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Chapter 1
An Execution
Leavenworth, Kansas, sometimes known as Prison City, USA, has seen more than its share of executions in the past. Today’s was like no other. The crowd of witnesses was so large, that it was being held in a huge tent down by the Missouri River’s park on the Kansas side.
The Head Executioner, dressed all in black, was standing alone, patiently waiting for the three licensed representatives. The witnesses were a motley crowd of media, civilian, and military interests eagerly awaiting the death knells. The three men due for execution had been tortured unmercifully and even now were being so treated, albeit quite subtly.
These prisoners were dressed exactly alike in special uniforms purposely designed differently from everyone else’s around the area. To insure their misery was finely focused on what was about to happen to them, each wore a choke collar of scratchy material and too tight dimensions. They all had been severely poisoned the night before to insure they would experience the maximum pain possible. This had a most disorienting effect on their bodies and their minds.
The temperature outside was uncomfortably hot. The prisoners’ outfits were made of heavy, stiff materials, greatly magnifying the effects of the poisons, the torture, and the blast furnace temperatures. All three individually considered more than once to make a break for freedom before it was too late, but they all felt too debilitated to do that.
A hideous caterwauling of weird organ music commenced, and one could see the witnesses perking up in anticipation of the looming spectacle. The prisoners didn’t stand a chance. The music swelled and then segued into a theme familiar to the large crowd of witnesses. Some of them realized this was finally it. There was no turning back—no reprieve. Dogs in the audience howled. Many of the women in the crowd began weeping, totally losing control of their emotions. Their men tried to put a brave face on the experience, but some began sniffing suspiciously as if they were about to break into tears.
The three representatives were escorted down to the front and placed by the immobile prisoners, close enough to prevent them escaping, should they be so foolhardy as to try.
The solemn executioner stepped forward in front of all and raised his arms. This action magnified his presence and drew every eye in the quickly developing situation onto his face. The crowd hushed. The sniffles were quelled. Total silence reigned supreme. The old but stately executioner, who was just about to end life as the prisoners knew it, rumbled forth the fatal proclamation,: “Dearly Beloved, we are gathered together to join these three men and three women together in holy matrimony….”
Chapter 2
Reality Dreaming
Late evening time, Friday—LTC (ret) Enos Hobson lay next to his newest and dearest wife, Emily, in their queen-sized bed with the special foam mattress that conformed to their bodies. He felt cradled in the arms of love, as the song went. It didn't seem possible that the three-way wedding of his daughter Samantha to Fire Marshal Tom Borden, his PI partner Isaac to his beloved (and very pregnant) Brenda, and Enos to Emily had only been a month ago in mid-June. He could hear his new step-daughter Kelsey's voice as she sang to Sheba and her pup, Sampson, out in the living room. His ruminations were interrupted by Emily's question, “What's a three letter word for extreme happiness?”
“That's easy, it's what I have with you and Kelsey—joy.”
Emily ran her hand down his thigh, “Flattery will get you everywhere.”
“I certainly hope so.”
Emily rolled a little ways toward him, the foam holding her back a little. “You lovely, honorable man. I am so glad we waited and so glad we found one another.” She kissed him gently on the corner of his mouth and then rolled back to jot “joy” into the crossword's three empty boxes at 7-across. “That fits with 9-down's word for umber as “yellow.”
Enos looked forward to sharing the morning paper's puzzle every night with this pragmatic, capable woman he had been so fortunate to meet. She had come along just in time to assume responsibility for her identical twin sister Emma's daughter, Kelsey, and their estate after the Firebug had murdered Emma for figuring out his identity (see book two Firebug). Enos had begun to fall for Emma, only to be emotionally devastated by her death. The murder certainly didn't help his PTSD nightmares, compliments of the first Gulf War. Emily quickly made a judgment, based partly on Kelsey's worship of him as a father figure, with whom she wanted to replace her dead daddy airline pilot she'd lost five years before. Emily was also impressed with Enos’ daughter, Samantha, who had turned out to be a bright and loving young lady who was just starting out in a TV commentator career. Other than the PTSD episodes, an absolute terror of committing to a meaningful relationship, and the fact that he didn't share her Mormon religion, Enos was a perfect potential husband. He'd come a long way. His nightmares were fewer; he was firmly committed to her and Kelsey; and she was slowly bringing him around to understanding her spiritual perspectives.
They enjoyed the mutual teamwork and mental challenge, and Enos considered it one way to teach Emily to improve an analytical mind for her new role in his and Isaac's private investigation company. In fact, she's the one who came up with its new name, knowing their military fondness for acronyms—INCIDA or the Intelligence and Criminal Investigation Detective Agency. Enos had served a career as an Army officer in Military Intelligence and Isaac was a retired Sergeant First Class Criminal Investigation Detective. Lately, Enos and she had solved a murder case (see Book 3 Border Wars) involving a murdered Army officer from India and a wrongfully accused Pakistani Army officer, who had been his neighbor and Command and General Staff College (CGSC) classmate. At the same time, Isaac took down an outlaw biker gang’s meth operation for the KBI and FBI by going undercover, which had scared the hell out of Brenda.
Sam and Tom and Enos and Emily decided to make it a double wedding until Isaac learned Brenda was going to have his child. With all five other participants, he didn't stand a chance when it was recommended they make it a triple ceremony. Isaac loved Brenda and he understood the slogan, “Cooperate to graduate.” Actually, he was rather relieved to have a good excuse to ask her, since he'd been afraid of being rejected. As Maude Brown-Green would say, “All men are idgits!”
Kelsey quietly knocked on the open door to announce herself and came in. “I'm tired. Can we have family prayers?”
Enos still wasn't totally comfortable with the spiritual world, so he always held back while Emily and Kelsey got down on their knees and each said a heartfelt prayer in turn. Kelsey was second this night. She spoke earnestly with her arms folded and her eyes squeezed shut, “Dear Heavenly Father, thank thee for our new daddy. Please help him to learn and grow in the Gospel so we can all be together in the Celestial Kingdom when we die. I ask this in the name of Jesus Christ, Amen.”
Emily echoed the amen, and they both got up to kiss Enos goodnight. Kelsey had made a complete emotional transference, as witnessed when she said, “Good night Daddy. Good night Mommy.”
After Kelsey had shut the door and gone to her room, which had once been Sam's, Enos asked, “Do you think that's healthy for her to call us Mommy and Daddy?”
Emily paused a moment to consider, as she often did when approached with potentially weighty matters. “I think so, yes. After all, she had her real daddy taken from her when she was five. Then Emma was taken when she was ten. I think she has accepted the concept of, 'The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh away.' I, who look like her mother, and you, the father of her step-sister Samantha, whom she adores, pretty much look like Heavenly gifts to her—the Lord's giving back in spades.
“OK, that makes sense. She just blows my mind with her maturity and comfort with all this.”
“She is her mother's daughter. Emma really focused on the spiritual side after her husband lost his life in that senseless airliner crash. If only the First Officer hadn't been drunk.”
“I guess you're right, but this is all strange territory for me.”
“I know, Enos. Only you can develop a testimony of the divinity of our Heavenly Father and his Son, Jesus Christ and the sacrifice he made for us with his atonement. Kelsey has done that, despite her young age. When you're ready to take a few steps in that direction, I'll be there, along with a lot of other good people, to help you take baby steps until you're running and leaping on your own. I understand the importance of readiness. After all, although Emma was always the 'good' twin, I kicked against the pricks all my early life. All I had to show for it was a bunch of thorns and briars to remind me of how silly I'd been. I always had to learn everything the hard way. That's why I now consider myself the 'sadder but wiser' twin. I lost a lot of developmental time rebelling and experimenting, but I now totally understand the importance of living a good spiritual life. You will, too, once you find yourself ready. No one is going to force you. You're going to want to do it because you'll finally realize it's the right thing to do. As honorable as you are, I don't expect that will be too long a wait.”
“You're usually right about these things. I certainly appreciate your patience.” Enos leaned over to turn out the light and turned back to cuddle Emily's sweet body into his embrace as they both sought solace in each other's warmth.
***
Early the next morning, the whole family, including the dogs, went for a speed walk up and down the hills of 20th Street. Enos insisted they adopt the hip-swiveling, skate-like gait that provided plenty of aerobic exercise while decreasing the amount of stress on their knees and ankles they would have experienced had they been jogging or running. Kelsey giggled a lot whenever she fell back behind the adults—she couldn't get over the funny hip action. Sheba and Sampson, on their retractable leashes, ran out and back sedately, although they were fully capable of running the humans into the ground.
On return to the driveway up to their odd, blue-colored triple-dome house, Kelsey gave the newspaper to Sheba to carry, as was her right as the alpha female. Although the Rhodesian Ridgeback hound was his mother, she could still run Sampson ragged. She was a hound, bred to protect Boer homesteads and hunt African lions in packs, and could run all day. Sampson came from a Yellow Lab father, Ike, Maude Brown-Green's retriever. She also owned Sampson's sister litter-mate, whom they felt compelled to name Mamie. As on a farm, the feeding and watering of the animals came next, before taking care of themselves.
After hitting the showers and getting dressed for the day, they all pitched in to produce breakfast and ate with the usual banter and teasing back and forth, with Kelsey giving as good as she got. They shared in the cleanup as well. While Kelsey went to watch a nature show on local TV, Enos and Emily went into the family room to read and trade newspaper sections back and forth. Enos looked up from the local Kansas City section, “Another one went missing.”
“Huh?”
“Another prostitute went missing last night. Her friends reported it to the cops as soon as she didn't show up at her usual corner.”
“Any luck finding her?”
“Nope, she disappeared into thin air. No one saw anything.”
“Isn't that the way it always is?”
“Not any more. The street people hang together. Think of it as a homeless neighborhood watch. They are talking to the police on a regular basis because so many of the ladies have turned up missing. Yet, it's strange there's been no witnesses or sightings. If someone is murdering the ladies, they're sure covering it up well.”
“I wonder if there is any way we could assist on a contract basis?”
“That's my girl! Never miss a business opportunity. You, my sweet, are definitely a glass half full personality type. Where others see tragedy, you see opportunity. No wonder INCIDA is growing so fast.”
Emily dimpled, “Somebody has to make sure we have enough business to provide a living to our burgeoning staff.”
“Yep, and you're really good at it, Emily. Hiring you and Brenda was the smartest thing Isaac and I ever did.”
“That's because we're idgit-proof.”
“Huh?”
“Never mind. So, what do you think has been happening?”
“So many have disappeared in the past two months, ten now I believe, I've got to think someone is killing them and hiding the bodies.”
“There you go. Hidden bodies have got to stink. I think Sampson is almost ready for his debut.”
“Yes, I think you're right. Give Kelsey another couple of weeks of training him, and he should be ready.”
“I'm just glad it's Kelsey doing the training and not you. You'd never be able to deal with the smell.”
“You're right there. If I had to smell the dead cadaver smell all the time, I'd never be able to function.”
“Well, it'll be worth all Kelsey's work to have a trained cadaver tracking dog, with the murder rate the way it is down in the city.”
“Hey, it's almost as bad in the rural county and even in town here. I've never seen anything like it.”
Suddenly, the phone rang.
Chapter 3
Training
Enos went to the office and picked up the phone. “Hey Isaac, what’s happening?”
“Potential business, I believe—lots of unsolved prostitute disappearances lately.”
“Great minds and all that—Emily and I were just talking about that situation. We’re thinking it’s time to offer Sampson’s skills as a cadaver dog.”
“Oh, is his training to that point?”
“We think so. Kelsey has done a wonderful job with him. Give her another couple of weeks, and he’ll be ready.”
“How’s he performing?”
“It’s uncanny. He has a very sensitive nose and a real work ethic. It’s a joy to watch him work, and he really enjoys what he’s doing. The Lab/Ridgeback combination pairs up two pleasant working breeds that identify closely with humans. I’m so glad Ike nailed Sheba last year. I couldn’t have planned it any better.”
“So, I guess I should use my KBI and FBI contacts to good effect. With the same MO cropping up on both sides of the state line, it won’t be long before the FBI becomes officially involved. I’ll let them know we’re standing by if they need us. How does Kelsey like dog training?”
“Isaac, you know how eager to please she is. I think she personally identifies with Sampson. They have a strong bond. She takes instruction well. I’ve started teaching her the games I invented for Samantha back in the day.”
“Ah, the ones that program good reactions?”
‘Right, I’ve been using the crash drill with her and Emily.”
“The one where they have to compete for the best time?”
“Yep, we’ll be driving down the street, and I’ll randomly yell out ‘Crash!’ Then we see who was able to bend forward below the window line and grab their legs in a braced position. She’s really proud; she always beats Emily.”
“Is Emily taking it seriously?”
“Yes, you know what a jock she is, but still Kelsey beats her into position. I hope we never have to use it, but if we do, their reactions will be automatic. We’re also playing the Red Light game.”
“You mean your variation on hide and seek?”
“Yes, whenever Emily, Kelsey, or I yell ‘Red Light!’ everyone immediately goes to their pre-selected hiding places at home, in case bad guys attempt to enter the house.”
“Anything else?”
“Emily has this thing called ‘Family Home Evening.’ They do a bunch of praying and singing, and then they play a game or have a fun activity, followed by a yummy snack. Last week, I supplied the activity. We made a letter bomb.”
“WHAT?”
“No, not a real one—a training aid. I took play clay and rolled it out in a thin sheet, like I would with C-4 or Semtex plastic explosives. I eased that into a large envelope which I had sloppily addressed. I put in a couple lengths of wire and the plastic lid from a film canister to represent a firing device. Then I sealed the envelope and used a little oil to splotch the envelope just like when plastic explosives sweat oil. Now Kelsey and Emily know what not to touch and to come tell me about it.”
“Very smart, mon colonel You’re bad-guy proofing them without scaring them half to death. I like it. In fact, I’m going to start doing the same with Brenda.”
“Speaking of which, how’s little Isaac coming along?”
“Well, it’s definitely an it. Haven’t been able to see the sex, but Brenda’s passed the sonogram and the amniosyntithis test with flying colors.”
“Wonderful, Isaac. I guess you still had a few good shots left in you.”
“Watch it, Enos, or I’ll make fun of you when Emily gets knocked up.”
“Ouch, let’s not go into that possibility just yet. I’m still trying to get used to living with an instant family, much less dealing with squalling babies at my age.”
They traded insults back and forth a few more times and then hung up. Emily ghosted around the corner into the office. “Instant family…squalling babies, huh?” Emily stuck her tongue out at Enos and grabbed his head to give him a noogie. He began tickling her back in self-defense, and Emily began shrieking. Kelsey and the two dogs came rushing in to play ‘Hop on Pop,’ and a writhing mass of humanity and canines spread over the office floor.
The horseplay wound down and all gave up in order to catch their breaths. Kelsey was the first to turn serious. “Daddy, when are you going to give Mommy a baby?”
Enos actually blushed and stammered until Emily came to his rescue, “Whenever Heavenly Father feels it’s time for a new little spirit to come to earth for her or his body, it will happen.”
“I am so looking forward to a little brother or sister.”
“I know, and by watching you work with Sampson, I know you will be a wonderful big sister. Just be patient. It will happen.”
“I know. That’s why I shut your door at night.”
It was Emily’s turn to blush. Enos just sat there, not daring to react to any of this interchange. Kelsey just smirked and called the dogs to her to go play outside before it got too hot. Emily shut the bedroom door.
***
Later in the evening after it began to cool off a little, Kelsey took Sampson out for a training session. Sheba was kept inside so she wouldn’t be a distraction to her pup. Sampson was nine months old, still in his adolescent time. Occasionally, he would act out, pretending to not hear or understand, but Kelsey wouldn’t let him get away with that for very long. She used his name as an attention getter and worked through basic obedience commands such as sit, down, stay, and come to bring him back into the obedience mood. If that didn’t work, she would ignore him and go back inside, coming out later when he might be ready to be more obedient.
Today, she had gone out ahead of time and created a group of search items—there was a hammer, a pot, a plastic spatula, a pair of Kelsey’s jeans, a book, a coffee can, and a glass salt shaker with the holes open to let out the scent of a rotting cadaver given off by a small piece of human flesh obtained from a cooperative funeral home. She spread these items over an area about five by ten feet.
When they came out to train, Kelsey first ran Sampson through all his obedience commands, giving appropriate encouragement for each success. Now they were ready for cadaver sniffing training. This would be the last time he would have to find only one cadaver scent. Tomorrow he would have to find two and on to even more over a wider area later on. She kept him on lead and led him over to the items. Natural curiosity encouraged him to sniff at several until he came to the salt shaker. He pawed it, barked, and sat down immediately.
“Good boy, Sampson, good boy!” She hugged him and gave him a short strip of beef jerky, which he adored. He definitely knew he had done well.
Enos watched from the house with an approving eye. He didn’t dare get close enough to catch a whiff of the cadaver bait. When his Military Intelligence Battalion crossed over into Iraq during the first Gulf War, they came upon large enemy units that had been bombed and shelled unmercifully for the two weeks prior. Their command and control and logistics chains had been severed. In addition to starving and thirsty Iraqi soldiers, there were also dead and wounded ones lying about the area from the two weeks of battlefield preparation fires. The stench and amount of human suffering was horrific. The enemy soldiers didn’t want to fight; they wanted to surrender and be saved.
It was this set of conditions that eventually got to Enos, creating his post traumatic shock that resulted in him freezing and going into a fugue or mental state that blocked out everything else while he focused on bad memories. The smell of death could also affect his sleep at night with terrible nightmares. This had gotten better since his marriage to Emily a month before; however, it wasn’t totally cured.
Before Kelsey came in from the training session, she sealed the cadaver bait into a plastic bag. It would be placed in the refrigerator until it was needed again the next day. The training schedule over the next two weeks would make finding the bait more and more challenging. First would come the use of multiple baits. Then would come spreading them over a wider area, and finally hiding them under sheet rock and plywood and in a pile of rocks to replicate realistic field conditions.
Unlike a rescue dog, Sampson would be looking for dead bodies for which rescue would be too late. Cadaver dogs were useful for searching out murder victims and natural catastrophe victims whose bodies had begun to decompose. One of the lessons learned from 9/11 was for these dogs to wear tough protective booties over their feet to keep them getting cut by broken glass and jagged metal such as torn siding or nails and wooden splinters. Kelsey had worked with Emily to design and make strong leather foot coverings. Next week, she would add their use for Sampson to become accustomed to. He’d be ready in two weeks for the real deal.
Chapter 4
Forewarnings
Isaac hung up the phone and turned to Brenda, who shook her head and smiled. “Maude’s right; you men are such idgits. You’ll love your child, and you know it.”
Isaac looked sheepish; an expression he was using more and more lately. “You’re right, Sweetie. It’s just so hard for me to consider fatherhood after a life of bachelorhood. I’m scared I’m going to do something wrong or….”
Brenda came over beside him and hugged his head against her ever growing stomach. There, there, Sweetie. You’re going to do just fine as a father. You’re a kind, gentle man, when you need to be and a wildcat when you don’t. I can’t wait to see you changing his diapers.”
“Yeah, I can’t wait for that,” he said sarcastically. He paused, “Enos and Emily read the same article we did in the Star. All these missing prostitutes may mean more business for us.”
“That’s good. Isaac, I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you guys giving me an office job. It’s something I always wanted to do, but everyone thought I was too stupid. I mean…who would want some tattooed biker babe running an office?”
We do! You’re a very fast learner, and you really pay attention to details and routine. You’re getting the office organized for a change.”
“Yeah, but I’m not smart like Emily. My God, her mind goes a mile a minute.”
“You’re right, and how lucky we are to have both of you ladies. You provide a firm foundation to the office, admin wise, and yes, Emily is very bright and quick with seeing patterns and such. She’s the perfect help mate for Enos, Just as you are mine. All of us are a team. Different skills are needed for the different roles that we must play to make it a successful business. We can’t all be quarterbacks, Brenda. Did you ever see what happens to a quarterback if the center doesn’t do his job well?”
“Nooo,” Brenda said uncertainly.
“He gets creamed. All the facts, figures, and analysis in the world won’t do much for us if we don’t have someone to keep them all straight and easy to find. You’re the center, Brenda. You’re the one who gets things started every day and keeps all the solicitors and other time wasters away. The office would collapse without you.”
Brenda was beaming now, “Ya think?”
“I think, Sweetie. Now, to prove you aren’t as dumb as you think you are, what’s your take on these missing prostitutes?”
Brenda had been a biker babe and ran with a rough street crowd for a long time before she and Isaac met when he took a vacation to the West Coast. She had made more than her share of wrong choices, especially when it came to men. She was the classic woman who ran with the wolves, which is why it was so ironic she had fallen for Isaac. She thought he was much badder than he really was. He had turned out to be such a pussy cat down deep. On the other hand, his years surviving dangerous undercover assignments proved he had what it takes when it came to putting on his game face. Brenda had watched Isaac kick the asses of six bikers in a huge bar fight once and knew what he was capable of. She felt very safe with him, both from others and himself.
Her street smarts were as good as her schooling experience was meager. “Isaac, I think some very twisted dude is capturing and killing those working women. I don’t see where it could be anything else. I’ve seen guys like that back in California. Maybe a whore has done him wrong in the past in some way, so he decides all whores are bad and starts taking his feelings out on them. I’d be willing to bet that since nobody’s caught him, he’ll be doing it more and more often until he screws up in some way or an investigator gets lucky.”
Isaac’s eyebrows rose, “Damn, girl, you make sense like some FBI profiler. You’re amazing.”
Now it was Brenda’s turn to blush with pleasure. She wasn’t accustomed to getting compliments on her mind from men—only her body.
“See what I mean, Sweetie? You’ve just given me a great angle to work with the Feebs when I talk with them. Thank you!”
Isaac hugged her, and she felt like crying, she was so happy. Sniffling a little, she hugged him back. They headed for the bedroom. It was time for daddy to say hello to sonny for a few times.
Chapter 5
Forget It
It began when Maude noticed the speed of their car slowing down. She looked over at her husband, the Reverend William Green, and saw a puzzled look on his face. “What’s wrong?” The Reverend’s grimace was highlighted in the dark by the dash lights.
“Where are we?”
“About five miles north of I-70.”
“No, I mean where are we?”
“On Highway 7.”
“Oh, and where are we going?”
“Home, dearest.”
“Oh?…oh yeah.” He began to increase the car’s speed again.
“Did you forget, Bill?”
“Uh…yeah. I suddenly didn’t know where I was. I’m OK now”
But Maude wasn’t. She didn’t know what to think. In her late fifties, Bill was in his late sixties. “Are you feeling OK?”
“Yes, I just lost track of where I was. That’s easy to do when it’s dark.”
“Hmmm, has this happened before?”
“Yes, but it’s a first when you were in the car with me. Sometimes it takes me several moments to get reoriented. It’s becoming more common at night.”
“And this doesn’t concern you?”
“I have to admit; the first few times it was pretty scary. I guess I’ve come to expect it now.”
“Shouldn’t we mention this to a doctor?”
“Oh, I’m just getting old. That’s all.”
“When did all this start?”
Maybe six months ago? I don’t know for sure. It’s especially bothersome at home when I go into a room and I can’t remember why. Sometimes I have to come back out to remember what I needed. Even then, I can’t always remember.”
“I had no idea. This concerns me.”
“I’m just getting old, Maude. Ain’t no big thing.”
***
The next day, Maude was listening to Bill play piano, as she often loved to do while she worked chores around the house. There was always so much work required of her dairy and meat goat operation. Her rabbits kept her busy as well, what with the new mothers getting nervous and trying to eat their young. She focused back in on the piano when she heard some clunker notes and a soft curse from her religious husband. Maud put down the milk jar she’d been washing, dried her hands on her apron, and almost rushed into the parlor where Bill had been playing.
He sat there, rubbing his hands and grimacing with pain.
“What’s wrong, dearest?”
Bill Green shook his head, “This danged arthritis! My hands and wrists hurt so much, I can’t make my fingers grab the chords anymore like I used to do. That’s why I’m hitting so many wrong notes. Seems like the over-the-counter meds aren’t strong enough any more. I’m so tired of hurtin’.”
“That’s it, dearest. I’m calling for an appointment for you right now.”
“Now Maude, there’s nothing they can do….”
“You listen to me, you old, beautiful idgit. There are way too many things falling apart on you at the same time. I know you used to be a great Army corpsman, but I want a real doctor’s opinion.”
***
Reverend Bill Green and Maude Brown-Green sat in the small examination room. The door opened and the younger doctor bustled in. “I’ve got good news and bad news. First, you’re not dying any quicker than you normally would.”
Bill smiled at Maude, “I told you I’m just getting older.”
“The bad news is, you have early Alzheimer's and your arthritis is definitely debilitating.”
Maude spoke up, “Which means?”
“I can give him a prescription for a stronger pain med, but he’s still going to get clumsier. It’s going to get worse. On the memory side, that will be getting worse as well; however, we have some meds that will slow down the progress of the Alzheimer's and maybe even improve it.”
Maude sat there stunned, suddenly seeing years of care giving ahead for her. “Is there anything I can do to make life easier for both of us?”
Well, if you have a few thousand dollars, I would recommend a well trained helper dog—one that will pick up dropped items and go fetch things for Bill.”
Bill got tired of everyone talking like he wasn’t even there. “Helper dog? What kind of helper dog?”
“A breed that is a working breed: smart, patient, and loving. A Yellow Lab or a Golden Retriever would be good examples.”
“Could we do the training?”
“I suppose so, if you had ongoing advice from someone who knows what they’re doing around dogs. Why?”
We already own a male Yellow Lab that is about four years old. And we own a nine-month-old female that’s half Lab and half Rhodesian Ridgeback. Would either of them work?”
“Yes, either could do the job, but I would focus on the pup, since you’d get more lifetime out of her. You could find a good deal of information and even training tips on the internet.”
Maude and Bill looked at one another and smiled.
***
As soon as they came home and Maude had helped Bill into the house, she got on the internet to search for sites dedicated to service and assistance dogs. “Hey Bill, it says a good candidate for assistance dog training must be pleasant, agreeable, and malleable to service and training. Does that sound like Mamie?”
“To a tee, I’d say.”
“Let me call Kelsey.”
“Why?”
“To hear what she has to say about dog training.”
Maude’s call to the Hobsons went from Emily to Kelsey. Emily went into the kitchen for a drink of water. When she came back to the dining room, Kelsey was just hanging up, “…I’ll be right over, Mrs. Green.” Kelsey carefully set the phone receiver back in its cradle and began to jump up and down. “YES! YES! YES! Mrs. Green wants to ‘consult with me’ about training Mamie to be an assistance dog for Reverend Green. That is so cool!”
“Assistance dog? Why on earth does Reverend Green an need assistance dog?”
“I don’t know, but I bet I will know as soon as I get over there to ‘consult’. I’ll let you know when I come home.”
“Actually, I’m rather curious. I think I’ll go with you to hear what they have to say.” And watch over your consulting while I’m there.
Aunt and niece walked across the side yard to the gate between the two properties, carefully shutting it after passing through. Maude met them at the door. “Hi Emily, hi Kelsey. Come on in and take a load off.”
The ladies, representing three generations of female astuteness, passed into the kitchen and Maude brought out a loaf of freshly baked banana nut bread. She quickly sliced it up and brought a block of creamed cheese to spread on it and fresh milk to drink. Once the social amenities were out of the way, Maude got down to business.
“We’ve just received some bad news. Bill is in the early stages of Alzheimer's.”
Both Hobson ladies’ faces became concerned, and Emily exclaimed, ”Oh no! What can we do to help?”
“I guess there’s nothing much any of us can do about that except make sure he takes the meds they prescribed to slow down its progress. The more immediate problem is his arthritis, which has gotten worse lately. Bill drops a lot of things and he has a hard time bending over to pick things up off the floor. It’s also getting more difficult for him to get around to fetch and carry things he wants and needs. That becomes a frustrating task for me. The doctor suggested we obtain a helper or assistance dog. We think maybe Mamie could be trained to do things like that. Kelsey, do you think you could help me train her and make sure I don’t do anything stupid while I’m working with her?”
“Oh yes, I would love to work with you and Mamie.”
“I’d be pleased to pay you for your time.”
At this point, Emily entered into the conversation, “Maude, Kelsey won’t need any money for her time; however, maybe she could learn some homesteading skills from you. She was just telling me the other day how she’d like to learn about herbs and how to use and store them. Perhaps something might be worked out along those lines.”
Kelsey’s eyes were getting bigger as she realized what Emily was setting up and could hardly contain her excitement. She also knew she’d better play this low key, so she didn’t let on about how excited this made her.
Maude’s eyes crinkled as she realized she’d be gaining an apprentice—someone to carry on her earth knowledge. “That would be perfectly acceptable to me. Would that suit you, Kelsey?”
Clearing her throat to pitch her voice deeper like an adult, Kelsey replied, “I would like that very much.”
And so, the flag of important self-reliance knowledge would be passed to a younger generation in the manner of time honored and proven tradition—by example and practical learning, from mistress to apprentice. Maude felt the earth move under her feet and smiled, for she understood what had just happened.
“So, Kelsey, where would we start?”
“I think with the basic obedience commands—sit, down, stay, come, heel, away, retrieve. Then, we should move on to seek, pick-it-up, go-get-it, and any other things Reverend Green would need Mamie to do. I would also suggest you get Mamie a light but strong working vest with pockets in which she could carry items he might need at hand. The vest also becomes a signal that it’s time to work. We could work with her in the mornings before it gets too hot.”
“And, you and I could work in the afternoons when I can show you the differences between cooking and medicinal herbs and how to use and store them. Would that be OK, Kelsey?” Maude had cocked an eyebrow at Emily each time she asked Kelsey’s opinion to let her know she was including the adult in the conversation. Emily smiled and nodded behind Kelsey’s back.
***
The next two weeks were busy indeed. Once basis obedience commands became locked in, Reverend Green joined the training sessions so Mamie could become accustomed to his voice when hearing the helper commands. Training sessions with Mamie became intense with three people participating. Kelsey explained and demonstrated how to teach a command. Then, Maude would teach and reinforce the training with practice and rewards. Finally, the Reverend took a turn after having watched the young and old lady closely when they worked the pup. Once training was finished, the work vest came off and all three humans played with Mamie.
There was another observer as well—one whom the humans had forgotten about. Ike watched as Mamie got more and more working and playing attention while he was essentially ignored. Soon there were indications that all was not well at Maude’s. Urine puddles began to appear inside the house. More solid gifts began to show up in awkward places, such as outside the bedroom door in the hallway where it could be easily stepped in.
Maude, who was becoming more and more exasperated because of all the unexpected clean up work said to Kelsey, “I don’t think it’s Mamie. Some of these pee puddles look like they ran down the wall before collecting on the floor. Female dogs don’t have the equipment necessary to pee that high.”
“If it’s Ike, he’s trying to tell you something. He is obviously upset. Has anything in his routine changed recently?”
“Well, we haven’t been able to pay much attention to him lately because of all the time we’re spending with Mamie.”
“That’s probably it. He’s seeking attention. If he can’t get it by being good, he’ll get it by being bad. You’ll need to spend more positive time with Ike.”
“Kelsey, You’re right. Animals can be just like children. As a teacher, I used to see the same kind of behavior from my students who felt like they needed to act out to get my attention in class. We’ll include him in the training from now on and spend more play time with him.”
“That should do the trick.”
“Now if only he’ll do the good tricks and not the bad.”
Chapter 6
Looming Retirements
In early July, Police Chief Dahlquist strolled out of the entryway into the Police Department in the Justice Center and crossed the foyer and through the door into the Sheriff’s domain. Sheriff Dye’s pleasant Administrative Assistant looked up and motioned him into the sheriff’s office. Dale knocked on the door jamb out of courtesy and warning and walked in. Dye looked up and smiled, Come on in and have a seat, Dale. Do ya need any coffee?”
Thanks, Hank, no, I’m practically floating in it already.”
“What brings you down here, Dale?”
By law, the sheriff of a county is the lead law enforcement officer in that county. Many large cities neglected to acknowledge that, but Dahlquist and Dye had come to a good working accommodation and were respective of each other’s role and territory. They had become friends as well as colleagues.
“Hank, I’ve decided to hang it up. I’ve enjoyed as much as I can. It’s time to retire.”
“Really?” Dye began to snicker and then laugh out loud.
“It isn’t that funny, Hank.”
Dye withdrew his handkerchief from out of his pocket to wipe his eyes. “I’m sorry, Dale, it’s just that you saved me a walk to your place with the same message about myself by about ten minutes.”
With that, Chief Dahlquist began laughing, which kicked off another round of laughter from Dye. Soon they were howling. Out in the entreroom, Detective Fred Sheets had also invaded county territory to hit on Dye’s Administrative Assistant. They heard the hilarity and both crept to the door into Dye’s office and listened in.
The two men finally quieted down, and Hank spoke first, “Dale, I know just how you feel. We’re not getting any younger, and we’re both maxed out for our retirement annuities. It’s definitely time.”
It had taken Hank Dye more than a year to recover from the wounds he had received in Viet Nam as a young Marine grunt. He had joined the Sheriff’s Department shortly after that, capitalizing on his disabled vet status to get the necessary points for consideration, despite not having any college education. He had obtained those later the hard way by taking classes during his off-shift time. After making it through the challenging police academy out in Hutchison, Kansas, he began working his way up the Deputy ranks. Finally, after serving under a very corrupt, political grandstanding sheriff for several years, he took a significant risk and resigned to run for the office. Ironically, in the Primaries, a retired Military Police Lieutenant Colonel beat out the corrupt sheriff and Hank ran unopposed in his party. He won quite handily against the retired military cop in the main election that fall. He was welcomed back with applause and began to weed out the dead wood. In short order, he had a well-run, totally honest department. After thirty-five years, it was time to hang up his spurs.
Dale Dahlquist had risen through the ranks in a different manner. He had transferred from department to department in other communities every time he sought greater responsibilities. This had exposed him to many different ways of law enforcement. Of the two, he was more scientific and more management oriented, while Hank depended more on the ‘good old boy’ network. Dale had been hired by the town to clean up a corrupt Police Department, which he had quickly done. Both men had been highly effective lawmen in their respective approaches.
“So Dale, have you given any thought to whom you’ll recommend as your replacement?”
At this, Fred Sheets moved his ear to the door as closely as he dared.
“I’ve been giving it a lot of thought lately and haven’t made up my mind whether I should recommend one of my own or an outsider like I had been. Do you have anyone in mind?”
Sheets sighed in frustration and continued to listen in on the conversation
“Yes, and like you, I’m going outside my department.”
Sheets strained to hear.
“I’m going to try to talk Isaac Curtis into running for Sheriff.”
Sheets, who didn’t care much for Isaac or Enos, seeing them as interlopers, started with incredulity.
“Excellent choice, Hank! He has a wealth of undercover experience, personally knows all the biker crowd around here and has a mean motor scooter reputation among them. Plus, he has the military, KBI, and FBI contacts to make him invaluable. I’ll back him wholeheartedly and will pass the word amongst the city hierarchy as soon as you give me the word.”
“Super! When and how are you going to announce?”
“I’m not sure,” then Dahlquist got a devilish look on his face. “Why don’t we hold a joint press conference and announce our retirements together?”
Dye matched Dale’s grin, “Ohhh, that would really jab a stick in the Leavenworth political hornets’ nest. Let’s.”
Sheets moved away from the door, placing a finger on the assistant’s lips, and quietly exiting the outer office. Periodic chuckles and guffaws could still be heard for a while from Dye’s office. Sheets left buoyed by hope and dreams of power and higher salary levels.
Dahlquist left shortly thereafter and walked back to his office. Elly, his Administrative Assistant was quite different from Sheriff Dye's. Her voice was a grating growl from the cigarettes and whiskey she was accustomed to using in large portions. An older woman, she had the language of a seaman and used it freely. She protected Dahlquist like a Rotweiler dog protected German cattle drovers coming home from market with their money wrapped in red kerchiefs tied around their necks. Nobody messed with Elly, except for Isaac Curtis, who pulled her chain unmercifully. She gave as good as she got and loved him for it. She often thought of him as the only man with real balls who ever came to visit. It was too bad he'd gone and gotten himself married, although the word on the street was his wife was no one to mess with, and Elly expected nothing less out of Isaac. They were two of a kind, as far as she was concerned.
Dahlquist paused at Elly's desk. Rather than ask for messages, he said something totally out of left field. “Elly, what would you think of Isaac Curtis running for Sheriff this year?”
“Is Dye stepping down?”
“Yeah.”
“Then that would be a very good thing for Leavenworth County if he won. He's rougher around the edges than Hank, but with all the drugs getting made and sold out of here, he'd be exactly what's needed right now.”
“I thought you'd might say that. Good minds think alike. It's Hank's idea.”
“So Isaac doesn't know anything about this yet?”
“Nope.”
Elly began to snicker and then produced a series of hacking coughs until she finally got her breath back. Dahlquist smiled, “I thought that might be your reaction. Don't you dare say a word to him. Let Hank spring it on him.”
“God, I wish I could see his face when Hank asks him. He'll be 50% horrified and 50% greedy for the opportunity to do everything his way for once. Oh to be a fly on that wall.”
A few minutes after the Chief went into his office, Fred Sheets slinked in. “What chu need, Detective Sheets?”
Elly always made Fred feel uncomfortable. “Uh...have you heard the Chief's getting ready to retire?”
Elly wasn't totally shocked. She'd been expecting it for some time. “No, and you haven't either, if ya know what's good for ya.”
“I have it on the best of authority that he is. Who do you think he'll recommend as his successor?”
“If he is, I don't know, and I certainly wouldn't say. I have no idea who he'd ask to replace him.”
“I'm thinkin' it might be me, seein' that I'm his senior detective and all.”
Elly couldn't hold it in, “You?” She commenced to snark through her nose and then to cough her lungs out. Sheets stood there, watching her in dismay. “Uh...you OK there, Elly?”
She finally got her breath back. “Go away, Detective Sheets, before ya throw me into a conniption fit.” She shooed him away with her hands. Sheets backed out of her office thinking, Does that mean she doesn't think so? Surely not!
Elly shook her head as the little redneck backed out, Lord, what a picture that brings to mind. He's lucky the Chief hasn't put a contract out on him with the bikers. They'd never fulfill it, since the man is so incredibly stupid. Why wish for smart enemies?
That is an interesting rumor though, especially after hearing about Sheriff Dye. I wonder who Chief Dahlquist would recommend? Now that makes for some interesting speculation.
Just then the Chief called on the intercom, “Elly, touch base with the Sheriff's office to set up an important joint press conference.”
“Yes sir.” Joint press conference? What on earth for? Wait a minute! No, they wouldn't really do that...retire at the same time? Oh God, yes they would. What a way to thumb their noses at the system and nothing can be done about it. The County and the city Commissioners will be going absolutely nuts. Go for it, Chief! She commenced belly laughing, which through her into a paroxysm of coughing. Now, if I can live long enough to see the new regime into power.
What no one but she knew, Elly was dying of lung and esophageal cancer. She'd turned down chemo and radiation, knowing she was dead anyway. Why make herself any more miserable during her last days? No, she would continue to self-medicate with the whiskey to see her through each day. Now she was supplementing with pain meds in the evening and at night. The days she gutted through with just enough sneaked nips to carry her along till she got safely home and off the streets.
The Chief suspected, but was too much a gentleman to let on. He knew her so well. As long as the work got done and she was happy, he was happy for her. Dahlquist had watched his mother go through mastectomies twice, radiation, chemo therapy, gut wrenching nausea, the indignity of hair loss, and constant, deep, severe pain. If Elly wanted it this way, he'd damn well accommodate her. He wouldn't wish what his mother went through on anybody, especially on this tough, loyal gate keeper who protected his domain with her dying breath—literally.
There had been way too many cigarettes (which she still smoked almost incessantly) coupled with severe acid reflux brought on by an almost constant supply of black coffee of battery acid strength, which had gone unmedicated for years. She used to joke about how she'd never get cancer, because no cancer cell could possibly live in the poisonous environment of her body. She looked at it as her own version of preventative chemo therapy. Evidently it hadn't worked the way she'd hoped. Elly would have gotten along just fine in the frontier days. She was made of stern stuff. She would be greatly missed when her time finally ran out. If beauty was measured by courage, Elly would be Miss Universe® material.
***
That night, Isaac and Brenda were enjoying their air conditioning and watching a movie when a knock came at the door. Ever since Isaac’s two Chow guard dogs had been killed by a biker, folks had been able to come up to his door. Before, they would have had to call from the gate.
Isaac got up and crossed to the door, looking through its spy hole. He then quickly opened it to Sheriff Dye. “Hank! What brings you out in this heat and humidity?”
“You are, Isaac. Do ya have time to talk for a while?”
“Sure, come on in.”
Brenda turned off the movie and scurried to the kitchen to get cold beers. Isaac offered an easy chair across from the sofa when he and Brenda had been cuddling. She brought in three cold, sweaty bottles of beer and passed them around. Once all had opened and sipped their drinks, Isaac asked, “What’s up, Hank?”
“Hopefully, you are, Isaac.”
Isaac got a quizzical look on his face.
“Isaac, I’m retiring and so is Chief Dahlquist.”
“No shit? Congratulations, but what does that have to do with me?”
“I’m recommending to my local political party that they draft you to run as my replacement. The primary election is only a month away, but you’ll be running unopposed for that one. The tough one will be this fall when you’ll probably be up against my number two guy in the department.”
Isaac picked up his lower jaw from off the floor. “Whoa, whoa! Dag nab it, what are you smoking, Hank?” Brenda just sat on the sofa looking stunned.
“I’m dead serious, Isaac. The department needs new blood. There’s too much complacency. Those bikers should never have been able to build such an elaborate meth setup as they did without us getting wind of it. My folks were not paying attention to their territory closely enough. They need you to do some major ass kicking. I’m getting too old to want to bother.”
“But Hank, me?…SHERIFF?”
“You’re the man, Isaac. You’ve got extensive military MP experience for a military town. You’ve got impeccable investigation experience, and you’re mature, responsible, and you know where every bad guy in the area hangs out.”
Brenda looked stricken as she finally connected all the dots. “But that would make Isaac ‘The MAN!’”
“Yes, he’d be the top lawman in the county.
“When I met Isaac, I just thought he was the nicest biker I’d ever met. I didn’t know he was the law until much later. This means I’ll have to make some major mental gear shifts. I’m so used to being fearful of the law.”
“We all have to decide to grow up sometime, Brenda.”
“I guess it would be better for little Isaac to look up to a sheriff for a daddy than a big, bad, biker dude.”
“Little Isaac?”
Brenda blushed and looked downward as she nodded.
“Then, that shines an even brighter light of importance, Isaac. A new young one is going to need security and stability. You need this career step as much as the community needs you.”
“But what about my PI company with Enos?”
“You’ll need to take a leave of absence and put your shares in a blind trust to avoid any conflict of interest, but it could end up being a very good thing for them as well. I can explain all that some other time.”
“Seriously? You think people might actually vote for me?”
“Once the party begins telling your career’s story, you can bet on it.”
“That’s exactly what you’re asking me to do—bet my life on it.”
“Isaac, you know that it sometimes takes a little risk taking to get ahead in life. You’re certainly no stranger to taking risks.”
“Yeah, but that was when I was on my own and only answerable to myself. Now I have a wife and a son or daughter on the way—a lot more responsibility.”
“OK, let’s look at the downside. What’s the worst that could happen?”
“I could lose the election.”
“OK, so there you are, a part owner of a thriving detective agency, which can only be helped by all the free publicity, and the retirement annuity for an E-7, which won’t make anyone rich but does provide some medical security. What the hell do ya have to lose?”
Brenda had quietly been following the conversation and suddenly spoke out, “He’s right, Sweetie. We’ve got nothing to lose and everything to gain.”
“How so, Brenda?”
“Here you’ve been worried about what the biker gangs might do to us. If you become Sheriff, you’ll have your own gang to protect us, and they’re on the right side of the law. I say go for it, Sweetie!”
Isaac looked up at Dye, “Now you know why I married her, other than the fantastic sex that is. OOOF! (An elbow made contact with his short ribs). She has a way of cutting to the chase. OK, you’re both right, but I swear, I never saw this comin’. I’ll run, but you’re goin’ ta have ta take me by the hand and walk me through this political minefield. I ain’t never been involved in anything like this before.”
“That’s why I’m here, brother. That’s why I’m here.”
Their conversation went late into the night, and Brenda took detailed notes the whole time.
***
The next day, Chief Dahlquist was heading to his office, reviewing in his mind what he would say in the soon to be announced press conference. Fred Sheets quickly scurried out to meet him. “Chief, Chief, wait a minute.”
“What’s on your mind, Fred?” I wonder what’s got my little redneck so excited?
“Chief, I just wanted you to know that if anything important happens in the next few days…well, you can depend on me.”
The creepy little ass kisser. “Ah…thank you very much, Detective Sheets. That certainly is a relief to hear that.”
Sheets preened like a peacock and rose to the toes of his platform shoes, “I got your back, Chief.”
Yeah, right, all the better to stab it. “Thank you, detective.”
Sheets left as quickly as he came. Dahlquist watched him as he strutted off. He knows, and I know Elly didn’t tell him. The leak’s got to be in Hank’s office. That pretty much clinches it. I’m going to recommend Detective James be promoted to Chief. She’s female, smart, black, caring, married to a Hispanic lawyer—that’s as politically correct as it gets, plus she’s the best qualified for the job. God, Sheets is going to go absolutely ballistic. Maybe he’ll even retire—I hope!
Chapter 7
Conflicts and Resolutions
Tom and Samantha Hobson-Borden were filthy. The heat of the Kansas summer day coupled with the dust from their paint scrapers combined to coat them with a layer of mud cut with rivulets of sweaty streams. After their wedding in June, they had sold Tom’s home and bought this Queen Anne mansion, which was badly in need of TLC (tender loving care). They had also discovered it was a good thing that Samantha was now a talking head for the Fox TV channel in Kansas City. Her rather high starting salary was definitely needed to buy the materials needed to restore the gracious old manse over looking the Missouri River from South Esplanade Street..
During the spring before the June triple wedding, they had taken a short course on old home preservation sponsored by the Leavenworth Preservation Society, who had brought in a nationally known consultant to teach the week-long program. They had learned the importance of restoring the original structure as opposed to replacing it. During the last weekend, several neighbors and fellow preservationists had come over to help tear off a lot of unsightly vinyl siding from off the outside. This exposed some beautiful old lap siding badly in need of a new paint job; therefore, the use of the paint scrapers. The work was hot and difficult, so Tom and Samantha took hourly beer breaks, and it was time for another one.
Samantha wiped futilely at her face, “Eine kleine Pause, bitte.”
“Huh? You forget, I never served in Germany.”
“Let’s take a break, please.”
“I’ll drink to that.”
They laid their scrapers down, pulled off their work gloves, and walked in the back door to the mud room off the kitchen. Both doused themselves with cold water from the utility sink to wash off the dirt and sweat and toweled off. They then walked into their kitchen, grabbed a couple of beers from the refrigerator, and sat down at the table to sip and cool off in the air conditioning.
“Hard work, Sam.”
“You said it, Babe. And to think, we still have to sand it all once it’s scraped.”
“That’s going to have to wait for next weekend, what with your schedule and all. We’ll be lucky to finish this scraping this weekend.”
“I had no idea how hard this was going to be.”
“The parties thrown by the society sucked us in. Those homes are so nice looking. I never dreamed it would take so much work and so much money to fix up our own. I swear some of those period plumbing fixtures must be made out of pure gold, the prices they sell for.”
“It’s a good thing the TV station thinks so highly of you, otherwise we’d never be able to afford all this.”
Sam considered his statement for a moment. Tom keeps bringing up references to my salary lately. Is he jealous of my career? “We’re all in this together, honey. Remember, it’s our money, not yours or mine.”
Tom looked a little sheepish, “I’m sorry, Sam, I guess you’re right. That just slipped out, and I have no right or reason to be critical of how much you make. You have every right to a career, just as I have. It’s just that….”
Samantha gently stroked Tom’s face on the unscarred side so he would feel it. “Just what, Tom?”
“Your job requires such weird hours for your work schedule. As soon as the sun goes down and even before, you’re sound a sleep. Then you’re up in the early morning hours. We had more time for intimacy before we were married.”
“Of course you’re right; however, you’re always getting called out at all hours of the day or night to investigate fires, so I never know if you’ll be home when I leave for Kansas City in the early morning hours or when I return in the early afternoon. Availability has become a problem for us, hasn’t it.?”
“To make matters worse, we took on this monster of a never ending project that takes up all our evenings and weekends. I admit it; we probably goofed when we bought this house.”
“And yet, there aren’t many of these left. If we had waited, we may never have had another opportunity to restore an old mansion.”
“Damned if we did—damned if we didn’t.”
“My Dad would call this being stuck on the horns of a dilemma.”
“Speaking of Enos, we haven’t heard much from them lately.”
“They’re just as busy trying to make a new, instant family work. Despite the love those two ladies give him, he still could face a relapse if he gets too stressed. Daddy has had to make some major adjustments in his routine. When you add the growth of his and Isaac’s PI business, I think you’ll find they’re as busy as we are.”
“No one could be that busy, but we’ll work through this somehow.”
“Thank you, Babe, I know I ask an awful lot from you in the patience and understanding departments.”
“As do I. I love you, Sam.”
“And I love you, Babe, but as much as I’d like to take you upstairs right now, I guess we’d better get back out there with the scrapers. We’ve only got a few hours of light left.”
As they got up from the table, Tom pulled her to him and kissed her soundly enough so that their priorities changed to a trip upstairs after all.
***
Enos and Emily happened to be passing by their room used as an office when the phone rang. Enos glanced at the caller ID, “Uh oh!”
“Uh Oh?”
“Sheila.”
He answered the call on speaker phone, thereby including Emily, his new wife, on the call from Sheila, his ex-wife. Her grating voice came across in answer to his hello, “Enos? I simply have to have more money from you.”
That was Sheila—no preliminaries, strike straight for the jugular.
“Now that Samantha is married to that hideous fireman, there’s no more child support. I simply can’t afford to live without it.”
“Which tells me the child support wasn’t being used to support our daughter.”
“That’s untrue and immaterial, Enos. I need more money right away.”
“For what?”
“My dear Calvin needs a new set of tires for his sports car, and….”
“And you want me to support your latest boy friend’s indulgences? I have a family to support now, Sheila. Get a job if you want more money.”
“You call that skinny dyke of a jock and her cutesy little niece a family? Hah!”
They don’t deserve any of your money, Enos, not like I do from all the years of sacrifice I made trying to further your career, which you threw away like the coward that you are.”
Emily had heard enough. “You listen to me, the skinny jock. From now on, if you want any contact with this family, it’ll be through me and not Enos, who is way too nice. I won’t put up with your mealy mouthed bullshit like he has. First, don’t you ever insult any of us again, or I will sever all communications with us from you. Second, legally, you’re getting half his pension and that’s all you will ever get from now on. You or your mother might be hospitalized with cancer and going bankrupt with medical bills, and you still won’t get any more out of him than you already are. As far as your expectations for him supporting your love life and whatever partner who is foolish enough to link up with a piranha like you, forget it! I now consider this communication at an end!”
Emily disconnected and Enos stood back and began to chuckle. Emily crossed her arms and said, “What?”
“I think I married a pit bull. I love it when you talk like that to her!”
Emily uncrossed her arms and threw them around his neck, drawing Enos in to her. “That’s because you’re way too honorable for your own good, when it comes to her. I can’t imagine what it was like to have been married to the witch for as long as you were. But, you’re way too nice to treat her like she deserves. That’s why I’ll take her on from now on. She has no valid reason to ever contact us again. If we have to, we’ll take out a restraining order. Thank goodness for Caller ID.”
Emily gently kissed Enos on the corner of his mouth. He kissed back more fully and they quietly went to their bedroom to take a “nap.” Sheila was forgotten for a while.
Chapter 8
Serial Thoughts
The large shiny black pickup passed by the prostitute’s street corner again. It had darkly tinted windows, so she couldn’t see who or how many were in the cab. The evening was hot and muggy, although not as much as it had been earlier in the day. The young lady wore the barest minimum she could get away with, and still sweat streamed down her bare limbs. She was still in her teens yet had a street-wise air about her. She knew the tricks and pitfalls of her trade. After the truck had passed by a third time, she made a decision and waved. The truck slowed; the passenger window slid down into the door; and the driver leaned toward her. He was white and handsome, with a nice smile. The truck cab’s interior looked large, cool, and inviting.
***
Hmm, cute, young, and friendly. Too bad that under that, she is just like all whores: deceptive and diseased. She’ll do nicely.
He leaned forward and smiled with encouragement. She walked to the curb, up to his lowered window. “Hey there, big boy.”
“Ma’am, kinda hot out there tonight.”
“Oh, I like it hot, if you know what I mean?”
“Oh, I think I do. Do ya want to cool off before you make everything hot?”
The girl looked around in case she saw any of the vice cops, most of whom she knew well. The coast seemed clear. “Sure, why not?” She opened the door, and as she did, its window rose up. She closed the door firmly and bounced on the big bench seat a couple of times before she grinned at the driver and said, “Seems springy enough.” He grinned back at her and pulled away from the curb and turned the corner.
“Let’s find a little privacy so we can get to know one another better.” The man was also being careful as to what was being said in case the girl was part of a vice sting operation. He pulled into a dark alley and parked the truck. “How about a little kiss to get to know you a little better?”
She smiled and replied, “Oh, I think we could manage that.” She turned her back to him and lay back across his lap to better facilitate such a kiss. She reached up and pulled his head down to her lips. The John’s hands went under her sun suit’s top to caress and stroke her, checking to see if she wore a police wire. That gave her an assurance that he knew the score and was being careful. A Vice Squad cop would not generally do that because she might reply with the same and detect a wire on him. Her strokings made certain of this as well. Now they were both sure the other wasn’t part of a police trap. The conversation could turn to the business at hand.
“How much?”
“Fifty for a BJ and $100 for a ‘Ride’m Cowboy.”
“I’d certainly like to buck your bronco. Ya know, I’ve got a nice foam mattress in the back that might be a whole lot more comfortable than a truck seat. I know a real private park not far from here. How’s that sound?”
“Better and better, let’s go cowboy.”
He drove through the alley to a side street that led to a neighborhood park. When they got there, he pulled up onto the grass and parked under a large willow tree that blocked vision completely from the street. They both got out and met in the back by the tailgate. She coyly said, “You need to show me the color of your money now.”
“While I’m diggin’ that out, let me show you my accommodations.”
He dropped the tailgate and she turned to look inside. His right hand came across his body to a ready position and unleashed what many would call a karate chop, but martial art followers would call a “spade hand.” The bottom edge of his right hand swung horizontally into where the girl’s head joined her neck right below the occipital area. The blow stunned and paralyzed her, so he guided her collapse onto the tailgate with her head hanging backwards and down, exposing her throat area.
This time, the spade hand’s extended, rigid fingers and palm edge traveled downward to crush her Adam’s apple. She never came to, to realize she was choking to death, not that it would have helped her any.
He thought as he considered her warm but cooling body, What a shame she had to be a whore—one of the diseased ones. At least I’m doing mankind a favor. She’ll never spread her filth again.
He was just about to prepare the body for disposal, when he heard youthful voices coming closer. He quickly threw the body over his shoulder and dumped it in some bushes behind the tree. With no time to raise his tailgate, he rushed to the driver’s side, got in, eased the door closed, started the engine, and drove away over the grass till he could safely enter the street to speed away.
The teenagers, looking for a place to drink their stolen beer and make out a little, noted the truck’s departure without seeing the driver clearly or noting a license plate (which had been covered by the tailgate).
One of the teens spoke, “Whut’sup wid dat?”
His answer came from a young girl who would be selling it on the streets within the year to afford a newfound meth habit. “Prob’ly interrupted some rich boy’s fun wid’out da sun. Ain’t our worry.”
That’s where it would have stayed had the murdered prostitute not had some friends.
***
The house located across the street and up the steep hill was in excellent position for line of sight observation of Isaac and Brenda’s home. The hill was high enough so the observer could see over the roof of the small house directly across the street from Isaac’s. Although the front yard gate, the front door, and the front windows could easily be seen, the angle was too steep to look directly in. The motorcycle gang, Big’un’s Bunch, had rented the hilltop cottage for the express purpose of keeping tabs on Isaac and Brenda. The gang’s name, carried over from its newly dead founder, Big’un, was kept in memoriam. Just as the gang continued his name, they kept their grudge going against Isaac for having brought Big’un’s meth operation down for the KBI. (See Book Number 3: Border Wars).
They kept a 24/7 watch on Isaac’s place, trying to determine any predictable routine they could take advantage of in an ambush scenario. They weren’t seriously pushed to do anything yet, since they were short-handed and they believed Isaac wasn’t going anywhere. It was more important that they take care of their day to day business of running and pushing whatever drugs they could get their hands on. Someday, however, when Isaac was least expecting it, they hoped to hit him with a little surprise.
Jimbo, younger brother of Sonny, who had been Big’un’s right hand man and who Brenda had shot to death as he fought Isaac in Border Wars, was sleepy from taking the boring night watch. His pal, Snake, entered the cottage for his turn at the day shift.
“Hey, Jimbo, anything happening?”
“Naw, quiet as a church on Monday over there. I’m bored spitless!”
I got what cha need. Fix ya right up. I know these honeys from over at that private Catholic college. They’ll do about anything for a hit of crystal. What say I come back tonight and we party down with them?”
“Lord, Snake, that sounds tempting, but it won’t do nothin’ for avenging my brother’s death. It’d be just my luck if they distracted me at a critical time and I’d miss somethin’ important.”
Snake knew how fanatical Jimbo was about taking down Isaac and Brenda. “OK, Bro, I was just thinkin’ you might need a little distraction before you burn out.”
“Appreciate it, man, but I owe them big time for Sonny. I just don’t know which I should do—Take out Isaac to hurt that bitch Brenda, or take out Brenda and her unborn brat to hurt Isaac, or just take out everyone and call it a done deal.”
“What lights your fire the most, bro?”
“That’s just it. I don’t know. Every time I think I’ve made up my mind, some thought about the sweetness of revenge I might get by goin’ the other ways makes me stop, think, and turn undecided. Whatever it is, it’s got to be horrendous!”
“That’s a tough one, bro, Well, go to bed. I’ll keep a good watch.”
“You got it, Snake. Later.”
Jimbo closed the door to his bedroom and Snake sat down at the spotting scope trained on Isaac’s house—just another day in the neighborhood.
Chapter 9
Interesting Times
The small suite of offices on Fifth Street in Leavenworth’s downtown was in an old two-storey stone building. Brenda was involved in her receptionist role as she spoke into the phone. “That’s right, sir. We don’t take on divorce cases. We focus more on criminal activity than on domestic quarrels.…Oh, I’m so sorry. That must have been very painful for you to discover her with your best friend and…she didn’t know you saw them? And then she lied to you? That’s terrible, sir, but we really can’t help you. I suggest you contact the law offices of Smith and Watkins. They specialize in divorce and use divorce investigators from Kansas City. You may tell them we recommended you to them. We…that’s right, sir. They’re the divorce experts….We specialize in corporate security and counter-espionage, canine fire investigations, and other canine assisted tracking and security work. No, I’m sorry, we can’t let loose our hounds on your wife and friend.…no, they don’t eat humans. Just call Smith and Watkins; they’re more carnivorous than we are. Good bye, sir.”
Brenda ran her fingers through her hair in frustration and looked up to see Emily smirking at her. “What?”
Emily giggled, “Carnivorous, Brenda? Really now!”
“Yeah, he wanted Sheba to feed on adulterers. Maybe his wife has good reason to cheat on him.”
“And you’re taking her side? Say it isn’t so.”
Brenda began to look sheepish, “Yeah, well, I guess I just know what men can be capable of doing. Why’s the woman always have to catch the blame. Maybe his best pal somehow swept her off her feet. I can’t get over how vindictive he sounded.”
“Which is why we don’t do divorce work—way too many negative vibes with all the he saids and she dids.”
“You’re right, Emily. I think my real problem, other than having become this watermelon smuggler, is how much business is coming our way from all over the region. Enos and my honey are on the road a lot, and we’re kept busy here with all the paperwork they generate. We need more help, and we can afford to pay for it. Why don’t we hire somebody or bodies?”
“You make a good point. Why don’t we feed those guys a good meal and get them into bed. After that, they’ll agree to anything if we just let them go to sleep afterwards.”
Brenda snickered, “You are so devious and so right. They may not know it, but tonight’s the night. Hit them while their blood supply is concentrated in the stomach and below.”
***
Two days later, Kelsey came into breakfast, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes, and discovered a large box wrapped in pages of colorful Sunday paper comics sitting on the kitchen table at her place. It was addressed: “To Mistress Kelsey Hensen-Hobson.”
She looked at Enos, seated at the head of the table, and her aunt, who was bringing over scrambled eggs and a stack of toast. Enos smiled, “Go ahead and open it. We thought we’d make you official.”
Kelsey couldn’t stand the suspense any longer. She rushed to pick up her knife and slit open the wrappings. “What is this?” She gave up on neatness and ripped off the comic paper. The box was sealed with tape, so she used her knife again. An official-looking parchment document with an embossed foil seal at the bottom lay just inside the box, which she picked up and read out loud:
To whom it may concern,
Be it known that Kelsey Henson-Hobson is hereby certified as an official dog trainer for INCIDA. She is imbued with all the rights and privileges such a position is entitled to in the company of INCIDA.
Signed this day of 20 July, 200x by our hands.
Enos Hobson, Partner
Isaac Curtis, Partner
She looked at the page, totally stunned. Then a squeal escaped from her mouth, “This is so COOL!!! Thank you, Daddy, Thank you and thank Isaac too. I’ve got to show this to Maude right now!”
As she launched for the door, Emily cried out, “Breakfa….”
Kelsey yelled over her shoulder as she went out, “I’ll be right back.”
Emily set down the big bowl of eggs and the plate of toast with a perplexed look on her face. “She didn’t even look into the box.”
“I noticed that,” Enos said with a chuckle. Wait till she looks under the packing paper and sees her dog training uniform, combat boots, embroidered hat, and a dog training whistle. We’ll have to scrape her off the ceiling with a putty knife.”
“Do you think all this is wise?”
“Isaac and I discussed it. She really has been fulfilling a needed job slot and doing it very well, especially for an eleven-year-old. While we can’t pay her a salary directly because of the stupid child labor laws, no one says we can’t contribute to her college fund periodically.”
“But her inheritance takes care of all that.”
“OK, so we still call it a college fund and she uses it to spend some time overseas.”
“I have a better idea.”
“Oh?”
“I would much rather see any money she earns deposited in a missionary fund.”
“Huh?”
“When Kelsey is twenty-one, she’ll want to go on a mission for our church. Boys go for two years when they are nineteen, but we like our lady missionaries to be a little older. She would only be gone for eighteen months, which includes two months in language training if she is called to a foreign language speaking mission.”
“Two months? How is it possible to become proficient in a language in two months? The Army’s linguists have to go to training for one, even two years, and they’re still not very good.”
“We call it, ‘The Gift of Tongues,’ given by the Holy Spirit. Coupled to that is two months of intense, total immersion training by native speakers. Once they enter language training, no English is allowed, ever. When they enter the mission field, they hit the streets functioning as missionaries. By the end of their 18 to 24 months, they are fluent. In fact, many of them end up in military and governmental intelligence jobs as linguists.”
“Now that you mention it, I noticed we always had more Mormons represented in our units than any other faith.”
“There you go, then. The stories about the missionaries’ speed of language assimilation are awesome. I knew of one young man who was serving in the German speaking Austrian mission when the Wall came down. He was immediately reassigned to a newly formed Czech mission out of Prague. Within two weeks, he was functioning on the streets in Prague with no formal training.”
“Wow!”
“Another friend of mine went to Argentina speaking Spanish and came back speaking two different Indian languages as well.”
“OK, OK, you’ve sold me on the value of a mission.”
“Oh, it’s so much more than just learning a language, but we can get into that discussion another time. The bottom line is we will have to pay for her food, clothing, and housing during her mission. The Church pays for the plane tickets to and from the mission assignment. Right now, it’s costing about $350 a month. All families supporting a missionary are charged the same amount so getting assigned to a very high cost area like Tokyo or a low cost area in a South American jungle or slum is averaged out at Church headquarters. That’s why a mission fund is needed.”
So, Kelsey will need about $6,300?”
“As a minimum, probably closer to $7,000 with initial clothes, possibly a bicycle, and all. It’s really best if she makes an effort to earn as much of that herself, so she takes the mission as seriously as she can. I never went on a mission, and I always regretted it, but Emma went to Canada in Vancouver to a Chinese speaking mission in their China Town area. She had some wonderful experiences and then came back to marry her college sweetheart—Kelsey’s dad.”
“Wow again! It’s a small world after all. Mission fund it is, and I heartily approve as long as Kelsey does.”
“Are you kidding? You’ve heard her prayers. She’s one especially spiritual person.”
Just then Kelsey came storming back in, and Enos was right. As soon as she saw what else was in the box, they had to find the putty knife.”
***
Later that evening, Enos expressed a concern to Emily. “It sure was fun to watch how happy Kelsey was today, but I’m worried.”
“About…?”
“Kelsey is totally focused on the adults around her. She doesn’t have any friends her own age.”
“You’re right. I’ve been watching this for a while. I think she is consolidating her sense of family. Now that you and I are her parents, she’s beginning to feel much more secure. She’s just trying to make sure of her position within the family. Remember, she will be moving up to middle school later this summer. That’s only three blocks from here. She will have friends from her old grade school plus many more from other schools coming together for middle school. If she doesn’t socialize with all these kids or her church friends, then I’ll worry. In the meantime, I’m just pleased she seems so happy this summer.
Enos’ reply was interrupted by the ringing of the phone. He looked at the Caller ID and saw it was being forwarded from his office. Enos pushed the speaker phone button and answered, “Intelligence and Criminal Investigation Detective Agency, Enos Hobson speaking.”
“Colonel Hobson, my name is Carla and I’d rather not reveal my last name, if that’s OK.” Emily raised her eyebrows at that.
“How can I help you, Carla?”
“Colonel, I’ll level with you. I’m a prostitute.” Emily’s eyes got even bigger at that. “My friend, Tammy, has gone missing. We room together, and she hasn’t been home in several days. With all the missing street people this summer, I’m concerned she may have met with foul play.”
“Have you filed a ‘Missing Person Report,’ Carla?”
“Yeah, but the cops know we’re both prostitutes. They just don’t care. I need to hire a professional. I have the money. Won’t you please help me?”
At this point Emily spoke up, “Carla, we’re on speaker phone. This is Mrs. Hobson, but you can call me Emily. Of course we can help you. What do you need us to do?”
Enos sat there watching Emily take over the conversation and laughed inside. There goes Emily’s mother hen instinct. Let’s see where all this goes.
“I’ve read about Sheba in newspaper articles. If she’s as good as they say, I’m hoping she can help track down Tammy. Could you please bring her down?”
“But why a dog first? What about a human investigator first?”
“Because Tammy and I had this strong connection…”
“Had…?”
“Yes, had…I don’t feel her any more. I haven’t felt her for a week—ever since she disappeared. She’s dead…uh…Emily. I just know it. I think it’s too late for just a human investigator.”
“I see and I understand, Carla. How can we get together?”
Enos took notes as the women arranged to meet in Kansas City. Tomorrow would be a busy day.
Chapter 10
Body Found
The next morning, Enos and Emily, along with Sheba and Sampson, drove the Deaf Leopard down to the area of Kansas City near the Jazz Museum. The old Ford pickup was easy to spot and identify with its ugly camouflage paint job. As soon as they pulled up at the curb, Carla came up, introduced herself and piled into the truck next to Emily. She was dressed sensibly in jeans and a micro-brewery tee shirt. She held a jacket over her arm.
“I brought one of Tammy’s jackets for the dogs.”
“All right, now where did you want to begin looking?” It had been unusually dry for the past week. There was still a possibility for a scent to have remained.
“Let’s go over to her usual corner and start there.”
Carla directed them to a quiet corner no too far away. Enos parked the truck and all got out, including the two dogs from the back end. They were allowed to pee and then sniff around the area. Enos hooked working leashes to the two dogs and handed Sampson’s to Emily. “Let’s give them a whiff.”
He took the jacket and offered it to Sheba and Sampson. They sniffed and snorted, getting a good sense of Tammy’s body odor. “That’s it Sheba! Good boy, Sampson! Since the pup had not trained in normal tracking, they allowed him to hang back while Sheba got the scent and immediately began sniffing the concrete sidewalk in the nearby area. She alerted by woofing and sitting down to look at Enos.
“Good girl! Seek, Sheba! Seek!”
The Ridgeback ran back and forth several times and then drove forward, pulling Enos out into the street. Once there, she took on a worried look and began to whine. Just to be sure, Enos again said, “Seek,. Sheba.” She whined again and lay down by the curb.
“That’s it for now. She’s established Tammy was here and evidently walked into the street. She must have gotten into a vehicle with a john. Where could they have gone to take care of business?”
“I’m not sure. Could we drive around a little?”
They all got back in the truck and began to quarter the area back and forth, looking for a possible place someone might go for a quickie in the dark of night. Suddenly Emily noticed a park.
“Hey, how about over there?”
Getting out again, the dogs were praised and then given the jacket to sniff again. This time, Emily held Sampson’s leash as they walked across the park’s grass. Suddenly Sampson stopped and stiffened, raising his nose up to smell the air. He suddenly went on alert and began pulling at the leash. Emily followed while Enos, Sheba, and Carla hung back a little to give Sampson the freedom to follow whatever scent he had detected. It wasn’t long before Enos caught a whiff of a smell so familiar to his dreams. Then the two ladies did so as well. Emily and Sampson ducked under the hanging branches of a willow tree and Emily quickly commanded, “Sit, Sampson! Good boy!”
She heeled Sampson back from under the tree so they wouldn’t interfere with the gathering of evidence. “What was she wearing the night she disappeared?”
“A loose, red and blue sun top.”
“That’s her, then, Carla. I’m so sorry!”
Enos, gagging and holding onto his sanity as best he could while praying he wouldn’t have a full-blown PTSD attack, called in the 911. The black and whites showed up quickly followed by the unmarked detective cars and the coroner’s van. Enos, Emily, and Carla stayed around answering questions and explaining to the police the rest of the morning. Sampson and Sheba got a lot of pets and strokes once their roles were explained. The detectives became very interested in them once their training and capabilities were known.
Carla sat on the truck’s tailgate crying sadly while Sheba and Sampson sensed her anxiety and snuggled into each of her sides. They licked her and pressed their heads under her hands in an attempt to distract her. A female police sergeant spoke quietly with her, and Emily patted her on the back. A short distance away, the media were lined up to take pictures and hope for a chance at an interview.
The police woman asked a few more questions of Carla, wrote down the answers on a clipboard form.
She quietly asked Carla, “Read it, please. If it’s correct, please sign it and date it.”
While they were involved with this paperwork, the bagged body was quietly taken to the coroner’s van. Just as Enos and a detective came up, the media were allowed to approach. Suddenly a voice squealed out, “Daddy! Emily! Sheba! Sampson!”
The dogs came alive jumping off the tailgate, Carla forgotten, barking joyously and racing to meet Samantha. Her film crew immediately set up and started into work while Sam cuddled and stroked the two dogs, cooing to them in a little-girl voice. The other talking heads looked on incredulously, trying to figure out what was going on, except for a couple of old hands who remembered how Sam first made an impact last winter when she was an intern at the Public TV station. They threw up their hands and started packing their gear, knowing there was no way to compete with what was coming next..
“Daddy, may I interview you?”
“Uh…sure…I guess so.”
Sam and her crew quickly set up the shot angles and equipment. As soon as they were ready, Sam moved beside Enos. The dogs immediately sat by her feet, and she began the interview:
“This is Samantha Hobson-Borden, speaking from Greenland park, the site of a recently discovered body of a young woman reported missing several days ago. With me are retired Lieutenant Colonel Enos Hobson and his wife, Emily Hobson of INCIDA, the Intelligence and Criminal Investigation Detective Agency out of Leavenworth, Kansas. In case you’re wondering about the similarity in names, Colonel Hobson is my father. The true heroes of this successful search are sitting at my feet—Sheba and Sampson.” Sam smiled at her cameraman and pointed down. He shifted his camera toward the mother and pup. “Sheba is a Rhodesian Ridgeback hound that is specially trained as a tracker and a fire investigation dog. Colonel Hobson, can you tell us what role she played in your investigation?”
“Certainly, Samantha, Emily and I were hired to bring Sheba and Sampson to Kansas City to search for a missing roommate. We gave Sheba an item of clothing to catch the scent and she provided us enough information to direct our search in the proper direction. When we reached this park, we brought out Sheba’s pup, Sampson, who is half Labrador and has been trained by Kelsey, Samantha’s step-sister, to be a cadaver search dog. He’s the one who led us to the body.”
“How is it these dogs can smell so well?”
“Their sense of smell is two hundred times more sensitive than a human’s. That’s genetically built in.”
So, how else can Sampson be used?”
“The most common job for cadaver sniffing dogs is after large scale catastrophes where they are used to help find bodies. They are often brought in after earthquakes, hurricanes, and such. They were especially helpful after 9/11 happened. An added benefit is sometimes they may also lead us to survivors who are nearby people who were less fortunate.”
“You mentioned Kelsey as Sampson’s trainer. Mrs. Hobson, can you tell our viewers how old she is?”
Emily grinned back, “Yes, she is eleven-years-old going on thirty. She has a natural talent for working with animals and takes her hobby as an animal trainer very seriously. The animals, in turn, love her very much and respond well. Right now she is assisting a neighbor by training another of Sheba’s pups as a helper or assistance dog to help an elderly minister, who has bad arthritis.”
“She really is an amazing young lady. Your company provides excellent services for the region.”
“Colonel, what can you tell us about this tragedy today?”
“Not very much, since it is an ongoing investigation. I’m just glad we could assist a worried roommate and the Kansas City Police Department by finding the victim’s body.”
“Thanks to INCIDA, the Hobsons, and their dogs. We will follow this closely. Now, it’s back to the studio.”
By the late night news, Sam’s station had the highest ratings in the city for the day and their studio was getting swamped with calls from viewers wanting more information about INCIDA and its wonder dogs. Things began getting really interesting for the Hobsons and Curtises.
***
It had been a long day. Both Emily and Brenda had been constantly fielding telephone calls from people and communities asking for help. Just before it was time to go home to supper, Emily and Brenda confronted Enos and Isaac. Emily spoke out, “Enos, I never thought I’d say this, but we need some help here. We could use an additional office person and more field workers. We’re turning away and referring too much business.”
Brenda seconded the complaint. “She’s right; my phone ear is about ready to fall off. We need help!”
Enos nodded in acknowledgement. “Let’s sit and have a chat about this problem. I’ve seen it coming, and I think I may have a solution.”
They got settled down around the conference table. Enos queried Isaac, “Both Dye and Dahlquist are retiring soon, right?”
Isaac’s eyebrows crinkled in concentration, starting to guess where this might be going. “That’s right, Colonel. And…?”
“Let’s offer them jobs. With their experience and contacts, we’d be crazy not to have them on board with us. Besides, you’re going to be very busy running for Sheriff. Brenda’s going to need to assist you at least part time. Emily, how about you and Brenda advertising for one full time and one part time office helpers. Isaac, why don’t you talk with Dye and Dahlquist. We can’t offer huge salaries, but we can offer enough to make them secure. With their government retirements plus our pay, they should make out pretty well. Why don’t you also talk to our KBI and FBI buddies to see if they know of anyone good who’s about to retire from the government. Every one of these guys are covered by excellent government sponsored health insurance plans, which will cut back on our overhead. I also need to look into the expansion of another area.”
Isaac queried, “Oh?”
“Yes, our dogs make us distinctive and sought after. I want to consider expanding that operation with a full time dog handler/trainer.”
Emily gasped, “Oh Enos, Kelsey will be crushed!”
“I know we risk that, but I’d like to present it to her as a chance to receive training and work with a full-time professional who will give her a leg up into the world of professional trainers. I know she considers herself to be a pro already, but deep down, she knows she’s relying too much on instinct. She needs professional guidance—a mentor. I’ll talk with her, that way, if she reacts too strongly, she’ll still have you to run to with her hurt feelings—it gives her an out.”
Oh Enos, I hope you’re right!”
“A lot depends on who we hire. It’s got to be someone really good who is able to accept Kelsey as a pupil without patronizing her.”
Isaac raised a finger, “That sounds good so far, buddy. How do you see my running for Sheriff, in terms of impacts on INCIDA.”
“Mostly all good, Isaac. Your running will keep our company in the lime light almost constantly until the election in November. If you lose, it should not have an adverse impact on us. If you win, you’ll need to create a blind trust for your shares in our company and stay out of our day-to-day operations. That’s the drawback. We’d be losing your expertise. However, if you are Sheriff, you can keep us alert to trends and such, as well as keeping us informed as to public postings of contract bid requests. You can’t give us preferential treatment, but you can provide us anything that is in the public realm, without our having to dig for it.
“OK, I can see where those are advantages. Anything else?”
“Yes, it’s like law firms whose lawyers go into politics and win. The firm looks good. It says, ‘See what quality our guys are!’ If we get Dye and Dahlquist on board with us, we will look that much better. Throughout the law enforcement community, we will look and be totally connected. We will become the gurus of intelligence and criminal investigations.”
“How does that work on the intell side?”
“Primarily in protecting companies from industrial espionage—a security issue. Eventually, we will need to become involved in information warfare in the cyber realm.”
“Lord, Colonel, when I first took you on as my apprentice, I never dreamed we would become more than a two-man office doing low-key investigations. You’ve got dreams and ideas I would never have thought of.”
“That’s not a hit on you, Isaac. You’ll always be the top investigative talent we’ll ever have. You were the best CID agent I ever knew. On the other hand, I got thrown into situations where I was commanding a 600-man unit and had to constantly be aware of the big picture and how to best support my unit and my higher command’s needs. It’s only natural that I would always be looking after our firm’s needs as a growing organization. Eventually, we may be able to compete with the big dogs.”
“Such as?”
“Can you say Wackenhut or any of the other big security firms. They all started small, but look at them now.”
“So, do you see us growing beyond the Leavenworth community? Where do we find the talented people we would need to grow?”
“Certainly, if we want, the potential is there. Look at all the senior guys who retire from the service and the law enforcement agencies. There’s our talented labor pool.But, don’t worry about all that right now—crawl before we walk; walk before we run. Lets focus on expanding our staff with the best and getting you elected.”
“Are there any risks in the hiring game?”
Enos smirked. “Let me tell you a story. A large Signal Corps organization out at Fort Huachuca, Arizona, put out a request for bids for a major electronics project. It would need many highly talented electronic engineers. A large contracting firm assigned the bid process to one of their project managers, who began to do his due diligence of research. Knowing one of the keys to keeping down the costs in the bid would be to hire local people who would not need moving expenses, he called up the Cochise County Employment Office in Sierra Vista, Arizona and asked if there were many out of work engineers in the area. He was assured there were many and that their average yearly salaries were only $25,000.
“The project manager was overjoyed. His team put together their bid based on the information he had been given. When selection time came, his company’s bid was less than half of what the nearest competitor’s had been, so they won the bid handily. It was only when he went out to Sierra Vista to start the hiring process that he discovered the Employment Office had been talking about mining engineers. There were hardly any electronic engineers, and they demanded at least $50,000 a year. That contract ate the contracting company’s shorts. They operated at a huge loss. The project manager is no longer working for them, what a surprise.”
Isaac winced sympathetically, and all had a good laugh.
Emily looked at Enos with pride. I knew this man was worthy. He’s definitely a keeper.
Chapter 11
Moving On
Isaac, Dale Dahlquist, and Hank Dye sat at a table in the back room of the Trolley Car, an excellent blue-plate-special type of restaurant in downtown Leavenworth, which features a railroad theme. Despite the problem of periodically catching fire, it kept rising like a phoenix bird out of the ashes. The food was hardy and well prepared, especially the breakfast menu, which is what all had just eaten. Curiosity was really getting to the two lawmen. Finally, Hank Dye spoke, “OK, Isaac, what is it you want? I know you didn’t invite us down here out of the goodness of your heart.
Dahlquist added, “Especially when you offered to pay for our meals. That isn’t like you.”
Isaac grinned back at them, “Enos and I know neither of you will do well in retirement. I give it a month at best before you both drive your wives crazy around the house. You’ll need to become involved with something meaningful that fits into your background. Am I right?”
Dye replied, “My wife has already been making noises about that possibility. She says I should take a couple of weeks off and then find myself a real job.”
Dahlquist sheepishly offered, “Yeah, I’ve been catching the same type of flack.”
“I thought as much. I asked you here this morning to offer you a solution.”
“Oh?”
“Yeah, Enos and I would like both of you to come work for us at INCIDA.”
“Doing what?” Dahlquist queried.
“Doing what you do best. At first, we’d like you to be field investigators for us. As we grow, and I’m here to tell you Enos has some ambitious ideas, you would hire other field investigators and you each would become branch chiefs. Enos is talking about going national and maybe even international. He plans on going after major government and corporate contracts eventually. This is your chance to come in on the ground floor of something that may become huge. We’re also looking for a retiring KBI and an FBI agent as well. That will give us solid connections into the local, state, and national law enforcement communities. What do you think? Does corporate empire building appeal to you?”
Both men were silent momentarily. This had caught them totally by surprise. Hank finally asked, “How much would it pay?”
“That’s what I like about you, Hank—cut to the chase right away. Initially, not that much because we’re just starting to develop. As we grow, your salaries would grow commensurate to your responsibilities. I’ll tell you this; our phones are ringing off their hooks. We really need some good, experienced investigators. They don’t come any better than you two. Your initial salaries won’t make you rich, but later on they certainly could.”
Dahlquist was next, “How about benefits?”
“Frankly, I don’t see how we could match or beat the health and life insurance plans you’ll be taking into retirement from your current employment. Of course, all job related expenses and vehicle mileage would be paid. There would be profit sharing and some stock options. At first, you would share an office until we grow larger. Could you guys handle that?”
Hank grinned at Dale, “Now that would really be the odd couple, wouldn’t it?”
“I don’t know. Do you snore?”
“Only after sex.”
“I guess I’d be safe then.”
All of them chuckled and Dahlquist asked, “When do you need an answer?”
“Within the week. The train is about to pull out of the station, if you know what I mean.”
Dye added, “Yeah, we have to check in with the bosses—our wives. We’ll get back with you within the week.”
“Great, now I’d better go pay this check. I wouldn’t want to get in trouble with the law,” Isaac quipped as he got up and left the tip.
***
Both soon-to-be-retirees called the next night to accept the job offers, especially when they heard what they would pay. When Hank Dye called, Isaac also wanted to chat about the upcoming election. “So, does it still look like I’m unopposed in the Primary?”
“Yeah, Isaac, you’ll only have to focus on the election in November. Just because you’re running unopposed within the Party doesn’t mean you should go into hiding. It’s going to be important to be seen and talked about in a good way. Let’s get together tomorrow night to talk election strategies. By the way, when do you want Dale and me to start at INCIDA?”
“First week of August, Hank. Welcome aboard. I think we’re all in for a fun ride.”
“That’s what we think as well. See ya tomorrow night then.”
“You’ve got it. Come on over to my place. It’ll be nice and quiet.”
Little did they know how ironic that statement would prove to be.
Chapter 12
Shake, Rattle, and Roll
The strangeness began at about 8AM. The Hobsons were seated around the breakfast table when first Sampson and then Sheba began to howl. Enos couldn’t hear any outside noise because of his unique house’s insulation. Wondering if there was a tornado spotted on the ground with the warning sirens going off, he ran outside to listen. Nothing! However, next door, Ike and Mamie were also howling. Sheba and Sampsons’ hackles were raised. Other dogs could be heard from a distance and birds were flittering up in the air. Rabbits and chipmunks were hopping out in the open, despite the presence of the dogs, who ignored the furry critters they would ordinarily chase. Then Enos heard Maud’s goats bleating.
Emily and Kelsey came running out as did Maude and the Reverend. Maude yelled out, “What’s going on, Enos?”
He yelled back, “I don’t know. All the animals are going nuts!” Maude and her good husband walked over to chat.
Suddenly, Emily the Utah-raised girl, knew. “Oh my God! Everybody sit where you are! Earthquake’s comin’”
Maude reacted to that with, “Ah, honey, we don’t have earthquakes in Kansas.”
“Maude, I know what I’m talkin’ about! Enos help Bill get down! Kelsey, sit down now! Here, Maude, I’ll help you get down.”
The older lady finally realized Emily was serious. As is often the case when threatened by nature, the humans huddled and all the dogs ran to them whining and trying to sit in their laps. For a moment, time stood still. Then, a small wave came toward them. This was not a wave of water but a wave of soil followed by smaller ones. Their bodies rose and fell with the motions of the seismic activity. Everyone clutched one another, and the dogs screamed in fear. No one was injured because they had been sitting down outside with no nearby structures to fall on them. The air turned deathly silent as if the whole world was in shock. Enos started to get up, but Emily yelled.
“Wait! Stay down for aftershocks!”
No sooner said than a less active disturbance hit them. Again, they weathered the quake. They stayed down for a while longer until Emily gave a tentative all-clear announcement. “Is everyone OK?” Heads nodded yes and chastened voices replied in the affirmative.
“OK, I think we’ll be all right for awhile, but be wary of aftershocks. Go ahead and stand if you want.”
Now the tornado sirens kicked off belatedly. The dogs began howling in harmony to them. Finally it quieted down. Emily smiled at Maude. “What do you mean that Kansas doesn’t have earthquakes? Actually the Midwest has much stronger and widespread earthquakes than the West Coast. They don’t happen as often, which means that they build up and release more energy than other areas of the country. Back in 1867, the Humboldt Fault which runs through Manhattan, Kansas, from Nebraska to Oklahoma, let go and broke windows here in Leavenworth. It even shook a man down off of a haystack.”
Maude stood amazed, “My gosh, that’s 125 miles from here.”
“That’s nothing, when the New Madrid Fault in Eastern Missouri let go in 1812, church bells were made to ring in New York and the Mississippi River ran backwards for three days.”
“My stars, I never knew! How come you know so much about earthquakes in the Midwest, especially around here?”
“Because they are fairly common where I come from. One of the first things I did when I knew I would be coming here to live was to research the geological aspects of the area.
The silence of the aftermath was finally interrupted by police and emergency vehicles’ sirens. Enos’ Smurf house had proven the mettle of its design. Although items inside the house were thrown around a bit, there was no apparent structural damage. Maude’s home, on the other hand, displayed a fair amount of damage, despite the fact that it was fairly strongly built.
Maude surveyed her home and then turned to Emily. There was structural damage and a heavy bookcase had fallen over where Reverend Green had been sitting. “Thank you so much! You folks coming outside and your warning us to sit down was a God send. It may be a mess, but we’re still alive and unharmed. Messes we can clean and straighten up. Damaged walls and windows can be fixed—that’s what insurance is for. Injuries and the loss of loved ones are much harder to deal with. Thanks so much for your experience and research. They really paid off today.”
The women hugged, but then Emily’s face took on a strickened look. “Maude, you mentioned insurance. Did you have an earthquake rider on your policy? That’s usually separate and not automatic.”
“Oh no! I don’t think so. My departed husband set all of that up originally and I’ve just carried on after his death. He never considered earthquakes a possibility here. I guess I may not be insured.”
“Oh Maude, I’m so sorry!”
Enos piped up, “Don’t assume anything. Let’s check with your insurance agent.”
They went into the Smurf House to get a phone book. Maude dialed, “That’s funny; there’s no dial tone.”
Emily replied, “I’m not surprised after a quake this bad. Let’s check the news.”
Fortunately Enos’ home was self-sufficient, energy wise. The solar collectors and battery banks were just fine. He clicked on the TV, already tuned to the Fox channel. As the screen came alive, his daughter Samantha was speaking into a microphone at an outdoor location. There was a lot of destruction in the background with a flurry of emergency personnel climbing over piles of rubble.
“This is Samantha Hobson-Borden reporting from the City Market area in Kansas City, Missouri where many of the old brick buildings in this area have collapsed. These are some of the oldest buildings in KC and certainly weren’t built to earthquake resistant specifications. The effects of the earthquake were felt…whoa…there goes another strong aftershock.” The picture bobbled as the cameraman was almost tossed off his feet. It was also felt in Leavenworth by the viewers.
“Oh no! As you can see, that brick wall just toppled. I don’t know if any workers got caught…They did? Folks, if you pray, I think quite a few are needed right now. This is just terrible!”
Sam paused while the studio, which was on emergency power, provided updated information to Sam and the viewers.
“Thank you, Richard. We’re getting reports from all over the region. Missouri has been hit very hard, but Kansas has lost its share as well.” Sam pressed her earpiece in a little. “What’s that? Oh no…My home town has been hit especially hard. We’re getting reports that a huge sink hole has opened up near downtown Leavenworth, Kansas. The devastation has been massive. All utilities, including sewage, have been affected. Leavenworth has just issued a water boil order and is asking its citizens not to flush their toilets into the public sewage system. Septic systems should be OK.”
The TV audience in the blue, domed house looked at one another, suddenly glad both houses were on their own septic systems.
“Electricity is out in many local communities. If you are fortunate enough to be watching this broadcast, you must be on generators or are off the grid like my Dad’s home.”
Sam suddenly looked distracted, “…uh…OK, we’ve just been told all flights in and out of KCI are on hold. Tragedy was narrowly averted by an alert pilot who saw the runway buckling just as his plane touched down. Witnesses say he somehow bounced the passenger plane up and over a ridgeline of concrete that arose in his plane’s path. Airports throughout the Midwest are rerouting flights until it is certain that aftershocks have calmed down.
“Oh, word’s just in that Leavenworth’s sewage treatment plant is no more. It was part of the area that has dropped into an abyss of a sink hole on the East side of the city by the river. The Missouri River has rushed into the hole, permanently blocking any hope of rescue for those poor souls who have been swallowed into an early grave.
“Here in City Market, rescue work goes on for all who may have been trapped under these collapsing old brick buildings. It promises to be a many day project to sift through the rubble. And now, Richard, back to you.”
“Thank you, Samantha. We are now in contact with Randy Wilkes in News Chopper 4. What can you tell us, Randy?”
The scene switched from the studio news desk to an aerial shot from the helicopter. “Richard, we are flying north over the Missouri River toward downtown Leavenworth. What you are seeing is a gigantic sinkhole over a quarter of a mile wide along the western bank of the river in the southeastern portion of the city. The Veterans Hospital just missed getting swallowed up. From up here, it looks like a giant has taken a huge bite out of the river bank. I have been hearing over the emergency radio channels that this area was honey-combed with old coal mine tunnels and galleries. The quake evidently caused the areas between and above and below these tunnels to shatter and collapse. Now we’re witnessing the river pouring into the hole, creating a semicircular lake. We have no idea how many houses and people may have been lost, but the guess is it’s a significant number.”
“Randy, these are incredible scenes you’re showing us.”
“Richard, we’re now overflying the neighborhoods bordering the sinkhole. Although they weren’t swallowed up by the earth, the horrendous forces has caused house after house to collapse. There is additional concern that river water rushing into the mine complex’s tunnels may extend and weaken supporting structures much further away that the immediate area.”
“Just how extensive an area are we talking about, Randy?”
I’m hearing there had been five different mining companies that commenced operations in the late 1860s. They extend as far south as under the Lansing State Prison.”
“The penitentiary? A coal mine?”
“That’s right, Richard. They provided heating coal for all state-owned buildings throughout Kansas at one time. Prisoners sentenced to hard labor were used as the miners. They had significant quotas to dig every day. It truly was dark as a dungeon down in their coal mine.”
“Has there been any indication that the penitentiary might collapse?”
“Not yet, Richard. We’re holding our breath on that possibility, however.”
Enos’ cell phone suddenly rang.
“Colonel Hobson speaking.”
“Daddy? Is everyone OK?”
“Samantha!” Everyone perked up. “Yes, we’re fine, but Maude and Bill’s house sustained some damage. We just watched your report. Good job, Hon! We also watched the report from your station’s news chopper. We had no idea here. Of course I have power, but the public utilities are all out. Fortunately, our two places are on septic systems, but the general public here in Leavenworth is going to be in a bind. I suppose the city’s only option for a while will have to be to dump the town’s sewage into the sinkhole until a new treatment plant can be built.”
“Ewww!”
“What have you heard from Tom?”
“Nothing, I imagine he’s rather busy right now.”
“Of course.”
“What I don’t know is how my own house weathered the quake. Can you please check on it and then call me?”
“Sure, Sam, right away.”
“Thanks, Daddy. If I’m on the air, just leave a message on my cell.”
They rang off, and Enos began making suggestions. “I need to check on Sam and Tom’s house. While I’m at it, I better go see how Isaac and Brenda are doing. Emily, could you and Kelsey help Maude and Bill salvage what they can and make sure their house is safe to occupy? I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
“Of course, we’ll get started here and then go over.
The Deaf Leopard eased along Spruce Street, taking detours as needed around fallen limbs, trees, power lines, and even a number of older brick buildings in the Union Park area near 7th Street had collapsed and spilled onto the street. People were walking around with dazed expressions. We were so lucky! These poor people have lost so much and most don’t have earthquake riders on their insurance policies.
Finally, Enos got across town to the bluffs overlooking the river. As he turned right onto South Esplanade, he saw to his astonishment very little damage in evidence. Sam and Tom’s house looked virtually untouched, as did their neighbors on both sides. Yet, when he looked down river, he saw the half-moon crater of the sinkhole and many houses collapsed. As he turned west off Esplanade, he began to see damage again in the older neighborhoods. He carefully worked his way back to Spruce and slowly traveled to Lawrence Street to Isaac and Brenda’s.
They were both in their small front yard picking up a few downed limbs. Isaac came out the gate with an anxious expression. “Enos, how did it go for you?”
“Incredibly lucky, Dude. As I expected, the dome design allowed my house to surf on top of the ground waves.”
Brenda came over just as Isaac reacted to the news with, “I really dig that, buddy. You not only have a Smurf house, you’ve got a surfin’ Smurf house.”
Brenda slapped him on the shoulder, “God, that’s terrible Isaac! Where do you come up with stuff like that?”
“Out of my demented little mind, Sweetie,” Isaac said with a grin. Enos just shook is head and chuckled.
“Sam and Tom were the truly fortunate ones. It didn’t look like they sustain much if any damage. Yet a half mile down the river from them is this horrific sinkhole.”
“Huh?”
Enos proceeded to fill them in on the natural catastrophe. He followed that with, “Maude and the Reverend weren’t so lucky. They sustained damage, but nothing like what some other dwellings in town have. It was like the fickle finger of fate was playing darts. Some neighborhoods got hit hard and others lucked out with varying lesser degrees. It appears you guys got lucky too.”
After helping his friends pick up the bigger limbs, Enos left for home. He turned on the truck radio to hear the announcer say, “The initial information indicates the devastating earthquake throughout the Midwest was the result of two major fault complexes releasing tension simultaneously for the first time in recorded history. The infamous New Madrid fault and the Humboldt fault in East Central Kansas. Both were in the 7 to 8 range on the Richter scale. Because they both produced shock waves, their damaging effects were felt over a wide area—from Salina, Kansas to Central Ohio. The two systems appeared to have joined forces in the town of Leavenworth, Kansas, just north of Kansas City, along the Missouri River.”
So that’s why the mines collapsed. If those two earthquakes piled into each other here, it must have been like an underground tsunami ramming into another from the other direction—sorta like a head-on collision.
“Kansas Governor George Miller has already requested Federal aid and assistance, only a short time after the calamity. Kansas 35th Infantry Division, National Guard has been activated. Its headquarters is on the Fort Leavenworth Post, which is ideally situated for coordinating the rescue and aid efforts by its Division elements.
“So far, authorities tell us Leavenworth has lost their sewage treatment facility, their animal shelter, a stone quarry, a concrete company, and numerous homes. Leavenworth County Sheriff Henry Dye tells us it could have been worse: A major portion of the sinkhole area was vacant land near the river. He did mention that there was one historic site lost—a small production facility that used to manufacture pontoons and river barges. During WWII, they made beach-landing craft for the South Pacific theater.”
This is huge! It will definitely slow down Hank and Dale’s retirements. I wonder if it will have any other impacts on INCIDA operations and business.
He would soon find out.
***
Three days later, Enos and Emily were in the office. Electricity had been restored and land line phones as well, as evidenced by theirs suddenly ringing.
“Enos, Hank Dye here. Sorry I haven’t been in touch till now.”
“Understandable, all things considered. Have you gotten any sleep? My son-in-law tells me the firemen are walking into walls they’re so tired.”
My call is related to that, Enos. It’s getting harder to find survivors. We need help from Sheba and Sampson.”
“Sure, Hank, what kind of help?”
“We need Sheba to look for survivors and Sampson to find bodies. We figure there may be a few survivors amongst the corpses. Can Emily and you bring them over?”
“Sure, anything special I need to bring?”
“Yes, bring dishes for their water and food. We have bottled water, but you’ll need to bring food for them. The wreckage can be dangerous with lots of broken glass and wood splinters, so if you have protection for their paws, I’d bring them, too. Bring a couple of towels to clean their eyes if they get dirt or dust in them. Make sure you and Emily dress for rough work as well. Meet me in the 35th Division’s parking lot in an hour. All rescue activity is being coordinated through there since they activated the National Guard. They’ve set up some Command trailers to house the rescue coordination’s staff.”
After running home quickly to get the dogs and to tell Kelsey and Maude where they were going, they quickly got all the necessities together. Maude and Bill’s house had been straightened up and re-enforced, so it was safe enough. Maude assured Emily, “Don’t worry about Kelsey. We’ll have a good time together while she helps me over here. If you’re late, she can sleep over. Keep in touch to let me know how you’re doing.
Kelsey helped put thick leather booties on the dogs’ feet and hugged them goodbye. Enos, Emily, and the dogs climbed into the gnarly old pickup and began the trip across town to the National Guard installation by the bridge at the edge of the fort. Sheriff Dye in field fatigues, military boots, and baseball cap, was waiting for them at the entryway into the compound and eased their way through the guarded gate. He brought them to a small group of emergency workers from several agencies and announced, “This is Enos and Emily Hobson of INCIDA with Sheba and Sampson. They’ve consented to help.”
All stepped forward to greet and shake and Enos asked, “So, what’s the plan, Hank?”
There’s a neighborhood near the sinkhole with a lot of older homes. Most of them collapsed. Pouring through their wreckage is dangerous. Going through some of those old two-storey frame houses is like playing a giant game of pickup sticks with potentially lethal results.”
One of the firemen recognized Enos from his presence at the Firebug fires the year before. “Hey, sir, Tom is already out there checking for gas leaks and pockets. We’re really happy to see your dogs, and I know Tom will be.”
Everyone climbed into waiting Army trucks filled with troops who would be doing the heavy work. Enos and Emily split up, each taking a dog and their share of supplies. The truck Emily chose to ride in was driven by a young lady private with a grin as wide as her shoulders. Emily opened the passenger-side door and asked, “Are you afraid of dogs?”
“Lawd no, Ma’am. Get on up here! Time’s a wastin’.”
Sampson clambered up onto the big bench seat, panting with excitement. Emily threw a pack filled with all they would need up in the cab and jumped up onto her seat. “OK, Private…”
“Just call me June Bug, Ma’am.”
“I’m Emily. Have you been doing this long?”
June Bug smoothly engaged the gears and followed the truck in front of her out the gate. “A couple of years now, and I plan to do so for a lot longer.”
“Oh?”
“Yeah, as long as I’m a Private, I can drive this monster.”
“What will happen if you get a promotion?”
“Oh, I like drivin’ too much to let that happen.”
“What do you mean?”
“Every time I come up for a promotion board, I just go out and get drunk and start a fight, and bingo, I’m still a Private and I’m still drivin’ my baby here.”
Emily howled with laughter. I love this character. She’s straight from the shoulder, no punches pulled, pun intended.
They made small talk until they wheeled up to the edge of the devastated neighborhood. Everyone piled out and Emily shouted out thanks with a wave as she linked up with Enos. Sheriff Dye and an Army Colonel began handing out assignments to the work crews. Hank came over to the Hobsons. “Enos, could you and Emily work the dogs as a team? I’m thinking maybe Sampson can detect the dead boodies and Sheba might be able to detect survivors.”
“I agree, Hank. Where do you want us to begin?”
“We’ve already checked this first line of collapsed homes. We’ll start in the next block.”
A small work crew followed along in case anyone was found, and they began to work their way through the rubble. Sampson and Sheba sensed the excitement and eagerly pulled at their short working leashes. Sampson got so rambunctious, Emily had to pull him in. “Whoa up the Sampson. Heel!” He settled back by her side, but his nose avidly sniffed the air. As they approached the next line of houses, Sampson alerted and began to bark and pull forward. Sheba also began to pull forward.
“What’cha got there, boy?”
He drew Emily around to the side of the house to an area that may have been a bedroom. “Phewww!” Now Emily could smell a body. “Hey! Here we go over here!”
The work crew quickly came over and began to pull the wreckage apart carefully. They had to pull apart a wall with crowbars to get to the cadaver, a bloated body of an elderly woman. One of the crew spoke into a small radio, calling for a body bag team, who would attempt to identify the body and the address of the house. Emily rewarded Sampson with a doggy treat and praise. Sheba had not reacted to the body, but she tugged Enos along to the next house. She began to bark as she pulled Enos around to the back of the house. This one was built out of brick, which had shattered into rubble.
Enos called out, “Hello! Anybody in here?”
From a pile of bricks came a woman’s cry, “Yes, help, We’re buried down here!”
The crew with Enos began to frantically pull bricks and studs off the top of the pile until they exposed the top of a kitchen table. Sheba began barking louder and scratching at the brick pile. Enos pulled her back so the crew would have more room and rewarded her. Finally they freed a path down under the table and helped a middle-aged couple out from under the table where they had instinctively dropped when the earthquake hit. The medics were called forward to render assistance. The woman hugged Sheba and cried her thanks.
Emily came around the corner of the house with Sampson. They both praised the dogs and gave them water, which they eagerly lapped up. Enos spoke up, “Let’s go on down this side of the street.”
They began working their way through the yards. The dogs didn’t react to the next pile of rubble, indicating that the likelihood that no one had been at home when the quake hit; thereby, saving the rescue crews time and effort. At third house, Sampson began to bark as did Sheba. This had also been a brick home. Sampson alerted on two places, but Sheba remained fixated on one particular spot. The crew chief radioed for back up and they began digging in the area Sheba was interested in. The backup crew marked the two areas Sampson had alerted on and began methodically digging into them. They made the first discover of a man’s crushed body and that of a little girl about three-years-old. The second Sampson discovery site gave forth the body of a pretty young woman.
As the first crew, who was working more carefully, dug further down, Sheba began to bark louder. Enos pulled her back and quieted her down. Suddenly a thin wail could be heard from under the bricks. The crew redoubled their efforts, finally exposing a semi-crushed baby car seat on its side. It contained a tiny, very dehydrated baby. Sheba came forward and licked the tike’s face until Enos gently pulled her back. “There now, Sheba, good dog…good girl.”
The medic team came forward and a baby bottle filled with fresh water was produced. Emily took the baby in her arms to give her the bottle and cooed at the little babe. Enos looked on and realized, That baby really completes her as a woman. This is what she was meant to be—a mother. How sad this babe has lost her family at so young an age.
An Army nurse took the baby from Emily and headed for an ambulance. The body bag detail had found a wallet with a driver’s license and a military ID on the dead father, so they at least had a clue as to where to begin on locating the baby’s relatives.
The Hobsons and their dogs worked into the night, taking breaks when they got too exhausted. Two days later, they finally stumbled home, tired but pleased with the dogs’ performance in the field. Isaac and Brenda had held the fort down at INCIDA during the rescue effort and didn’t mind allowing their partners the rest they deserved.
Kelsey gave them an update on Mamie’s training progress and learned about the rescue experiences the dogs had. “Oh Daddy, an orphaned baby! That’s so sad.” She knelt by Sheba and hugged her. “Mommy, why did God let this happen to all those people?”
“To strengthen those left alive and to teach them to appreciate life.”
“I know that’s as it should be, but it’s so hard for me to understand. I know sorrow is supposed to help us grow. Sometimes I think I may grow to be a giant with all the sorrow I’ve seen.”
Emily looked concerned and knelt to hold Kelsey who said, “I’m so lucky to have you and Daddy Enos. Please don’t ever leave me. That night, it was Kelsey’s turn to have the bad dreams that drove her into the adult’s bed for comfort and reassurance.
Chapter 13
Kansas City Impacts
“This is Samantha Hobson-Borden coming to you from near the Jazz Museum and the Gem Theater.” Samantha was becoming a household personality. She managed to find fascinating stories to report and did it well. “The chain of missing street women has been lengthening. Police believe it may be the work of a single perpetrator—a possible serial killer. Since the earthquake, the incidence of missing persons has shot up—some from the quake and some from possible foul play. It has been curious that their bodies have not been showing up, leading to speculation that they may be taken away from the area before they’re dumped. Police are following up any leads they have, but so far with little success. If any of our viewers have any information pertaining to missing street women, authorities are asking you to call the tips hotline at 1-888-HOT-TIPS. This is Samantha Hobson-Borden signing off. Now, back to Richard in the studio.”
Enos clicked off the news, thankful he had the chance to see Sam on TV again. The office phone rang and Brenda answered it, soon to call out to Enos, “Line one, boss.”
“Enos Hobson speaking.”
“Detective Jim Forsyth here from the Kansas City, Missouri Police Department.”
“How can I help you today, sir?”
“First, thanks for your quick work with your dogs on discovering the street walker’s body. That gave us a better chance at a meaningful autopsy. She apparently was struck twice: once just below the occipital juncture with the neck; the other crushed the larynx, which choked her to death.”
“In that case, I would guess she was struck first in back of the neck to stun her and then the killing blow to the throat. I appreciate the information out of professional interest, but what can I do for you?”
“Right, well…my Captain wants me to put your agency on retainer. Your dogs give you a unique capability others don’t have.”
“Detective Forsyth, you realize that we got lucky. Her roommate gave us a place to start looking. Checking out the park was sheer happenstance.”
“Yeah, but without your dogs, you’d have had a difficult time finding the body. Like I said, they give you an edge. Couple that edge with good luck and you’ll have a much better chance at success. We also like the combination of experience you and your partner bring to law enforcement. Isaac is tactical and you’re strategic—makes for a good team.”
Enos chatted with Forsyth about the details of the offered retainer and then they rang off. He strolled across the hall to Isaac’s office and stuck his head in the door. “Got a minute?”
“What chu’ got, Colonel?”
“More business.”
Isaac’s eyebrows climbed toward his forehead. “Oh?”
Enos sat down across the desk from Isaac. “The Kansas City Police Department just put us on a retainer to help with all the disappearing street women.”
“And the reason they did that is because we’re handsome gents, right?”
“Nope, because our dogs are cute and effective.”
“Hmmm, Your dogs are turning into an important profit center.”
“More than that, they make us unique around here. They’re really starting to brand us.”
“Brand us?”
“Yeah, they’ve become what we’re best known for. When people see or hear about them, they think of our company. That’s a significant business advantage.”
“We need to get serious about expanding that capability.”
“Let’s invite our ladies in for a conference.”
The two partners got up and called Emily and Brenda into their conference room. Once all were seated around the table, Enos began, “Remember how I was talking last week about expanding the dog portion of our operations?” All nodded and acknowledged they did.
“We have just been placed on retainer by the Kansas City Police Department because of Sheba and Sampson. That’s a significant jump forward. I think we need to consider a training and kennel facility that allows us to do that. We’ll also need to recruit a professional dog handler and trainer to acquire and train more dogs.”
Emily queried, “What kind of dogs, Enos?”
“We need a bomb sniffing dog and some guard dogs. Emily, I think it would be a good idea for you to train as a handler and learn to work with a guard dog as a nucleus of a body guard capability.”
“All right, did you have a specific breed in mind?”
“I think a female Rottweiler would be very suitable.”
“Why?”
“They have been used as war and guard dogs since Roman times. When the Legions left Germania, they left behind their dogs. The cattle farmers in Germany’s Rottweil area began using them to protect their herds and flocks. When the farmers drove several head of cattle to market, they wrapped their payment they had been given for their cattle into bandannas, which they tied around their dogs’ necks to discourage robbers.”
Brenda had a blinding flash of the obvious, “Is that where that practice started?”
“Yep.”
Emily asked, “Why a female, Enos?”
“They are more protective and nurturing, Em. I prefer those attributes to male aggressiveness.”
“What would we do for bomb sniffing dogs, Colonel?”
“I’m thinking Beagles, Isaac.”
“Beagles? Why?”
“They’ve got good noses, and they’re small enough to get into more tight places. I certainly don’t claim to be the expert here. That’s why we need a professional working for us—one who will know best what to choose and why.
“I think we should assign Hank and Dale to liaise with the KC folks. That way, they’ll have a head start if we get called into another disappearance case. They will have established good working relations with their counterparts. I’m hoping they aren’t going to be locked in by the earthquake recovery much longer. The worst of it’s done.”
“What about Kelsey, Enos?”
“The work with the dogs is good for her, Em, but she really needs to be spending some time with kids her own age as well. What’s wrong with her friends at church?”
“This is an awkward time. She’s still in the Primary organization. When she turns twelve, she’ll be able to go into the Young Women’s organization until she turns eighteen.”
“So?”
“All her friends have already passed on because they’re slightly older than she is. She hates still being with all the little kids. She wants to be with the older group, but she can’t until she turns twelve.”
“OK, we use the dog training to occupy her this summer, and then hope some of these problems go away when she enters middle school at the end of the summer. As far as hiring the professional, that person will need to be sensitive to Kelsey’s needs. That’s why I’m putting you in charge of finding that right person for the position. More than anyone, you’ll be able to sense who that person should be.”
Brenda looked over at her friend’s wide open mouth and said, “He gotcha, sweetheart.”
Emily could only nod her head and chuckle.
Chapter 14
F-4
The picnic table was filled with Emily, Kelsey, Maude, and the Reverend Green. Enos was busy at the grill cooking up a second helping of meats. Maude was bent over the Reverend’s plate cutting his food into bite-sized chunks to make it easier for him to eat with his arthritic hands. Kelsey was sneaking small bits of her meal to Sheba, Sampson, Ike, and Mamie who kept sticking their noses under the table in hopes of getting lucky.
Enos had just finished turning over several marinated chicken breasts when he looked up into the northern sky. Hmmm, it’s looking awfully black to the north, and I certainly don’t like the green color in the west. Come to think of it, I really don’t like the way those clouds are going in opposite directions at the same time.
“Maude, look at the sky and tell me what you think!”
“It’s not looking good, Enos. I’d say we’re in for some nasty weather…maybe even a possible twister. I can see the rain falling just to the north and that’s connected to those odd colored clouds coming up on us from the west. I think we better adjourn into your house.”
“I agree.”
Everyone hurriedly cleared the table and brought everything into the dining room inside the domed house. Enos didn’t bother to check the doneness of the meat on the grill. He used the tongs to stack all the cooking pieces onto the serving plate, shut the grill’s lid, and turned off the propane. As he carried the meat into the house, the tornado warning siren located only two blocks away suddenly blared forth. The four dogs all began howling.
“Em, help me lower all the steel shutters!”
She and Enos quickly rushed to release and lower louvered steel shields from out of the tops of the windows and doors. They were thick, heavy, and counter-balanced for ease of use. As Enos lowered the last one, he saw a massive tornado bearing down on them. “Everybody to the back rooms now! A tornado’s about to strike.”
All hurried into the food storage and battery rooms located in the portion of the domed home that rested underground in the hillside. The noise outside rose dramatically and things began colliding with the steel shutters, which reverberated throughout the house. Everyone sat in a group on the floor and huddled and hugged. When an especially loud crash was heard against the front door’s shield, Kelsey screamed and Emily held her closer. The noise continued less than a minute, but it sounded like an eternity. The following silence was eerie and disconcerting. They remained huddled together for another five minutes just to insure the danger had passed.
Typical of Kansas tornados, the funnel cloud had formed on the back southwestern portion of the storm. It appeared as a trailing hook in the weather radar returns. Unlike hurricanes, which have diameters measured in tens and even hundreds of miles with totally peaceful ‘eyes,’ tornados are rarely over a quarter of a mile in diameter. A tornado’s eye is extremely destructive because of the vacuum that exists within it. Loose and loosened items are sucked up by the eye after they have been blown by the high winds of the vortex. In this case, there had been 250 mph winds—an F-4 tornado.
Enos and Emily raised the steel shutters. When they opened the front door, they discovered what had made so much noise slamming into it—a very large, very obviously dead meat goat. Maude came forward, saw the goat, and screamed, “Oh no, that’s Satan, my prize stud billy.”
She rushed out the door to kneel and inspect the goat’s body. Reverend Bill Green joined her on the front step. “That’s odd.”
Maude’s tear streaked face looked up to her husband’s and then followed his stare. “Oh my God, Bill, our house is gone!”
“Yes, that’s so odd.” The Reverend’s early Alzheimer’s dementia soothed his emotions, leaving him puzzled rather than upset.
Maude forgot all about her prime breeding meat goat and stood up to see better. Oh Enos, my out buildings are all gone as well. That tells me all my animals are dead. What are we going to do?!”
“First, we’ll survey the damage. Next, get a hold of your insurance agent.”
“Where are we going to live?”
Emily had walked out quietly from the house. “You’ll stay with us until this gets sorted out and you build anew.”
“We can’t do that, Emily.”
“Why not? We have the room and you have the need. This is what friends and neighbors do, Maude. Look at all the food and produce you brought to Enos over the years. Now it’s payback time. Don’t worry; we’ll take care of you. Now, let’s go see how bad it is and what might be left.”
Leaving the dogs inside so they wouldn’t get their paws cut on any debris, the two families carefully walked over to see if anything was salvageable. The out buildings were all pole-barn construction. There were a few upright poles still buried vertically in the ground, but the roofs, walls, and contents were all gone. Maude kept shaking her head in sorrow and wonder at the degree of destruction, “All my animals, all my feed supplies, even the plants in my garden—gone. How will I ever regain all this, Emily?”
“With hard work, patience, and insurance money.” Emily and Kelsey hugged and comforted her, while Bill and Enos walked over to the house foundations.
Bill looked in amazement at the hole of a basement that was left behind. “It looks like I forgot my bed. Where’d it go?”
“Up into the sky, Bill.”
“Oh, I guess God needed it more than me.”
Enos nodded and smiled at the Reverend’s almost child-like thought. Damn! It’s interesting he can put a religious spin to his misfortune. I hope this doesn’t stress Maude out too much. They’ve lost everything they own. Even their car is gone. It’s tragic about their animals. “Hey Emily, let’s get in the truck and follow the path of destruction.”
They all piled into the front and back of the old Ford pickup and began to follow the swath left behind the tornado. It appeared to be about 1/8 of a mile wide and a half mile long. Then it had lifted up over Fort Leavenworth and the Missouri River and finally dispersed in the swamp lands east of the river. There was no hope of salvaging anything.
Chapter 15
When the Going Gets Tough…
Isaac and Brenda were handing out bottles of water to all who came to help with the Tornado damage. Fortunately the storm’s impact was much less than it could have been because its path was at the less populated edge of town. Still, several hundred people had come to help with clean up. So far, no deaths had been discovered, although a number of injuries had been sustained. Folks self-assigned themselves to assist the property owners in need of help. Debris was stacked for removal later by city vehicles. Personal belongings were scavenged wherever possible. The Curtis’s choice of helping with support to all the crews put less strain on Brenda, although it was hard enough because of the humid heat. The front moving up from the long-distant gulf had collided with the cold front from the north to create the tornado. It also brought considerable moisture as well.
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