline or something I 
could use later, but didn’t.    

Above the bench was a hanging dual-florescent light 
fixture that you might find at a hardware store.  It had an 
inline on/off switch on its drooping electrical cord that was 
plugged into a wall outlet on the back of the workbench.  
The bench itself was somewhat dinged up but tidy, with no 
parts or pieces of anything strewn about like most benches 
have.  

Behind me I could make out a door, assumedly into an 
attached house.  There was a circuit panel next to the door, 
and a light switch.  

Looking down, I saw that my ankles were tie-wrapped 
to two chair legs.  I was on a concrete floor.  A mistake, I 
said to myself.  I could have probably stood up and 
destroyed this chair anytime I wanted.  I decided not to 
until I could ascertain why I was here and where Becca may 
have been taken.  If needed, I could do it quickly.  

In front of me was a wall that very well could have been 
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a garage door, but there was no door hardware like springs, 
arms or rails, so it was hard to tell.  The only light coming in 
was from a window behind me that had newspaper taped 
up to it.  One upper corner had come loose.  

With my head hurting, and my side as well, I closed my 
eyes and tried to rest.  I think I drifted off and on, napping 
until a pang woke me up, then drifting again.    

I heard some footsteps in the distance, and some 
ruckus, which woke me up and I became alert.  I prepared 
myself to break the chair legs, if needed.  The door in the 
rear swung open and a couple of burly guys entered, both 
wearing jeans, t-shirts and doo-rags over their heads and 
faces, leaving slits for their eyes.  Without saying a word, 
they dragged in Becca and a wooden chair, placed them 
both beside me and strapped her in.  Then they abruptly 
left, slamming the door behind them.  I heard a lock and a 
deadbolt being set, and there was silence.  

“You okay?”  

Becca began sobbing.  “I think so.  They hit me, but I 
think I bit one of them.”  

“Good for you, but I don’t think I would antagonize 
them.”  I could see a bruise on her left cheek.  “What did 
they say?”  

“They just asked about you, who you were, why I was 
with you.  Are you a cop or something?”  

I decided to keep my identity and purpose to myself.  
“No, I’m nobody.  Why are they interested in me?”  

“I don’t know.  They just kept asking about the casino 
and why you were poking around.  What do they mean?”  

“I’m not sure.  I’m not even from around here.  I’m just 
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visiting from Colorado.”  

“What are we going to do?”  

“Well, I think we should get out of these bindings …”  I 
stood up as best I could and popped the left front chair leg 
onto the cement floor two or three times, without making 
much noise, until it gave way.  I did the same to the other 
and it broke off, too, and both of my legs were basically 
free.  I lifted hard with my foot on the front rail and my 
bound hands on the seat back until the seat back broke 
free.   

 I could now stand up fully, though my hands were 
bound behind me.  I sat on the floor and managed to get 
my arms and bindings to slip to the front.  Then I stood up, 
hands now bound in front of me, and lifted my hands up 
high.  I stuck up my knee and thrust the tie-wrapping onto 
it.  Nothing happened the first thrust, or the second, but 
the third time was the charm.  The wrap busted open and 
my hands were free.  

I went to Becca and after a few minutes I broke her out 
of her bindings.  She hugged me tightly.  

There was something about her, though, and I couldn’t 
put my finger on it.  I couldn’t yet come clean with her.  

“Are you sure you’re not a cop?”  

“Nope.”  

“A fed?  You a spy or something?”  

“No, I’m an insurance salesman.  Commercial 
insurance.”  

“There’s no way.  How did you know how to get free?”  

“I watch a lot of cop shows.  Don’t you?”  
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“So, you’re not a cop or fed, but they want information 
from you.  Why?”  

“That’s what I want to know.”  

She seemed disappointed with my answers.  

I changed tactics.  “What is behind that door?”  I 
pointed to the door she came through.  

“It’s a house, somebody’s home.  I couldn’t tell much.”  

“Were there other people there besides the two thugs 
that dragged you here?”  

“No, I don’t think so.  Why?”  

“Obviously, we need to get out of here.  We don’t know 
what they are planning.”  

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.  They’ll catch us.  Who 
knows what they’ll do.”  

“I have a pretty good idea.  What’s the room outside 
that door?”  

“A kitchen, I think.”  

“Is there a clear path to the front door?”  

“Yeah, should be.  Turn left from the kitchen and you’re 
in the living room.”  She walked over and hugged me.  
“Thanks for getting me outta those things.”  She motioned 
towards the bindings on the floor.  “They were starting to 
hurt.”  

Becca didn’t let go from the hug.  I reached up and 
unclasped her hands from the back of my neck.    

“Aw, you married?”  

“No,” I said as I stepped away a few feet.  “But I am 
involved.”  
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“I need to thank you…”  She began unbuttoning her 
blouse, which already was v-necked and showing cleavage.    

I stopped her.  “We’re not out of the woods yet.”  I 
picked up a long piece of broken chair leg and checked it for 
strength by hitting my hand with it.  “This should do.”  

“For what?”  

“I want you to start screaming.  I’ll be at the door 
waiting for them to come in.  I think I can handle two of 
them.”  

“Wait, what if they shoot us?”  

“I think they would have done that already, if they were 
going to.”  

I walked over to the side of the door that would swing 
open and got ready.  I nodded to Becca to start.  

She looked around and hesitated.  

 “Now would be good,” I said in a low voice.  

Becca screamed in a moderate volume.   

“Louder,” I pleaded.  

She obeyed and soon she was at the top of her lungs.  I 
waited for the door to open, but it didn’t.  After a few 
minutes, I motioned her to stop.  

“Hmmm.”  I tried the door knob and it was locked.  I 
pushed on the door and it didn’t feel to me like there were 
any other locks.  I backed off the door and rushed it, 
shoulder first.  It popped open but made me wince in pain.    

“Amateurs,” I managed to say, still hunched over.  

“What?” Becca asked.  

“Nothing.”  I let the pain subside somewhat and stood 
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back up.  “I’m just surprised that this was so easy … too 
easy.   

There should have been guards … why did they bother 
to kidnap us if they weren’t going to keep an eye on us?”  

“You say that like you know better … You a cop?”  

“You asked me that before, remember?”  

“Yeah, and you said no.  I don’t believe you.”  

I thought about my next step.  I decided to give her a 
little.   

“Okay, you’re right, well, almost right.  I used to be 
detective.   

In Denver. I’m retired now.”  

“I knew it.  You know too much about this stuff.”  She 
followed me into the living room, as she had described.  
“You don’t seem like you’re retired.”  

“I’m retired from the force.  I’m a businessman now.”  
I stepped up to the front window and stood to the left of 
the drapes.  I didn’t see anyone outside on the porch or in 
the yard.  We were in a suburban neighborhood.  

I felt Becca’s curves up against me again.  “Now can I 
thank you?”  

“No, you can’t,” I replied with some irritation.  “I’m 
getting us out of here safely.”  

I stepped away.  There was a stairway at the other end 
of the living room.  I decided that there might be bedrooms 
up there, and just maybe a gun.  I headed there, leaving 
Becca at the window.  

I climbed the stairs and figured out that the master 
bedroom was on the left of the landing.  I entered and 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

66 

found a bedroom from the ‘70’s, complete with a waterbed 
with a walnut frame and a brown-and-blue flowery 
bedspread. I reached over and flipped the light switch.  The 
walls weren’t much better- yellow and white sponge paint 
covered the longest wall, the rest covered in an ivory 
wallpaper.  I went to the night stands one at a time, opened 
the drawers and rifled through them, not finding any 
weapons.  There was a baby blue princess phone on the far 
night stand.  I picked up the receiver.  It was dead.  “Damn!”  

“Whatcha doin’ up here?” Becca entered the bedroom.  

“Looking for something that will help us.  I was really 
hoping the phone worked.”  I slid open one of the mirrored 
glass closet doors and saw a rack of women’s clothes.  I 
reversed the sliding doors and found a bunch of men’s Polo 
and button-up business shirts lined up on hangers.  Rifling 
through the Polos, I found one that was light blue with a 
gray stripe across the chest.  I took off my grubby golf shirt 
that had been through the wringer with me and threw the 
clean shirt on.  It was a large and barely fit, and my ribs felt 
every moment of it.  

I looked back and saw that Becca was laying on her back 
on the bed, sensually disrobing.  I was incredulous.  
“Dammit, are you crazy?  We gotta get out of here!”  She 
didn’t seem all that worried, and kept taking off clothing.    

I thought for a moment.  The only way this made sense 
was if this young woman was trying to get me to stay put.  
“So, what’s the story?” I practically shouted.  “I’m leaving, 
with or without you.”  I headed for the door.    

“No, you can’t!”  She got up from her prone position 
and knelt at the edge of the mattress, her black lace bra 
trying to pop off her chest but not yet succeeding.  
“Please?”  
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“Why?  Why can’t I leave?”  I picked up her blouse and 
threw it to her.  She looked worried now.  

“You … you have to stay, or else …”  

“Or else, what?”  Silence.  “Or else, what?!” I was 
getting pissed.  

“They told me they would pay me ten grand if I could 
get you to stay and talk to me before they got back.  If I 
didn’t, they said they’d cut me.”  

“Why? What do they want?”  

“They want me to find out what you know.”  

“About Wright?  The murder?”  

“Yes, that and the drugs.”  

“Drugs?”  

“Yeah, they wanted to know if you found something 
having to do with drugs.”  

“Well, it’s not going to work.” I pointed to the last 
couple of articles of clothing on the bed.   “Either get 
dressed and come with me or stay here, your choice.” I 
wondered if I should leave her behind, but decided that she 
may be a source of information later.  

She began putting her clothes back on.  “They know 
where I live …”  

“I can help you with that.”    

I quickly dropped down the stairs and peeked out the 
window drapes.  I didn’t see anyone in the neighborhood.  
As I reached the front door and unlocked the latch, I heard 
Becca coming down the stairs to join me.  She came close 
and grabbed my arm as I opened the door.  I leaned out 
enough to see and found an empty street.  “Ready?  We’re 
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going to run for a bit.”  

She nodded and followed me out.  I looked back at the 
house and mentally took note of the address number, 557, 
in large black numerals on its gold brick façade.  Leaving the 
yard, I couldn’t run full speed with her attached, but I did 
walk swiftly to the street.  Looking left and right, then at the 
shadows of trees and bushes, I decided I was facing north.  
I decided west was the way to go, and I headed to my left 
with my new companion in tow.  

I hoped we didn’t look too conspicuous as we reached 
the corner, and the next, and the next after that.  Looking 
up, I was taken aback for a moment when I read the street 
signs showing I was at the corner of Amherst and Indian 
Hills. I remembered my dream where Indian Hills was 
mentioned.  

Looking back, it appeared no one was following and I 
relaxed a little.  At the next intersection I saw a convenience 
store a block north and we headed in that direction.  

Becca and I cruised up and down the short aisles of 
Sunburst Neighborhood Store looking for food and 
electronics.  I found some disposable cell phones but 
remembered I didn’t have my wallet -- or money.  Looking 
at Becca I assumed she didn’t have any either.  

I went back up front and saw that the white kid behind 
the counter had a mohawk, bright orange on the left side, 
dull blue of the right, and about three lip piercings.  
Prospects didn’t look good.  

“Excuse me,” I started.  “Can I use your phone?”  

“Nah, they don’t let no one use the phone.”  

“How about if you dial and let me talk?”  
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“I don’t think so.”  

“OK,” I said, thinking over my options.  “We’ve just 
escaped from being kidnapped and I need to call the FBI.  
Can you call them for me?”  

“Good try, but no way.”  

I had had enough.  I hopped over the counter in one 
leap and grabbed the kid by his convenience store shirt 
lapels.  “I’m using the phone,” I said, barely controlling my 
rage.  “You okay with that?”  

The kid was shocked into silence, but eventually said, 
“Yeah, man ... Go ahead … Don’t hurt me …”  

I let him go and shook my head.  Very tersely, I 
announced, “I’m just using the phone.”  

He stepped aside and I picked up the old black phone’s 
receiver.  I punched in Amanda’s number and waited.  
When she answered, I said, “Amanda … Pat.  I’m okay.”  

“Pat!  Where are you?”  

I looked at the kid and asked, “What’s the address 
here?”  

He pointed to a business card on the counter. I picked 
one up and read aloud into the phone, “1126 Oak Lane, 
Syracuse, New York.”  

“I’ll be right there.”  

“Don’t.  They’re watching us.”  

“Us?  And who’s ‘they’?”  

“Long story.  Just send an unmarked car with a cell 
phone and some cash… and an ID for me, if you can swing 
it, oh, and a weapon.  We’ll take the car and I’ll explain 
later.”  



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

70 

“Anything else?”  

“Yeah.  I was taken to a house near here.  557 Indian 
Hills.  Take a good look at who owns that property … and 
you might send someone over to take a look.  I was held in 
the garage.”  

“Okay, I’ll let you know what we find.”  

I hung up and hopped back over the counter.  “Thanks, 
friend,” I said to the kid with some condolence.  I took 
Becca’s arm and we exited through the front doors.  
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Chapter 11 

A five-year-old Nissan Stanza showed up in about an 
hour, the driver parking it at the curb a half-block from the 
Sunburst store.  It was accompanied by a forest green SUV 
that left with the Stanza’s driver.  I made sure no one could 
see Becca, though I wasn’t quite sure why.  There was 
something not right, even though she came clean about the 
abduction.  

The keys were in a magnetic key case hidden up 
underneath the front driver’s wheel well.  I unlocked the 
doors and we climbed in.  Becca was behaving herself.  

Under my seat was a wallet and a gun, a brand new 
Luger 9 mil.  “Luger,” not “Ruger,” I said to myself.  
“Figures.”  I reached back under and felt around for a 
phone, but no luck.  I got out of the car and knelt down to 
get a better look, and saw a smartphone near the back.  I 
grabbed it and got back in.  I turned it on and noticed that 
the wallpaper was a picture of a pile of money.  My golf 
shirt didn’t have a pocket, so I dropped it next to me on my 
seat.  

The wallet had some cash, a credit card and a driver’s 
license.  I wondered how they did it so fast.  I put them each 
in a pocket of my dirty Docker pants and started up the 
engine.  “Hungry?” I asked.  

“Starving.”  

“Let’s go find a café, but not near here.”  

I pulled away and headed out to the main highway, 
then turned west.  After about 10 miles of silent driving, the 
Parkside Café came into view.  I parked and went into the 
place, a restaurant with teak-covered walls and tall drapes 
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between booths.  The waitress was on the phone but 
waved us toward the booths as if to say that we should pick 
one.  We chose the center of the five booths and sat across 
from each other.  Menus were sitting on the inside end of 
the table with the salt and pepper shakers and I grabbed 
two, handing one to Becca.  

The waitress brought over two Kerr canning jars of 
water and asked if we needed more time.  

I noticed her nametag and answered, “Not yet, Monica.  
We’ll need a couple of minutes.”  

Monica walked away and Becca asked, “Do you always 
do that?”  

“What?”  

“Say their name like that?”  

“It’s the only way I’ll remember.”  

“I do that, too,” she continued.  “I think they like it.”  

“I hope so.”  

I looked over the brief menu and found home-style 
meals -- pot roast, meat loaf, chicken and dumplings, turkey 
pot pie and shepherd’s stew.    

After a minute or so, Monica returned. “See anything 
you like?”   

Becca spoke first.  “Got any hamburgers?”  

“No, sweetie.  I’ll bet we can make a chicken sandwich, 
though.  Want to try that?”  

“Okay, with fries.”  

“And you, sir?”  

“I’ll have the meat loaf and mashed potatoes.”  
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“Good choice, hun.  That’s my favorite.  I’ll get these 
going.”  

The server walked away and we sat in silence.  Becca 
finally broke it.  “So, Pat, you are with the cops, right?  I 
heard you at the store, you asked for an I.D. and a weapon, 
and a phone.”  

“I’m a consultant, that’s all.”  

“I’m not buying it.”  

“Let me ask you something,” I replied.  

“What?”  

“How did they know to use you?”  

“What do ya mean?”  

“The kidnappers obviously approached you to try to 
find out about me.  Why you?”  

“I don’t know … I’m pretty sexy …”  

“That’s not it … not that you aren’t, but there are a lot 
of sexy girls around … and you just got in from Texas.  Did 
they know that?”  

“No, they didn’t … I don’t think … I don’t know … 
How would I know why they chose me?”  

We sat for a couple more minutes.  Becca looked 
around, up and down the aisle, and back at me.  She smiled 
and pulled open her blouse, showing off her cleavage and 
black lace.    

I sighed, feeling sorry for her.  

“What’s wrong with me?”  

“Nothing.  Nothing at all.  I just don’t have sex with 
young women who set me up.”  
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“You know,” she shot back. “I really like sex with older 
men.  I can make them really happy.”  

“I’ve heard that before.  Button up, please?”  

Becca was now pouting.  Her lower lip stuck out as she 
buttoned back up her blouse.  “You happy now?”  

“Not happy, no … but better.”  

“You don’t know what you’re missing.”  

“I think I do … besides, I have a fiancé.  I don’t think 
she would approve.”  

“Tell me about her.”  

“Never mind.”  

The food came and I realized I was hungrier than I 
thought.  I’m not sure if it was the food or my lack of meals 
in a while, but the meat loaf was extremely good.  Becca 
seemed similarly famished and she made short work of her 
sandwich.  

“Where do you live?”  

“My apartment’s in Durhamville.  That’s north of the 
Thruway.”  

“I’ll see if we can get there.  You’ll need to clean up and 
get some clothes … and no, we aren’t going to do 
anything.”  

Becca stuck out her pouting lip once again.  
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Chapter 12 

It had been a long day and I was getting sleepy driving 
to Becca’s flat.  It was dusk and the sky was clouding up.  I 
drove under the Thruway overpass and the rural landscape 
continued.  

About a half-mile north, I caught up to a slow-poke, an 
old Chevy pickup with rust spots and faded paint, complete 
with white smoke coming out of the tailpipe and fading into 
the darkening surroundings.  I stayed behind it for a 
hundred yards or so, but before I could pass, another pulled 
up behind me, right up to my rear bumper.  I started 
veering left to pass the front truck and he pulled left to 
block me.   

“Crap.”    

“What’s going on?” Becca asked, startled.  

“You buckled in?”  

She checked her seat belt and answered, “Yeah.  What 
are you gonna do?”  

“Hold on …”  

A fairly level field was on my right and some woods 
were just beyond the clearing.  Again I started veering left 
and when the slow-poke pulled left, I punched it and 
pointed my car to the right, popping onto the open field.  In 
my rear-view mirror, I thought I saw the truck behind us 
bump the pickup that had been in front of us.  That gave 
me time to head for the woods.  

Both trucks left the road to follow us and soon were 
catching up.  I reached the trees and drove a dozen yards 
into the grove and stopped before hitting a tree head on.  I 
grabbed my Luger and we both got out and met behind that 
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tree. Loud gunfire began and bullets flew past, above our 
heads.  I only had one clip with me, so I wasn’t going to 
return fire until I had a good chance of hitting one of them.  
I grabbed Becca’s arm and started running into the woods, 
bullets still ricocheting in rapid fire on rocks and tree limbs 
around us.    

I heard a yelp and saw that Becca was bleeding on her 
shoulder.  It didn’t seem to slow her down so we kept 
running.  

About a mile or so into the forest, the gunfire subsided 
and we slowed to rest.  “We’re not out of the woods yet,” 
I said, then laughed at the unintentional pun.  “Seriously, 
we need to keep moving … You okay?”  

“I … I think so.”  

“Let me take a look at that …”  I pulled her short sleeve 
up and saw that a bullet had grazed her shoulder, and the 
bleeding had slowed.  “Not bad.  I’ve had a lot worse.”  

“Why are they shooting at us?”  

We stopped and I leaned up against a tree. I pulled out 
my phone and checked the signal.  No go. “Why wouldn’t 
kidnappers shoot at us?”  

“These aren’t the kidnappers.”  

“Well, they were probably hired by the same people.”  

“See?  You should have talked to me.”  She was holding 
her shoulder and wincing a bit.  

“If I had, we might never have left the garage alive.”  

“You don’t know that.”  

“Well, think about it.  Someone hired you, they want to 
know how much I know, and failing that, they want to kill 
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us both.  How long do you think we would have lasted if 
they thought they had what they wanted?”  

She took it in and said, “I don’t know …”  

“Wait a minute …” I interrupted out loud.  “How did 
they find us?  They were waiting for us on the road …”  I 
looked around and didn’t see anyone catching up with us.  
“Show me your hands.”    

She complied and I turned them over and back, feeling 
up her wrist to see if there was any watch or jewelry.  There 
wasn’t.  I frisked her briefly and then myself, checking my 
pockets, belt, shoes, and even my hair.  

“What are you looking for?”  

“A GPS tracking device ...” I looked her over again.  
“Take off your blouse.  

“What?”  

“Your blouse, we need to check under it.”  

Becca unbuttoned quickly and looked her blouse over.  

“Your bra, too.  I won’t look.”  

“You can if you want …” She pulled down her straps 
and swung the brassiere around so she could unclip it.  
“What’s this?”  She held up a button-sized piece of plastic 
she had evidently caught before it fell to the ground.  

Trying not to stare at her breasts, I replied, “That’s 
what I thought.  It’s a tracker, all right.  I pointed to her 
clothes.  “You can put those back on now.”  

While she got dressed again, I scanned our 
surroundings.  Over on one side of the woods was a field 
and a flock of sheep was nearby.  “I’ve got an idea.  Stay 
here -- I’ll be right back.”  
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Staying low and mostly out of sight, I made my way to 
the edge of the field.  I found a torn piece of cloth hanging 
nearby on a fence and I slowly approached one of the 
sheep.  I pet it to keep it calm and it seemed to be fine with 
me.  It had an identification collar, so I wrapped the GPS 
button in the cloth and tied it to the collar.   Double-
checking the knot and GPS device, I was satisfied that it 
wouldn’t fall off too quickly.  I slapped the sheep on its ass, 
stood up and yelled.  The flock started to run away and then 
settled 200 yards or so away from the edge of the field.  

I returned to Becca and I motioned for her to hunch 
down behind a tree.  I joined her and whispered, “I think 
they are waiting for us to make our escape.  We just did.”  

We knelt quietly for 10 minutes or so until a pickup 
came into sight, then plowed through the fence onto the 
meadow.  It stopped and the driver looked out the window.  
He drove slowly toward the flock and stopped again.  He 
got out about 50 yards from us, and held up a cellphone, 
seemingly confused.  He walked around the front of his 
pickup and approached the sheep with the tracker.  

“Stay here,” I whispered firmly as I lurched out of the 
brush onto the field.  I ran as fast as I could to the rear of 
the truck before the driver could see me.  Crouching down, 
I could see the guy’s legs from under the vehicle.  I grabbed 
my gun, stood up, and said, “Can I help you?”  

He was startled and reached for his pocket, but I shot 
him in the leg before he could find his weapon.  I hurried 
over to him and found his gun while he was on the ground 
writhing in pain.  I threw it several feet away and turned to 
Becca, waving her to come over.  

“Do you recognize this guy?” I asked when she joined 
us.  
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“Nope, never seen him before.”  

I looked in the truck bed and found an older rope that 
was about four feet long.  “This’ll do,” I said and went to 
turn the dude on his stomach.  I forcibly tied his hands while 
he yelled in pain.  I tore off his left long sleeve and used it 
as a gag, then ripped his right sleeve and applied it as a 
tourniquet.    

“What are you doing?  Shoot this asshole!”  The angry 
young woman stomped over to the guy and kicked him in 
the side.  He cried out in pain, and Becca said, “We should 
finish him so he can’t get away and shoot us.”  

“He’s not getting away.”  I helped him up and pushed 
him toward the truck.  Becca reluctantly opened the 
passenger door and held back the seat.  

“In on your stomach,” I said and shoved him onto the 
narrow back seat.  Becca released the seat back and 
climbed in.  

I went around to the driver’s side and found a 
submachine gun and a couple of clips in the seat.  I picked 
up the gun and looked it over.  

“What is it?” Becca asked.  

“It looks like an MP5.  It’s an older machine gun from 
Europe.”  

“That’s what they were shooting at us with?”  

“Looks like it.”  I put it back on the seat and climbed in.   

“Let’s go find a cell signal.”  

I drove about five miles until the cell phone worked, 
then parked and called Amanda.  Since it was a nice open 
area between farms, we decided to wait it out right there.  
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If a pickup came looking for us, we’d see them in plenty of 
time.   

I was happy to see the three dark SUV’s approach from 
the highway.  I looked at our guest in the back and said, 
“Mama’s here!”  I laughed and pressed on his leg wound, 
making him grimace.  “She’ll take good care of you.”  

The entourage pulled up and Amanda got out of the 
center car’s back seat.  Mandy was a sight for sore eyes.  I 
got out and met her half-way.  She stopped a few feet short, 
looked me over, then rushed to embrace me.  I was happy 
to return the gesture.  With everything I had just been 
through, I was feeling mighty fortunate to have this bronze 
beauty back in my life.  

She loosened up and kissed me, then said, “I was really 
worried.”  

“I told you not to …”  

“Yeah, I know.”  She looked at our pickup and nodded 
over to my passengers.  “Who’s this?”  

“Well, in the back seat is one of the guys who tried to 
kill us.”  I motioned for Becca to come over.  “And this is 
Becca …”  

“Marone,” Becca added.  “Becca Marone.  Glad to meet 
you.”  She reached out and they shook hands.  

“Becca,” I continued, “was instrumental in me being 
kidnapped.”  

“Wait,” Becca said as the agents gathered around her.  
“They made me do it.”  

“Are you hurt?  I see some blood.”  

“Not seriously, just a scratch,” I said.  “A quick bandage 
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should about do it.”  

Amanda nodded to her agents, who put handcuffs on 
the younger woman and led her to the lead car.  “You’ll get 
looked at by a paramedic, and have your chance to 
explain.”  

Other agents grabbed the injured perp and brought 
him over.  

“Before you take him in,” I interjected, “let’s try to find 
out who he is.”  

“Plates are coming back now.”  She checked on her 
tablet and seemed pleased.  “Here he is… Mister Thomas 
Adolf Archer of Syracuse.”  

“’Adolf’?  Who names their kid ‘Adolf’?”  

“Maybe it’s a family name.  Anyway, he works for a 
towing company … that’s interesting.”  

“What?”  

“The towing service is owned by a shell corporation.  
Want to know who owns the shell?”  

“Who?”  

“Robert Peachtree.”  

“Isn’t that one of the tribal council members we were 
researching?”  

“See?” Amanda replied with a smile.  “Interesting.”  

“I guess so.”  

I got in the back seat of Amanda’s SUV and she noticed 
me wince when I buckled in.  “I think I need to get some 
rest, babe.  Do you mind?”  

“Of course not,” Amanda replied.  To the driver, she 
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requested, “Take us to the Hilton, please.”  

“Yes, ma’am,” came the reply and we were off.  

As we left, I saw a tow truck come for the pickup, and 
one of the SUV’s stayed put, I assumed to look for the other 
truck.  On the way to the hotel, I tried to give Amanda a 
brief description of the events since the kidnapping.    

“So, this young lady tried to seduce you?”  She feigned 
jealousy.  

“’Tried’ being the key word.  What’s going to happen 
to her?”  

“We’ll hold her for 72 hours and decide.  You good with 
that?”  

“Sure, but I do think we need to check her story.  She 
told several people that she had just returned from Texas.  
That seems unlikely, since the parties who employed her to 
get to me had to have had time to recruit her.”  

“You’re right, we’ll check on it.  Also, do you think she’s 
a pro?”  

“A little young to be a prostitute, and a little too good-
looking.  But, these days, I’m probably not a good judge of 
young women.  Otherwise, I would never have gone out to 
the parking lot with her.”  

“Don’t beat yourself up, honey.  There’s plenty of other 
dudes to do that for you.”  

“Very funny.”  I tried not to laugh, but did.  

“Anything new while I was missing?”  

“Not much.  You’re the one who’s made progress.  We 
have a lot to investigate now.”  

“Glad to oblige.”    
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Chapter 13 

I fell asleep almost immediately at the hotel room.  I 
must have been too tired to dream, because I didn’t 
remember any dreams when a loud knock on my door 
woke me up.  The knocks continued while the fog lifted and 
I got out of bed.  On my feet, the pain reminded me that my 
ribs were still hurting.  “Okay, okay!” I yelled as the 
knocking continued even louder.    

I grabbed my handgun and gingerly walked to the hotel 
room door and looked out the peephole.  A couple was at 
the door, both Caucasian and in their 20’s.  I opened the 
door and asked, “What time is it?”  

“About 3, I think,” replied the dude. “Hey, I need to ask 
a favor.”  

“At one in the morning?” I was definitely irritated and 
cranky.  “What favor could you possibly ask?”  

“We’re from down the hall in 233.  Can my girlfriend 
stay in here with you?  I saw you with the feds earlier.”  

“Why?”  

“Can we come in?  I’ll explain.”  

“Sure,” I sighed, pretty certain that these two were not 
a threat.  I opened the door wider and they entered the 
room past me.  “What’s going on?”  

“I’m John and this is Mary Lou.  We have a problem.” 
The woman seemed reluctant.  

They were an odd couple, I thought to myself.  Both 
were in their mid-20’s and wore faded blue jeans.   She was 
about five foot tall and had extremely short brown hair and 
a bright yellow thin-strapped top.  He was a foot taller but 
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thin as a rail, had somewhat unkempt blond hair and 
goatee, and a slightly ripped but clean white t-shirt.  

“I gathered that.” I said.  “What’s the problem?”  

“We’ve been dating for a year now and decided to 
come to  

New York for our anniversary.”  

“Where from?”  

“Cincinnati.”  

“Okay, so?”  

“So,” Mary Lou cut in, “my ex is not very happy.  He says 
he’s going to come and take care of John, once and for all.”  

“He knows where you’re staying?”  

“’Fraid so,” John replied.  “He’s her emergency contact 
at work and he called her there.”  

“So how can I help?”  

“He’s on his way, so if you are connected to the feds, 
we were hoping Mary Lou could stay here while you meet 
him … and maybe arrest him.  He’s a small-time drug 
dealer.”  

“So, a drug dealer is mad at you and I should step in?”  
I sat down gently, placing my gun next to me on the sofa, 
shaking my head.  “Look, I’m not in the best shape right 
now.”  I lifted my undershirt, showing my taped ribs.  “It’s 
going to be difficult for me to do anything like this.”  

Mary Lou replied, “He might kill John.  He’s not 
rational.”  

Someone started pounding on a door down the 
corridor.   
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“Mary Lou! Open up! Mary Lou!”  

“That’s him,” she confirmed.    

I picked my Luger back up and closed the door to a 
sliver.  I peeked out and saw a huge body builder in training 
garb leaning on a door, pounding on it on and off.  He was 
one of the largest white guys I’ve ever seen.  

“You forgot to say he was 300 pounds.”  

The couple looked at me sheepishly.     

“What’s his name?”  

“Freddie … Freddie Smith,” Mary Lou answered.  

I took a pained breath and stepped into the hallway.  
Walking toward this mammoth of a man, I called out, “Hey, 
man, can I help you with something?”  I hadn’t yet held the 
gun out at him, but I made sure he saw it.  

“Ain’t none of your business.  My girlfriend is in here.”  

“Doesn’t seem like it.”  I was getting closer to the guy, 
and stopped about 10 feet away.  

“She’s here -- I got a text from her.” He held up his 
phone’s screen towards me.  

“Listen, Freddie, is it?  Mary Lou told me you were 
coming.”  I pointed the Luger at him.  “No one here wants 
any trouble.”  I had my doubts that a bullet or two would 
drop him.  “I don’t want to shoot you.”  

An odd look came over his face, a combination of fear 
and anger, but he seemed to calm down.  “Okay, me 
neither.  You can stop pointing that thing at me.  I’ll play 
nice.”  

“If it’s just the same, I’d rather pat you down first.  Put 
both hands on the wall there.”  
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“Aw, man.  You a cop?”  

“No, but I used to be.  Just get on the wall.”  Then I 
added, “Please.”  

He complied and I grabbed his cell phone from his hand 
and dropped it in my pocket.  I held the gun on him with my 
left hand and proceeded to frisk him with my right.  
Switching hands, I pulled out his wallet from his back 
pocket and a baggie from his front.  

“I’ll dispose of this …” referring to the small amount of 
drugs in the bag.  

“Dammit,” he uttered, shaking his head.  “That’s all I 
got left!”  

“Sorry about that.”  I made a quick pointing motion 
with my gun, indicating we should move down the corridor.  
“Step back to my room.  Mary Lou’s there.”  

He walked around me in the hallway to my open door, 
and I followed close behind.  When we entered the room I 
pushed the pistol barrel in his ribs to make sure he didn’t 
get physical with the couple.  

“Everyone sit down.”  They did, reluctantly.  I stayed 
standing, all the time holding the gun toward Freddie’s 
legs.  

“Now, isn’t this nice?  Everyone calm?”  I looked at 
Mary Lou and said, “Freddie here says you texted him.  Did 
you tell him to come?”  

“What?” John yelled out in surprise.  “You invited him 
here?”  

“I can explain …” Mary Lou started, but no explanation 
seemed to be coming.  
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“All I know,” Freddie added, “is that I got this text from 
Mares saying she wanted to see me and to bring some 
Stretch.”  

“What was that about his wanting to kill me?” John 
asked indignantly.  “Was any of that true?”  

When Mary Lou didn’t answer, John got up and 
stomped out, slamming the door closed behind him.  Mary 
Lou shifted her weight back and forth, seemingly conflicted, 
then stood up.    

“I have to talk to him…” she said and she also exited 
my room.    

That left only me and Freddie and we stared at each 
other for a moment.  I shook my head and dropped my gun 
barrel down.  Freddie didn’t seem to relax.  

“What’s ‘Stretch’?” I asked.  

“It’s a new drug, like acid, only milder. It makes you see 
things sometimes, trippin’, but you come out of it sooner.”    

I took out his baggie and looked through it.  One of the 
pills was orange with black stripes.  I pulled it out.  

“That’s it,” Freddie said.  “That’s my last one.  I was 
saving it for Mares.”  He shook his head.  “I thought she 
wanted to hook up.  Man ...”  

“I sympathize, but it seems to me you’re way better off 
this way.”  I stood up and handed him his wallet and phone.  
“I’d get as far from here as I could if I were you.”  

“Can I get my shit back?”  

“Sorry, I have to get this to a lab.  You understand.”    

“Figures.”  He sighed deeply.  “I’ve got a long drive.”  

“Better get going then …” I walked him to the door and 
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patted him on the shoulder as he left.  I felt sorry for him.  

I closed the door and started towards the bathroom to 
take a piss before getting back to sleep.  Before I could get 
there, my phone rang.  It said it was Amanda.  

“Hi, honey.  It’s kinda late.”  

“I know, Patty, but this is good.”  

“What’s up?”  

“I put a team on Peachtree … He’s on the move.”  

“What is it with people tonight?”  

“What?  Why?”  

“Never mind … Where’s he headed?”  

“To the lake … Ontario … the Oneida Nation has some 
sacred ground out there.”  

I was perplexed.  “Why is he going in the middle of the 
night?”  

“I don’t know … want to find out?”  

I thought for a minute.  I really wasn’t up to it, but 
curiosity got the better of me.  “I guess so.  Where you at?”  

“At my office.  I’ll stop by and pick you up.”  

“I’ll be waiting outside.”  

“Perfect!”  Amanda seemed to be in a good mood.  

We hung up and I stared at my dresser.  I knew it would 
be painful to finish dressing.  
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Chapter 14 

I climbed into the huge black FBI vehicle and Amanda 
leaned over to kiss me.    

“Maybe we can get to the bottom of this, finally,” she 
said, and punched the gas as soon as my door closed.  “He’s 
almost at the lakeshore.  I’m going to try to catch up.”  

She wasn’t kidding.  My mind went from the speed limit 
to the sound barrier.  

“Hey, I’m still a little sore …”  

“Sorry, Patty.  I’ll try not to be too bumpy.”  

Amanda turned off the lights as we approached 
another SUV that was waiting for us on the side of the road 
next to a large farm plot.  She pulled up behind the other 
vehicle and parked.  

“Pat, this is Gretchen Robinson and Greg Manson, both 
excellent field ops.”  

We all shook hands and exchanged quiet greetings.  In 
the headlights, the agents looked like they had stepped out 
of a TV drama, both sporting dark two-piece suits, white 
shirts, short hair and nearly clear sunglasses. Gretchen, 
however, was wearing flat shoes, not the high heels 
television usually portrays female agents wearing.  

“Pat is recovering from a couple of cracked ribs,” 
Amanda explained.  “But I’m glad he could join us.”  

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Greg.  “We are familiar with 
Mister Ruger’s contributions.”  He paused and continued, 
“Strategy?”  

“Is that the gathering?” I asked, pointing to a dim light 
across the field from us.  Beyond them was a deep black 
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void that I assumed was Lake Ontario.  

“Yes, sir, it is,” Gretchen answered and she handed 
some binoculars to Amanda.  “Mister Peachtree drove 
straight there about fifteen minutes ago.  You can make out 
about 20 people around a bonfire and a few cars parked off 
to the right.”    

“You and Greg drive to where Peachtree parked and 
wait for us.  We’ll go by foot and try to get close without 
being seen.”  

“Yes, ma’am,” Gretchen replied, and she and Greg got 
in their SUV and drove east.  

I looked at Amanda and chuckled.  “They dressed that 
way on purpose?”  

She smiled and said, “What can I say?  They’re good 
agents, I’m told.”  

“I hope you’re right.”    

I started walking toward the field and Amanda joined 
me, holding my arm like we were on a date.  “I don’t want 
to fall on this uneven dirt …” she said, and again I chuckled.  

“Just be careful of my ribs …”  

“I can’t wait to get you home, our home.”  

I stopped walking.  “Is that what you want?” I asked.  

“I’ve been thinking quite a bit about it, and I think we 
should find a place for the two of us and move in together.”  

“You think so?”  

“I do.  I missed you so much, and with this case, and you 
getting hurt, we haven’t had much time to talk.”  

I began walking again.  “I think … I’d really like that.  I 
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think we can be happy.”  

“Me, too.”  

After a few minutes, the group came more into focus 
by the firelight.  It looked like they were dancing around the 
bonfire.  They seemed oblivious to anything around them.  
Two or three suits were standing off to the right.  I guessed 
that one of them was Peachtree.  About 100 feet to the 
right of the suits were Greg and Gretchen, hunkered down 
but visible in the dim flickering light if you knew to look for 
them.  

The dancing stopped abruptly and we froze.  They all 
went to Peachtree for a couple of minutes, then broke out 
of the gathering, each on his or her own, sitting down about 
10 feet from each other.  They were quiet.  

“I wonder what’s going on,” I whispered to Amanda.  

“Anyone’s guess.  Let’s get closer.”  

We slowly approached, pausing every few feet to make 
sure we weren’t seen.  When we were nearly 50 yards out, 
Amanda crouched down and I followed.  The suits turned 
and walked back toward the cars, and I worried that they 
would see the agents hiding in plain sight.  They went on by 
and never let on that anything was wrong.  

One by one, the clan members stood up, weaving and 
stumbling around.  After each found a spear or other 
handheld item, they screamed loudly straight into the air 
and walked directly away from the fire into the field.  

“Strange,” I said.  

“Shhh,” Amanda warned.  

A couple of them came in our direction and we again 
froze close to the ground.  One member walked right by us 
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but didn’t seem to notice us.  He was a short, scantily clad 
young man who was barefoot and had war paint on his 
face.  

Once behind us, he stopped and again screamed loudly.  
I stood up and launched myself toward him.  I landed one 
punch in the jaw and he went down quickly.  

“Pat …”  

I looked over at Amanda just in time to see another 
warrior shove a spear into her back.  “Amanda!” I yelled 
and ran to them.  My gun discharged without my thinking 
about what I was doing, killing the Indian.  The sound of 
gunfire sent the clan running, and I frantically tried to help 
Amanda.  

I knew better than to pull out the spear, but I couldn’t 
break the shaft off.  I tore a large piece off my shirt and 
pulled a pile of grass from the ground.  I rolled the grass in 
the cloth tightly and quickly replaced the spear with my 
impromptu bandage packing.  I picked her up carefully, 
making sure my arm was holding the wound and packing 
tightly, and started toward where we parked.  “Mandy, stay 
with me …”  

She had tears in her eyes.  “No, not now, not now …” 
she whispered as I held her.  At least she was still breathing.  

Greg and Gretchen approached us on the run.  One of 
them grabbed the unconscious Indian while the other ran 
at full speed to their SUV.  Gretchen started it up and 
gunned it, pointing it in our direction.  

She pulled up fast and skidded to a halt.  She got out 
and opened the back door as I reached the car.    

“There’s no time to call for help,” she said.  “Get in.”  
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Greg took his prisoner to the back hatch and dumped 
him there while I climbed into the back seat with Amanda.  
Greg jumped in the front and Gretchen sped off.  

I was covered in blood but was thankful Amanda was 
still alive.  “How soon?”  

“10 minutes, maybe 15, to the nearest Urgent Care.”  

“I hope we make it.”  
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Chapter 15 

I sat uncomfortably in the waiting room with Gretchen, 
who was trying to reassure me.  My clothes were still 
bloody and my shirt was still missing the torn off piece, but 
a nurse had brought me a damp towel to help me get 
cleaned up a bit.  Greg had taken his perp to the FBI offices 
for interrogation.  I assumed someone picked up the guy I 
shot, the guy who stabbed Amanda.  

“How long has it been?” I said as I looked at my watch.  
“Two hours and no word yet …”  

“No news is good news,” Gretchen said, trying to sound 
upbeat.  “Bad news would’ve come pretty quickly.”  

“That’s true, I guess,” I replied.  “She’s going to make 
it.”  

“Yes, you’re right.”  

“Do we know anything about the Indian group we were 
watching?  Have we picked up Peachtree?”  

“It’s in the works.”  

“Well, I want to be involved in the questioning.”  

“Perhaps we can arrange that, but let’s focus on 
Amanda right now.”  

“Right.”  

We sat in silence for a few minutes and my mind 
wandered to when I met Amanda.  We were in Denver and 
I was working on a missing person case, a life-altering case 
that evolved into my starting up my investigation firm and 
working with the FBI.  When it became clear that there was 
a terrorism aspect to it, she invited me to lunch.  She was 
so beautiful and intelligent that she had my complete 
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attention.  Lunch led to other meetings and eventually a 
relationship.  In my dreams, even Ellie approved.  

I mentally kicked myself for not dropping everything 
when Mandy wanted the New York job.  It was a promotion 
in a career that I knew she couldn’t walk away from.  I 
should have moved with her.  Maybe we wouldn’t be in 
upstate New York right now if I had.  She was bored.  Maybe 
she wouldn’t have asked for a field assignment.  I could 
have helped.   

The operating room doors swung open and a doctor 
emerged, slowly, wearing baby-blue scrubs.  He 
approached when he located me and I noticed his white 
nametag that said, “Randall Phillips, M.D.”  

“Doctor?”  

“Mister Ruger.  It’s not great news, I’m afraid.  She’s 
still hanging in there, but she’s weak.  She lost a lot of 
blood.”  

“Will she make it?”  

“I can’t say yet.  We’ll see if she gets through the next 
24 hours and we’ll know more.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.”  I shook his hand.  “I’m sure 
you’re doing everything that you can.  Can I see her?”  

“I’m afraid not for a while.  I’ll be checking on her 
periodically through the next several hours and let you 
know if there is a change.  You should go home and rest.  
Clean up and eat something.  I promise we’ll call.”  

“Okay, thanks.  I think I will.”  

He turned around and re-entered the O.R. through the 
swinging doors.  I was conflicted.  Gretchen’s nudge toward 
the door got me moving.  
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“C’mon, Pat.  I’ll drive you.”  

I didn’t reply.  I just got on the elevator and followed 
her to the car.  I climbed in the passenger side.  

When Gretchen got in, I asked, “Do you know where 
we’re staying?”  

“Of course, don’t worry about that.”  

We pulled out of the parking lot.  In my mind I kept 
seeing Amanda getting stabbed by the spear.  I closed my 
eyes and put my hands on them firmly, as if to block out the 
sight.  

“You okay?”  

“Not really,” I said.  “But, thanks.”  

“Amanda would want someone to take care of you at a 
time like this.  Should we pull into a fast food joint?”  

“I’m not hungry right now.  I’ll find something in the 
hotel… room service or something.”  

“Okay, just promise you’ll eat something soon.”  

“I will.”  

We arrived at the hotel and I motioned for Gretchen to 
pull up to the covered entrance.  “You can drop me here.  
I’ll be okay.”  

“Alright, but I’ll come get you if you need to go back to 
the hospital.”  She pulled up and stopped to let me out.  
“Let me have your phone.”  I complied.  She punched in 
some entries and handed it back.  “My number’s there.  
Just dial me when you need to go back.”  

I opened my door.  “Thanks for all your help.  I really 
appreciate it … Wait!”  I reached in my pocket and found 
the baggie of drugs that I had taken from Freddie.  Handing 
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it to Gretchen, I asked, “Can you get these tested?  
Especially the Stretch, the one with orange and black 
stripes?” 

“Sure,” she answered and took the bag from me.  
“What’s up?”  

“Just a hunch.  I took it off a big dude and I had a 
thought about the new one.”  

“Okay, sure.”  She leaned over and hugged me, and I 
got out.   

“Talk to you soon,” I said as I closed the door.  

The SUV pulled away and I looked at the door.  The sky 
was beginning to brighten up and I could hear morning 
traffic noise.  I walked through the automatic doors and 
found the elevators.  

Once in my room, I stood in the entry and stared.  My 
mind couldn’t decide what I should do.  Refrigerator?  Bed?  
Alcohol?  I finally decided on going to bed.  I sat on the edge 
of the mattress and pulled off my shoes.  My torn, bloody 
shirt came next and I piled it on the floor, followed by my 
slacks and socks.  I didn’t bother pulling anything out of my 
pockets -- I was too tired.  I flipped open the blanket and 
scooted towards the pillows.  My abdomen told me that I 
probably exacerbated my injuries.  I was too sleepy to get 
some ibuprofen from the bathroom, so I just settled in and 
nodded off immediately.  

My cell phone woke me.  I grabbed it and looked at the 
time -- 3:28pm.  I had slept half the day.  I answered the call 
and a nurse named Stella from the hospital told me that 
Amanda was still in ICU but stable.  She was just checking 
in, since she hadn’t heard from me.  I thanked her and said 
that I would be stopping by later this afternoon.  
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I sat up and admitted to myself that I did feel a little 
better, but I was hungry.  I stood up and staggered to the 
bathroom where I took care of all forms of toilet needs.  I 
washed up, shaved and toweled off.  I pulled out some 
clothes for the day from my suite’s closet.  Getting dressed 
reminded me,   again, how sore I still was, and also that I 
needed to throw away yesterday’s bloody garments.  

I grabbed my phone and sat on the side chair next to 
the bed.  I found my office number and dialed.  

“P-A-L Investigations,” it was answered.  “This is Judy.  
How can we help you today?”  

“Judy?  You’re new.”  

“Yes, sir, just started last week.  I’m sorry, should I 
know you?”  

“I would suppose so.  I’m the ‘P’ in ‘P-A-L.’”  

“Pat!” She sounded genuinely excited.  “Mister Ruger, 
I’m so glad to hear from you.  Everyone has been worried 
about you.”  

“Really?  Why?”  

“We heard about your ribs, of course, and that you 
were on an important FBI case that became a murder 
investigation.  Is that why you called?”  

“In a way … Can I talk to Jimmy?  Is he around?”  

“Mister Stewart is out in the field today.  Can I get Miss 
Soto for you?”  

“Lola … yes, please.  Thank you, Judy.”  

I found myself to be a little nervous waiting for Lola.  I 
wasn’t sure what I should say.   

After a minute, her familiar voice chimed, “Boss!  You 
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okay?”  

“It’s really nice to hear your voice.”  

“Me, too … or you, too … or whatever.  I’m happy to 
be talking to you.”  

“Lola, something has happened.  Amanda’s been 
stabbed.   

She’s in the hospital.”  

After a moment, Lola finally asked, “What happened, 
Boss?”  

I explained about the case, now a murder, and how we 
were following up leads, that we were at an Indian 
gathering, a ritual perhaps, and how one of them stabbed 
Amanda with a spear.  

“Is she …” I heard her start to sniffle.  “Is she going to 
make it?”  

“She’s stable, but critical.  She’s still in the ICU and they 
won’t let me see her yet.”  

“Boss … I’m … I’m really sorry.  How can we help?  
Should Anna and I come out?  Jimmy, too?  We can help, 
I’m sure.”  

“I thought about it, believe me.  I just want to rest and 
see Amanda when she’s better.  Can we discuss it later, 
maybe tomorrow?  The dead guy’s not getting any deader.”  

“Sure thing, Boss.  I wish I was there with you right 
now.”  

“I know.  Ditto.  Please let Jimmy and everyone know 
what’s going on.  I’ll call you back tonight or tomorrow.”  

“Okay, Boss.  When you get to talk to Amanda, please 
tell her we’re wishing her the best.”  
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“I will, I promise.”  

I hung up and felt better, but sad.  I missed those guys.  
My bed was calling to me, and I wasted little time in 
bunking down.  
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Chapter 16 

An early morning, my alarm went off at 5 a.m. after a 
good night sleep.  I hadn’t had a call from the hospital since 
I bedded down, and I counted that as a good thing. I got 
dressed with less difficulty than usual and headed 
downstairs.  The hotel had a nice continental breakfast laid 
out and I decided to warm up a bagel and butter and grab 
some O.J.  A spare seat became available on one side of the 
dining room and I took advantage of it to enjoy a little 
breakfast.  

After calling for a ride, I waited for Gretchen in the hotel 
lobby.  I noticed her when she pulled up out front and went 
out to meet her so she wouldn’t have to get out of her car.  
After she unlocked the door, I climbed in and thanked her.  

“No problem,” she replied.  “Glad to see you are 
moving around better.”  

“Yeah, I am feeling a little better, easier to move every 
day.”  

 “Any news about Amanda?”  

“Not much,” Gretchen said while looking over her 
shoulder.  “She’s stable.”  She pulled away.  

It was mostly a quiet ride to the hospital.  A few minutes 
out, I remembered about Freddie’s drugs.  “Did those drugs 
get tested?”  

“Not all of them, but they did test the Stretch.”  

“And?”  

“And, it’s a synthetic version of L.S.D. that’s been 
around for a while.  This is just new packaging because the 
market hasn’t had anything new for a while.”  
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“Did it match up with the lab results from Wright’s 
remains?”  

“No, it didn’t show up there, I’m afraid.”  

“Damn, I was hoping.  Do they have any leads on the 
mystery drug yet?”  

“I don’t think so, but I’ll find out.”  She pulled up into 
the covered verandah of the hospital and stopped.  “I’ll 
park and meet you inside.”  

“Okay, see you in a bit,” I said as I got out.  I pushed the 
door shut and the SUV pulled away.    

I went inside and asked for the ICU at the Information 
Desk.  Once told it was on the third floor, I found the 
elevator and went up.  At the nurses station I asked to see 
Amanda and was told to wait.  I sat in the waiting room, 
which I noticed was decorated extremely well.  The brown 
and beige walls had a foot-wide stripe of a diamond pattern 
at about chair-back level adorned with some beautiful 
framed photos blown up to nearly poster size.  One was an 
evening shot of Niagara Falls; another was a sailing vessel 
out on Lake Ontario with what I thought was Toronto in the 
background.   

On one wall was an LCD television monitor with a video 
of some health tips playing on very low sound but with 
closed captions showing. 

In about 10 minutes Gretchen joined me.  “Any news?” 
she asked as she sat next to me on the soft cloth of the sofa.  

“Not yet, I’m waiting for the doctor …”  

Seeing Doctor Phillips interrupted me.  We stood up 
and I said, “What can you tell us, Doc?”  

“Well, I wish I had good news.  Miss Sizemore was 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

103 

stable and recovering from surgery.  I was optimistic.”  

“But?”  

“But, she has developed an HAI … an infection.”  

“Will she … will she be okay?” Gretchen asked with 
some worry in her voice.  

“If this is MRSA …” He pronounced it ‘mersa.’  “… 

Well, it could be sepsis, and mortality rates are right around 
15 percent.  Mortality rate for severe sepsis or septic shock 
is somewhere about 50 percent. For MRSA patients the 
mortality rate is, oh, let’s say between 20 and 50 percent.”  

 “What does all that mean?” I asked.  

“It means she’s in serious trouble and we have a fight 
on our hands.  We should know how she’s doing in the next 
day or so.  These bugs work pretty fast.”  

“Wow.”  I was nearly speechless as that sank in.  

“Mr. Ruger, I would recommend you go home for a bit.  
She can’t see anyone until the infection is controlled.”  

“I appreciate that, Doc.”  I sat down, and Gretchen sat 
with me, grabbing my arm.  “I’m not sure what to do.”  

“We’ll wait here for a while, Doctor,” Gretchen finally 
told him.  “I’ll check back with you later on today.”  

“Very well,” he replied.  “I’m sorry for the direction this 
has taken.  We’ll do everything possible to combat the 
infection, I promise.”  

“No, wait.”  I was getting angry.  “No way I’m leaving 
without seeing her.”  

“It’s too risky, for both you and her.” The doctor 
replied.   
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“This is very contagious.”  

“I don’t care.  Can’t I wear a mask or something?”  

“Well… yes, you would need a mask, gown, gloves, cap 
and booties.”  

“Where can I put them on?”  

The doctor sighed.  “I’m not sure you understand the 
risk.”  

“I understand,” I said forcefully.  “I could die, she could 
die, yada, yada.  Let’s do it.”  

“This way,” he said.  He nodded toward Gretchen.  
“Your friend will have to wait.”    

I looked at her and she said, “It’s okay, Pat.  I’ll wait.”  

I followed the doctor through two sets of double doors 
and into the ICU.  Just inside the entrance was a small room 
on the right.    

The doctor pointed to it and said, “The garb is all in 
here.”  

I went in and found a single wooden chair sitting 
between two tall bookcases full of green and white 
clothing.  I grabbed a pair of loose-fitting pants and shirt 
and slipped them on.  The booties required the chair and I 
sat and put them on over my shoes.  The cap took a minute 
to figure out, but I eventually managed.  I grabbed a mask 
and a pair of gloves and went out to meet up with the 
doctor.  

“Go ahead and put those on,” he said, and I did so.  

I accompanied him into room 343, which was full of 
space age equipment and video monitors surrounding a 
well-equipped hospital bed.  I saw Amanda there, among 
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the tubes and wires.  She was also wearing a mask, but 
when she turned to see me, I could tell she was smiling.    

I came to the bedside and reached out where I could 
find a space to touch her arm.  “Hey, Babe.  How’re you 
feeling?”  

“I’ve been better,” she answered quietly.  I leaned over 
to hear her better.  “I heard you shot the bastard.”  

“Yes, I did.  It was all reflex.”  

“And you carried me all the way to the car …”  

“I don’t remember, I guess I must have.”  

She laughed weakly.  “My hero.”  

“Listen, you fight like hell and get better.”  

“I will.  Did you get anywhere with … what’s his name 
…  

Peachtree?”  

“Not yet, but we’re working on it.”  

Amanda let out a long sigh and some beeping started 
from a couple of the monitors.  I stepped back and a couple 
of nurses rushed in and began helping the doctor, who was 
now working on her.  I was scared she was going to flat line 
right there, but the physician didn’t seem to be panicking.  

“Please, Mister Ruger,” he said.  “It’s time for you to 
go.”  

“What’s wrong?”  

“She’ll be okay, it’s just some stress reaction.  I’ll come 
find you in a couple of minutes.”  

I reached out and grabbed Amanda’s arm.  “I love you, 
Mandy.  Just remember I love you.”  
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She looked over and seemed to smile again, then the 
doctor blocked my view.  I followed a nurse out and found 
the dressing room again, where I took all of the extra 
clothing off and threw them into what looked like a dirty 
clothing hamper.  I tried to see what was happening in 
room 343, but the door was now closed.  

I went back out to the waiting room and let Gretchen 
know what happened.  We sat down and waited until 
Doctor Phillips came through the doors a few minutes later.  

“I’m sorry if that alarmed you, but everything is very 
serious right now, so we don’t take any chances in there.”  

“Thanks, Doc,” I managed quietly.  “She’s out of the 
woods?”  

“Not yet.  She needs round-the-clock treatment.  We’ll 
do our best, I promise you,” and he turned and left us there.    

“I don’t want to lose her.”  

“I know,” Gretchen said, and she sat there with me 
quietly for a while.  

After about 20 minutes, I stood up, startling Gretchen.   

“I’m sorry,” I said.  “I need to see the council guy … 
Peachtree?  Do we still have him?”  

“I think so.  He would be at our holding facility next to 
our offices.”  

“Can you drive?”  

“Sure,” she replied, standing up.  “I’ll go get the car.”  

“I’ll walk you there.”  

Gretchen led the way and I tried to keep up a good 
pace.  I was trying to keep from imploding.  We headed out 
toward the FBI building in downtown Syracuse.    
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Gretchen made a quick call asking that Peachtree be 
brought out to an interrogation room and for the previous 
interview notes to be printed and ready for us.  We arrived 
and got through the gate without incident, parking in her 
designated spot.    

The agent entrance was guarded and Gretchen’s ID got 
us in. I followed her through a maze of corridors until 
reaching the elevators.  We boarded the center one and my 
new partner pressed “4.”    

Again we traveled the corridor maze and arrived at 
Gretchen’s office.  She put her handbag and sweater down 
on her chair and led me to the interrogation room, where 
Greg Manson was waiting.  Once inside the outer room, I 
could see Peachtree in the interview room on the other side 
of the one-way glass.  I never liked the term “two-way 
mirror.”  It just didn’t seem accurate.  

“Greg, good to see you,” I said and we shook hands.  
Greg seemed taller here in the office, somewhere around 
six-four.  He was still in his normal attire, a dark two-piece 
suit, white shirt, short hair, and polished black leather 
shoes.  

“Likewise, Mister Ruger.”  

“Pat.”  

“Pat,” he repeated.  “How is Agent Sizemore?”  

“Not good, I’m afraid, but we’re all hoping she pulls 
through.”  

I got closer to the window to look at Peachtree, who 
was a stocky man, probably 250, if I had to guess.  He was 
very light-skinned with reddish-blonde hair that was buzz-
cut.  He looked about my age, but not in great shape.  His 
suit was odd -- a yellowish-white tint gleamed from his 
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jacket and tie, while sporting a faded blue shirt.  He seemed 
completely bored, not nervous in any way.  

“What do you make of him?” I asked Gretchen, flipping 
my thumb in his direction.  

“Ego, and lots of it, I guess.  Also, he doesn’t seem 
worried about being here.”  

“Correct.  What does that tell you?”   

“Well,” she replied.  “Either he has nothing to hide 
because he isn’t involved, or he has a wild card to play he 
is sure will get him out of here.”  

“What else?” I asked, looking at Greg.  

“No lawyer.”  

“Exactly.”  

“Yes, I agree,” added Gretchen.  “That goes back to ego.   

He’s smarter than anyone here.”  

Could be that,” I explained.  “Or back to your first point 
-- he hasn’t got anything to hide.  I’m betting on the latter.”  

“Let’s go find out,” she responded in the way I’d 
hoped.  

“After you,” I said, waiting at the door.  

Gretchen and I entered the interview room, leaving 
Greg behind.  Gretchen sat on the side opposite Peachtree, 
and opened a file in front of her on the table.  I remained 
standing off to her left.  Peachtree was now sitting up and 
paying attention.  

“’Robert Peachtree,’” she began.  “’Member, Oneida 
Nation Tribal Council, owner, Peachtree and Sons, a local 
real estate firm headquartered in Syracuse.’  Is that all 
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correct?”  

“Yes, ma’am, but I’m afraid you have me at a 
disadvantage.”  

“Oh,” she replied.  “Did you not understand that you 
are in the FBI offices?  You were Mirandized, correct?”  

“Yes … Of course I understand.  But who are you two?”  

“I’m Agent Gretchen Robinson …”  

“And I’m Pat Ruger,” I said firmly, raising my voice but 
keeping my distance.  “The fiancé of the Special Agent your 
group attacked a couple of nights ago.”  

“I’m so sorry about that, Mister Ruger.  Is she going to 
be okay?”  

“We don’t know yet.  Who knows, it could be a murder 
we are investigating soon … or should I say, another 
murder.”  

“What do you mean?”  

“The guy I shot?  He died in the commission of a crime, 
namely illegal distribution of drugs.  That makes this a 
murder, regardless of what happens to Special Agent 
Sizemore.  A murder we may be charging you with.”  

“Sir, you were trespassing.  There was no distribution 
of illegal drugs.”  

I moved to the table and slammed my hand forcefully 
on the table.  “Bullshit!  We have you on camera!”  

“No, I handed it out.  It’s just that it wasn’t illegal.  You 
guys know ceremonial use of peyote in the United States is 
no longer illegal.”  

“Not true, sir,” Gretchen replied, and I backed off.  
“Legal peyote use is restricted to the Native American 
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Church.  No other native tribes are allowed to use it.”  

“Well, that’s the thing, isn’t it?  We are members of the  

Native American Church.”  

“So, this was peyote?” I asked, a bit perplexed.  “I didn’t 
see anyone smoking anything.”  

“Actually,” Peachtree replied, “peyote is a powder in its 
purest form.  You can lace tobacco and smoke it, which we 
do in more formal indoor ceremonies, but out here the 
powder-fill caplets work faster.”  

There was silence.  Eventually, I motioned for Gretchen 
to leave the room with me.  “Sit tight,” I said to Peachtree 
and Gretchen followed me out.  

“Is that true?  Peyote is legal?”  

Greg answered, “It’s a gray area, I’m afraid.  Court 
cases are pending, but no one has determined if a tribe can 
use it legally simply by joining the church.  It’s a Protestant 
religion, so it’s not something many tribes want to do.”  

“Damn.  Where are we, then?”  

“We shouldn’t take his word on it being peyote,” 
Gretchen offered.  “We should test it.”  

“You have the guy we arrested,” I said.  “Can’t he be 
tested?”  

“I’ll call the lab and make sure we do.”  

Just then my phone rang.  It was the doctor.  

“Mister Ruger, I’m afraid Amanda has taken a bad turn.  
You may want to come back quickly.  There may not be time 
to say good-bye.”  
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Chapter 17 

It had been just four hours since I was at the hospital 
last.  I was trying to convince myself that Amanda could still 
recover, but really, I knew better.  The doctor had been 
clear -- there was no cure for MRSA.    

My partners, Greg and Gretchen, accompanied me to 
the ICU, where we were met by Doctor Phillips.  He had a 
pained look on his face and I knew she was gone.  

When the doctor confirmed my fears, I slowly dropped 
onto a nearby chair and the rest of the conversation was 
muffled.  My stupor quickly deepened into sadness and 
tears began rolling down my face.    

Gretchen must have realized what was happening to 
me because she came and leaned over to hug me.  “Pat, I’m 
so sorry.”  

I couldn’t answer.  I didn’t know how long I sat there 
but after the doctor left us, a nurse knelt down in front of 
me and asked if they could give me something.  I decided 
to try to gather myself and stood up, somewhat leaning on 
Gretchen and the nurse.  “No, thank you.  I need to go back 
to my room.”  

“I can get you there,” Gretchen softly told me, and we 
headed toward the elevators together.  

Amanda was gone.  I just couldn’t believe it, even after 
seeing her get stabbed.  She was so healthy -- I had been 
certain she would pull through.  

Somehow I got to my room and Gretchen asked if she 
should stay for a while.  I shook my head and said I wanted 
to be left alone.  She left and I stared at the blank television 
for an hour or so from my bed.  I realized that my fists were 
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clenched and I tried to relax them without much success.  I 
got up and looked in the mini-fridge, but it was empty.  

I called the concierge and asked if they good bring me 
a bottle of 1800.  He said he would go buy one and send it 
up.  I thanked him and laid back down to stare at the TV 
once again.  In about a half-hour, a knock on the door 
announced my tequila had arrived.  I struggled to get up 
this time.  I must have moved wrong and my ribs really let 
me know about it.  “Just a minute!” I yelled toward the 
door.  

I painfully made my way to the door and opened it.  The 
younger man had a hotel-logoed bag and handed it to me.  
I took out my wallet and gave him a double-sawbuck.  No 
one ever says “double-sawbuck” any more.  I liked the 
term.  The kid was happy with his tip, in any case, and I 
closed the door.    

Once seated in my bed, I opened the bottle and took a 
very long swig.  It burned nicely as it went down and 
warmed my stomach.  I looked at the bottle and saw that it 
wasn’t 1800.  Rather, they had bought an even better 
tequila, Chinaco. About a quarter of the bottle was gone, 
and I took another big drink.  

I was beginning to get woozy in just a few minutes, 
which was my intent.  I laid my head on the extra-soft pillow 
and let myself drift off.  Maybe, I thought, Ellie will call on 
me in my dreams.  She could help me feel better.  I fell 
asleep, but no such visit occurred.  

A loud knock on my door woke me up, but I was in no 
mood to talk to anyone.  I ignored them until they went 
away.  Before I could go back to sleep, my cell phone rang.  
I took my phone out and turned it off without looking at 
who was calling.  I grabbed a pillow and covered my face, 
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letting my tears start flowing again.  After a while I went 
back to sleep.  

I don’t know how long I had been down, but I awoke 
with a rather large headache, which surprised me -- 
premium tequila isn’t supposed to cause a hangover.  That 
didn’t stop me from taking another drink.  Afterward, I got 
up and groggily walked to the bathroom to take a piss.  I 
had a little trouble with my flow but did get it done.  I 
quickly launched myself back towards the bed and took 
another swig.  

My thoughts went to memories, unfortunately -- 
memories of when I first met Amanda in Denver, memories 
of our first sex, memories of her smell and beautiful olive 
skin.  I caught myself and instead emptied the bottle.  I laid 
back and grabbed my head, and I passed out.  Three or four 
times loud knocking on the door woke me up, but I ignored 
them.  

Hours later, I woke up and realized I needed to eat 
something.  I called a local take-out pizza place and waited 
for the order.  Eventually, it arrived and I tipped the delivery 
kid with a five, evidently satisfactory.  

I ate about half the pie.  You can’t do better than a 
meat-lovers pizza and extra sauce, and I enjoyed it.  I closed 
up the box and put it on the small side table, then called for 
two more bottles of tequila.  “I’m having people over,” I 
explained, as if the concierge cared about my drinking 
habits.  

Again the porter obliged and sent up two Chicanos.  I 
remember tipping the same delivery boy as the first time, 
obviously eager for another good tip.  I only had a fifty left 
in my wallet and gave it to him.  

I closed the heavy door and laid back down in bed.  I 
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downed another third of the decorative container and 
screwed the lid back on.  Letting it settle on the bed, I went 
back to sleep.  

It was in the middle of the night when I woke next -- I 
wasn’t sure what day it was.  I wasn’t even sure where I 
was.  I looked around, somewhat disoriented, and saw the 
covers thrown back, a couple of empty tequila bottles and 
crumpled white hotel towels on the floor, and a pizza box 
and three empty glasses on the night stand, all in dim light.  
It slowly came back to me -- the pain of losing Amanda, the 
pain of my broken ribs, the pain of living.  

I got up and stretched, briefly because of the terrible 
ache in my chest and side.  I staggered to the bathroom to 
pee, and when I flipped on the light, I saw myself in the 
mirror.  I didn’t look like my dad any more, I decided.  I 
probably could be recognized with my three-day growth, at 
least that’s what it looked like, and my skivvies were 
getting ragged.  

I turned off the light and noticed a few pieces of paper 
on the floor that had been shoved under the front door.  I 
picked them up but had some trouble reading them and I 
simply tossed them onto the dresser next to the TV.  On my 
way back to bed, I grabbed the remote.  Once settled in, I 
turned the television on and spent the next hour or so 
doing nothing but switching channels.  Fifty channels and 
nothing to watch, I whispered to myself over and over.  I 
ended up on a fishing show and tossed the remote aside.  
Another big drink of tequila and a couple of pieces of stale, 
cold pizza preceded another sleeping session.  

A knocking slowly invaded my consciousness.  I was 
tired of the interruptions and yelled, “Go away!”    

The knocking stopped and I heard the door unlock.  It 
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slowly opened and a woman cautiously entered, saying, 
“Mister Ruger?  We need to make sure you’re okay.”  

“I’m fine,” I replied, and I sat up.  “What are you doing 
coming into my room?” I said angrily.   “I locked it for a 
reason.”  

“I’m sorry, Mister Ruger.”  The woman was in her 40’s 
and at least partially Hispanic.  She was wearing a high-
quality, powder-blue and white housekeeping uniform and 
a cap mostly covering her short black hair.  I assumed she 
was a lead or supervisor.  “We have had complaints from 
the staff that they couldn’t come in and clean.  I needed to 
make sure you weren’t injured, or worse.”  

“Well, now you’ve seen me.  Anything else?”  

“How can we help you?  You seem agitated.  Have you 
eaten?”  

“Of course!”  I pointed at the pizza box.  

She picked up the empties off the floor, and the pizza 
box.  “Mister Ruger, are you sure I can’t get you anything?  
I can order you some lunch …”  

“What day is it?”  

“Wednesday.”  

“Come back on Saturday,” I instructed, again, 
somewhat angrily, and laid back down, covering my head 
like a six-year-old.  

The supervisor didn’t say anything except, “Very well,” 
and she left me alone, which is exactly what I wanted to be.  
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Chapter 18 

Finally, Ellen appeared in my dreams.  It was weird 
when that happened.  It was almost like I was awake, and 
in the dream I know I’m dreaming.  But I was always so glad 
to talk to her, I didn’t care.  I missed her so much, and I told 
her that.  

“I know, Patty, I know.  You’ll be okay, I promise.”  She 
was wearing Midwest garb, like she just walked out of a 
Little House on the Prairie shoot, complete with the white 
scarf covering her hair.  “Amanda knew how you felt about 
her, and she would want you to move on and be happy, just 
like I did, and do.”  

“Ells, it’s just not fair.”  

“I know, but what is fair?”  She paused and said, “Just 
one more thing … Be kind to the boy, nothing is his fault.”  

“What?”  

I felt a nudge but wasn’t sure I wasn’t still dreaming.  
Then another.  

“Hey, Patty-boy … Wake up.”  

I opened my eyes and a large man with red hair slowly 
came into focus.  I sat up and rubbed my eyes.  Jimmy was 
still there, standing in front of the light coming in the 
window.  I was immediately sad to be awakened.   “What 
are you doing here?”  

“Well, people are plenty worried about you.”  He 
looked around.  “And I can see why.”  

“Just leave me alone,” I said, lying back down.  

Jimmy grabbed my arm and pulled me back up.  “Hold 
on, there, Patty.  You need to get up.”  
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“Why?  I’m no good to anyone now.”  

“That might be true now, but it won’t be if you’ll get up 
and pull yourself together.”  He held my elbow and started 
pulling me to my feet.    

Jimmy was a strong man, I quickly remembered.  I 
yanked my arm back from his hold.  “I don’t think so.  Just 
go away.”  

“That’s not going to happen.”  

“Just go away, I said!”  

He started for my arm again and I took a wild swing.  He 
easily blocked my punch and held my fist in his grip.  

“Whoa!”  He let go of my fist and I took it back firmly.   
“Don’t make me hurt you, old man!”  

“Just leave me alone.”  I stopped being combative but I 
didn’t want him here.  

“You think I flew all this way just to turn around and fly 
back home?  C’mon, everyone is worried.  When was the 
last meal you had?”  

Grudgingly, I replied, “Pizza, two days ago, I think.  
What day is it?”  

“Friday, but if you have to ask …”  

“I know.  I’m hurting … my ribs, my head, now 
Amanda’s gone …”  

“I’m sorry, truly.  But what would she say if she saw you 
like this?”  

“I’ve asked myself the same question.”  

“And?”  

I thought for a moment.  “She wouldn’t like it, no 
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doubt.”  

“No doubt.”  

“Fine!  I’ll get up!”  I yelled it.  I was embarrassed.  

Jimmy seemed unfazed.  “That’s my Patty-boy.  Let me 
find you some clean clothes.”  He sniffed in the air.  “Phew!  
You need a shower … and a shave wouldn’t hurt.”  

I relented and walked gingerly to the bathroom, closing 
the door behind me.  I thought about what to do.  I could 
have stayed there until Jimmy left … but I was sure he 
wouldn’t leave.  I could have opened the door and escaped 
out the front door … but what would that have 
accomplished?  I wasn’t even dressed.  I decided on the 
shave and shower.  I still wasn’t certain what my next steps 
would be.  

By the time I exited the bathroom freshly showered, 
Jimmy held out some clean underwear and I snatched them 
from his hand.  “My eyes!” he joked as he hid them so he 
wouldn’t see my genitals in open air.  “Put them on, will 
ya?”  

After I conceded and got them on, he handed me fresh 
brown slacks, beige Polo shirt and brown socks.  I put them 
on as well and sat on the sofa.  Jimmy stayed standing.  

He sat on the disheveled bed and faced me.  “It 
wouldn’t be wise to kill yourself now, Patty.  You’ve been 
through too much.  And people are counting on you.”  

“That’s not fair.  Who can I count on?”  

“Me … and Lola … and Anna … Hell, do you know how 
many calls I’ve gotten from the FBI?  20, probably.  There 
are a lot of people who are really worried … who care.”  

I didn’t know what to say.  I still felt like I had the right 
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to check out.  “Yeah, I’ve been through a lot … and look 
what I’ve lost.”  

“I get it.  But Amanda was a big girl with a dangerous 
job.  What did you tell Ellie about your job when you guys 
started out?”  

“Not to worry, just like you tell Erin.”  

“Exactly.  But sometimes bad things do happen.  Would 
you want Amanda to act this way if you’d been stabbed?”  

That made me think.  I sat for a minute and collected 
myself.  “No, I wouldn’t,” I said softly.  

“You’re damn right, you wouldn’t.  You’d want her to 
go out and solve the case you were working on.”  

“Yeah, she would want that …”  

Jimmy let me think, which was the right call.  I needed 
to convince myself.  After several minutes, he interrupted 
my inner conversation with, “Tell me about this case.”  

“What do you know about it?”  

“Just that you were investigating a threat to a 
community leader when he was killed.  Then, I guess the 
body went missing … and some of the witnesses.  You were 
following a suspect when Amanda was hurt.”  

“That’s all correct.  The problem is, we haven’t 
determined yet what the motive was.  I think that’s why 
people disappeared, to keep us from knowing that.”  

“What’s the current theory?”  

“Well, we were investigating the funding for the 
victim’s casino expansion, which is now at risk.  Not 
everyone on the Oneida Council wanted it to happen.”  

“You sound hesitant.”  
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“That was a good theory starting out, but too much 
doesn’t make sense.  What purpose did stealing the body 
have?  If it’s a power play, or money, there’d be no 
benefit.”  

“You found the body?”  

“Sort of.  It had been burned in a ceremonial pyre, but 
we managed to retrieve a foot, and we ran some lab tests 
on it.  It was positive for a drug that hasn’t been fully 
identified yet.”  

“So we should try to disprove the casino theory so we 
can look into the drug angle.”  

“That’s a good idea.”  

“You want breakfast?” Jimmy asked, and I realized it 
must be morning.  He continued, “We could drive through 
somewhere.  I’m starved!”  
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Chapter 19 

I was feeling queasy, but didn’t really want Jimmy to 
know.  In fact, I half-thought about ditching him to continue 
the investigation without him.  But Jimmy was my oldest 
friend, and he would have just found me anyway.  

I filled him in on some of the particulars and we agreed 
that we should interview Peachtree again, this time to talk 
about the casino expansion.  I convinced Greg and 
Gretchen to let us make the visit without them, saying that 
he would be less on his guard without official FBI agents 
present.  They had a car brought to the front of the hotel 
and Jimmy hopped in the driver’s seat.  I was okay with 
that, since I wasn’t feeling up to navigating traffic.  

Around the corner was a Tim Horton’s and Jimmy 
pulled in.   

“You want some donuts or something?”   

I shook my head no.   

“Coffee?  They said there’s none better that Tim 
Horton’s.”  

Again, I declined.   

“Be right back, then.”  

He returned with a box of something called “Timbits” 
and two cups of coffee.  “I got you coffee.  Try it.”  

I took it from him as he closed his door and settled in.  I 
sipped it and it was much better than I imagined, or I was 
really hungry.  I reached into the Timbits box and pulled out 
a couple of fresh donut holes.  They also tasted very good.  

Once he had finished his coffee and bits, Jimmy set up 
the Waze app on his cell phone to get us to “Peachtree & 
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Son, Real Estate,” and set the phone on the ashtray area of 
the console in such a way that he could see it.  “Turn right,” 
the disembodied female voice instructed, and Jimmy 
obeyed.  The screen said it was 11 minutes to the office.  

In 12 minutes, I noted, we arrived and parked in the lot 
in front of the stand-alone office building.  It seemed pretty 
lavish from the outside.  Walking in, we found ourselves in 
as close to a museum as I’ve ever seen for a business.  
Reddish-brown leather wallpaper adorned the walls and 
cubicles, and exquisite dark-wooded cabinetry held a 
variety of Native American trinkets and antiques.  The 
floors looked like they were made of expensive brown tiles 
and black grout, and they continued throughout the 
building.  Yellowish glass fixtures bathed the place in a 
dawn-inspired light.  

“Welcome to Peachtree and Son.  May I help you?”  The 
receptionist appeared to be Native American but she had 
no noticeable accent -- rare in western New York, with or 
without the Indian heritage.  She had the signature black 
hair and was slender, perhaps 25, and all-business attire.  
Her rust-toned dress was plain but elegant, and the 
underlying white blouse did not employ any cleavage.  She 
had a wide smile.  

“We’d like to speak with Mister Peachtree,” Jimmy 
answered.  

“Junior or Senior?”  

“Senior, I’m guessing.  He’s on the tribal council?”  

“Yes, indeed he is.  Just a moment.”  She disappeared 
through a doorway behind the reception desk and was 
gone for two or three minutes, then returned.  “He’ll be 
right with you.”  She motioned toward the waiting area, 
which had two very comfortable-looking leather chairs.  
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Mine was extremely comfortable.  After sitting in the 
cushioned chair, I noticed just how soft the tan leather was 
when my hands touched it.  Even the arms were padded 
and cushy.  Between the two chairs was a lamp table and 
the golden shade was adding to the glow of the room.    

“Man,” Jimmy said.  “This is expensive furniture.  
Peachtree is doing very well.”  

“Obviously.  You don’t get to be a tribal leader without 
some money behind you.”  

“Maybe we’re in the wrong line of work.”  

I chuckled.   It was nice to get my thoughts off of 
Amanda.  “I think we’re doing okay, and I like the work.  You 
would hate real estate.”  

“You’re probably right …”  

“Gentlemen,” Peachtree interrupted, walking up from 
behind the counter.  “How can I help you this fine day?”  He 
didn’t seem at all ruffled that we were there.  

Peachtree was taller than either of us, and standing 
next to me, seemed to be rather imposing.  This time he 
was sporting a three-piece gray suit with dark pinstripes.  

Mister Peachtree, I’m Jimmy Stewart, a private 
investigator, and I believe you’ve met my partner, Pat 
Ruger.”  He shook Peachtree’s hand and then I followed 
suit.  

“Jimmy Stewart?  Like the actor?”  

“Don’t start,” I said under my breath.  

“Yes, that’s right.”  

“You know,” Peachtree replied.  “I was just talking to 
my niece about Jimmy Stewart and Bing Crosby the other 
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day.  She’s about 15.  She didn’t know who they were.  Can 
you imagine?”  

“Happens to me all the time,” I said.  “I mentioned the 
song ‘In the Year Twenty-five Twenty-five’ to someone in 
their 30’s and they had no clue what I was talking about.  I 
said, ‘it’s a classic … by Zager and Evans … a classic!”  

Peachtree shook his head.  “I had the same thing 
happen the other day.  I mentioned the Mamas and Papas 
and the kid says, ‘Who?’  When I was young, Humphry 
Bogart was long gone, but I knew who he was.  The kids 
today- they don’t remember who the big star was last year, 
let alone the ones in the ‘50’s.”  

“So it seems.”  I sighed and got back to business.  
“We’re here to talk about our investigation.”  

“Of course.  Again, I am so sorry about Agent Sizemore.  
What can I do for you?”  

“Can we speak privately?” I asked.  “Perhaps in your 
office?”  

“Sure, follow me.”  He spoke to the receptionist on the 
way by the counter.  “Ice water all around.”  He looked back 
as if to ask if that was okay, and Jimmy and I both nodded.    

We followed Peachtree down a short hallway and 
ended up in a beautiful office.  This room was more lavish 
than any attorney’s I had seen, and I’ve seen some decked-
out law offices.  He sat behind his L-shaped wooden desk 
that was fashioned out of a slice of tree trunk, and we sat 
in the chairs in front of the desk. These chairs were softer 
than those in the waiting room.  

“Mister Peachtree,” I started.  I thought for a moment 
and continued.  “I’m afraid we may have gotten off on the 
wrong foot.  Can we start over?”  
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“Of course.  You were understandably upset with the 
news of Agent Sizemore.  Are you going to read me my 
rights?”  

“No,” Jimmy replied.  “No Miranda.  It’s just us talking 
today.”  

“Good, because I want to help, any way I can.”  

“Let’s go back to the death of Allen Wright.  Were you 
close?”  

“Very,” he replied.  “Al and I have been sitting on the 
council for over 15 years.  We’ve worked on several charity 
projects, and the success of the casino was directly due to 
his management.  That money has meant a lot to the 
Oneida community.”  

“There had been death threats, and then he was 
murdered,”  

Jimmy cut in.  “Do you know anything about that?”  

Peachtree paused.  “Not really.  I know there was a big 
to-do about the expansion, but I was on his side on that.  
More money means more prosperity here for the Nation.”  

“If the expansion would be so good,” Jimmy replied, 
“then why the death threats?”  

“Listen, casinos always are portrayed as the great taker 
of welfare checks.  I’m sure there are those who think 
gambling is immoral and an expansion is even more so.”  

“Who do you think killed him?” I asked.  “You must 
have your theories.”  

“No, I don’t think he had any political enemies.  You 
know, over 500 people attended his funeral.”  He paused 
to think about it.  “There are other ways to stop a casino 
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project besides killing its main advocate.”  

We all sat quietly for a few moments.  I wondered if 
there was anything useful we could get from him.  

“How much,” I continued, “was projected for the 
expansion to increase revenue?”  

“By about 2 million a month, I think.  Why?”  

“Could it be an enemy of the Oneidas wanted to keep 
that from happening?”  

“Maybe, but who would these so-called enemies be?  
We are among the more peaceful tribes in New York.”  

“So you guys never participated in the shutdown of the 
Interstate a few years back?”  

“Not at all.”  

“What about rival tribes,” Jimmy asked.  “Jealousy?  
Are you taking revenue from any of them?”  

“I don’t believe so.  The tribes here are pretty 
scattered, geographically, and we are mostly amicable -- we 
all help each other out.  Most of them are waiting to see 
how we do with this expansion because they are looking at 
their own casino projects.”  

“How about money?  Did Allen owe any significant 
money to anyone?”  

“Not that I know of.”  

I shook my head.  “Then, there’s no reason you can 
think of for the murder?”  

“I wish I could be more helpful.”  

 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

127 

Chapter 20 

We headed back to the FBI offices and joined some of 
the agents in a conference room.  Each one shook my hand 
or hugged me, saying how sorry they were, that they 
missed me at the memorial, and just overall good wishes.  
It was very nice of them and it made me think of some of 
the detectives that had been killed on the job in Colorado.  
How many times, I thought, did I say these same things to 
a family?  

Finally it was time to talk business.  Jimmy and I sat next 
to the head of the table, which was unoccupied, and 
Gretchen and Greg sat across from us.  The long mahogany 
table sat about twenty in fairly comfortable leather office 
chairs.  About half a dozen other agents, the men all in their 
Men-In-Black dark suits and the women looking like CEO’s, 
also sat with us around the table.  One of the men was 
African-American and one of the women was Asian.  Four 
of them had manila or blue folders in front of them, some 
of the paperwork poking out at the edges.  

Posted on the long wall was a lengthy line of photos and 
descriptions of just about everyone Amanda and I had 
discussed or run into since the murder.  The first pic was of 
Wright and its caption read “Allen Wright- First Victim.”  

Next was “Officer Jason Wright- Reservation Police 
(Allen's cousin)”, then “John Kirby- Paramedic (missing).”  
Continuing down the row were “Susan Tenderfoot- 
Paramedic (missing).” “Michael Jenkins- Wright's 
bodyguard (deceased),” “Tony Angelo- Wright's bodyguard 
(deceased),” “Ray Mallard- kid who fought with Ruger,” 
two blank papers that each said “Ray's friend,” “Susan 
Davis- Ray's ex-girlfriend, casino bookkeeper (AP), and an 
additional note that said, “handled payoffs?”  Next was 
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“John Reasoner- Professor of Biosystems Engineering at 
the University of Arizona (missing),” a couple more blank 
pages with “Pat's kidnapper 1” and “Pat's kidnapper 2,” 
“Becca Marone- call girl/sometime casino worker 
(kidnapped with Pat),” “Thomas Archer- with partner, 
followed and shot at Ruger and Marone (works for towing 
company owned by Peachtree),” “Dominic Smith- tribe 
member- stabbed Sizemore, shot and killed by Ruger,” and 
“Seth Martin- arrested at tribal dance.”  On the far right 
was just a vertical list under the header, “Tribal Council,” 
and included John Littlefoot, Robert Peachtree, Sarah 
Holyfield, Thomas French, Abraham Johnson, David Prince 
and David Samuel.  

Gretchen started.  “I think you all know Mister Pat 
Ruger and Mister Jimmy Stewart, or at least you know they 
are consultants of ours.”  Most of the group nodded to us 
in either recognition or acknowledgement.  She continued, 
“I have some details about the investigation.  I thought it 
best to relay them to everyone at one time.”  

“Probably a good idea,” I replied.  “I haven’t been in 
touch much.”  

“The tox screen came back on Wright’s foot.  It was 
negative for the poisons we generally test for, which would 
include solvents, lighter fluid, fuels, plant-derived 
substances, strychnine, pesticides, cyanide, etc.  We also 
tested for recreational and prescription drugs … narcotics, 
antidepressants, designer drugs and the like.  Other than 
acetaminophen, there was one substance of interest.”  She 
paused and looked at her notes.  

“Well?” I finally asked.  

She seemed to find what she was looking for.  “Sorry, 
it’s a derivative of peyote.”  
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That piqued my interest all right.  “Isn’t that what the 
Indians were taking in the field that night?”  

“Not exactly,” she replied.  “That was pure peyote, 
straight from either Arizona or Southern California.”  

“What does that mean?” Jimmy jumped in.   

“We don’t know … At least, not yet.  We need …”  

“You know,” Greg interrupted. “Everything we’ve been 
investigating has drugs written all over it.”  

“That’s true,” I said.  “But there’s no evidence of drug 
wars or anything like that around here.  Does the DEA have 
any info of unusual drug activity?”  

One of the other female agents answered, “No, sir.  I 
spoke with them this morning for our weekly update 
conference call and the drug market has been pretty stable.  
Nothing to generate a hit on anyone.”  

“Thanks, but call me ‘Pat’, please.”  I choked back a 
memory of Amanda in one of these strategy sessions.  I 
reminded myself to focus.  “What about this peyote the 
tribe has been using?  Anything on that?”  

“Yeah,” Jimmy added.  “And is it really legal?”  

The black agent replied in a very stiff, educated voice, 
“Yes, indeed, while the case is in court, which will be for a 
protracted period of time, if history is any indication.”  

“Unreal.” Jimmy shook his head.  “LSD is illegal but 
peyote isn’t.”  

The agent shuffled though his stack of paperwork and 
found something.  “It appears in the transcripts in one 
instance that freedom of religion and other first 
amendment rights were at stake, and no one has proven 
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their case against it yet.  There are grandfather clauses in 
effect as well.”  

“What do you mean?” I asked.  

“The tribes have been using peyote religiously, pardon 
the pun, since before they became American citizens.”  

I was put out by the thought.  “What’s your name?”  

“Special Agent Richard Bean … Rick.”  

“So, Rick,” I started, rather tersely.  “Mayan human 
sacrifices would be allowed if they became naturalized 
citizens here?”   

“Well, that is one argument the government is making, 
of course.  But becoming U.S. citizens wasn’t exactly their 
choice …” The agent paused.  “However, I’m not on the 
side of the tribes, I assure you.  I’m just interested in the 
outcome.”  

“I apologize,” I softened my tone.  “I didn’t mean to 
imply that you were on any side.  I’m … I’m just mad at the 
argument.”  

“Understood, Mister … uh … Pat.”  

I nodded to Rick and he bowed his head slightly to 
accept my apology.  Something else came to mind.  “Why 
aren’t the locals growing their own peyote?  Why are they 
buying it from the Southwest?  They could certainly afford 
to farm it themselves.”  

Rick answered, “Peyote is not a species native to the 
northeast.  It won’t grow in New York, any more than a 
saguaro cactus will.”  He pronounced it “suh-waur-oh” like 
a southwesterner would.  “All peyote ingested here would 
have to be transported from its native growing regions.”  
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“No way to greenhouse it?”  

“I don’t believe that would be profitable.  The growers 
would not want to lose their market, so they keep costs 
low.”  

Something on the photo board caught my attention.   

“Wright’s two bodyguards … they’re dead?”  

Greg replied, “Yeah, they were found shot in the head 
in New York City two days ago.”  

“New York?”  I wondered what that meant.  “Why 
would they be in New York?”  

“We think they were bribed and taken there but 
became liabilities, for some reason.”  

“So,” Jimmy jumped in.  “We are saying that this is a 
conspiracy of some sort, then.”  

“How can it not be?” I asked but it was really a 
statement.  “Look at the board.”  I walked over to the far 
left end and looked at the first few captions.  I pointed to 
the paramedics’ pics.  “No lead on these guys?”  

Again, Greg answered.  “Not yet.  We believe now that 
they were paid in cash, since there has been no activity on 
their bank accounts or credit cards.  We’ve been checking 
the border video at the Canadian crossings at Niagara Falls, 
Thousand Islands and other spots, but more than likely they 
crossed Lake Ontario by boat and could have landed 
anywhere.”  

“Hmmm.”  I continued to look at the photos.  “Anything 
on Becca that would be suspicious?”  

“Suspicious?  Yes.”  Greg stood up and joined me at the 
board in front of Becca’s picture.  “Because of her … line 
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of work … she has no alibi for anything close to our 
timeline.  But, no evidence she was involved, either, with 
the exception of being kidnapped with you.”  

“There’s something about her, from the first time I met 
her … something about her isn’t right.  Keep digging into 
her background.”  I noticed the professor’s caption still said 
“Missing.”  “What about Reasoner?  Where is he?”  

“Don’t know,” replied Greg.  “Again, there’s been no 
activity to trace.  His car is also gone, though, and his house 
looks like it was prepped for a long vacancy.”  

Jimmy added, “Well, that means he was paid off, too.  
See a pattern?”  He leaned back his chair and interlocked 
his hands behind his head.  “So, what’s next?”  

The room was silent.  It just wasn’t obvious.  

Eventually I said, “We keep digging.”  To Gretchen, I 
said, “Your team needs to follow up on the tribal council 
members, including Peachtree.  Jimmy and I will take a little 
trip to Arizona.  If this is a drug play, the Professor had to 
have been heavily involved.  Maybe his lab and assistants 
can shed some light.”  
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Chapter 21 

Instead of lunch, Jimmy and I went to get an early 
dinner and went to a popular Syracuse barbecue.  It was 
well before the dinner hour and patrons were sparse.  We 
decided to eat in the lounge.  

The bartender came over to take our order.   

“Welcome, gentlemen!” she said in a bubbly voice.  
Typical of a female mixologist, she was pretty and her low-
cut top showed more than sufficient cleavage.  She was not 
petite, nor seriously young, but her curves were noticeable, 
being shown off by tight blue jeans and a bright red, frilly 
blouse, her bosom barely held back.  Her brunette hair was 
tied back and she had a minimum of makeup, with a light 
shade of red lipstick.  

“I’m Megan,” she continued.  “What can I get you 
boys?”  She pulled out a drink menu and handed it to 
Jimmy.  “We have 32 beers on tap and,” she looked at her 
watch.  “Lucky, you!  Happy hour just started … Two-for-
one beers and well drinks.”  

Jimmy looked over the menu.  “Anything local?”  

“You bet!”  She pointed to one on the menu.  “We have 
two great beers from Middle Ages Brewing.  This one,  

Dragonslayer, is a stout and this one,” she pointed to 
one farther down the menu, Impaler Ale, is a pale ale, just 
like it sounds.”  She chuckled.  

“Cute,” I uttered.  “Bring us two of the ales and a couple 
of food menus.”  I wasn’t in the mood to be friendly and it 
must have shown.  

“Ah, having a bad day?  Let me help fix that!”  She 
turned around and quickly walked away, returning in a few 
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minutes with our beers in tall, frosty glasses, and a dessert 
plate holding a couple of red-foil-wrapped candies.  She 
leaned over to speak softly and we both leaned in.  I tried 
not to stare at her boobs nearly falling out of her blouse, 
and, in fact, the sight perturbed me.  I had no interest at all.  

“Don’t tell anyone I gave you these, but believe me, 
you’re going to like them.” She winked and stood back up, 
dropped a couple of menus on the table, and left.  

Jimmy and I looked at each other and I shrugged, 
picking up one of the wrapped pieces.  I removed the foil 
and found a round piece of dark chocolate.  I popped it in 
my mouth and bit down.  My eyes opened widely when I 
tasted the most delicious tequila swishing through my 
mouth.  The taste of the dark chocolate and tequila 
together was exquisite.  

Seeing my face, Jimmy opened his quickly and took a 
bite.  His smile made it apparent that he agreed with me.  
These were the best candies, I thought, possibly in the 
world.  We both savored the taste until they disappeared in 
our mouths.  

Megan returned and asked how the treats were.    

“We hated ‘em.  More, please,” Jimmy answered as he 
pushed the empty plate toward her.  

“That’s all I’ve got.  Come back tomorrow for your fix.”  
She laughed out loud and cleared away the plate and 
wrappers.  “Have you looked at the menus?”  

“Not yet,” Jimmy replied.  “What d’ya recommend, 
dear?”  Only certain women brought out his brogue, and 
here it was.    

“We’re known for our pulled pork sandwiches, but I like 
the ‘Double-Decker.’  It’s like a Big Mac but with pulled 
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pork on the bottom half and brisket on the top half.”  

“Sounds good.  Bring us two of them,” I said.  

She replied, “Chips?  They’re homemade …” “Sure,” I 
replied sullenly.  

“You really need cheering up, don’t you?”  

I didn’t say anything and she strolled away.  “This is 
hard.”  

“I know, Patty.  But we’ll get through it.”  

Food was actually delicious and I forgot about my 
troubles for a few minutes.  I must have been starving 
because I downed my entire sandwich before Jimmy could 
get half-way through his.    

I drank my beer about a third of the way down in one 
drink, prompting Jimmy to comment.  “Hey, Patty-boy … 
You’re not me -- you can’t drink beer that fast.”  

I realized what was happening and put down my glass.  
“I’m not sure what I’m doing.  I better stop.”  

“That might be a good idea.”  

We didn’t talk much for the rest of the meal.  I paid 
some attention to the big screens hanging around the bar, 
but most were showing lesser sports, like bicycle motocross 
and lacrosse.    

Megan returned with our bill and left the black folder 
on the table.  “No hurry, gentlemen,” she said cheerfully 
and left us alone.  

Silently, Jimmy opened the folder, plucked out the 
receipt and threw two twenties in.  He closed it and we 
both got up and stretched our legs.    

“What d’ya want to do?”  Jimmy asked as we headed 
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for the front door.  

“Much as I don’t want to, let’s go take another look at 
the casino offices and then make reservations for Phoenix.”  

“U. of A. is in Tucson, not Phoenix.”  Jimmy seemed 
pleased to correct me.  

“Okay, then, Tucson it is.”  I was appropriately 
annoyed.  

We got out of the restaurant and into the car.  We 
buckled up and Jimmy loaded the Open Sky Casino into the 
GPS system in the dashboard.  He slowly pulled into traffic.  
In about a mile, Jimmy began to get agitated.  

“What’s wrong?”  

Jimmy adjusted the rear view mirror.  “We have a tail, I 
think.”  

“Feds?”  

“I don’t think so.  Hold on …”  

He made a quick left turn from the right lane and 
floored it.  I looked into the side view mirror on my side and 
saw a white sedan speeding around the same corner 
behind us.  Jimmy made a quick right and popped into an 
apartment complex that looked mostly empty.  He followed 
the parking lot around and, after passing a row of garages, 
pulled into an empty space.    

We both pulled our handguns and jumped out of the 
vehicle.  Together we stood in the middle of the parking lot 
aisle where we knew the white car would be when it caught 
up, and we pointed our pistols, ready to shoot.  Soon, the 
sedan sped around the corner of the lot and its brakes 
squealed to a stop when the driver faced our two weapons 
pointed right at him.  Startled, he threw it in reverse and his 
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tires smoked as they spun backwards.  Suddenly, as the car 
began spinning to turn around, the passenger rolled down 
his window and started shooting.  We each took a shot but 
were forced to take cover.  It looked as though I hit the 
shooter.  

By the time we recovered, the sedan was gone.  Jimmy 
took out his phone and dialed 9-1-1.    

In about 10 minutes, it was the FBI that showed up, not 
the Syracuse Police.  Gretchen stepped out of the lead car 
of the four that drove up and she quickly approached us.  
We were leaning on our SUV.  

“You guys okay?”  

“We’re not hit,” Jimmy responded, “but I think Patty 
shot one of them.”  

“What happened?”  

“We were followed out of a restaurant parking lot by a 
white two-door sedan, mid-sized, a late model Chevy, I 
think, maybe a year old.  I noticed and tried to lose them.  
When they wouldn’t shake, I lured them here and waited.  
They followed us in but… They must have been 
professionals- they were able to do a backwards spin move 
with the car and still got some shots off.”    

“You know what else?” I added.  “Their plates were 
missing.”  

“You thought you hit one of the perps?”  

“Yeah,” I replied.  “I’m pretty sure the passenger 
winced after I shot.  I’m guessing I hit his shoulder, nothing 
vital, ‘cause he didn’t stop shooting right away and we had 
to cover up.”  

“It’s not often our victims were ‘on the job.’  Well 
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done.” “I’m not so sure how good it was,” Jimmy said.  
“There were a lot of bullets flying, so you better have 
someone canvas these apartments to make sure no one 
was hurt.”  

“Already on it.  We’ll take care of it.”  She paused and 
looked around.  “You want to make a statement now?  
Maybe tomorrow would suffice.  You should go back to 
your hotel and relax.  You’ve been through a lot.”  

“I think we’ll do that,” I replied.  “Can someone follow 
us over?”  

“Sure thing.”  Gretchen called over to a few agents 
standing a few yards away.  “Pete!  Pete!  Follow these guys 
home, will you?”  

Pete nodded and walked to one of the cars to wait for 
us.  I thanked Gretchen and we saddled up.  Jimmy started 
toward the hotel and Pete slid in behind us.  

Once at the hotel, I rolled down my window and waved 
to the agent as if to say, we’ve got it from here.  He waved 
back in acknowledgement and sped away.  

Inside, we went to the check-in counter to get Jimmy a 
room.  His ended up being just across the hall from mine 
and we headed up.  As we approached the rooms, I noticed 
a teenage kid sitting in the floor next to my door.    

He saw us coming and sprung to his feet, leaving his 
royal blue and gray designer backpack on the floor.  He was 
tall and scrawny, had a somewhat darker complexion, and 
was dressed with oversized clothing.  His sneakers were 
bright pink, a contrast to his navy-blue trousers and tight 
gray tee, and his hair was dark but cut short and slightly 
spiked.  This kid was no street urchin.   

The young man reached out his hand to Jimmy and 
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asked,  

“Mister Ruger?”  

Jimmy nodded to me instead of taking his shake.  The 
kid turned towards me, looking a little sheepish, and I 
shook hands with him.  “I’m sorry, Mister Ruger.   I didn’t 
know.”  

“And you are?”  

“Oh, sorry.”  He seemed very nervous.  “I’m Tory … 
Tory Smith … Amanda Sizemore’s son.”  
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Chapter 22 

I managed to get my door unlocked and Tory grabbed 
his backpack.  We moved inside, and I tried to digest what 
I had just heard.  

“Tory…” I began.  “I never … she never …”  

“I know.  I’m sorry.”  

“Stop apologizing.”  

“Okay, sorr … Okay.  Amanda … my birth mother … 
didn’t know me very well until a few weeks ago.  She gave 
me up after I was born.  We reconnected on ‘Adopted-dot-
com.’ I’m 18 now and I wanted to meet her.”  

I was still taken aback.  That Amanda never mentioned 
giving up a kid for adoption almost 20 years ago shouldn’t 
have been shocking, not letting me in on their recent 
connection was.  I pointed to the short sofa and Tory sat 
down.  I sat on the edge of the bed.  

“Why are you here?” I asked, trying not to sound 
callous.   

“What can I do for you?”  

“I’m not sure.  My parents, my adoptive parents, split 
up a couple of years ago and I ended up with my dad.  He’s 
really busy at work and let me know it would be a good idea 
if I moved out on my own.”  He seemed to read something 
in my face and added, “He didn’t throw me out.  He’s a 
really good guy.”  

“Well, Sonny,” Jimmy said.  “Just why are you here?”  

“Amanda told me all about Mister Ruger.  She was 
going to introduce me in a couple of months.  I didn’t think 
you knew about me and I wanted to meet you.  I’m not sure 
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why.”  

This kid was well spoken and rather impressive.  “Fair 
enough.  This is my partner, Jimmy Stewart.  We were 
detectives together for many years in Colorado.”  

He reached out to shake and this time Jimmy obliged.    

“Nice to meet you, Tory.”  Jimmy leaned back against 
the armoire.   “You have a place to stay?  What are your 
plans?”  

“I’ve got a few bucks.  I planned on checking in at a 
Super 8 or somewhere like that tonight and see what 
happens.”  

“Maybe you should stay here.”  I nodded towards the 
couch.    

“The sofa makes into a bed, or you can lay on the 
cushions.”  

Tory smiled.  “I’m used to that!”  He brought his 
backpack to his lap and unzipped a front pocket.  He rifled 
through some things and pulled out a folded up computer 
printout.  He carefully opened it up and handed it to me.  

I glanced at the paperwork, which appeared to be 
copies of email conversations.  “What is this?”  

“You know, I never got to meet my real mom face-to-
face.   

We had spoken on the phone a few times, and traded 
email.   

These are some of the emails we sent.  You’ll see that 
just last week she wanted to tell you about me before you 
guys … spent more time together.”  

I flipped through and found one that said exactly that.  
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“She says that she wanted me to be okay with her having a 
relationship with her son before we made more plans.  That 
was the day before she …” I couldn’t bring myself to say it.  

“I know.  I’m kicking myself for not seeing her sooner.  
How would I know something like this would happen?  We 
can’t blame ourselves, really.”  

“What are you, 60 years old?”  Jimmy let a chuckle out.  
To me, he said, “Wise beyond his years.”  

“Don’t get me wrong.  I feel really bad about Amanda’s 
death.  I just …” Tory looked right at me.  “I can’t change 
how things happened, how we tried to get together, how it 
didn’t work out the first couple of times.  You just never 
know.”  

“You’re right, kid … Are you channeling your mom?  
That’s what she would tell me.”  

“I don’t know … but that would be cool.”  

“So ... you never met her?”  

“Not in person.  We were just starting to plan a meet-
up.”  

I read a few of the emails.  “She seemed to be really 
excited to get together.”  

“Yeah, she was.”  

“Here’s one where she says she’d fly you out to New 
York.”  

“Yeah, but her case … she had to come here to 
Syracuse.  We were gonna try again when she got back.”  

“Where are you from?  Here in New York?”  

“No, the Midwest.  Kansas City.”  
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Jimmy stood up and stretched.  “I’m going to go back 
to work.  I’ll head over to the casino and catch up with you 
guys later.  Keep your head down, we don’t know if they’re 
going to make another attempt at us.”  

I nodded and he left.    

“What does he mean, ‘make another attempt’?” Tory 
seemed concerned.  

“Someone tried to take us out today.  They missed.”  

“And they got away?”  

“’Fraid so.  The FBI will get ‘em soon, I’m sure.  Don’t 
worry.”  

“I’m not worried.  Mom told me a lot about you.”  

“Like what?”  

“Like you saved hundreds of lives driving a bomb away 
from a baseball stadium … They should make a movie 
about that!”  

“Let’s hope not.  I like my obscurity.”  After he made a 
questioning look I added, “My privacy.”  

“Then the time you were captured by pirates …”  

“Okay, I get it.  I’ve been around.”  

“How long are you going to be in Syracuse?  Are you 
going back to Colorado?”  

“Well … not for a while.  We’re going to try to clear this 
case.  And, Jimmy and I need to go to Arizona to follow up 
a lead.”  I stopped and thought about my plans, or lack of 
plans.  What happens after the case is over?  “I really should 
visit Amanda’s parents.  Maybe you should, too.”  

“I would love that.”  

We both sat quietly and thought about the near future.   
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After a few moments, Tory said, “Can I go with you to 
Arizona?”  

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.  It could be 
dangerous.”  

“I can help.  I’m good on the Internet.  I’m a really good 
driver.  In fact, I was being recruited by a NASCAR team.”  

I laughed.  “A racecar driver, huh?”  

He wasn’t smiling.  “No, really.  I can drive.”  

I stood up and took out my Luger.  “Can you shoot?”  

“Sure thing.”  

“You’re just a kid.”  

“I have great hand-eye coordination.  I’m good at 
anything requiring aim.  You have to be good to be a 
professional driver.”  

I took out the clip and checked the chamber.  I tossed 
the pistol and clip to him and instructed, “Check the safety 
and load the clip.”  

Without any hesitation, he found the safety and flipped 
it on, then popped the clip into the handle.  Then he pulled 
back the barrel to cock it and released it.  “I think this is 
ready …” He handed me back the gun, grip first, barrel 
pointed towards the wall on my right.  

Now I was impressed.  

“In Missouri, all kids can shoot.”  
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Chapter 23 

I heard the door jar open and hit the inside door’s 
security latch that I had set earlier.  

“Patty, it’s Jimmy!”  

“Hold on a sec …” I got up from the bed and unlatched 
the door.    

Jimmy strolled in and sat down on the sofa where Tory 
was laying down, cramping his legs somewhat.  Tory 
groggily sat up and rubbed his eyes.  

“We leaving now?” the kid asked.  

“Just about ten minutes,” Jimmy replied.  “We had to 
talk the feds into letting you go, I hope you know.”  

“But I can go?”  

“Yeah, they pretty much cave in on anything Patty-boy 
here wants.”  

“I wish that was true,” I said, sitting down on the edge 
on the bed.    

“They wanted us to go by cargo transport, I told them 
you wouldn’t want any part of that.”  

“That’s how Amanda and I got here …” I smiled 
thinking about our inbound flight.  

I felt like I was going to fall into a funk thinking about  

Amanda, but Jimmy answered, “Well, they said we 
would have to pay for our own airline tickets and I said, ‘No 
problem.’  They booked it online and will take it out of our 
fee.  You packed?”  

I sighed.  “I don’t plan on being there that long.  If we 
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need more clothes, we’ll buy them there.”  

“That’s kinda what I thought.  How about you, kid?”  

“I’m not a kid …”  

“You are to us …” Jimmy replied.  “You want to be our 
age or a kid?”  

“Not a good choice.”  

“Okay, then.  What about your clothes?”  

“I’ll leave them here, if that’s okay.”  

“That’s fine,” I said.  “Who’s taking us to the airport?”  

“Well, that’s an interesting question.  Three vehicles 
are taking us to Buffalo to fly out.  They think we’re in too 
much danger to fly out of Syracuse.  They’re waiting for us 
downstairs.”  

“Unbelievable.”  

I grabbed my handgun, cell phone and a few other 
items and we left together.  Once at the vehicles, Gretchen 
had us get in the middle SUV.  

“Nothing conspicuous about this at all, is there?  You 
going to let them follow the caravan out of town?”  

Gretchen answered in a rather annoyed tone of voice.  
“No, Pat, the cars are going to split up.  Only yours is 
heading out of town.  The others will run around the city 
for a while and head back to headquarters.”  

“Like we’re diplomats or something …”  

“Exactly.”  She handed me a file and a laptop.  “Here’s 
a notebook and everything we have on the professor.  Let 
me know if you need anything else.”  

“How do I log in?”  
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“It’s set up with your fingerprints, all three of you can 
log in that way.”  

“Ah,” I replied.  “Thanks.”  

We didn’t talk much on the way out of town.  The two 
deception cars had peeled off and left us to hit the 690 
West, which was really north, past the big lake, Onandaga, 
according to the signs, and then west onto the 90.  Greg 
was driving, Jimmy was in the front passenger seat, I was 
behind Greg and Tory sat next to me.  

As we settled in for the drive, I slapped Jimmy’s arm, 
which was leaning over onto the back of Greg’s seat.  
“What do mean ‘our age?’  We aren’t the same age -- 
you’re 20 years younger than me.”  

“Ten, really… maybe 15.  Neither of us has seen 18 for 
a long time.”  

“You got that right.”  

And then there was nothing to think about except 
Amanda.  For the next hour, memories came and went, and 
I managed to hold back tears several times.  My right hand 
held the bridge of my nose to clamp down on any wetness 
that pooled up.  

I heard a siren and turned my upper body to look 
behind us.  Sure enough, a flashing red light was atop a 
black and white car.  I slapped Tory’s shoulder to wake him 
up.  Tory sat up with a dazed look on his face.  “Look alive, 
boy … Just in case …”  

 “Now, what?” Jimmy mumbled.  

“Don’t worry,” Greg answered, seemingly worried 
himself.   

“I’m sure it’s nothing.”  
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Greg finished pulling over and slowed to a stop.  The 
three adults got out our ID’s and waited.  Greg rolled down 
his window.  I grabbed my pistol and slid it under my leg.  I 
was pretty sure I saw Jimmy do the same.  

“Sorry to stop you boys.”  He waved toward me and 
then Jimmy.  “You Ruger and Stewart?”  

The officer was very tall, maybe 6-7, 6-8.  He was 
Hispanic and I wondered if it was racist of me to wonder 
about that combination.  He was a trooper, though, 
according to his NYHP patch, not a local cop or sheriff, so I 
was a bit relieved.  

Greg spoke up, “Why are you asking, Officer?”  He 
handed the cop his credentials.  “This is FBI business.”  

“I know, Agent …” He looked at the ID. “Agent 
Manson.  Someone named Steerwell from the FBI called my 
lieutenant, and he issued an order to my sergeant, and my 
sergeant sent me out here to find you, to give you an 
escort.  You in danger?”  

“Maybe,” I replied.  “An escort might be a bit 
noticeable, don’t you think?”  

“What I think doesn’t seem to matter much.  Follow 
me.  I’ll get you to Buffalo International Airport.”  He 
chuckled when he said “International” and I wondered if it 
was international because they flew to Toronto.  

The trooper left the window and headed for his cruiser.  
We put away our creds and waited.  It took a couple of 
minutes but the patrolman eventually pulled away with 
lights flashing and Greg pulled out behind him.  At 75 miles 
per hour, it didn’t take long to get to Buffalo.    

We left the interstate and soon we followed the black-
and-white into a parking lot, very small by airport 
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standards.  On one side was the sign, “Buffalo Niagara 
International Airport,” and my suspicions seemed 
confirmed.  

The cruiser pulled up to the passenger drop-off ramp, 
stuck his hand out the window and waved.  His lights went 
off and he sped away.  Greg stopped and got out, gun 
drawn but not pointed at anything in particular.  He seemed 
to be looking around to see if it was safe.  After a few 
minutes he opened my door and said, “Come on out -- it’s 
clear.”  

We did so and Jimmy and I thanked him for driving us 
safely.  Greg smiled and got back in the car.  He waited until 
we were inside and once through the doors, I saw him drive 
away.  The three of us headed to the security gate and I was 
shocked that there was no line at all.  Security must have 
known we were coming because when the TSA officer saw 
my ID, he escorted us over to the “fast lane.”  There, a 
woman from the TSA asked us to accompany her at a table 
behind a curtain.  It was a white, standing-height folding 
table.  

A senior male officer brought over a black plastic case 
the size of a briefcase and laid it on the table.  He opened it 
up and asked, “May I have your weapons, sir?  You can 
show your ID and pick them up in Tucson.”  

Reluctantly, I pulled out my Luger and Jimmy pulled out 
his handgun.  His looked like a Beretta.  We placed them on 
the tall table and the officer picked them up, checked them 
for ammo, and placed them in the foam-embedded case.    

“Ammo or knives?”  

“Ammo, please,” Jimmy joked but complied when he 
got a glare from the older gentleman.  “I’m just kidding …” 
he added as he placed a few rounds on the table.    
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“Didn’t anyone ever tell you not to kid at the airport?”  
I placed my ammo on the table next to Jimmy’s.  “There is 
no sense of humor here.”  

“I know … just couldn’t help it.”  

“That’s it,” I told the officer.  

He closed the case and tore off the end of a green tag 
before tying it onto the case’s handle.  “This and your ID 
will get your weapons back in Arizona.”  He handed me the 
green tear-off.  

“Thanks.  No way to have it on board, huh?  Just put the 
case in the cockpit …”  

“No, sir, you aren’t authorized.”  It was staid and 
factual.  

“You aren’t very fun on dates, are you?”  Jimmy was 
right -- he just couldn’t help himself.  

“Sure I am,” the officer said, smiling.  “Especially with 
all the wisecrackers in detention … that makes for great 
dates.”  

“Understood,” I replied.  

He stepped aside and waved his hand toward the long 
corridor, and we walked toward the gates.  This looked like 
a secure area -- no other passengers were present.  Three 
turns and about 500 yards later, we found ourselves at 
another checkpoint showing our ID’s.  This time they 
questioned us about the kid and I explained that Tory was 
with us on an important FBI matter.  They relented and 
escorted us to the tarmac, where we waited for the plane.  

“Is this necessary?” Jimmy asked one of the airport 
officials nearby.  
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“Sorry, protocol for you feds,” was the answer.  

Jimmy seemed satisfied with that and we sat quietly on 
very hard chairs.  Airport crew and staff pushed carts of 
equipment this way and that, around and behind us, and 
finally the heavy activity subsided.  A ground crewman got 
off his powered cart with two red-tipped flashlights.  I 
recognized them as the handheld beacons that the guy was 
going to use to guide the jet into position at the gate, and 
sure enough, in about ten minutes, when the jet arrived, 
that’s what he did.  

A few minutes later, the automated loading ramps 
rolled out and connected to the side of the plane.  The 
passengers began to de-plane and when the last passenger 
left, a crewman waved us to the base of the ramp.  There 
was an outside ramp with grips that led up to a door at the 
top of the ramp, where we found the hatch open, waiting 
for passengers.  We were seated in the rear of the aircraft 
and waited.  

As regular passengers arrived and headed down the 
aisle to be seated, I couldn’t help but think of my last 
commercial flight, and wondered if any of these people 
were going to need restraining.  
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Chapter 24 

We stayed on the plane in Phoenix and, while 
passengers were exiting and boarding for Tucson, I 
overheard two guys talking about the heat.  One said that 
it was going to hit 118 degrees today, and I made a mental 
note not to return to Arizona in the summer.  This was only 
June, the other one mentioned, bemoaning July’s 
approach.  

We flew on to Tucson, a much smaller airport, much 
like Buffalo.  We expected to have the FBI meet us in 
Tucson, but that didn’t happen.  I guessed it wasn’t as hot 
here as Phoenix, but decided 95 with some humidity wasn’t 
great either.  What ever happened to “dry heat,” I asked 
myself.  Hot and muggy should only happen in the south or 
on the east coast.  This felt like Virginia.  

We found the nearest Hertz Rent-a-Car and I rented a 
white GMC SUV.  I would have rented a Cadillac but they 
didn’t have one.  

I let Jimmy drive and we decided to rent a room 
downtown, since it was getting late.  I knew we could get a 
two-bedroom suite at a Radisson, so that’s where we 
ended up.  Once checked in, we walked across the street to 
a local diner, since we were all hungry.  I hadn’t realized 
that it had been a while since I’d eaten.  

Beverly’s was a throwback to a ‘40’s-style restaurant, 
complete with green velvet booths and forest green carpet.  
It was an older place, with some wear and tear visible, but 
everything was clean.  Not a single speck could be seen on 
the dark carpeting.  

We were seated and the room only had a few people 
present.  I slid into the left side of the round corner booth 
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and Tory and Jimmy took the other side, with Tory in the 
middle.  The waiter, a 20-something male dressed in an 
older black tux, brought us water with ice and introduced 
himself as Dirk.  That was helpful, since he wasn’t wearing 
a nametag.  

“Dirk,” I addressed him.  “What do you recommend?”  

“Everything is good, really.”  

“Okay, what would you recommend against?”  

He seemed to struggle with the question, but came up 
with, “Mexican.  We don’t do as well with Mexican food.”  

“Thanks, we appreciate it.”  

“We have outstanding steaks, cheap, too.”  

“Sounds good, Dirk.  Three of your signature steaks and 
baked potatoes, loaded.  Medium…” I pointed to Tory, 
who nodded, and to Jimmy, who also nodded.  “Medium all 
the way around.”  

“Just butter on my potato,” the kid interjected.  

“Very well, gentlemen.  Drinks?”  

“No alcohol tonight.   Just iced teas.”  

“Got it.” Dirk left us with a friendly smile.  He seemed 
to be gushing with happiness.  

“He’s trying too hard …” Jimmy commented.  

“I’d rather that than the opposite.”  

“It’s been a while since I had a steak,” Tory said.  “I was 
Vegan for a while, but I just missed meat too much.”  

“That’s what I’ve always said,” Jimmy replied.  
“Humans need meat.”  



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

154 

We were all small-talked out and we sat in relative 
silence for a while.  I pulled out my phone and dialed 
Gretchen.  “Hey, it’s us.  We’re in Tucson.”  

“Good to hear,” Gretchen said.  “Your local agents 
found you okay?”  

“What local agents?  No one met us here.”  

“Um … let me make a call and I’ll get back to you.”  

Gretchen hung up and I got a bad feeling.  

“What’s up?” Tory asked.  

“The FBI was supposed to meet up with us, I guess to 
bring us up to speed on the professor.”  

“I didn’t see any feds,” Jimmy replied.  “Something’s 
not right.”  

“I agree.  Gretchen is finding out what happened.  She’ll 
call back.”  

Dirk returned with our iced tea and silently left as 
quickly as he arrived.  Strange, I thought.  

I looked around.  “Uh-oh.”   

“Where did everyone go?” Tory asked.  

“Good question,” Jimmy said, and we both pulled out 
our pieces.  Indeed, the restaurant was empty.  “Maybe you 
should go to the bathroom, kid.  Don’t come out until 
things pan out.”  

“What if they don’t ‘pan out’?”  

“Leave quietly through the kitchen and call 9-1-1.”  

I stood up to let him out of the booth, but it was too 
late.  Four gentlemen in three-piece suits walked up.  All 
were white, in their thirties, I guessed, and clean shaven.  
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One was a big dude and he had reddish-blond hair cut 
extremely short.  The others were of general build and 
height and sported more normal short haircuts.  They had 
brown hair.  All four seemed to have gotten their suits from 
the same rack.  

The largest of the men pushed Tory back gently saying, 
“Not time to leave yet, boy.”  

Tory glared at the guy but stayed put.  

“What can we do for you?” I asked.    

The big boy stepped back and the shortest guy stepped 
forward, saying, “Take it easy; put your guns away.  We’re 
Drug Enforcement.”  

“What’s the idea of ambushing us like this?” I asked, 
rather annoyed.  

“Our apologies, gentlemen.  You seem to have 
wandered onto our turf.”  He pulled out his wallet and 
flashed a DEA badge sitting opposite his credentials.  “I’m 
Connors; this is Dayton, Fortner and Halperstein, all DEA.”  

“Why wouldn’t the DEA meet with us like normal 
people do?” Jimmy asked.  “Something wrong?”  

“Not yet, if you guys steer clear,” Connors replied.  “We 
don’t want you to mess up our undercover op.”  

“What undercover op?  One the FBI doesn’t know 
anything about?”  

“That is correct.”  He reached for his leather case and 
pulled out a tablet, opening it up. “Let’s see … Ruger, 
Stewart, and … what’s your name again, son?”  

“Smith, Tory Smith,” the kid said.  

“Smith,” Connors repeated.  “You don’t work for the 
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FBI but you have their resources, evidently.”  

“That’s right.”  

“Why are you in Tucson?”  

“I think you already know that,” Jimmy answered.  
“Why are you hassling us?”  

“We told your handlers we didn’t want you talking to  

Professor Reasoner.  They let you come anyway.”  

“My ‘handler’ was my fiancé.  She’s dead and I’m going 
to find out why.”  

“The Agency is very sorry for your loss, truly.  But it’s 
my understanding her death was the result of a group of 
intoxicated Indians.”  

“I’m not convinced it’s as simple as that.  Her death and 
the murder we were investigating have the smell of a drug 
ring.  The professor may be able to shed some light.  
Obviously, going missing didn’t help matters.”  

“We’ve got him.  He’s not missing.”  

Jimmy mirrored my outrage.  “What?  You have him?”  

“That is correct.”  

Just then my phone rang.  I hesitated until Connors 
nodded and I answered it.  

“This is Robinson.  Can you talk?”  

“It’s Special Agent Gretchen Robinson,” I said to 
Connors.  Back to Gretchen, I replied, “I’ve got Drug 
Enforcement here, interrupting our dinner.  What do you 
have?”  

“The DEA told our Tucson office they would meet you, 
not to worry about it.”  
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“They are telling me that they have Professor Reasoner 
in custody, but we can’t talk to him.  Did you know that?”  

“No, absolutely not.  Let me talk to whoever is in charge 
there.”  

I handed the phone to Connors and said, “Agent 
Robinson would like to speak with you.”  

He took the phone.  “This is DEA Agent David Connors 
… Yes … Yes … No, he’s ours … No, I don’t think so … 
You do that.”  He tossed the cell phone back to me.  “Like I 
was saying, we don’t want you screwing up our case.”  

“What case is that?” Jimmy asked.  

“That’s need to know, and no, you don’t have a need 
to know.”  

Both Jimmy and I got up and stepped out of the booth.  
I waved to Tory to stay seated.  

“I’ve got a deal for you,” I said.  “Jimmy here will take 
on any three of you.  If you take him out, we’ll leave quietly.  
If Jimmy wins, you take us to Reasoner for a chat.”    

A couple of the DEA agents laughed out loud.  “Three 
against one?” I thought it was Fortner.  “That’s not gonna 
turn out well.”  

“I know,” Jimmy replied, smiling.  “I usually take on five 
or six.”  

“Deal,” Connors said.  “Me, him and him.” He pointed 
to Fortner and the big dude, Dayton, who grinned.  

Jimmy started pushing tables and chairs back, clearing 
some space, and Dayton lunged, landing a haymaker across 
Jimmy’s chin.  Jimmy flew onto the table he was moving, 
breaking it down to the floor.  
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“Good one,” he said, standing back up.  His teeth were 
bloody in his smirk. He raised his fists.  

Connors jumped toward him with a low swing and 
Jimmy grabbed his arm and twisted him around in time to 
block Dayton’s second punch with Connors’ gut.  Connors 
let out a grunt and the larger Dayton stood still, evidently 
stunned that he had hit his boss.  Jimmy took advantage of 
the moment and landed a huge punch in Dayton’s face and 
the big man went down.  Jimmy avoided another swing by 
Fortner and pounced onto Dayton’s chest, landing four 
quick punches in a row.  Fortner picked up a broken-off 
table leg and swung it at Jimmy’s blind side, hitting him in 
the back.  Jimmy fell off of Dayton, obviously in pain.    

“Stop fooling around,” I yelled at my ex-partner.  “Get 
to it.” “Thanks for your support,” Jimmy yelled back.  He 
stood back up and grabbed Fortner by the lapel, drew his 
fist back and followed through to the man’s nose, breaking 
it.  Nearly simultaneously, he kicked Dayton in the chest, 
knocking him backwards.  As Connors approached him, 
Jimmy grabbed the agent’s crotch and held on tightly.  
Connors showed a pained look on his face while holding his 
breath.  

“Had enough?” Jimmy asked, squeezing harder.  

Connors stiffened his lips and shook his head.  Just then 
his phone rang.  “I … I … need … to … answer that.”  

 Jimmy seemed impressed and let go. Connors fell to 
the floor and balled himself up while the phone continued 
to ring.  After a minute, he reached for the phone and 
answered it.  “Connors,” he said weakly, obviously not yet 
recovered.  “Yes, Ma’am … Yes, Ma’am ... Right away.”  He 
put his phone back away and slowly got up on his knees, 
waving the others off.  “We’re done.  I’ve been told to take 
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you to the professor.”  

“See there?  It’s a win-win!” Jimmy beamed, though his 
face was not exactly in the greatest of condition.   
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Chapter 25 

We never did get steaks that night.  The DEA agents 
promised to meet us at an address in the morning.  Connors 
said he would text it to me.  

I decided that I didn’t want a pizza and we ended up 
driving through a Hardee’s.  That would be Carl’s Jr. in 
Denver.  

Once we ate, we headed back to the Radisson and 
crashed.  I took the smaller of the two bedroom suites, 
Jimmy took the other and the kid opened up the pull-out 
bed in the sofa.    

I thought about checking in with Lola and Anna, but I 
was tired and I told myself I would do it the next day.  The 
day of the week escaped me and I realized I didn’t really 
care.  It didn’t seem like the weekend, but when was the 
weekend?  I relented and looked at my smartphone, which 
read “Thursday.”  I undressed myself and dropped onto the 
bed.  

Sleep came quickly.  Dreams weren’t always 
remembered, but I was hoping to see Ellie.  I was a little 
disappointed when the woman in my dream wasn’t Ells, 
but my mother.  Mom was sitting in a rocking chair in the 
bedroom I had as a kid, wearing a bright yellow, red and 
white floral sun dress and that familiar yellow scarf she 
always wore.    

She had a picture book open and was singing a very 
familiar song, one I hadn’t heard in decades.  

“One little, two little, three little Indians,  
Four little, five little, six little Indians,  
Seven little, eight little, nine little Indians,  
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Ten little Indian boys!”  
 

I clearly remembered her singing this to me when I was 
about four years old.  

“John Brown had a little Indian,  
John Brown had a little Indian,  
John Brown had a little Indian, Ten little Indian boys!”  

Then she went into a verse I didn’t remember.  

“Ten little Indians standin' in a line,  
One toddled home and then there were nine;  
Nine little Indians swingin' on a gate,  
One tumbled off and then there were eight.  
Eight little Indians travelling in Devon,  
One said he'd stay there and then there were seven;  
Seven little Indians cuttin' up their tricks,  
One broke his neck and then there were six.”  

Wait, I said to myself.  I did remember these lyrics.  It 
was like “Ninety-nine Bottles of Beer” or the “Roll Over” 
song, where you start with a number and every verse 
makes the number go down.  Eventually you get to none.  
In this case, though, it was about American Indians, and not 
exactly flattering.  I never thought about it before, but now 
I felt embarrassed that we used to sing this.  

“Mom,” I interrupted.  “Why are you singing that?”  

“Patrick, dear,” she answered in the younger voice I 
hadn’t heard since I was a kid.  “You always loved me to 
sing this to you.”  

Before I could talk again, I heard the screams and yelps 
that the television westerns used to play in the ‘50’s and 
‘60’s when Indians were attacking settlers, a wagon train or 
the Cavalry.  Looking over to my right, a herd of horses, all 
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with bareback Indians sporting spears, tomahawks, bows 
and arrows, rushed toward us.  

“Mom!” I yelled and leapt toward her as they reached 
us, about to trample both of us.  I sat up, awake in my bed, 
sweating.  I was breathing heavily.  I looked around, 
thinking that the guys might have heard me yell, but no one 
came, and I was relieved.  

I got up and went into the bathroom, just in my dark 
blue Haines undershorts, and peed.  I washed my hands and 
splashed water on my face.  I used a towel to dry off and I 
felt a bit better.  I went back to bed and stared at the 
popcorn ceiling for a while and eventually drifted off.  I 
didn’t remember any other dreams that night.  

Someone flashed on the bathroom light and the clunky 
sound of the exhaust fan woke me up.  I sat up and grabbed 
my phone.  It was 7:30 a.m. and a text was waiting.    

“42 S Melrose Ave Tucson 9am.”  

“Will do,” I texted back.  I tossed the cell phone on the 
bed and stood up as I heard someone leave and someone 
else rush into the bathroom.  “Let me know when the 
shower is free!” I yelled toward the intruder.  

“It’ll be free in 10 minutes,” Jimmy called back.  “Just 
need a quick shower.”  

I gathered some clean clothes from my suitcase and, 
after hearing the bathroom fan turn off, I made my way 
there.  

After a nice, hot shower, I felt refreshed.  Dressed in my 
usual business casual, khaki slacks and a yellow and white 
golf shirt, I was ready to go.  I headed for the kitchen, where 
Jimmy had left me a cup of coffee.  He was also dressed in 
casual clothes, but even more like tourist, all in blue -- blue 
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Dockers, light blue Polo shirt, blue baseball cap.   

“I got the address,” I told both of them.  I showed 
Jimmy my text and he punched it into his navigation app. 
“Eighteen minutes,” he said. “We better get going.”  

“Do I get a gun?” Tory asked.  

“Not yet,” I replied.  “It shouldn’t be combative this 
morning.  Just a friendly chat.”  

The kid sighed in disappointment but left with us 
without pouting.  He’s 18, I reminded myself.  Not 12.  

We climbed in and Jimmy handed me his phone with 
the app still showing.  “You’d think we’d get a car with 
navigation,” Jimmy complained.   “All new cars have 
navigation, don’t they?”  

“Not all,” Tory answered as if he had superior 
knowledge.  Maybe he did.  “Rental places always charge 
extra for it, so they don’t equip all their cars with it.”  

“You’re probably right, kid,” Jimmy said, and he drove 
us out of the parking lot.  

“Think you can stop calling me ‘kid’?”  

“No, I don’t think so,” Jimmy replied and then laughed.  

I didn’t join the fun.  They kept up the banter -- Jimmy 
breaking out his worst rookie jokes and Tory giving crude 
jokes right back to him -- while we were en route but my 
thoughts were on Reasoner.  What would he tell us?  

We pulled into a nondescript neighborhood filled with 
midcentury modern ranch homes, mostly beige, and 
several with stucco walls.  After a couple more turns, Jimmy 
pulled into a driveway where two other SUV’s were already 
parked.    
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Not very subtle, I said to myself.  “Let’s pull out and 
park down the street.  No sense drawing more attention to 
the safe house.”  

“My thoughts exactly,” Jimmy replied, and backed out 
and parked about 10 houses down.  

We got out, walked back up the street and turned up 
the walk.  The houses here didn’t have nice lawns, I noticed, 
but instead had “natural landscaping” of rocks and dry 
weeds.  It was very warm, even at this early hour.  

Jimmy knocked and Dayton, the big man, answered the 
door.  He let us in and led us into a back bedroom where 
the other two agents were sitting on the bed.  All three still 
had on their Penney’s three-piece suits.  

Connors told Dayton to watch the front and introduced 
us to the professor, who was sitting in a side chair next to 
the dresser.  

“Good to finally speak to you, sir,” I said.  “I’m Pat 
Ruger, these are my partners, Jimmy Stewart and Tory 
Smith.” Reasoner smirked.  “Kinda young for a fed, isn’t 
he?”  

“Well, they make computer nerds younger and 
younger.”  

“What do you need from me?”  

“What’s your connection to Allen Wright in New York?”  

“I don’t know an Allen Wright.”  

“We found three payments in your bank account from 
him.  A total of 300,000 dollars, I believe.”  

“That wasn’t from anyone named Wright.  That was 
from a gentleman named Peachtree.  Robert Peachtree.  It 
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was a business deal to develop a specialty plant that would 
grow in New York.”  

“What kind of plant?”  

“I’d rather not say.  I signed a non-disclosure 
agreement.  If I break it, they’ll take their money back.”  

“That’s the least of your worries,” Jimmy cut in.  “You 
do know that this is a murder investigation.”  

“Who died?  Peachtree?”  

“No,” I replied.  “Wright.”  

“I don’t know any Wright.”  

“Let’s try this again.” I thought for a moment and 
something became clear.  “Would the plant you developed 
have anything to do with peyote?”  

Reasoner looked shocked.  

I took that as a ‘yes.’  “Why peyote?  What are you 
doing with it?”  

He looked at Connors as if to ask for help.    

“It’s okay,” Connors reassured. “Tell ‘em.”  

“My deal?”  

“It’s still on. We’ll relocate you when the time comes.”  

“Peyote won’t grow in New York.  It’s only native to 
Mexico, Arizona and some other warmer areas.”  

“So?”  

“So, the tribe there said they had a religious right to use 
it in sacred ceremonies.  I looked it up.  It looked like they 
do.”  

“Go on.”  
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“I guess they had been paying through the nose for the 
stuff from suppliers and having it shipped to them in New 
York.  They thought if they could farm it themselves, they 
could cut out the middleman and better control their 
supply.”  

“Why you?” Tory surprised me with the question.  
“Why not the local ag college?  NYU has an excellent bio 
program.”  

“Supposedly they tried that first, but peyote is gray 
area in the law and most colleges wouldn’t want to go near 
it.”  

I was getting impatient.  “And you would?”   

“Well, not normally.  But, one of my cousins is married 
to a tribal family member, the Oneida tribe.  She came to 
me and asked me to help.”  He sat up proudly.  “I’ve got 
quite a bit of experience in bio-engineering.  I even have 
oranges growing in Toronto.”  

“So, you admit that you accepted money from the tribe 
to make a new hybrid of peyote … Did you use college 
resources?”  

“Of course.  I don’t have the equipment for that at 
home.”  

“Did you share the revenue with the college?  Did they 
even know they were supporting this?”  

The professor paused and Connors stepped in.  
“Professor Reasoner has been given immunity for these 
infractions.”  

“Immunity?  Why?”  

“Because,” Tory answered.  “He’s been also helping the 
drug dealers.”  
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I was impressed.  “Is that correct?”  

“We can’t confirm that, I’m afraid,” Connors replied.  
“You just need to know his legal status here.”  

“Understood.”  I thought for a moment.  “By the way, 
your non-disclosure agreement is illegal and 
unenforceable.  Also, I would bet the college will have some 
say about the payoffs.  That money has been frozen.”  

“I had assurances,” Reasoner directed to Connors.  
“You said I could keep the cash.”  

“We’ll work it out.”  Connors shot me a nasty look.  
“Don’t worry.”  

“Speaking of drug dealers …” Jimmy started to ask.  

I finished the thought.  “Do you know who was shooting 
at us in New York?  Who kidnapped me to find out what I 
know?”  

“Not a clue.  The dealers here don’t usually get involved 
that far from home.  It’s too difficult to control.”  

I brought up my phone and pulled up Peachtree’s 
photo. I pointed it to Reasoner and asked, “Is this the man 
you’ve been dealing with from the tribe?”  

“No, that’s not Peachtree, at least not the guy I’ve met 
with that calls himself Peachtree.”  

Now I was confused.  He was basically saying that 
Peachtree wasn’t Peachtree.  “Are you sure?”  

“He said it wasn’t him.  Anything else?” Connors was 
evidently trying to get things wrapped up.  

“We will want the professor to look through some 
photos for our local agents,” Jimmy said.  “And he’ll need 
to give us his burner cell info.”  
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“Burner?” Tory asked.  

“They always have a burner phone if drugs are 
involved, trust me.”  

Connors replied, “You will have his full cooperation.”  

With that, the meeting was over and we were ushered 
out of the safe house.  
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Chapter 26 

I called and updated Gretchen and Greg on the way 
back to the hotel.  We were trying to decide whether it 
would be worth staying and nosing around the college labs.  
Before we got very far, I noticed an ominous cloud to the 
north.  It wasn’t just any cloud, but a long, rolling dark 
brown wave extending from horizon to horizon.  “I’ll have 
to call you back,” I told Greg and hung up the phone.  

“What the hell?”  Jimmy pulled over to look.  “I’ve 
never actually been in a haboob before.”  He seemed 
somewhat pleased.  

Tory sat up in the back seat to see out the front 
window.  “A what?”  

“Haboob.  It’s a large sandstorm they have here in 
Arizona.”  

I wondered aloud, “Should we try to make it to the 
airport?”  

“Too late; that’ll be here in about 10 minutes.”  

“Well, we should find some shelter, don’t you think?”  

“Yeah, probably.  Where do ya think?”  

“Head away from it and we’ll try to find a restaurant or 
something.”  

The storm was moving in from the northwest, so Jimmy 
popped onto the Interstate and headed east.  He exited 
when he saw a shopping center with several restaurants.  
He parked in front of a Mexican place, the El Matador, a 
rather new build with mauve stucco and a banner in front 
that said, “Open for Breakfast.”  Just as we stepped out, the 
sandstorm hit and we ran to the restaurant doors.  The 
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wind had picked up fast and hard, and it took both Jimmy 
and Tory to close the doors behind us.  

The all-Hispanic staff was huddled around one of the 
front windows and we all watched the outside turn brown.    

The oldest of the kitchen staff, possibly the chef, saw 
we were nervous and said with barely an accent, “Don’t 
worry, señors, this won’t last long … a half-hour, an hour, 
not long.”  

“Is your bar open?” Jimmy asked.  

“Si.  First one’s on the house.”  

I extended my hand.  “Pat Ruger.”  

He shook it and replied, “Juan Jalisco.  I own this place.”  

Jimmy shook Juan’s hand as well, saying, “Jimmy 
Stewart, and this is Tory.”  

“Jimmy Stewart?  The actor?”  

“Who’s Jimmy Stewart?” Tory asked.  “Was he in one 
of the Bruce Willis movies?”  

“You never heard of Jimmy Stewart?” Juan seemed 
genuinely surprised.  “He starred in the best movie ever 
made, ‘It’s a Wonderful Life.’”  

The blank look from the kid made things worse.    

“Really?  Never saw the best movie ever made?”  Juan 
shook his head.    

“Tell me about it,” I added.  “Happens to me all the 
time.”  

“Anyway,” Jimmy changed the subject.  He had to 
speak up, since the howling was getting louder.  “Thanks 
for letting us hang out here during the storm.”  
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“De nada, amigos.  Our pleasure.”  

“Do you have these very often?” Tory asked in his 
loudest voice.  

“Once or twice a year.  Hard to know when they’re 
gonna happen.  This is the second time this year.”  

“So, what do you do?”  

“Just sit and wait it out, then clean up the mess.  A lot 
of businesses don’t have their doors and windows sealed 
very well and these 60-mile-an-hour winds bring sand in 
through every crack.  I learned my lesson many years ago.”  

The windows were rattling but Juan didn’t seem 
concerned.  He led us to the bar area and brought out three 
Coronas and a Mexican Coca-Cola.  The wind’s roar wasn’t 
as loud in this interior room.  

Tory looked at the miniature Coke bottle and turned it 
around a couple of times.  “What’s with the bottle?  I never 
saw a Coke bottle like this.”  

I was able to answer.  “Folks who grew up in Mexico 
love the Coke that’s bottled there.  Mexico isn’t very far 
from here.”  

“You are correct, Señor.  My customers love the 
Mexican Coca Cola.”  

“Juan, how long have you had this restaurant?”  This 
was an interesting man and I was curious.  

“Since 1978.  My wife and I became citizens and started 
the business.  Two of our kids work here and my oldest son, 
Juan Junior, is in Pima Community College studying 
hospitality and business management so he can take over 
the restaurant someday.”  



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

172 

Something about his answer made me think.  “Your 
son, Juan Junior?”  

“Si.  He is going to be the owner here in a couple of 
years, then Mama and I are going to retire.”  His eyes 
creased shut with his smile.  “Mama wants to see Spain.”  

“Damn.”  Juan looked disturbed and I added, “It’s not 
you, Juan, sorry.  You reminded me of something.”  I 
stepped into the main restaurant and Jimmy followed.  

“What is it, Patty?” Jimmy asked.  

“Son … as in, Peachtree and Son.  Reasoner didn’t 
recognize Peachtree because it was the wrong one.”  

“Damn,” Jimmy agreed.  

I grabbed my cell and dialed Gretchen.  She answered, 
and I put her on speakerphone. “Did we ever interview 
Peachtree’s son?”  

“Not yet, he’s been out of town,” she replied.  “He’s 
promised to come in as soon as he returns.”  

“Any way we can get a photo of him?”  

“I think so.  What’s up?”  

“It looks like it was Junior who arranged for the hybrid 
peyote here in Tucson.”  

“I never got the sense from anyone that the son was 
involved in anything.”  

Jimmy answered, “That might be by design.”  

“Oh … Okay, we’ll get you that photo and I’ll try again 
to get a hold of him.”  

“We’ll fly to wherever he is,” I instructed.  “We need to 
interview him.”  
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“Understood.  Talk to you soon.”  

We both hung up and Jimmy and I looked at each other.   

“I’m getting old … I don’t usually miss these things.”  

“Is this what old feels like?” Jimmy quipped.  “I don’t 
like it.”  

As we stepped back into the bar, we heard a loud crash 
outside.  Tory ran by us and he jumped out the front door.  

“What’s going on?” I directed at Juan.  

“Looks like a bad accident in the sandstorm …”  

I went to the front windows and through the brown 
haze I could see that a pickup truck had t-boned a small 
compact in the road near the parking lot.  Tory was out 
there already and it looked like he was helping people out 
of the smaller car.   

“C’mon,” I said to Jimmy.  “The kid needs some help.”  

By the time we got out there in the sepia-tarnished 
parking lot, Tory was helping a young mother and her boy, 
a toddler, to the diner.  I patted him on the back as we 
passed on the way out to the crash.  Jimmy checked the 
pickup’s driver, who had stepped out to help as well.  I went 
to the sedan and helped an older girl out.  I pointed to the 
Mexican diner, telling Jimmy and the driver to meet us 
inside.  

“Call 9-1-1,” I told Juan.  “It looks like the child has a 
head injury.”  I turned my attention to the mother and 
older kid.  “Are you guys okay?”  

She nodded.  “Thank you so much.  It’s scary out in that 
storm.”  

“You can thank Tory here.”  I put my hand on Tory’s 
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shoulder.  “He’s the first one to run out to help.” The 
mother hugged Tory briefly.  “Thank you, Tory,” she said 
and stepped back to check on her younger son.  

“You’re welcome, ma’am, but no need to thank me.  
It’s what anyone would do.”  

“I’m not so sure of that,” I replied.  “Good work.  You 
have good instincts, obviously.”  

“Must have gotten them from Mom.”  

“Well, genetics aside,” Jimmy quipped. “Your adoptive 
parents must have done something right.”  

“Yeah, I guess so.”  Tory smiled and you could tell he 
was processing that.  

In a few minutes the paramedics arrived and they 
checked out all four from the accident.  The police came 
before the medics were finished and everyone traded 
information.  Tory was put down as a witness, and he 
seemed pleased with that.  

Just about the time that the report was complete, the 
wind died down and the haboob passed.  Sunshine poured 
in the windows and the outside world was back in full color, 
including a surprisingly blue sky.  
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Chapter 27 

The excitement of the sandstorm and accident behind 
us, we headed for our hotel, anticipating another 
conversation with Syracuse before flying out.  There were 
piles of fine beige and brown sand on every sidewalk and 
curb, and covering almost every porch or business entrance 
we passed. There was even sand piled in the traffic light 
orifices, partially blocking their colored lights.   

About 10 minutes from the safe house, a large black 
pickup pulled in front of us and slowed down.  Another 
truck pulled up on either side.    

“Ambush!” I cried out and Jimmy tried to maneuver out 
of the block.  I looked back and saw a limousine was pulling 
up close.  “Get down,” I instructed Tory, who dropped 
down into the backseat’s foot well.  Jimmy got his gun out 
and I did the same.  

“Ready?” Jimmy asked, and I knew that meant he was 
about to slam on the brakes to get the limo to rear-end us.  
We’ve done this a few times.  The car behind us would hit 
our rear bumper and the vehicles on the side and in front 
wouldn’t stop soon enough to keep us from veering off and 
getting away.  

“Go for it,” I said, bracing myself, but before he could 
slam on the brake pedal, the truck in front of us stopped 
abruptly, as did the trucks on either side.  We stopped short 
of hitting the front truck, but the limo still hemmed us in.  

“Dammit.”  Jimmy opened his door, as did I, but as we 
got out there were already five or six rapid-fire guns 
pointed at us.  

“Dammit,” I echoed, and we held our hands and 
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weapons straight up.  “Don’t shoot!” I shouted.  “We’re 
good!”  

The coachman of the limo opened his door and stood 
up next to it.  He was a tall black man in a black chauffeur 
uniform and driver’s cap. “Place your weapons on the 
ground, gentlemen,” he ordered firmly.  “Please.”  

We complied slowly and returned to a hands-up 
position.  “What do you want?” I asked him.  

“Just a moment of your time, Mister Ruger.”  

I knew now that it wasn’t random.  There weren’t many 
people who knew we were in Arizona, let alone on this 
road.  “Of course.  Who’s asking?”  

“I’m going to take you to see my boss, Mister Ramirez.”  

“If we go with you, who’s to say you won’t kill us?  I’d 
rather take my chances here in public view.”  I nodded 
toward two or three pedestrians who were now taking 
cover behind a couple of large planters on the sidewalk, 
and another looking out his window at a Pueblo-style 
home.  

Seeing what I was alluding to, he replied, “Mister 
Ramirez would like Mister Ruger’s company for a short 
discussion.   

You won’t be hurt.”  

“How do we know that?”  

“Just one moment,” he said and got back in the limo.  
After a couple of minutes he got back out, as did a younger 
Hispanic man from the passenger side.  “You can pick up 
your handgun.”  He pointed at Jimmy.  “We’ll leave Julio 
with you for safe keeping.  Take him with you over to that 
7-Eleven,” he pointed down the block to the convenience 
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store about a quarter-mile away.  “Wait for Ruger there.  
We won’t have any other staff waiting with you.”  

I assessed the situation and felt comfortable.  “If they 
were going to kill us,” I told Jimmy, “I think they would have 
by now.”  

Jimmy paused, looking indecisive, but eventually 
stooped over and picked up his gun.  He motioned to Julio, 
who passed me on his way to the back seat of our car.  I 
picked up my gun and walked to the limo.  The chauffeur 
popped around and opened my door, and closed it behind 
me.  

I heard Jimmy pull away as the driver got back into the 
stretch limo.  The interior was well-appointed, mostly in 
dark brown leather and carpet.  I was sitting across from a 
bar that was positioned on the wall behind the driver.  
There was white rope lighting on both sides along the 
length of the floor.  

“Music?” the driver asked.  

“No, thanks.”  

He shrugged and closed the partition behind him.  We 
made a U-turn and were off.  For some reason I began 
thinking about Amanda and became melancholy.  I fought 
back tears, which surprised me.  I had thought that I was 
handling myself well.  

I couldn’t really tell where we were with the windows 
mostly blacked out and not knowing the area at all.  I 
thought we had crossed under the freeway heading south, 
and now seemed to be on a gravel or dirt road heading 
south.  Mexico is south of Tucson, I reminded myself.  

After a while we turned into a driveway and stopped in 
front of a house.  The chauffeur rolled down the partition 
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and said, “Just be a minute, Boss.”  He got out and 
supposedly went into the home.    

After a moment or two, my door opened and I got out.  
I really felt the heat when I stood in the sunshine. The house 
wasn’t quite a mansion, but was very large -- a two-story 
Pueblo with beige stucco and a bright red double-door in 
the entrance.  On the driveway was a large embossed circle 
that read “RR” in a fancy floral font.  It looked like the 
letters in the logo were gold plated.  

The Mexican housekeeper was standing on the porch, 
which ran the length of the front of the house.  “Please, 
come in, Mister Ruger,” she said in a friendly, accented 
voice.  

I followed her into the foyer while the driver stayed 
with the car.  When the door shut behind me, the 
housekeeper motioned to a sofa on which to wait.  I sat and 
found it extremely comfortable.  

I guessed that about 10 minutes had passed when 
another house staff approached me to follow her.  I 
reached for and found my Luger in my belt.  It gave me 
some relief.  

I followed my escort through a maze of hallways and 
side rooms and approached a couple of French doors and a 
large Hispanic man, maybe 240 pounds, standing in front of 
them.  He wore a shoulder-strap holster filled with a large 
pearl-handled pistol on top of his blue and white Hawaiian 
shirt.  Jeans and loafers rounded out the casual work attire.  

He motioned with his hand for me to lift up my arms, 
and after I did, he patted me down and confiscated my 
Luger.  He stepped aside and opened the doors, leading me 
into a dark-brown paneled library.  An older man was sitting 
at a very large desk at the far end of the room.  The desk 
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appeared to be completely carved out of a tree trunk, 
polished to a sheen and heavily shellacked, and topped 
with a thick clear glass desktop.  The gentleman was also 
Hispanic, and was well-dressed in an ivory linen suit and 
white shirt.  His tie was bright yellow.  

“Mister Ruger!”  He stood up and stretched out his 
hand.  “Thank you for joining me.”  His English was perfect, 
possibly with Ivy League undertones.  

I walked to him and shook his hand.  “Not much choice, 
was there?”  

“I’m sorry about that.  I’m Raimundo Ramirez; you can 
call me ‘Raimy.’  I really needed to talk to you and I don’t 
really get into town much.  I hope you understand.”  

I sat down on the comfy guest chair.  “That’s okay, 
Raimy.  Please call me ‘Pat.’  How did you know where we 
were?”  

“I’m somewhat embarrassed to say that I own the 
rental lots at the airport.  All those vehicles have GPS…”  

“And you knew when we’d be coming?”  

“Afraid so, Pat.  I can’t tell you how I knew.”  

“What can I do for you?”  

“You are investigating a murder in western New York.  I 
wanted to make sure you knew that I had nothing to do 
with that.”  

“I’m confused, Raimy,” I replied.  “Why do you think 
you’re a suspect?”  

“Well, you’d find out sooner or later, but I’m the one 
who has been supplying the tribes up there with peyote.  
It’s all legal, or at least in legal limbo, so it’s no risk to tell 
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you this.”  

“Your motive -- it’s been suggested that the Oneida 
tribe is going to start growing their own peyote, and 
possibly even start supplying other tribes in the Northeast.  
You would be losing quite a market, wouldn’t you?”  

“Not really.  Peyote is such a small portion of our,” he 
did air quotes, “’alleged’ drug traffic…” Raimy smiled like 
it was an inside joke.  “It would almost be better for my 
organization if we didn’t have to deal with it.  In fact, my 
family is helping the Navajo grow their own on their 
reservation in New Mexico, just so we won’t have to mess 
with it.”  

“I didn’t realize that…”  

He chuckled.  “Just between you and me, and I’ll deny 
this if you bring it up, but peyote is a nice gateway drug.  
Many users progress to shooting up heroine or other 
nastier substances.  For me, it’s not much different than 
legal marijuana.  You’re from Colorado, aren’t you?”  

“Yeah, Denver.”  

“Well, have you noticed an uptick of drug violence from 
drug dealers since weed became legal?”  

“No, not really.  They did expect illegal dealers to move 
out of state.”  

“Some probably did, but most moved their business to 
more lucrative drugs- coke, heroine, Ecstasy …”  

“That actually makes sense…  Why did you have Jimmy 
and me attacked then?”  

“I didn’t.  As an ex-cop, I’m sure you’re familiar with 
the drug trade.  Money is what it’s all about, not any 
particular drug.  We had no reason to hurt you -- we aren’t 
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at risk.”  

“Right.”  I sighed.  

“What?”  

“If it’s not about drugs, why was my victim shot?  And 
who shot at me?”  

“Questions that are begging to be answered… I wish I 
could help you.  I do have to thank you, though.”  

I struggled to figure out why he would be thankful.  
“What for?  What did I do?”  

“You protected my niece.”  

“Your niece?  Who’s that?”  

“Becca … Becca Morone.  You were with her when she 
was kidnapped.  I heard you saved her life and I’m 
grateful.”  

“Wait … Becca’s your niece?  You had her go to the 
casino just to find out what I knew, didn’t you?”  

“Well, I did need to know.  I don’t like the feds thinking 
I did something I didn’t do.”  

“But ... your niece?  She could have been killed!”  

“I didn’t know that.  I certainly didn’t think you’d hurt 
her, and it turns out I was right.”  

I thought for a minute.  “The kidnapping … your idea?”  

“Hell, no.  I didn’t need to do that. Becca’s pretty … 
persuasive ...  She would have found out what I needed.”  

“You’d send your niece to have sex with me just to get 
information?”  

“Well … yeah.  She seems into it.”  
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I shook my head.  “I wouldn’t have had sex with her; I 
hope you know that.”  

“I guess it worked out.”  

“Except for her being shot and arrested.”  

“Don’t worry about Becca. She’ll be well cared for.”  

I tried to make sense of it.  I thought back to the 
circumstances and something still didn’t make sense.  “So, 
if you didn’t arrange the kidnapping, who did?”  

“More questions … Who else wanted to know about 
your investigation?  Find that out and I’ll bet you’ll find 
your perp.”  

“Thanks, I never would have thought of that.”  
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Chapter 28 

It occurred to me that I should warn the DEA.  Once 
back in the car with Jimmy and Tory, I called the Syracuse 
office and asked them to patch me through to Agent 
Connors.  In a few minutes he was on the line.  “Hey,” I 
began.  “Your safe house is compromised.  A dealer named 
Ramirez tracked me there.”  

“Raimy?  He tracked you?”  

“He said he owns the car we rented and he has GPS 
tracking in it.”  

“God bless it,” Connors said with a voice full of 
irritation.   

“That guy has been a thorn in my side for three years.”  

“Well, maybe he already knew about the house 
already, but you should close it down.”  

“Yeah,” he sighed.  “I guess we should.  Thanks, we’ll 
get right on it.  When did you speak to Raimy?”  

“I was his uninvited guest, his driver just returned me 
to our car.”  

“What did he want?”  

“He seems to be worried that he’s a suspect in my 
murder in New York.  He wanted to assure me he had 
nothing to do with it.”  

“And?  Do you believe him?”  

“Let’s just say he made a convincing argument.  I’m not 
totally sold.  What do you know about him?”  

“Put him on speaker,” Jimmy requested.  I complied.  
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“Well, he was well respected by law enforcement for 
his ability to conduct business without much bloodshed.  
He supplies designer drugs to central Washington, eastern 
Oregon, much of Colorado, some of Texas and is the peyote 
source for many of the Indian nations.”  

“He mentioned that, and that he’s starting to divest 
himself of peyote, so he says.”  

“That might be true, but I haven’t heard anything about 
it.”  

“Hey, Connors,” Jimmy cut in.  “If Raimy is such a big 
dealer, how was he able to get to us so easily?  What if he 
wanted to take us out?”  

There was a pregnant pause, and Connors answered, 
“Well, for one thing, he’s not the big fish here.  Substantial, 
yes, but not our main focus.  We’re trying to get a bead on 
El Pardo, ‘the Grizzly.’  He’s back in the U.S. and we’ve got 
a dozen agents on his tail right now, along with ATF.”  

El Pardo had been in the news for several months 
following a failed manhunt in Baja California and another in 
Bolivia.  His legend was bigger than his importance 
dictated.  If not for the human trafficking, I wouldn’t care 
about him at all.  

“I hope he’s not listening in,” Jimmy jabbed.  “If Raimy 
can get to you, what can El Pardo do?”  

“You’ve made your point,” replied Connors, obviously 
perturbed.  “Anything else you need?”  

“Not that I can think of,” I answered.  “I’ll call you if 
anything comes up.”  

Connors hung up without saying goodbye, which 
bugged me more than it should have.  “I guess we head 
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back,” I sighed.  

“The sooner we get out of this rental car, the better,” 
Jimmy said, and he headed east toward the airport.  

“Pat?”  It came from the back seat.  I had forgotten 
about the kid.  

“Yeah?”  

“Would it be weird if I was worried about you?”  

“Maybe a little, but that’s okay.”  

“Well, I’m glad we’re going back to New York.  I don’t 
like it here much.”  

“That makes two of us,” Jimmy added.  

“Three.” I said, and we sat in silence until we got to the 
rental car return.   

Once the car was turned in, we caught the shuttle to 
the terminal.  We checked in at the carrier’s counter, 
changing the return tickets to the next flight out to 
Syracuse, which was at 3 p.m., about an hour-and-a-half 
wait.  That would put us in New York at about 7:30, still light 
out.  

We repeated our security process so Jimmy and I could 
keep our weapons and were escorted to the secure waiting 
area.  Evidently the plane hadn’t arrived yet.    

While sitting, I called the Syracuse office to check on 
the progress in finding Junior.  I put it on speaker so Jimmy 
could hear.  

“Nice to hear from you, Pat,” Gretchen said.  “You guys 
headed back?”  

“Yeah, waiting for the plane right now.  You pick up 
Peachtree’s son yet?”  
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“Unfortunately, no.  We think he got into Canada and 
is holed up there.”  

“Can we go get him there?” Jimmy asked.  

“Hi, Jimmy… That’s the holdup.  We’re waiting for 
permission to do just that.”  

“So, the Mounties aren’t being helpful?”  

“The RCMP has concerns, but I think we’re going to 
partner up on this.”  

“What’s the plan, then?” I asked.  

“Once you get back and rest up, we’ll head to 
Burlington and meet up with them to finalize details.”  

“Are they tracking him now?”  

“They’re close, evidently.”  Gretchen paused, then 
added, “I’m not sure they are being totally straightforward 
with us.  I guess there are some jurisdiction issues on 
another case and they are using Peachtree as leverage.”  

“Junior may have known this would happen,” Jimmy 
said.   

“Can we go up and nose around?  How far north is 
Burlington?”  

That’s about three-and-a-half hours from here, around 
an hour north of Niagara Falls, on the way to Toronto.”  

“How did he get through with us knowing?” I inquired.  
“Isn’t he on a watch list?”  

“We think he took a boat on Lake Ontario and ended 
up beating lake patrols to the landing spot.  Then he 
disappeared.”  

“The border isn’t controlled?”  
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“There’s a hundred-and-what, fifty miles? …of U.S. 
lakeshore on Ontario, another couple hundred miles on 
Erie.  They have technology to detect boats on the lake, but 
if a small boat shadows a large tanker, especially at night, 
you can get through.  It’s just a race to the shore once you 
leave the shadow.”  

“Even with terrorism these days?  Jihadists could get 
through from Canada that easily?”  

“Makes you wonder, doesn’t it?” Jimmy commented.  

“What?”  

“…Wonder why it hasn’t already happened.”  

“I don’t even want to think about that.”  Back to 
Gretchen, I said, “Have someone pick us up at the airport -
- I’ll text you the itinerary.  We’re in… Oh, and I presume 
you have Senior there?”  

“He’s been picked up and he’ll be here shortly.”  

“Very good.  I’ll bet he knows where his son is.  Have 
him sit on ice until we get there.”  

“Will do, have a good flight.”  

“That’s the plan,” I replied and hung up.  

While I sent the flight info to Gretchen, Tory spoke up.  
“You really think terrorists are going to come from Canada 
and blow something up?”  

Jimmy answered.  “My guess is there’s a lot going on 
we don’t know about, otherwise they would have already 
done it.”  

“That’s not necessarily true,” I said.  “They might not 
be able to get into Canada much easier than the U.S.  I’m 
sure we give the CSIS a lot of help.”  
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“CSIS?”  Tory seemed confused.  “Is that like ‘CSI’?”  

“No, it’s the ‘Canadian Security Intelligence Service.’  I 
worked with them when I had a fugitive who fled to 
Calgary.  They’re the nicest rude people I’ve ever met.”  
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Chapter 29 

For the first time in a while, I had two uneventful flights 
in a row -- on time, smooth boarding, no unruly passengers, 
and no delays.  I was grateful.  I noticed in the jetway 
windows that it was dusk.  I hadn’t noticed in the plane, a 
result of sitting in the aisle seat.  

We made our way to the passenger pickup curb and 
found a black SUV waiting.  The passenger door opened as 
we approached and Greg stepped out.  

“Something has happened.  Peachtree was kidnapped.”  

“The father?” I asked and Greg nodded.  “What 
happened?”  

“He was picked up by an agent and was in the back seat, 
a white van smashed into the side of the car and the agent 
was knocked unconscious.”  

“Who was it?”  

“You haven’t met her, one of the younger recruits.”  

“Is she okay?”  

“It appears so, but she was taken to the hospital.”  

Jimmy interrupted.  “What about Peachtree?”  

“Whoever it was grabbed him and a follow-vehicle took 
him away.  The van was left behind.” A stolen van, no 
doubt,” Jimmy said.  “Can you find video showing them in 
the van?”  

“We’re working on it.”  

We all jumped in the SUV and I took shotgun.  “I’m glad 
we didn’t have to fly back through Buffalo.”  
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“Me, too,” Greg said as he pulled away from the curb 
and we exited the tiny airport rather quickly.    

I fumbled for my phone and dialed up Gretchen, putting 
her on speaker.  “We’re here, in town.  You’re on 
speakerphone.”  

“Okay, thanks,” she replied.  “I’m glad you’re back.  
We’ll have to debrief each other.”  

“What’s with all the suspects and witnesses 
disappearing?” I asked, perplexed.  “I’ve never seen 
anything like it.”  

“Me either,” Greg said loud enough for Gretchen to 
hear.   

“It’s weird.”  

“Don’t let him cross the border,” I instructed.  

“That’s what we’re working on right now.  Get back 
here and we’ll put our heads together.”  

“Right.”  

“Hey, before I hang up, have we found the paramedics 
who disappeared on us early on?”  

“No, but we have their apartments under surveillance 
and we’re watch their phone and bank activity, social 
media, and so forth.  If they do anything, we’ll find them.”  

“How about their families?”  

“Both of them were single, no relationships… medics 
lead somewhat solitary lives, I guess.  Their parents and 
other family have been contacted.  They’ll let us know if 
either one of them pops up.”  

“I sure hope they’re just missing and not dead,” Jimmy 
added.  
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“Ditto,” Greg said.  

It was dark and I still had some cobwebs, but we got to 
the office and joined Greg and Gretchen in the conference 
room.  Both were on laptops and seemed to be furiously 
busy.   

“What’s up?” I asked.  

“Just getting the task force ready to go,” Gretchen said.  
“The Canadians think they know where Peachtree Junior is.  
It’ll be a joint effort, but they’re letting us lead.”  

“When do we leave?”  

“We’ll leave here at about two.”  

“In the morning?” Jimmy asked, aghast.  

“I think you know that it gives us an advantage.”  

“Yeah, but 2 a.m. is a young man’s game.”  

“Oh, I think you’re young enough.”  

“We’ll see what thought does for you.”  

“What?”  

“See?  That’s a saying from my time … high school.”  

Gretchen laughed.  “At least you were able to survive 
the wooly mammoths and saber-toothed tigers.”  

“Funny.”  I looked up and Greg was smiling, too.  In the 
back seat Tory was chuckling but Jimmy was looking 
serious.  

“Let’s go get some food somewhere,” Jimmy 
suggested.   

“Airplane food … peanuts and pretzels …”  

“I could eat,” Tory added.  
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“Okay,” Gretchen replied.  “Go drive through and come 
on back in a bit.  We have some cots downstairs, and some 
FBI garb, and we’ll leave very early.  Tory can sleep in.”  

“Sounds like a plan,” I said, and a few of us headed for 
a quick dinner.  

My smartphone’s alarm came quickly.  As I turned off 
the obnoxious chime, I saw that it said it was 1:45 … in the 
morning.  I stood up and saw that both Jimmy and the kid 
were getting up.  “You’re staying put, Tory.”  

“Not really,” he replied as he rubbed the sleep out of 
his eyes.  “I’m going to join you guys.  I think I deserve to 
go.”  

“No way.  This isn’t playtime, this is real, with real bad 
guys and real bullets.”  

“Hey, I can shoot and you might be outnumbered.  You 
need me.  I can be your eyes in the back of your head.”  

“I don’t need a kid to worry about.”  

“Good thing I’m not your kid, then.”  

“You’re probably right, but you’ll need to convince 
Gretchen.”  

“No, I’m just going to come.  She won’t notice me until 
we’re already on our way.  That’s one good thing about 2 
a.m.”  

I sighed, tired of the argument.  “Okay, we’ll play it your 
way.” I lifted up my hands.  “I’m not taking any 
responsibility.”  

“Deal,” he answered.  

Jimmy was busy getting into the FBI uniform waiting for 
him, and seemed to be having trouble.   
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“I think that’s mine,” Tory said, laughing.  

“Whatta you expect at two in the friggin’ morning?”  It 
had been a while since I had seen a cranky Jimmy, but here 
he was.  

They traded sets of clothes and I got into mine without 
incident.  We all threw our worn clothing into a giant canvas 
duffel that seemed to be there for that purpose.  Jimmy and 
I checked our handguns and ammo, and we headed for the 
garage.  

Three big black Cadillac Escalades were open and idling, 
and Greg was already there waiting.  

“Couldn’t sleep?” I asked as we approached.  

He stepped aside so we could board the lead car.  “No, 
slept like a baby.”  

“Figures,” Jimmy mumbled.    

We climbed in the back and middle seats and Greg 
didn’t say anything about Tory.  Another agent arrived, a 
big dude, who climbed in the passenger seat.  He 
introduced himself as “Ray,” and said he was looking 
forward to the mission.  

Greg closed the passenger doors, climbed in the 
driver’s seat, closed his door and drove away.  “The others 
will join us, don’t worry.”  

I was worried, but let it go.  Jimmy looked like he felt 
the same way.  

Soon we were headed west along Lake Ontario, or I 
assumed it was since there were street and house lights on 
our left and pure blackness on the right.  In a bit we veered 
south, away from the lake and I could see city lights in the 
distance.  



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

194 

After a couple of small towns, Greg became a tour 
guide.  “We’re in Lockport now -- the locks …” he pointed 
over to the right at a small well-lit concrete building and 
parking area, “…are part of the Erie Canal.  That path next 
to the canal were used by horses that would drag the boats 
down the canal.”  

“Interesting,” Jimmy commented.  “How many horses 
would it take?”  

“Not sure, but I’ll bet some of the bigger boats needed 
a bunch of them.  The canal opened in 1825 and ran about 
350 miles between the Hudson River and Buffalo.”  

I changed the subject.  “That’s great, but … where’re 
we headed?”  

“Across the Rainbow Bridge in Niagara Falls, New York,” 
Greg replied.  “On the Canadian side, we’ll be making a 
quick stop and then joining up with Gretchen and the 
others.”  

“Will we see the falls?”  

“Maybe.”  He didn’t sound interested in continuing the 
conversation.  

I sat quietly while Greg made several turns through the 
small town.  I noticed the sign that said we entered Niagara 
Falls, NY, and waited patiently as he wove through that 
town as well.  Eventually we entered the bridge and were 
surprised to see about 10 cars in line to cross the border in 
one lane, and the other lane was closed.  By now it was just 
after 3 a.m. and I wondered what they were all doing at the 
border at this time of morning.    

Greg collected all of our ID’s, though it took about 20 
more minutes to get to the gate.  The crossing agent was 
Asian in facial features and it sounded odd to hear him ask 
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for our credentials in what was clearly Canadian English, 
complete with the “ay” at the end of his sentences.  I had 
thought that was just a stereotype.  He was decked out in 
full red uniform and sported white gloves and the wide-
brimmed Mounty hat.  

“The FBI, eh?  What are your plans, Agent …” He 
looked again at the ID’s. “…Manson?”  

“Meeting up with your guys.  There’ll be another car-
full coming through shortly.”  

“I see.  My guidelines say you must declare your 
weapons, eh?”  

“How much do you need to know?” Greg inquired.  

“Just make and caliber of guns, plus any other 
weapons, like knives and others.”  

“I have a Smith and Wesson 38.”    

I reported next, “Luger nine mil.”   

Jimmy leaned forward and told the Mounty, “I believe 
I’ve got a Glock 19, isn’t that right, Greg?  A 9 mil?”  

“That’s correct, a Glock 19.  A lot of our agents like that 
piece.  I think you have Agent Sulley’s.”  

“What about Mister Smith, eh?”  

“I don’t have a gun,” Tory said loudly from the back 
seat.  

The Canadian seemed irritated, which tickled me 
somewhat.   

“You know, I can’t let you through until you’ve 
declared all your weapons.  You live in the States, eh?” 
“Yes, sir,” Tory politely answered.  
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“Then I must insist you report your guns.”  

“The kid’s only 18,” Jimmy interjected.  

“Wait…” Tory reached in his pocket and pulled out a 
pocketknife.  “Swiss Army knife!  I have a Swiss Army knife.”  

The Border Agent paused, then sighed.  “Very well, you 
can put that away.”  He handed back our ID’s.  “Enjoy your 
stay, gentlemen.”  He flipped a lever at the guard booth and 
the gate in front of us lifted.  

Greg pocketed his identification and drove on through.  

“That was special,” I commented.  

“Very,” Jimmy added.  “Where to next?”  

Greg continued on past the brown “Welcome to 
Canada” sign.  “I’d like to check in on our safe house while 
we wait for the others to catch up, if it’s okay with you 
guys.”  

“Sure,” I replied.  “Why not?”  

“It’s not too far, just up in Grimsby, up ahead on the QE 
1.”  

Once we were on the main lanes of the Queen Elizabeth 
1 highway, the quiet tugged at me and I had to choke back 
some tears.  It surprised me -- I thought I was past all of 
that.  I wiped my eyes and coughed, trying my best to get 
back my composure.  

Jimmy leaned up and asked quietly near the back of my 
right ear, “Anything wrong?”    

“No, thanks.  I’m okay.”  

That seemed to satisfy Jimmy because he sat back and 
didn’t follow up with further inquiries.  
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By the time we got to Grimsby, I could see a faint light 
in the east.  Sunrise would be coming in a couple of hours.  
Greg turned left, away from the lake.  Looking back, I could 
see the shimmering reflection of the lights around an 
industrial complex across the small bay of a peninsula to 
the north.  

Greg pulled into a quiet neighborhood -- at least it was 
quiet in the wee hours -- and turned into a driveway.  The 
house we were in front of was a ‘60’s-style ranch home 
with brick and painted wood exterior and a cement porch 
nearly half as long as the front of the house with a black 
wrought-iron rail around it.    

Greg put the car in park and opened his door.  “You 
guys stay put for a minute while I check out the house.”  

Jimmy and I sat tight while Greg went through a 
wooden gate and went to the back yard.  Tory, though, 
opened his door, saying “I’ll be back in a minute.”  Before I 
could ask him what he was doing, the door was closed and 
he began walking back the way we came.  

Jimmy started to open his door and I stopped him.  “Let 
him go.  He has the curiosity of a kid and I don’t see any 
reason he needs to wait here.”  

Jimmy nodded and closed his door without a word.  

A couple of lights went on in the house and through the 
window drapes I saw Greg walking through the living room.   

It looked like his gun was drawn, but it was difficult to 
tell.  After a few minutes, the front door opened and Greg 
stepped out, waving us in.  

I put my gun under the seat and Jimmy and I got out.  
As we stepped onto the front lawn, Jimmy asked, “What 
are we doing here?  I don’t like this.”  
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I thought about going back to grab my gun, but fought 
back the urge.  “He said Gretchen and the others were 
meeting us here.”  

We got to the front door and walked past Greg into the 
house.  There we saw four men with guns pointed at us.  
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Chapter 30 

“Please have a seat, gentlemen,” Greg instructed, 
pointing his pistol toward an empty brown leather sofa.    

“What’s going on, Greg?” I asked with some confusion.  

“You’ll catch on in a bit, I assure you.  Where’s the kid?”  

“He had to take a leak down the street,” Jimmy replied.  
“We told him to take his time.”  

Greg grabbed the jacket arm of one of the armed men.   

“Take Woody and go find him.  No loose ends.”  

With Greg’s attention turned, I managed to drop my 
cell phone onto the carpeted floor and kick it over under 
the sofa. “Loose ends?” I asked.  “Is that what we are?  Was 
that what Amanda was?”  

“That was tragic -- not my fault.  Wrong place- wrong 
time.”  

“Tell that to her parents.  I’m sure that will comfort 
them.”  

Greg waved the gun at us and one of the other thugs 
approached us.  He grabbed Jimmy’s gun and patted him 
down, finding and retrieving his cell phone.  Once satisfied, 
he moved to me.  He took my Luger but struggled to find 
my phone.  “No cell phone,” he said to Greg.  

Greg came up to me and asked, “Where is it?”  

“I must have dropped it in the car.  I’ll bet one of them 
could find it.”  

He told the thug to go out to the vehicle and find the 
phone and he scurried out.  That just left Greg and one 
gunman, though the guy was huge- 6-6, maybe 240, and 
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muscles that shaped his shirt like a bodybuilder.  

Greg pushed us down on the sofa and stepped back.  “I 
don’t know what you’re trying to pull, but stop.  Just stop 
it.  You don’t have to come out of this hurt, or worse.”  

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Jimmy replied angrily.  
“We’re not the ones holding people at gunpoint.  We’re 
not moles in the FBI.”  

“I’m not a mole -- I’m an opportunist.”  He said it like 
he was proud of himself.  

“So, sell out your fellow agents for a little quick cash?”  

“It’s not a ‘little’ cash.  It’s a ton of money.  I’m going 
to retire well.”  

“Good for you,” Jimmy spit out.  “You won’t have a 
chance to enjoy retirement if we have anything to say 
about it.”  

“Well, you don’t, so give it up.”  

We sat quietly for a few minutes.  I noticed Jimmy’s legs 
start to twitch, slowly at first, then more strenuously.    

“Hey, that coffee wants out,” he said, legs still moving.  
“Can I use the head or should I piss in my pants?”  

Greg hesitated, not knowing what to expect.  

“C’mon, Tiny, here, can go into the bathroom with me 
and hold the gun on me the whole time.”  

“It’s okay, boss, I can handle him.”  

“These guys have a reputation of getting out of scrapes.  
Mister Stewart, here, once took on seven guys at once and 
ended up the lone man standing.  I’m thinking I should let 
him piss his pants.”  
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“I got it, don’t worry.”  

Greg nodded and pointed his gun at me while Jimmy 
rose from the couch.  “Tiny” flipped his handgun to point 
the way to the bathroom and followed Jimmy closely as 
they entered the hallway.    

Once out of sight, I waited for my opening.  I hoped 
Jimmy saw what I had done and would give me a 
distraction.  With Greg a few feet away and me sitting, I 
wouldn’t be able to jump him.  

Sure enough, a loud noise came from the bathroom, 
followed by a loud, “My fault, nothing wrong here” from 
Jimmy.  

I leaned forward and quickly picked up my cell phone, 
and leaned back again.  

Greg called out, “You okay, Freddie?”  

While he waited for the answer, I dialed Gretchen and 
placed the phone back under the sofa, near the edge.    

“We’re fine!” came the answer from the bathroom.  

Very faintly, I could hear the phone ring and Gretchen 
answering, “Hello?”  She paused and repeated, “Hello?”  

“Greg,” I said loudly.  “Why exactly are you holding us 
here?   

Junior want us dead?”  

“Of course.  But he wants to talk to you first.”  

“Why does he want to speak to us?”  

Another loud crash sounded out along with another, 
“Sorry!  My fault, again.”  This time I could hear his Irish 
brogue.  
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“Just finish up and get out there,” Freddie ordered with 
some frustration.  

“I’m done, I’m done!  Give a guy a chance, will ya?” 
Jimmy answered back.  

“I don’t get it,” I said to Greg, directing his attention 
back to me.  “Why would Junior want us dead?”  

“You can ask him in a few minutes.”  

Jimmy appeared from the hallway and he winked as he 
saw me.  Freddie pushed him toward the couch and Jimmy 
fell into it.  

“What did I miss?” Jimmy asked with a smile.  

“Just that Junior wants to talk to us and then kill us.”  

“Oh, that.  That’s not going to happen.”  

“Okay,” Greg replied.  “I’ll bite.  Why won’t that 
happen?”  

“’Cause… Nobody got time for that.”  He laughed out 
loud while Greg clinched his jaw.  I chuckled as well.  

“Figures.  Always a wise ass.”  

“That’s me.  Anyway, why aren’t you dead yet?  Aren’t 
you a ‘loose end’?”  

“I’m too valuable.  That’s obvious.”  

“Famous last words,” I added.  “When he’s done with 
us, he’s going to take care of you guys…”  

I was interrupted by a beep coming from my phone 
under the sofa.    

Greg uttered, “What the…” and he reached down for 
the device.    
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I grabbed his right wrist and popped his gun from his 
grip.  The gun went flying.  I punched him as hard as I could 
in the side and Greg winced and fell to the floor in pain.  

Before the big bodyguard could react, Jimmy leapt to 
his feet and bum-rushed Freddie like an NFL linebacker 
sacking Tom Brady.  Freddie went down and seemed 
surprised to be on the floor.  Jimmy pounded his face with 
five really hard, quick-fire punches in the face.  Freddie was 
out.    

Greg attempted to get to the pistol lying on the carpet 
at the end of the living room and I stopped him by grabbing 
his waist and pulling him back to the floor.  

I raised my fist to hit him in the side again and a gunshot 
went off loudly.  We all stopped and, looking up, I saw 
another group of thugs had entered the room.  The one 
with the smoking handgun dropped it down away from the 
ceiling and stepped aside.  Junior appeared from behind 
him, almost a caricature of himself in a three-piece beige, 
pin-striped suit and fedora.  His brown leather Italian shoes 
were shined to perfection.    

“Gentlemen, I believe I have your attention.”  

Jimmy and I stayed silent but Greg pointed toward the 
sofa and said, breathlessly, “Phone … there’s a phone 
under the couch.  The FBI may be on the way here.”  

“Then I suggest we leave before they get here.”  He 
holstered his handgun and looked back at Greg.  “The 
cops’ll be here after that gunshot anyway.”  He nodded 
toward us and a couple of the brutes came over to me.  I 
noticed that the “muscle” wasn’t any particular ethnic 
group, though one was a big hulk of a Native American.  The 
others were a smattering of nationalities -- Italian, Irish, and 
a couple of black dudes- but all the size of WFF 
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heavyweights.  

The Italian lifted me to my feet and then hit me in the 
stomach, folding me over in pain, though I was appreciative 
that he didn’t hit me in my ribs.  That would have been 
much worse, I thought.  It sounded like the same happened 
to Jimmy.  Obviously, we weren’t going to be fighting any 
longer.  

I saw Junior pick up my cell phone, laugh and throw it 
against the wall with enough force to shatter it and leave a 
dent in the painted drywall.  “Let’s go.”  

They ushered us out of the house and into the back of 
an unmarked white van.  Junior and a couple of his cohorts 
boarded a silver BMW also parked in the driveway.  Once 
underway, Jimmy groaned and said, “Sorry about that.  
Good move with the phone, though.”  

“Yeah, I thought so.  Almost worked, too.  I hope the kid 
is safe.”  

“Me, too,” Jimmy whispered.  “I wonder where 
Gretchen is.”  

“Hopefully close by.”  

“I hope it doesn’t take too long to get through the 
border ...”  

“Right …”  

Whap!  One of the black dudes sitting with us hit me 
painfully across my jaw.  “Shut up!”  

I rubbed my mouth and noticed some blood on my 
hand.  “Okay, okay.  We were just passing the time.”  

“I said, shut up.”  He reared back to hit me again and I 
put my hand up.  He paused and decided I got his point.  
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About 15 minutes later we pulled off the road.  I could 
hear the tires crunching on gravel.  It wasn’t a good sign 
that they didn’t put hoods on us.  They didn’t expect us to 
survive the day to turn anyone in.  I wished I had kept my 
phone in my pocket.  Gretchen would have been able to 
track us.  

I heard three or four car doors open and close, then the 
rear doors of our van popped open.  The other black 
henchman pulled us out and I noticed that it was getting 
light out.  The two of them walked us into a steel port 
building of some kind.  There was no name or logo on the 
wall.  Before entering the structure I could see Lake 
Ontario.  Fog was rolling into shore and it was very humid.  

The room inside was dark for a moment and then lights 
came on.  It looked like a warehouse, and we followed our 
captors through a maze of corridors and outer rooms.  
Eventually we stood in an interior space -- no windows -- 
some kind of staging room with a long narrow table in the 
center.  A dozen or so brown folding chairs were in disarray 
along one side of the table; no chairs were on our side of 
the table.  

Junior appeared from the gang and said, “Gentlemen, 
please have a seat.”  His hand waved toward the chairs at 
the table.”  

Before taking a step, I asked, “Junior, what are we doing 
here?”    

“That’s ‘Mister Peachtree’ to you.”  

“Mister Peachtree is your dad.  Have you seen your dad, 
Junior?”  I made it a point to emphasize ‘Junior.’  

Though he seemed irritated, he replied, “Funny you 
should ask …” He nodded to the Irish thug, who went into 
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a closed office and returned with Peachtree Senior.  
Senior’s hands were tied behind him and he had a cloth gag 
in his mouth.    

Before seating him at the table, the bindings and gag 
were removed.  Peachtree rubbed his hands and wrists and 
angrily sat on one of the gray metal folding chairs.  I was 
really surprised to see him here, like this.  

“You tied up your own father?”  

“Shut up and sit down.”  He pulled his gun out and 
pointed it at me.    

I relented, sitting a chair away from Peachtree.  “I don’t 
get it.”  

“You don’t have to get it,” Junior replied, and then 
laughed.   

“The famous Pat Ruger…” He looked at his gang and 
asked, “Do you know who this is?  This is the guy who saved 
Denver from a bombing.  You might remember him from a 
viral video where he tackled some crazy white guy on an 
airplane.”  

I looked around the room looking for leverage.  The 
table and chairs were metal.  I asked myself, would they 
block 9 mil bullets?  Possible, but doubtful.  Sure, the 45 
and 357 Magnum both have more stopping power than a 9 
mil, but the 9 isn’t that far behind.  Last resort, I told myself.    

“Son, let’s talk about this.  You don’t know what you’re 
doing.”  

“I sure as hell do know what I’m doing, dear old Dad.”  
He grabbed a chair from the row and pulled it around to sit 
across the table from me, facing us.  He smiled.  “You see?  
One big, happy family.”  
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“What do you want?” I demanded.  “Why are we 
here?”  

“Simple.  I want to know who all you told about what 
you know and how much that relates to me.”  

Jimmy cut in, “Your lackey, here …” He nodded toward 
Greg.  “... should be able to tell you that.  We work for him.”  

“Yeah, that’s what I thought, too, but Agent Manson 
convinced me that you probably have been communicating 
with other agencies.  I need to know which ones.”  

I was confused.  I wondered what Greg’s end game was.  
He knew we weren’t in touch with other agencies.  I 
decided to play along.  Well, for sure we spoke to Drug 
Enforcement and to the ATF.  Do you want names and 
phone numbers?”  I chuckled at my little stab.  

“Maybe I do.”    

Junior wasn’t sounding agitated yet.  I decided that that 
had to change.  “Maybe I’ll tell you, but first, why kidnap 
your father?  I don’t get it.”  

“That’s a fair question.  I think I have enough guns here 
to answer you.”  He stood up and stepped aside to be in 
front of Peachtree.  “My father was once a respected 
Oneida elder.   

People looked up to us as a prominent Native family.”  

“Sounds great.  What changed?”    

Junior pointed his left hand’s index finger out toward 
his father accusatorially while his right hand still held what 
looked like a 45 revolver.  “He did!  First, he got in bed with 
that bastard, Allen Wright, then they conspired to build 
that casino.”  
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“So what if they had a common vision for their 
people?” I asked.  “What’s wrong with a business 
relationship that promotes success and wealth for the 
Indians?”  

“It wasn’t just a business relationship.  They were 
lovers.”  

Peachtree leaned forward.  “Son, we weren’t!”    

“Don’t give me that.  I could see it going on.  Secret 
meetings at your office, with sounds of sex filling the 
hallways.  I was there for a couple of those nights.”  

Peachtree sat back and slowly shook his head.  “You got 
it wrong, Son.  We weren’t lovers.  Allen used my office for 
rendezvous with hookers I brought in from Toronto.  He 
couldn’t have his name connected to such matters while he 
was trying to get the new casino project funded, so I helped 
out.”  

“I don’t believe you.”  

“I’m not sure what brought this on.  I’ve never cheated 
on your mother, with a woman or a man.”   

Junior sat back down, thinking.   

Jimmy stood up.  “So all of this, Wright is killed, people 
kidnapped, FBI agents bought off … all of this because you 
thought your father was gay?  I thought the Indian Nations 
were supposed to be far more tolerant of that sort of 
thing.”  

Junior paused, but then stood back up.  “That’s not the 
reason Allen is dead.”  

That was close to an admission, I thought.  

He continued, “Allen Wright was destroying the Oneida 
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Nation’s way of life.  Gambling is going to end our way of 
life.  All the work, all of the respect we were trying to 
command, all of the youngsters growing up without a 
heritage, all of that ending with a casino.  And that wasn’t 
enough, he was expanding the casino.  No way we could let 
that happen.”  

I jumped on that.  “Who’s ‘we?’  You didn’t plan this 
alone?”  

Junior didn’t say anything.  I decided to stir him up a 
bit. “Junior,” I started, looking for his wince at the name, 
which didn’t happen.  “You know a nursery rhyme my mom 
used to sing for me when I was a kid?”  

“How would I know that, and why the hell would I 
care?”  

I started singing.  “One little, two little, three little 
Indians; four little…”  

“Stop singing that!”  Junior pulled out his gun.  

I continued, “five little, six little Indians; seven little, 
eight little…”  

He pointed the pistol at my face and I stopped singing.   

“What’s wrong, Junior?  It’s just a little kids’ song.”  

“What’s wrong?”  He was incensed and stormed over 
in front of me.  “What’s wrong is that’s a nice little racist 
song.  You know the first version of that song was ‘Ten Little 
Niggers?’  I don’t think African Americans like that version, 
do you?”  

“Relax,” I said.  “It’s just a silly children’s song.  No 
different than ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb.”  

Junior seemed incredulous.  “How can you say that?”  
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He started walking around the room, waving the gun as he 
talked.  “Does Mary start out with 10 lambs that get killed, 
one by one?  Do you know how the ‘Indians’ song ends?”  
He cleared his throat but spoke the words instead of singing 
them.  “One little Indian boy left all alone; he went out and 
hanged himself and then there were none.”  

“No big deal,” I answered.  “Just a kids’ song.  Not 
enough to kill for.”  

He came back to me and again pointed the gun at me.  
“He had to die.  I couldn’t wait until that fag was dead.”  

“And what about the new peyote?  Did he have 
anything to do with that?”  

He lowered the weapon and chuckled.  “Allen couldn’t 
see we were going to import it anyway.  Why not grow it 
ourselves.  The funny thing is, that was the most legal thing 
we were doing.”  

“What do you …”  

The lights went out and it was pitch black.  

My reflexes took over and I jumped over the table 
where Junior had been standing.  He was still there and I 
tackled him to the floor.  His gun fell a few feet away and I 
lunged for it in the darkness.    

There was a lot of commotion and Junior was yelling to 
get the lights back on.  I grabbed the pistol and as I turned 
back to him, I felt tremendous pain as someone, possibly 
Junior, hit me in the ribs.  I nearly passed out from the 
agony from my injured side but managed to stay conscious 
and hold on to the gun.  I quickly crawled toward the door 
and when I found someone in the way, I hit him as hard as 
I could.  
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Once at the door, Jimmy had just reached it himself and 
we left the dark room and entered a corridor that was dimly 
lit from the windows in the far end.  We stood up and ran 
to the outside doors and I heard people behind us.  I pushed 
the door open but we entered the warehouse instead.  Sure 
enough, the henchmen trying to get to us went outside.  

We zigzagged our way to the far end of the warehouse 
and found, to my surprise, Tory.  

“Where in the hell did you come from?” I asked.    

“I saw what was happening at the house and hid behind 
a hedge next door.  When it looked like they were going to 
leave, I climbed in the back of the FBI car and closed the 
hatch.  Luckily, no one looked there for me.”  He smiled 
proudly.  

“Well, normally I’d scold you for that, but not this time.  
I’m glad you’re here.”  

“Yeah, once you guys were all in there, I decided a 
blackout might help, so I pulled the circuit breakers … all 
of them.”  

“Good thinking, kid,” Jimmy said.  “But now we have to 
get out of here.”  

“There’s a ditch over there,” he said as he pointed to 
the right.  “Outside and about a hundred feet away.”  

“We’re going to have to go now if we’re going to make 
it.” I thought out loud.  They’ll be searching every nook and 
cranny.”  

“Good point, Patty-boy,” Jimmy replied.  “Let’s go.”  
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Chapter 31 

No one appeared while we ran to the ditch.  It was 
nearly 20 feet across and a dozen feet down a steep bank 
to the top of the water moving toward the lake.  Both sides 
were filled with brown scrub and small leafy trees.  The 
three of us slid down on our butts to the scrub near the 
water and waited for others to approach.  No one did.  

“We might be okay,” Jimmy stated.  “I think they’re still 
looking at the building.”  

“Now what?” I asked.  “I don’t think we’re going to 
make it to a car.”  

“The water?” Tory said.  “Will it take us to the lake?”  

“That’s a pretty good idea,” I answered.  “But it goes 
right back by the warehouse.  We’ll have to stay under the 
water while we float by.”  

“I’ll go first,” Jimmy said.  He slowly entered the water, 
silently creeping in deeper.  “This is cold …” He winked at 
us and launched himself downstream to our right.    

I waited for him to be a dozen yards or so away and 
patted  

Tory on the shoulder.  “You go ahead, kid.  Scared?”  

“No way,” he replied with emphasis.  

“I didn’t think so,” I said, half laughing.  “Go ahead and 
I’ll meet you down there.”  

Tory silently entered the water and pushed off, leaving 
me alone.  

When he was gone for a few seconds, I thought about 
options.  I wondered if it would be better to split up and 
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perhaps double our chances of surviving this mess.  Jimmy 
definitely could take care of the boy … I kept thinking of 
him as a kid, but he had stepped up today.  He acted like a 
man his mother would be proud of.  His mother, I thought, 
if only she could have seen what kind of man Tory was.  

In the end, I decided to join my partners down the 
waterway and slid into the water.  Jimmy wasn’t kidding 
about it being cold.  Damn Canadian snow melt.  I floated 
past the warehouse, being careful not to be seen at the 
closest point.  Once I thought I had passed it, I brought my 
head up out of the water and exhaled.  The next breath felt 
pretty good and I realized that I was still alone.    

I pointed myself to the bank to my left, assuming that 
we’d want the canal between us and the search parties.  I 
climbed up the bank into some shrubs and was relieved to 
see the guys waiting for me behind a large boulder and 
between bushes.  I joined them quickly and we hunkered 
down.  

“What do you think?” I asked them.  

“Looks like we made it,” Tory answered.  

“We’re not safe yet,” Jimmy added.  “So keep your 
head down and stay hidden.”  

“Okay, I get it.”  

I peeked around the hefty granite rock we were behind 
to see if anyone was around.  Nothing.  “What next?” I 
asked Jimmy.  

Just then we heard the clear sound of a revolver being 
cocked behind us.  As we started to scramble, the black 
dude as large as a tight end commanded, “Don’t move!”  

We froze.  He tipped his gun tip up as if to tell us to 
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stand and we did so, slowly.    

“Now, then, you guys are way more trouble than your 
worth.  I think I’ll take care of the famous detective, once 
and for all.”  

He lifted his elbow to steady his shot and I instinctively 
began to dive to my left, away from the shot.  I felt 
something on my chest and realized it was Tory, jumping in 
front of me, as the shot went off.  He was hit.  

Jimmy took advantage of the confusion and kicked the 
gunman’s knees with as much force as I’ve ever seen from 
him and the dude went down like a ten pin being hit by a 
16-pound ball.  He screeched in pain- I was certain that at 
least one knee was disjointed from the blow, and Jimmy 
picked up the gun and finished him off with a swift blow to 
the temple with the gun’s butt.  He was out.  

Turning to us, Jimmy leapt to Tory and helped him off 
me.  I must have been in shock because the ringing of the 
gunshot was far off in the background and everything was 
in a tunnel.  Jimmy looked me over and found blood on the 
back of my head.  

“It looks like it just grazed you,” Jimmy said.  

“Forget about me -- what about Tory?”  

I saw that the kid … man … was nearly unconscious 
and bleeding from his shoulder.  “Tory,” I pleaded as I lifted 
him so he was sitting up.  “Tory, stay with us.  You’ll be 
okay.”  

“Maybe not.”  The response came from behind us, 
where a group of four ruffians were standing, and with 
them were both Junior and Greg, both of whom had guns 
drawn.  
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“Gentlemen, step away from the kid,” Junior said, 
waving his gun to the right.  “I’m afraid you’ve hit the end 
of the road, all of you.”  

We stayed put.    

“Very well,” he continued, and raised his pistol at my 
chest.  “Good-bye, Mr. Ruger.”  He began cocking the gun 
when he was interrupted.  

“I’m afraid I can’t let you do that, Mister Peachtree.”  It 
was Greg, who has his gun trained on Junior.  “Drop it.”  

Junior turned toward Greg and they were at a 
stalemate, each pointing their gun at the other.  “What the 
hell are you doing?” Junior asked incredulously.  

“My job, of course.”  

Two of the thugs decided not to stick around for the 
fireworks to come and took off.  The others seemed very 
unsure of what to do.  One of them started to pull his 
weapon out and were stopped by Jimmy, who had the gun 
from the guy he took down pointed at the two of them.  “I 
wouldn’t, if I were you,” he told them and the one stopped 
reaching for his firearm.  “Good boy.”  

“Well, this is unexpected,” Junior told Greg while his 
handgun was still aimed at him.  “You want more money, is 
that it?”  

“No, I’m afraid that wouldn’t do.  You know, you 
shouldn’t try to hire a federal agent.  It never works out 
well.”  

“It has before.  What’s different this time?”  

Greg re-gripped slightly. “Well, for one thing, the feds 
take a dim view of drug dealers.  Just because you want 
peyote to be legal doesn’t mean you can transport it, or 
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have it engineered to your liking.  Then, you killed a 
prominent citizen.  Even if I did work for you, do you think I 
could let that go?”  

“I didn’t kill him.”  

“Semantics.  You had him killed.  Who actually pulled 
the trigger?”  

“You’ll never catch him.  He’s back in Mexico and 
unreachable.”  

You mean, you’ve been under cover this whole time?” 
I asked Greg, suddenly angry.  “When Amanda was killed, 
you were undercover?”  

“That was completely unexpected,” Greg said.  “She 
got immediate care and the stabbing couldn’t be pinned on 
Peachtree.  He got the guy,” Greg said while tipping his 
head toward me.  “If I had blown open my cover for that, it 
would have been a lot of work for nothing.”  

“Is that why Gretchen and the cavalry’s not here yet?” 
Jimmy asked.  “They knew about you, too?”  

“Not at first.”  Greg hadn’t taken his focus off Junior 
and his gun was steadily pointed at him.  “Up until this 
morning when we crossed the border, no one knew.  The 
leader of my task force contacted her when their search 
was going to locate Peachtree so she would back off.”  

“Damn you,” I said.  “Now look what’s happened.”  

“Get the kid to a hospital.  The key for my car’s still in 
it.  We’ll take it from here.”  

With Jimmy still holding the two henchmen at bay, I 
stood up, painfully, to get in position to lift Tory.”  

“I don’t think so,” Junior said.  “Anyone moves and I’m 
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pulling my trigger.  I don’t care what happens after that.”  

I paused and decided whether to call his bluff.  I might 
not have a choice, with Tory bleeding like he was.  

“You might have to,” I replied.  “Besides, what do I care 
if you shoot Mister Undercover, there?”  

“Do it, then,” he said.  I started to reach for Tory when 
I saw another man come up from behind Junior.    

It was his father and he had a shotgun.  He walked right 
up to Junior and placed the barrel in his back, then reached 
around and took Junior’s pistol out of his hand.  “I think 
you’ve done enough damage, Son.”  

Junior was surprised and started to grab for the gun.  
Senior butted him in the face with the stock of the shotgun 
and Junior hit the ground, out cold.  

“You, two,” Jimmy immediately commanded his two 
prisoners.  “Down on the ground, face down.”  

They complied.  I noticed Greg physically relax and 
couldn’t stop myself.  I walked away from Tory and up to 
Greg, face to face, and I dropped him with one punch.  I 
thought I might have broken my hand, but it was worth it.   
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Chapter 32 

Gretchen and a few of her agents met us at the 
emergency room.  “How’s the kid?” she asked, obviously 
worried.  

I stood up from my rock-hard waiting room seat to 
meet her, leaving Jimmy seated.  “I’m not calling him a kid 
anymore, with what he’s been through … but it looks like 
he’s going to be okay. He lost a lot of blood and they had 
to give him some, and they had to do some stitching up … 
luckily the bullet went right through him.”  

“And right into you, I understand.  How are you doing?”  

I rubbed at my bandaged neck.  “Just grazed me.  If it 
wasn’t for Tory …” I briefly looked down and shook my 
head.   

Gretchen looked at my bandaged hand and nodded 
towards it.  “Hurt much?” she said, chuckling. 

“Yeah, but it was worth it.  What about Greg, anyway?  
Did you know he was working undercover?”  

She was serious again.  “No, and I’m pretty pissed about 
it.  We were just heading out and I get this call from 
Washington.  The ‘task force’ wanted us to stand down.  At 
first I refused, but my boss personally ordered me to stay 
put until we got Manson’s call.  Then I got your call and 
heard what was going down.  Great idea, by the way.  
Awesome.”  

“It was the only thing I could think to do.”  

“Well, it could have worked, but by the time we got to 
the safe house, you guys were already gone.”  

“I had to do something.”  
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“Well, that was the right thing, under the 
circumstances.  If only we all knew that Manson was still 
working for the feds … We’re going to assist in the inquiry- 
I’m going to make sure nothing else was compromised, and 
that Agent Manson …” she said his name with some 
contempt,  

“…didn’t know about the hit on Wright.”  

“What about Peachtree, Senior, I mean… will he be 
charged with anything?”  

“Not that I can see.  It looks to me like his son kept it all 
from him.  I think we’re all somewhat blind when it comes 
to our children, especially adult children.”  

“I guess so.”  

She walked me back over to the waiting room chairs 
and sat down.  “There’s still a lot of follow-up to do.  
Where’s the professor, what happened to the EMT’s, how 
much did the niece know?  Want to stay on and find out?”  

I didn’t answer.  I hadn’t thought about life after this 
case, life without Amanda.    

“Well, maybe it’s too soon to know what you want to 
do.  Just come talk to me when you can, when Tory is 
mending and you need to figure things out.”  

“I’ll do that, thanks.”  

She leaned over and hugged me.  “Great news about 
the kid.  I’m really happy for you.”  

I nodded and Gretchen got up and joined her 
entourage, seemingly filling them in.  They hung around for 
a few minutes, then left en masse.    

“I don’t think I want to stay,” Jimmy leaned over and 
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whispered.  “I’ve had enough of federal agents.”  

“I’m kinda with you,” I answered.  “But I need to make 
sure Amanda’s memory is properly perpetuated.”  

“Yeah, I know.  The girls said, ‘hi,’ and they can’t wait 
to see you back in Denver.”  

“Thanks, I have a couple things to do first.  Go ahead 
and go back without me.  I’ll be there in a few days.  I’ll 
make sure Tory’s good to go.”  

“Why don’t you bring him with you?  He certainly 
showed he can handle himself, and you could use some 
family around, sort of family.”  

“Yeah, that’s not a bad idea.  I’ll ask him.”  

“Okay, then,” Jimmy sighed as he stood up.  He reached 
out his hand and I shook it.  “Tell Tory good-bye for me.  See 
you soon, partner.”  

“Will do.”  I stood up and gave him a one-armed hug 
and pat on the back.  “Soon, Jimmy.  Soon, I promise.”  

With that, he left and I was sitting with some FBI agents 
who were talking among themselves quietly.  Eventually 
they left, one or two at a time, each patting my back or 
shoulder on the way out.  

By the time the doctor came out, I was alone.  I stood 
up and approached him, rubbing my sore back end.  

“Those chairs are hard, I’m sorry,” he said, almost 
laughing.  “Mister Ruger, Mister Smith asked to see you, if 
you’d like to go back.  He’s definitely out of the woods.”  

“Good to hear, Doc.  Can he go home soon?”  

“We’ll keep him overnight and then release him to you, 
that is, if you’re able to care for him for a few days.”   
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I nodded.    

“Nothing extensive, just keep him relatively inactive, 
check his vitals every few hours and call if anything is 
alarming.”  

I shook his hand.  “Thanks, Doc.  I can’t tell you how 
happy that makes me.”  

The doctor led me back through a set of double doors 
and to the right, an automatic door and past a nurse’s 
station.  He stopped in front of room 114 and extended his 
arm into the doorway to let me know this was Tory’s room.  

I went in as the doc offered good luck and saw Tory in 
a hospital bed.  He was wrapped up around his shoulder 
and chest and had a half-dozen tubes and wires hanging 
about, connected to this machine or that.    

“Hey, Pat,” he said in a stronger voice than I expected.  
“I’m glad you’re still here.”  

“What’d you think, I’d leave you alone hundreds of 
miles from home?”  He smiled, struggled to laugh, and I 
said, “Sorry, I know how that feels.”  I lifted my shirt to 
show my still wrapped ribs.  “No jokes for 48 hours, I 
promise.”  

“Thanks.”  

“You seem to be doing well, I must say.  I can’t thank 
you enough for what you did today.  We might not even be 
here to talk about it if you hadn’t.”  

“You woulda done the same. I’m sure.”  

“Not at your age.  I was nervous about getting a girls 
bra undone at 18.”  Another painful chuckle.  “Oops, sorry, 
again.”  I sat at the edge of his bed, moving a set of wires 
out of the way.  “You up for some business?”  
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“Sure.  What’s up?”  

“Do you have any idea what you want to do from here?  
Where you want to go?  Home with your mom?”  

“Not really.  I was kinda hoping to stay with Amanda for 
a few months, get to know her.”  He struggled but managed 
to sit up slightly.  “How about you?  If I stay with you for a 
while, you can tell me about her.”  

“Funny you should say that because I wanted to offer 
you a job … in Denver … with me and Jimmy.”  

Now he sat all the way up and smiled.  “Really?  I could 
work for you?”  

“With us.  My agency can always use another qualified 
investigator, especially one who can look 16.  It’s hard 
work, though, and often boring …”  

“I don’t care, I want to.  That’ll be awesome!”  He 
winced and laid back down.  “No more ‘awesomes’ either, 
I guess.”  

“I guess.”  

 



Pat Ruger: Native Species  

223 

Chapter 33 

Tory and I got out of the taxi and I asked the driver to 
wait, throwing him a fifty.  He nodded and turned his car 
off.  

We were in front of a pale green, two-story, ‘40’s-style 
craftsman home, complete with a turret in the left front 
corner and three chimneys around the roof.  The porch was 
ornate and covered, but only large enough for entering or 
exiting the house.  

“Ready?” I asked Tory.  

He nodded and we walked up the brick entry to the 
porch and paused.  Tory stepped up, rang the doorbell and 
stepped back with me.  

The door opened and an older version of Amanda 
stared through the screen door.  

“Misses Sizemore?” I asked, breaking the awkward 
silence.  

A big smile came on her face and she popped open the 
screen.  “Pat!  So good to meet you finally!”  She stepped 
aside and an older gentleman appeared.  “Hank, this is Pat 
Ruger.”  

“For God’s sake, Mary, let them in!  Come in, please,” 
Hank said and they backed up into the house, Mary holding 
the screen door open for us.  

“I’m so sorry I didn’t make it to Amanda’s funeral.  I’ll 
forever hate myself for that.”  

“Oh, hogwash,” she replied and gave me a hug.  “We 
felt so bad for you, and worried.  I’m so glad you’re okay.  
Mandy wouldn’t have liked it very much if you suffered her 
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loss so much.”  

I reached back and brought Tory past me to greet them.   

“May I present your grandson, Tory Smith?”  

Tory held out his hand to shake.  “Hello, Grandma, 
Grandpa.”  

Mary and Hank both came over and they had a group 
hug, and I’m sure there wasn’t a dry eye in the house.  
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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: Children’s Reprise”: 

 

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 deal with 
it.  I closed my eyes trying not to think about her.  Amanda 
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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 wearing thrift shop apparel 
beneath his white kitchen smock. 

“Okay, I guess.”   
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“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 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 
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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 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?” 
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“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. 

“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 
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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 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 
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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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