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The Jones Girls - 1988

On a raw spring day in 1988 a dusty Ford with California platesght the Jones girls to
Redrock Montana and after driving slowly from one endheftown to the other they
stopped at the Best Western Motel and rented a room. tdltethe clerk that they didn’t
know how long they would stay but they paid for three tsigh advance.

Gail Johnson was used to seeing wanderers looking ovesvine Most were young men
just out of the Army or college or maybe jail but tl@lyhad the same look about them.
She looked at the register and wondered where Anne arehfRog Jones were coming
from and where they were going. She doubted that Redrockdwwailtheir final
destination.

After they had checked in at the motel they drove througim tooking for a place for
lunch. They passed over the Denny’'s and the fast foackpland settled on Mom’s
Kitchen as the most likely spot to see what the ®weadre like. It was clean and tidy with
a lunch counter and several tables and booths.

Seated in a corner booth they ordered the Lunch Spewalvatched the other’'s come
and go. There were farmers and business men, clerkbarsgwives, boys and girls.
They noticed that old army fatigues were popular dresshi®ryounger men and blue
jeans and flannel shirts were the dress of choice fat mbthe others. The waitress
seemed to know everyone’s name and there were someoketethat passed between
her and her customers. A sheriff's deputy ordered sandwattka thermos of coffee to-
go and the girls never saw any money change hands.

When Anne paid the check she asked the waitress if Wese real estate office in town
and the girl told her that she was in luck,

“Hey Charley, are you open for business?” she shoutadatding man who was eating
alone in a back booth. He looked up with a smile andanetl the girls to join him.

“Hi I'm Charley Buckster” he said extending his hand.

“I'm Anne Jones and this is my sister Rosemary. We mightinterested in some
property in the area. Do you know of a place near towh same land?”

“Well I've got a three hundred acre farm on my bookshad big enough?”

Rosie laughed,

“I think that my sister gave you the wrong idea, how alaoptace with one or two acres”

He went over his list and found two places that migterest them and he was available,
after lunch, to show them around.

The first would have been a nice find except it was orbtisy highway, at least as busy
as Redrock ever got. The sisters looked at it for a liomg then dismissed it. The second
was a small farm with five acres of pasture land. Thexge a barn and a fairly new house



and Anne seemed to like it but Rosemary had no intedestof curiosity Charley asked
what she disliked about it.

“It has no character, here it sits in the middidlaf fields of alfalfa. If there were ever
any trees around it they’re gone now. | just don't eeerrayself liking the way it looks.”

Charley had heard this before. A man would see the fatdsthe barn as good things
and the lack of trees meant less maintenance and hiiserHis wife or in this case,
these girls saw it and flat and drab.

‘I do have another place but I'm not sure that it's twaur looking for. It's a small
house up in Rattlesnake Canyon, there’s two acresndfbat with all of the rocks and
trees there’s room for a garden but not much else. @tsehis really more of a cabin but
it does have telephone and electricity. The watedsmfa well and there’s a fairly new
septic tank for sewage. Its four miles up a private roadhkacounty doesn’t maintain or
snow plough. There are several other places up therscanelone always clears off the
snow so they can get to town. If | haven’t scared gtitby now we can drive up and
look it over.”

When they turned off the highway there was a locked gette a sign warning that
trespassers were not allowed. Someone had drawn tiheeafth rifle under the warning
which caused the girls looked at each other but Chaideyissed it.

“Oh don’t be concerned with that, this is Montana andpjes take pride in being self
sufficient but it's mostly just bluff.”

He unlocked one of the six padlocks on the chain anddhaye up the canyon. When
they got into the hills, the county was very pretty. rEhgere groves of aspen and spruce
and a stream ran near the road and where the cangemed there were several beaver
ponds. In the first couple of miles they saw three deerthe girls were sure that there
must be many more nearby.

They came to a small farm with a house and barn.a probably ten acre of fields
planted in corn and in the distance a man was sitting tactor watching the car.
Charley waved but if the man saw him he made no sign.

“That’s Karl Hamilton, he and his wife have lived héweever. He's from one of the old-
time families here in the valley, his son Rex livesown.”

When they got to the house, it was as Charley had tedciit had originally been just a
cabin that had been built many years ago but there wdeasittwo additions that had
enlarged it to what it was today. It sat back from tedrin a grove of trees that nearly
hid it completely.



They walked around the back and looked at the two acresudlihrthe trees they could

see a flat area on the bank of the stream and jusiviibat was a beaver pond. As the
girls walked out into the sunshine they held hands andealear at the beauty that was
before them. They heard a screech from above and logked see a pair of golden

eagles circling against the azure sky.

Rosie squeezed Annie’s hand and whispered,
“Don’t get too excited yet, the house is probably a dump”

The house was old but spotlessly clean. It had been cbtidether over the years into
two bedrooms, a fair-sized living room with a stone fisepland a pot-belled stove. The
big kitchen had plenty of room for a table and chairs asdhal bathroom with a toilet
and shower looked like a recent addition. The housecaampletely furnished but it had
obviously been unlived in for sometime.

“Ok Charley, what's the deal on this place?” Rosie dske

“Well ladies, this is an odd one. The man who lived haost of his life disappeared
several years ago. No one knows were he went or dggiened to him. The first time
anyone suspected anything was when he failed to pay hisbllghfter six months the
electric company tried to get up the road to turn off thegudwit they couldn’t get in.

When the property tax weren'’t paid, the town counsel athk@dheriff to look into it.
Well, the sheriff doesn’t have any jurisdiction up herd aane of the neighbors would
let him in so there was nothing that he could do. Thergkegear that the taxes weren'’t
paid, the mayor asked the state police to look int@ftcourse they have jurisdiction
everywhere so they cut the lock and came up.

What they found is what you see. The old man wasgase. The house was clean and
the dished were washed, the bed was made and his clhesvashed and put away but
he was gone. His jeep is in the barn but his horse vigsng. The state police couldn'’t
fine any evidence of a crime and they had no idea whergatiegone. They finally
guessed that he had ridden his horse into the hills and lsomdike a heart attack or a
snakebite got him.

The town counsel tried to find any relatives but there m@one. They finally seized the
property for back taxes and they have held it for sesns. The judge ruled that the
man was most likely dead and the town wants to selpldoge. Everything is included in
the price but you'll have to get a current registratiarttee Jeep.”

Rosie and Annie walked to the beaver pond and talked privé#tehje was excited and
ready to buy but Rosie wasn’t sure about the neighbors.

“Damn, | don’t mind people being private but | don’t want to Inear moon-shiners or a
giant meth-lab”
“Ok dear, lets go meet them”



Charley wasn'’t too sure that he wanted to drive muchdaup the canyon but he did
know the family at the next place.

“These folks are the remains of a hippy commune thagecap here in the sixties. Oh,
there were lots of hippies in Redrock then. They came teesmoke dope and make love
and stop shaving. Most of them didn't last through the fwmter but a few stayed.
There’s several men and women and kids that live up the cabaut a mile. | see them
in town sometimes and most of them are friendly. Ahrahn named Button owns that
place but he spends a lot of Time in California. Pesglethat they're growing dope for
a living but most people including me don'’t care.”

When Charley drove up to the house, woman with long lgaaycame to greet them. Her
name was Naomi and she said that there were two wamera couple of men staying
there at the moment. She said that there were Kmlsebut that they didn’'t cause any
trouble.

Charley drove the girls back to their car at the eai@ said that if they were interested in
the place, he could get all of the paperwork done indage That night they had dinner at
Mom'’s Kitchen and found that the small town cook did a joieon chicken-fried steak.

Back in their room they sat and smiled at each other.

“What do you think sweetie?” Annie asked.

| think that it’s great. Did you see the eagles and #avér in the pond? So what if we
wont be drinking wine with the neighbors, hell thatsywve left San Francisco.”

Annie found her make-up bag and took out a little silver @t held her stash of
marijuana,

“Should we...?” she asked.

“Better not, we don’t want to get off on the wrongtfbo

Annie looked disappointed but she put the box away and fouattle bf vodka instead.
She went to the bathroom and poured two big shots intplaiséic drinking glasses and
handed one to Rosie.

“Here’s to you, dear, lets warm our bellies” Annie said.




Karl Hamilton

Karl Hamilton was the sixth of nine children born to Iighiand Amy Hamilton in
Perkins Montana in 1948. He had a sister who was thet@dddour older brothers who
showed no interest in him. The novelty of raising ckiidhad long since worn off for
his parents who had turned over most of their respoitgitnl their oldest daughter. He
was just an anonymous face in a gang of stair-step chilbliersister made sure that he
was fed and clean but not much else.

He started high school in 1962 just as the social changeswltept the country in that
decade had reached rural Montana. By the time he wasrsikeewas smoking marijuana
and had slept with several of the towns finest youngetadit the start of his senior year
he was in love with Beth Ann Miller who was as caugtin the psudo hippy lifestyle as
he was. They smoked pot and made love in the backseat olfiniord every chance that
they got and through no good sense on their behalf, she gradwateout being
pregnant.

They both knew that they would marry and settle dowa gedate life in Montana but
now it was the summer of 1966 and they wanted to livéhowtt rules for a while. Karl
told his sister that he was going to take a trip and seeatintry and he left it up to her to
tell their patents. Beth told her parents that she geasg to run away and marry Karl .
She promised to call often while on her honeymoon butab&oned them that she was
old enough to make decisions for herself. Although hempsiweanted a family wedding,
they reluctantly approved

Karl and Beth drove to San Francisco and joined tbaesen The Hait with the sea of
leather clad, dope smoking free spirits. In realitgytivere faking it. They were expose
to all of the popular drugs but they only smoked pot, and nohmftithat. Surrounded by
the rampant practice of free love, Beth and Karl thotlgdttit was fun to flirt with others
but when it came to bedtime, they knew their place.

When the summer was gone and the cold San Francistadock the fun out of the
summer of love, they headed for Montana. They plannedatoy and Karl would find a
job. To their surprise, waiting for them was a sumnfongar! to report to the Selective
Service office. He had been drafted and a quick phone cadieshled that the Army
didn’t mind if Karl was married but it wouldn’t change anyidni For the next two years
he was going to be in the Army. Telling no one, theywdrtm the county seat and were
married at the courthouse.

All of the talk in basic training was about the war ireviam. Unlike most of the others,
Karl had no objections, after all, his country needed huoh they were asking for his

help. Like most people in Montana, he was fiercelyipédrand he resented anyone that
wouldn’t support his country.

At the end of basic training he was given a ten day léa¥ere his advanced infantry
training but when he greeted Beth she looked a little appsafe.



“What’'s wrong Honey, aren’t you glad to see me?”

“Oh Karl, I've missed you so much but I'm afraid thatiygoing to be mad at me”

“I doubt that unless you've found another guy”

“I think I'm pregnant, please don't be mad”

“I'm not mad, I'm happy. Wow When do you think that it happd?”

“Around the time that we came back from California”

“Beth, are you going to be alright living with your folk$ile I'm gone?”

“Is there anyway that | could go with you while your ie grmy?”

“If I got stationed in the states you could but | don’t thih&t it's going to happen. If |
go to Vietham and come home with less then six mordhsetve, they'll let me out
early.”

“Oh baby, what if something happened in Vietham, what wodtol?I

“I've already told you about the insurance and stuff, Isguiat if | didn't come back,
you’ll marry the second handsomest guy in Montana”

Karl did come home, and he did get out early. He had seme bad things but he didn’t
get a scratch. He was thrilled with his new son, Reklas chubby wife. She had given
up marijuana and had taken to Pepsi and potato chips. Shéhatia wife and mom
didn’t need to watch her weight the way that she hdugin school.

Karl found a job at a small airport in the neighboriogm and he and his family settled
down in a one bedroom apartment. The work wasn't very sagatesd and at first most
of his time was spent putting gas into airplanes and tigirieep the field open with a
sweeper and a snow plough. The following year he wasngeln aircraft machine do
maintenance on the planes and two years later heaw@iified Aircraft and Engine

mechanic.

Both he and Beth were disappointed that they had no nmild¥en. After an extensive
physical examination of Beth and an embarrassing teshiofsperm, the doctors
concluded that they had been very fortunate to have haitblaac all.

With Karl's A&E license came a raise in pay and thesrevrapidly outgrowing their
small apartment. Karl wanted a place in the countryrevbiey could have a big garden
and maybe raise some cattle for their own table. dbad just what they were looking
for up in a canyon near town. Beth didn't like the naiRattlesnake Canyon, but she
liked the house and the land.

Before the real estate agent signed the final papensaneed the Hamilton’s that a

commune of hippies lived farther up the canyon. Only admyed over the winter but

there might be quite a few in good weather. Karl askéuey caused any trouble and the
agent said that they weren’t any trouble at all, as $ahe knew they just stayed to
themselves smoking dope and made love.

Beth laughed at their new address, Karl Hamilton, PO B$% Redrock Montana.




Timothy Van Dam

For Timothy Van Dam growing up in rural Mississippi hats itewards and it's
drawbacks but for him it was mostly rewards, at leadirst. He was born in 1967, the
only child of the Reverend Walter Van Dam and his wif&@He

Walt Van Dam was a bright young Baptist minister imdls when the Civil Rights Act
of 1964 had became the law according to Lyndon Johnsoa.s&minary student he had
participated in the Civil Rights marches during his sumwuaations and although he
had never met Marten Luther King he greatly admired bidkw

He was the assistant minister of a small church inl tliris when he married a pretty
girl who had recently immigrated from Holland. Heidisnvas blond and blue-eyed as he
was dark. She looked like a poster girl for a Dutch tragehay and if she had worn her
hair in braids with a pair of wooden shoes then sheldvhave been perfect in the role.

After a few months of wedded bliss, he discovered a stabfide to his new wife. She
was very ambitious and often asked when he would get his atwrch. When he
explained that unless they moved into the inner city oomaesfar-off place, it would be
several years before he had that opportunity. She imtegdimanted to know why they
didn’'t move immediately. She wasn’t willing to wait feome pastor to die so they could
advance.

Walt was quite happy in lllinois, he had grown up notafaay and he had gone to school
in Chicago. His family was near and on his few forays the slums of the city he had

been very uncomfortable. Although he had spent a surmée poor, black, south he

was still ill at ease around African-Americans in g

He thought that Heidi's ambitions had turned in anothexctdon when she busied her
self with reorganizing the church office but he was wrorg. breakfast she gave him
three flyers seeking pastors for churches in need.

One was a church in East Saint Louis whose presenstanirhad suddenly retired after
an unfortunate fire had nearly destroyed their buildifitpe second was for a church in
south-central Los Angels but Spanish language was syroegpmmended. The last was
a church on a privately owned island in coastal Miggi$s

He offered his wife several reasons why none of thepertunities were good fits for
them but she strongly suggested that he pursue one of tBamfavored LA because it
was near Hollywood and she had heard that the weatlsenma@ in California. She said
that he could learn Spanish, and after all, she hadee&nglish in a fairly short time.

Not wanting to get into a discussion on the problems ahieg@ a foreign language
quickly, he said that he would look into the prospect isshdsippi.



“There, that wasn’t so hard was it” She said with desm

His letter to Mino Agra-industry Inc., Mino Island Missippi, brought an immediately
reply. There was a nice letter expressing an interdssiresumé and a brochure showing
pictures of the island and various work opportunities aackttvas a toll-free number for
him to call to arrange an interview. Together with Heidhey looked through the
brochure.

Mino Island was several thousand acres of farm land ay Baint Louis on the

Mississippi coast between Gulfport and Lake Pontdharttouisiana and the Mino

family had raised chili peppers on the island for over redhed years. They shared this
profitable market with the Tabasco Co. which was latadew miles to the west on
Avery Island in Louisiana. The company provided living quarterd other needs for its
2300 employees in a modern housing complex. Accordingedotbchure there were

schools, restaurants, a theater, a commissary,lligaand a Baptist church. Pictured in
beautiful color were white sand beaches, oak trees badidaquil lagoon, and the tree
lined streets of the living area. Heidi insisted thatdefor an interview right away.
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Welcome to Mississippi

Living on Mino Island was pleasant for the new minished his wife. Of the 2300
employs of the company, about three hundred attended d&p&isB church in two
services. About two thirds were black field hands and thaiilies and the rest were the
white overseers, engineers, and office staff and Wafsrsurprised to find that he had a
black assistant minister to supervise. It didn’t take kondrim to realize that despite the
Presidents Civil Right Act, Mino Island was divided ifilack and white.

Timothy Alan Van Dam was born in Gulfport General Htsmn April 4", 1967 and the
company allocated a larger house to the Reverend andflishivn’s mother was a little
disappointed that he had brown hair and brown eyes insfdag blond curls and light
blue eyes. When he was baby and a toddler there was adMagal girl to help Heidi
cope with the active child. While the schools were oogér segregated, the white
children tended to cluster together but the boy was exposblhdk and white children
from across the spectrum of the Mino employeeshé&oty all children were taught the
same and were graded the same but, in fact, the whitesd@Bnitely thought, at least by
their teachers, to be more intelligent.

When Tim entered high school in the fall of 1982, he en@vadthis first black teacher.
Coach Jefferson had been hired to give some illusiomqudlgy and unfortunately for
Tim, the Coach thought that the illusion was true. Whetried out for the football team,
as a white boy he had expected to be a starter but hddrecame a bench warmer
behind the son of a field hand so he quit the team.

As a student he was actually quite bright and would heseived good grades anywhere,
but on Mino Island, he was a star. He did have a fsaiglinary problems and one in
particular could have been his undoing.

An allegation of sexual misconduct came to the atenf the principal and he knew
that he couldn’t just ignore the problem or it woulthgrthe state police to the island. It
seems that a black girl who was the daughter of a ledd iend had told a friend that
Tim had raped her in his car one night after some scdwmél function. The Principal

decided that the best way to get to the bottom ofais ¥ interview the girl and her
father. He contacted the man’s Forman and asked himng tve two to his office. The

Forman choose to do this when he handed the man his plkychec

When the interview started, the girl and her fathemasatss the desk from the principal.
She was pretty and she was very nervous. While the painoked at them she
continually tried to pull down the hem of her short tstar cover knees while her father,
wearing bib overalls and muddy brogan shoes, sat lookihig #&p.

“Now Shanice, | understand that something happened to you ydlevere with Tim
Van Dam last Friday night. | was told that you claimieat tyou were raped. Is that true?”
She looked quickly at her father who continued starirgsalap.

“Oh no Mr. Cullpepper, | wasn't raped, no not at all”
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“Did you and Mr. Van Dam have sex?”

“Yes sir, we did but it was my idea. He wouldn’'t have el@nf I hadn’t asked him”

“You still have a bruise on your cheek, did Tim do that?”

“Oh no sir, when | got home | fell on the front steps, Van Dam has always been a
gentleman and he would never hurt me or anyone, | just digself”

“Mr. Washington, are you satisfied that Tim Van Dam diot rape or hurt your
daughter?”

Her dad looked up from his lap with an obvious look ogfeli

“Yes Sir, It weren't his fault and he never hurt my @k I’'m going to hurt her with my
belt when we gets home”

Standing but not offering to shake hands, the Princisatidsed the field hand.

“Thank you Mr. Washington, I'll instruct your Forman not deducted any lost work
time spent in this meeting and Shanice, | think that youldrkeep your drawers on until
your married”

Tim was waiting in the Principal’s outer office whendav the Washington’s leave. Mr.
Cullpepper called him and closed the door.

“Ok Van Dam, you’re off the hook but the next time ytake a girl's panties off in the
back seat of your car make damn sure that she sayBvgetsimes before doing it”

“Mr. Cullpepper, | didn't ...”

“Bullshit! Just remember that if she’d been white, yob&lin the Gulfport jail tonight.
Now get the hell out of here”

Like most of his teachers, Tim was fiercely pataand a devout Christian, at least in a
public way. His high school goal was to be accepted dvgh#lilitary Academy at West
Point and he had sent a request to see the local Ugr€édsman to secure the
appointment. In due time, he was summoned to the Camgaess local office for an
interview with an assistant.

When the congressman’s staff member had looked over Tésismé and school records
he assured Tim that he was an excellent prospect babtiggessman was under a lot of
pressure from the Affirmative Action people to nominatelack student. He said that
decision would be made within the next week.

At school, Tim told the story to Mr. Cullpepper who wadraged with Affirmative
Action, northern liberals, do-gooders, sob-sisters dednon-white world in general.
When Tim left his office, the Principal used his conimet to learn the name and school
of the black student that Tim was up against. Again usiagutiderground network of
teachers, he called the boys Principal and suggested a thatenight so they could
discuss a purposed quail hunt in the very predictive grasstafriviino Island.

Within three days the Van Dams received a letter congtaigl Timothy on his
appointment to West Point
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Over hill, over dale, we will hit the dusty trail ...

Tim finished his four years at West Point and in May of 1883vas commissioned®
Lieutenant in the regular army and was assigned tdatiguage school at Fort Ordd
California. While he had hoped to study Chinese, he wasnesktg learn Arabic.

For the next year he studied the language four hours a datharculture of Islam for
another four hours. At first, the subtleties of theglzage seemed impossible, but in time
it came to him. He found the cultural studies equallgagusing. There seemed to be an
endless variety in the interpretations of the teachiofjsslam. It was difficult to
understand why women in Afghanistan were forbidden to sheliver of skin in public
while their neighbors in Pakistan had a woman Primeidvar.

In June of 1990 Tim Graduated from the Fort Ordd schoolveasl given a thirty day
leave in anticipation of his assignment to Incirlik Aarce Base in Turkey. Tim knew
that while Incirlik was a major Air Force installatiom Turkey, it was also the chief
Army intelligence listening post for the Middle East.

Tim’s first month was interesting but when he had dpportunity to use his new

language abilities and he found that he still had a wag®tolt was one thing to ask a
series of preformatted questions and another to try edel @ meal from a menu in the
bazaar.  Even understanding a question about the eoerie a challenge of ‘What

time is it’ , ‘what’s the time’, how late is it ,gbt the time’ and so on. Tim had heard
stories of foreigners visiting America and being congljetbaffled when a waitress

asked if the order was ‘to-go’. Now he understood th@blem.
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Anne and Rosie — The early years.

Anne and Rosemary Jones weren't the sisters thatrnibeie implied. They both grew
up in small towns in lowa and they both elected tondttde small, liberal arts college
where they met. It was by chance of fate that theyevboth named Jones but it was a
common name. Perhaps it was the same fate that maglerdlommates in the dormitory
when they arrived for their freshman year.

There were some curious similarities between theray T¥ere nearly the same age, both
were slender with light-brown hair and blue eyes andewttiey both had nice, even
features, they could be best described as non-descript.nBalh good grades in high
school but neither had qualified for a scholarship. Botrevggiiet but not actually shy.
Annie hadn’t dated in high school while Rosie had a singdriend and that hadn't
turned out very well.

Their freshman year had passed with little excitemedt lzoth spent their summer at
home with their families. They had decided to share@artment for their sophomore
year and had returned a week early to get settled. Eachunyassed at how happy they
were to see the other.

They found a nice, one-bedroom flat near the collegeraove in. There was only one
double bed and they decided to make-do until they could replagth twins. Neither
was modest and they had both grown up sharing a bed wgtea s

Annie had decided on Library Science as her major and Rasiestil undecided but she
had already took three classes in Art History.

“How are you going to make any money with a degree irtsgtiory?”

“How are you going to make more than minimum wage #&warian? | know that you're
a bookworm, why don’t you major in Lit?”

“It's too hard, now | read what | like but if I majorad it | would have to read
everything”

About mid-year they discovered vodka and most night's ditener they would mix it
with orange juice and get pleasant high. The drinkeerasy shyness between them and
they talked for hours about everything. They laughed and lee@eammated but they
never became intoxicated but just merry.

As the end of their sophomore year approached they rédha¢ they didn’t want to be
apart for the summer. Telling their families that thead to take summer classes they
stayed in their apartment and each found a summek\@h. no classes to occupy their
time they walked in the park, went to movies and out feapldinners.
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They weren't old enough to buy liquor but they always fouridead to help out. Once,
although she had asked for vodka, Annie got a bottle of TeQuilaistake. That night
they had a different experience with their nightlylkdads. The tequila was stronger than
the cheap vodka that they usually drank and had a diffefesat on them. After two too
many tequila sunrises, Annie started to cry. As Rosié het and tried to comfort her,
Annie wanted to know why they never had dates with men.v&imed to know why
they were never asked out by anyone.

Rosie tried to explain,

“We probably give off the wrong signals. Do you want ¢éocogn dates?”

“How the hell would I know, I've never been on a dakest look at us, two drunk virgins
setting in lowa drinking Tequila, are we pathetic or what?

“One virgin”

“What?”

“Just one of us is a virgin”

“Your not?”

“Nope”

“I didn’t think that you dated in high school, did somethinggen last summer?”

“No, it was in high school, | went on three dateshwatguy from my church. The first
two were to the movies and the last one was to mpsenom. | was about to graduate
and | thought that | was the last virgin in lowa, sodikit.”

“How was it?”

“It was awful, he hurt me and then he acted like a jeakteihe called to try and make up
but I ran him off and now I'm sitting in an apartmentlawa with a virgin drinking
Tequila, and | like it”

Their junior year was much the same. They both wentehtw visit their families during
spring break, and they both turned 21. Being able to orderwithedinner and to go to
the local bars was a novelty and they took advantage of

They were flattered by the attention that they got frguys in bars and while they
understood that the men’s main objective was to get thearbed, they still enjoyed the
social life. Without exception, they turned down evergete and indecent offer that they
received.

The summer between their junior and senior year theydee to take a road trip in
Anne’s Volkswagen. They had saved a tidy sum of monely although they had no
schedule they thought that they might be gone for a eafphonths.

“Ok Rosie, what would you like to see on this trip?”

“l want to see the ocean”

“What ocean, the Indian Ocean or maybe the Artic @2ta

“No, god damn it, | don’t want to drive to the North @€dlwant to see the Pacific
Ocean”
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“Well, there’s a Pacific Ocean in Mexico”
“Annie, you can be a pain in the ass, | want to see ¢karoin California and | want to
see it from the Golden Gate Bridge, is that specific/éu?”

They drove across the hot fields of Nebraska singimggaWwith the radio and when they
arrived in Denver in the early evening and they were disapgubthat the city was as flat
as lowa. Somehow they had expected it to be in the moantsaow could a ‘Mile High’
city sit on the flat plains?

The next morning dawned cool and clear and from the wirafdheir room in the Motel
6 they were thrilled at the spectacle of the front raofj¢he Rockies with its snow
capped peaks calling them. It took them two days to crossr&im. Every few miles
there was mountain pass or river gorge or an old minivg that had to be explored.

Eastern Utah was an extension of the grandeur of Qludoat after Salt Lake City the
country turned arid as they crossed the ‘Great Basihhidwd been such an obstacle to the
pioneers in their covered wagons.

Nevada was monotones and dry as they headed towardslihef the Sierra Nevada.
They were very amused at the billboards along the wagraising legal brothels.

“You know that if that art history thing doesn’t work oot fyou, there’s probably a job
opportunity at the Kitty Kat Ranch in Warm Springs, Neva&ianie chided her friend.

“Well I'd be unique, I'll bet that there isn’'t a girl wking there wearing a 34-B bra”
“l don't think they wear bras”
“Ok, with a 32-A bust line”

San Francisco was everything that they had hopedtfarad big and busy and urban and
exciting. Dorothy's line about “Not being in Kansas anymatescribed what the girls
felt.

They found a cheap motel in the wrong part of town andedeiti to see the sights and

have a San Francisco experience. They spent thémwstlays at the usual tourists spots
where they rode the cable cars and ate cioppino aeramstim’s wharf and god-knows-

what in China Town. They went through six rolls of fiaeking strangers to snap their
picture. On the third day they crossed the bay bridge asitedithe campus of the

University of California at Berkeley. They were amazetha size of the school and they
were sure that their college in lowa was smaller tharBusiness Department at Cal.

While eating lunch in the student union, Rosie struck up a&ersation with a couple of

California girls at the next table. She asked were tmght find some nighttime
entertainment in the City and she was given the nah#dwee clubs and some idea of
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the prices and what they could expect. That evening,ein §eedy motel room Rosie
looked at the list.

“Here’s one called ‘Swanks’, the girls said that @saots of fun but a little expensive.”
“Ok, what's next?” Annie asked.

“The Vault is in the financial district and is supposedbe a hot spot to meet yuppie
guys. They said that the better you dress, they mtgst@n you get”

“Well | guess that | could pick the hayseeds out of my begypham dress and we could
go there”

“Ok smart-ass, this one sounds right up your ally. ‘Vensisa small place with drinks
and music, the dress is causal but you shouldn't weaksre or jeans. The best thing
about it is it's in our neighborhood”

At nine that night, they were dressed in their best cadotiles as they walked down the
stairs into a dim, smoky lounge. There was aigithe corner playing a piano and softly
singing a blues song while a few couples swayed to th&ransa tiny dance floor. The

rest of the room was nearly filled with young peoplakirig and talking. Rosie found a
place for them to sit while Annie bought two vodka martinis

Finally, sipping their drinks the girls got a chance to laokund.

“Rosie, do you notice anything unusual about this place?”

“Well | think that California casual is dressier than oeasual’

“What else”

“What? ... Oh my god, their all women”

“Anything else?”

“Annie! They're ... homosexual women ... queer women”

“They’re called gay or lesbian, not queer”

“Look at that couple, they look like they're doing-ithigthere on the dance floor”

A tall, pretty girl walked by and smiled at Rosie.

“My god Rosie, you get all the attention, | can’t evehaéesbian to smile at me. Do you
think that | should go and ask one of them to dance?”

“l think that we should get the hell out of here befave plush so hard that you glow in
the dark”

“Hey, I'm the one that wants to dance ... Ok.. Ok... I'mvieg”

Back in the motel room, with their casual clothestlyelalded and packed, the pajama
clad girl's sipped vodka and Sprite and talked about their egeni
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“You should have seen your face when you realized thieds a gay bar” Annie teased.
“Well you were very calm about it. The few gay ginsaur college would never dance
and carry on like that in public”

“l didn’t know that there were any gay girls at our@ch

“Oh come on, what about those two across that male dorm”

“l don’t know, they seemed normal to me”

“You didn’t find the crew-cut weight lifter and the @vso-fimmy girl to be an odd
couple? Didn’t you ever notice how they touched eachr@the

“Sure | thought that they were a little odd but | neveutiht that it was about sex”

“Well, Annie dear, what you know about sex you could puttieaacup”

“I know about sex, | took sex-ed in the eleventh gradeikesteveryone else.”

“Did they teach you about homosexuals?”

“No but | heard some of the other girls talking abogbil’m not completely ignorant”
“Ok let see, the twenty-one year old virgin is drinkimgdka with her nearly virgin
roommate in a motel room in the sex capitol of the kmowiverse and she says that she
knows all about sex”

“Something like that”

The trip north along the rugged coast and through toweedgoods was spectacular.
Coastal Oregon was either misty or raining and theyghbthat it was probably very
pretty in the sunshine but they doubted that it happenedofey. The flat farm land of

Idaho gave way to the mountains of Montana and the wondights of Yellowstone

National Park.

They actually drove farther into Montana than they haénded. They found the

mountains beautiful and the border between the mawntand the rolling plains was

very pleasant. They liked the small towns in the fdistbetween the towering peaks and
the vast sea of grass that stretched for hundreddes toithe south.

They had intended to visit the Custer National Batldfbut they were sidetracked by an
Indian festival in a tiny town near the Crow ReseoratThey were really caught up in
the legions and rituals of these native Americans.Wére so caught up that they stayed
an extra day to listen to the drums and watch the dancers.

When it was over, they were ready for home. Theyn'tstop in South Dakota and after
what seemed like thousands of miles of highway, hundrefést-food burgers and many
night’s in motel rooms, they were back in their litti@lege town and their own bed.

The start of their last year in college brought thdization that it was actually going to
end. Their three years in college and twelve yearsloda had been a forever thing.
Even high school graduation didn’t bring closure becauiegeowas a forgone fact.
Now, it just eight more months, it was going to end.yTtheln’t discuss it but they were
both thinking about it.
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Something, out of the ordinary, happened after Thanksgi¥ingie was asked on a date.
Actually she was asked on a double date. A guy that she hachkinom a couple of
classes asked her to go to the Christmas dance.

“Anne, my brother and | would like to take you and your sigighe Christmas dance”
Both Annie and Rosie had long since stopped trying to tell pabpkethey weren't
sisters because everyone assumed it and they jusetetthimk that it was true.

‘I don’t know Ralph, I'll have to ask Rosie if she’s pus

“Look | know that we don’t know each other very wall Isow about we all go for pizza
and beer and see how we all get along”

“I think that we could do that, when do you want to go?”

“Tonight”

“No, how about Friday”

“Should we pick you up?”

“No we will meet you at Paracono’s at six”

“Six is a little early, how about eight?”

“Sorry, we can be there at six”

“Ok, we’ll see you there”

“YOU DID WHAT?”

‘I made a dinner date for us with Ralph and Eddy Boweday night at six”

“The Bower brothers, you mean those hayseeds frone grfarm down south?”
“They're the ones”

“God girl, you sure can pick them”

“Well, since you haven't had a date in five years, | guleasitcan pick them better than
you”

“Hey, | was the one that the girl in San Francistaed at”

They had pizza and a glass of beer with the boys asplité being a little stiff at first the

evening was pleasant. Since the Christmas dance Wdbrste weeks away they agreed
to go to dinner and a movie the following weekend. Dinneluded two glasses of wine
and Ralph held Annie’s hand in the theater while Eddyelisosie.

The following night at a roadhouse, they drank beer andedameither of the girls had

danced since high school but they managed ok. That nighth Ralped Annie and Eddy
tried to unsnap Rosie’s bra. The next weekend they maeidand another movie where
Eddy became very pushy with Rosie and Ralph had to béngaly reminded to keep

his hands off of Annie’s knee.

That night while they snuggled in bed the girls discussen &xperiences.
“Rosie, do you like Eddy?”

“He’s ok | guess”
“Do you like kissing him?”
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“The kissing is ok but | don't like him pawing me. He’s alg trying to feel my breasts
or pull up my skirt. I've told him to stop but he just laugirgl says that | really don'’t
mean it”

“Ralph tries to pull up my skirt too. Do you feel any attiatto Eddy?”

“Not really”

“Why do you go out with him?”

“Well, you want to go out with Ralph and | want to behwou”

“l don’t want to go with Ralph I just go along so ihche with you”

The next day, the Bower brothers were dumped by the Jsbterss

The girls went home for Christmas. They would havdgpred to spend the time together
but there was no excuse that would have satisfied ddahaly. Annie dropped Rosie off
at the bus station on her way out of town. She aRiesie’s bag while she bought her
ticket and then they walked to her bus. They often huggédhis time Annie kissed her
friend goodbye.

They were home for ten days and they talked on the paeeryday. During the after-
Christmas sales, they each bought the other a pr&gban Annie picked Rosie up at the
bus station, they kissed hello.

That night after talking for hours and drinking several voaligatinis, they snuggled into
bed and Annie kissed Rosie goodnight. They had no schealdkt day so they made
coffee and took the newspaper back to bed. While sheead#g, Annie could tell that
Rosie wanted to talk about something but so far she hadcththg.

“What?” Annie asked.

“Don’t get mad”

“Just talk”

“Annie, you've kissed me three times now, does thatmyear queer?”
“It's gay or lesbian, not queer and of course I'm neitbfethose things”
“You never kissed me before”

“Maybe you never needed kissing”

“Do | need it now?”

“Look, do you kiss your mother?”

“Of course”

“Your sister?”

“Yes”

“How about the family dog?”

“l guess, are you being silly?”

“Well | kiss my mom and dad, two sisters, a brotherain;Ithe family dog and you”
“Ok, thank you, | guess”
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In the spring Annie had a question for Rosie.

“What are you going to do after graduation?”

“I don’t know, get a job | guess, why?”

“Well you have to face the fact that college is owvesix weeks and some planning might
be a good thing, are you going home to live with your family?”

“Hell no ... I don’t know, | thought that we would probably do somethoggther”

“Ok, what if | said that | had met a guy and | was gettirgriad and moving to Africa?”
“Well | know that you haven't met a guy but | guess waldanove to Africa ...if that’s
what you want.”

“Damn Rosie, do you ever take life seriously?”

“Every goddamned day, so what’s your point?”

“I have a job in San Francisco as a school librangthyou come with me?”

“Does that mean the Africa thing is off?”

Hello World — May 1986

The day after graduation the girls loaded everything Heat dwned into the Volkswagen
and Annie dropped Rosie at the bus station. She would spemelawith her family
while Rosie did the same. The following week, Annie woudk [Rosie up at her home
and the San Francisco adventure would began. At tharctmdnt of the bus station they
said their goodbyes.

“Next Wednesday, I'll be at your house in the afternamifl,it be alright with your folks
if 1 spend the night, then we’ll get an early starti@aay?”

“Your not just saying this while you intend to dump me are ya# you talking to that
girl down the hall, are you going with her and stealingstuff?”

“Do you mean the weight lifter? She’s too big for yowrffstwhat would she do with a
33-B bra?”
“Ok then | guess you can go and I'll just trust you so gimea kiss and get out of here”

Annie’s parents were very proud of their newly graduated deugid they had

arranged a party in her honor. It was a gala occasitmher sisters, brother-in-law, her
aunt and uncle and several cousins. When everyone haddaher dad gave a little
speech about how proud they were and her mom gave hdcla \Wer dad was looking

in his desk but couldn’t find what he was after.

“Annie, | must have left it in the garage, will you chegkt inside the door for me?”

She hurried to the garage expecting to find a box or bagviheih she opened the door
there was something else. Sitting by itself and pointediarndis was a new, bright red,
Mustang Convertible. The top was down and the white éeatpholstery gleamed.
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Suddenly her parents were hugging her and her little $iatejumped in and turned the
radio on way too loud. For the next hour she gave ridedl tf her guests and later her
dad barbequed hamburgers and corn on the cob. In the dbel®fening she swam with
her sisters in the family pool and they played likeytivere kids.

That night Annie was dressing for bed while her little sidesnie looked on. They had
to share the bedroom because her mom had convertedl lerdvbom to a reading room.
She didn’t mind and Jeanie could be very nice when sheedam be.

“Annie, are you excited about moving to the big city?”

“l guess, | like San Francisco, do you remember that tedsihere a couple of years
ago?”

“Yea you went with Rosie. Did you meet any hot guys?”

Annie laughed.

“Not exactly” then she told Jeanie about their acc@gntrip to the gay bar.

“Oh my god, were you embarrassed to tears?”

“No but it wasn'’t the kind of thing that you see every dagsie teased me about it for
months”

“Rosie’s going to San Francisco with you now. You guyseady tight aren’'t you?”
“We’'re best friends. You have a best friend don’t you?”

“Sure, I've had several. Did you date guys in college?”

“Sure, we both did but | didn’t find anyone that swept nfebMmy feet”

“Did you ... you know ... do it?”

“That’s none of you business Miss nosey pants”

“How about Rosie?”

“‘Same answer”

“I've done it”

“Jeanie, you haven't”

“Yes | have”

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

“That’s none of you business Miss nosey pants”

“You be careful honey, you can get emotionally and phifgitart”

“I've talked to Margo and she said that she did it in lEghool”

“Well, our big sister is married to the guy that she ilidiith and | was the one who
listened to her cry herself to sleep when she thoughtstie was pregnant”

They went to bed and switched off the lights. Jeaniggled close to her big sister and
asked,

“Annie can | ask for a favor?”

“Of course honey”

“Can | have your Volkswagen?”
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The town, where Rosie lived, was located in the soeshworner of the state and it was
nearly obscured by the corn fields but it didn’t take Araigg to locate the house by
following the map that her friend had drawn for her.

The Jones home was a big, white two-story house owrrancé land. Annie could see a
barn in the back where Rosie and her sister had kemtsa ht one time. There was a big
tree in the backyard with a swing and a swimming padbdked like a very nice place

to have grown up.

Rosie met her at the door and was excited about hercaewRosie’s mom and dad
looked like Annie had expected. They were proud of their dauphteher dad was still

in the dark as how she was going to use her degree irstotyhiAfter a dinner of meat

and potatoes the girls went for a tour of the town anaght an ice cream at the Diary
Queen.

“My first job was here, | was sixteen and | got adbaction from the guys.”

“Yea, what kind of action?”

“You know, ‘hey, can | have two scoops of chocolatestuff like that”

“Well, in those paper hats and with your tiny tittiesytipeobably thought that you were a
boy”

“Yea, | wasn't very well endowed then but I've grown”

“You forget, honey, I've seen you in the shower, whgtewn are the pads in your bra,
although those new silicone things that you bought do fwetty good”

“Yes they do, would you like to feel them?”

“I think I'll pass on that”
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Life in the big city

They found a tiny apartment in a nearly-gay, neatlyrsland sometimes nearly-
dangerous part of town. It was what modern Sociologat a racially diverse

neighborhood. They were blacks and whites and brown’s elf@yg and any other color
that one could think of. It had three things going fortligre was a garage for the
Mustang, it was near the bus line and it was cheap.

Annie’s new job was five bus stops away and initiallyiRegas the house mom but after
watching daytime TV for a week she set out to put hehiatory degree to work. Three
bus stops towards the bay she found a hippy shop with ® Wealnted ‘sign in the
window. The owner was a woman in her forties who labolkee a flower child from the
sixties. She sold the tourist, incense, love beads,l&vps, an assortment of tie-dyed tee
shirts, muumuu’s, leather sandals and an amazing array@pdraphernalia.

She said her name was Karma although she had been HiiZgkms when her journey
started. She had run away from a stepfather who was im@rested in sleeping with her
then raising her and she had come to San Francisco MéierAshberry had been the
destination of choice for every free spirit in AmeriShe laughed when she remembered
her arrival in the City.

She had come on the bus with nineteen dollars is her pac#te¢hat afternoon she joined
a crowd to watch a nineteen year-old Jerry Garciakendmpe and play magic with his
guitar from a curb on Ashberry street. That night daptan a loft with twenty stoned
boys and girls and she laughed when she said that shen'taelhember a sober day
since.

Rosie took the job and wondered how she was going to telieA She never wanted to
disappoint her friend and she knew that she would gettark on throwing away her
education. With the prospects of a paycheck every Friday,stopped at the lacquer
store and spent most of her remaining cash on a bot8&b$ vodka which was a vast
improvement over the crap that they had been drinking. 8hghb a quarter pound of
smoked salmon and a box of thin little crackers. When érmmrived home she was
greeted by many candles, salmon, crackers and an iceantkd martini.

“Hi Rosie, what'’s the special occasion?”
“Just glad to see you sweetheart, how was your day”
“It was good ... I'll be out in a minute”

Annie went into the bedroom and stripped off her work cktt&he had enough of
pantyhose and wool skirts for the day, she tossed herepaand bra into the clothes
hamper and slipped a yellow kimono over her head. Itheadavorite new thing since
she bought it the day that they rented the apartmensiadbved the feel of the silk on
her bare skin.
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Rosie had put some soft music on the cheap stereo thatatdyrought from college and
now they lounged on pillows on the floor and sippeddbecold vodka.

“Hey what’s this, it isn’t the drugstore stuff that we’tseen drinking?”
“Special treat for a special girl”

They usually only had one drink before dinner but this eveninglitgered longer. The
Martinis were so good that Rosie had made a second hadctiespite the crackers and
salmon that they had eaten they were both a little.tifaspie rambled on about the new
people that she worked with and her displeasure at oreeroSupervisors and other
things that Rosie paid no attention to. Finally Rosielad@t put off the inevitable any
longer.

“l got a job today”

“What? Why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“Its just a temporary job, something to get me out of ibase until | find the right

situation.”

“What is it?” Annie asked wondering why she was being soentli

“Its just a clerk in a store, it pays just a little méhan minimum wage but it’'s not very
far away on the bus and the boss seems nice.”

“l thought that you were going to try the galleries downtoWith your knowledge of art

you can do a lot better than minimum wage”

“Oh Annie don't start, I'll get something better but riglawwnthis job will do”

“Rosie, why did you go to all of the trouble to get yougrde if you’re not going to use
it? You spent a lot of time in college just to sette minimum wage, why did you do
that?”

“Don’t you know why, don’t you really know?”

“No | don’t know and | don’t understand”

“l did it to be with you!”

The room was silent. Annie stared at Rosie and Rosketbaway. Finally Annie spoke,

“Rosie? Rosie, are you crying?”

“Yes”

“Oh Rosie”

She crawled across the floor on unsteady knees andhérefdend in her arms.
“Don’t cry Rosie, I'm sorry that | said anything about y¢aly”

That didn’t help. Rosie had held the truth about ketifigs for Annie in for so long that
after she said the words the emotion flooded out of her

“Oh Rosie, you know that | care for you and that | didant to be apart after college. |
guess that | knew that you felt that way too. It's oknyp”

Rosie continued to sob and Annie continued to hold and coméw for a long time.
Finally Rosie went into the bathroom, blew her nosd washed her face. When she
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emerged she tried to look cheerful but failed. She sah@floor next to Annie and took
a big gulp from the vodka bottle. She handed it to Annie twb& a smaller sip while she
waited for Rosie to say something.

“I'm not queer, I’'m not attracted to other women and h’dget anything out of seeing
naked titties in Playboy magazine. | just like you so mumchthat’s not right. | just love
you so much that | want to be with you all of the tiMéhen we spent that summer apart
my mom finally asked me if | had a crush on you. | guessittalked about you all of
the time, anyway, | told her that | didn’t but | knewtthdid. 1 still do”

“Its gay or lesbian not queer, | love you too Rosie, | gubat | always saw myself as
married with a family and you as my best friend. Horeg, you attracted to men at all?”

“Not much but | guess | could be , | was when | was sixtbut | always had a close
girlfriend to share things with. The guy in high schaals such a jerk that | didn’t look
any farther.”

Annie tried to lighten the conversation,

“Ok Rosie, | declare that | love you and | want you tarbebest friend for life, what do
you say?”

“Annie, | love you and | want you to be my best friendlifa. You can kiss me now”
“What kind of kiss, should | put my tongue in your mouth?”

“No just one of your momma kisses that you are so gesesith”

Annie kissed her cheek and forehead and then her lipski$fievas slightly more than
her momma kiss and she wanted it to show how closdedth After that they sat against
each other feeling emotionally drained. Annie finally asked

“What are we doing for dinner?”

“Will you take care of it, | had a hard day”
“Looking for a job?”

“Yes”

“How many places do you call on?”

“Just one”

“Poor baby”

There was a difference between them after thata#t as if neither had anything to hide.
They were much more casual about seeing the other n@keg.kiss more without the
fear of giving the other the wrong impression, and theyewnuch more open about
talking about their feelings. There were funny little thinijee when Annie had a few
drinks she used more bad language. She began to refar sopeevisor at work as ‘that
bitch’. In the past, Rosie had refrained from touching Annie tochmbut now she
touched her as much as she liked.
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Rosie was enjoying her job and she was constantly einegthdy Karma. She wanted
Annie to meet her so she invited the woman to come for dinner

“You know Rosie, | don't get out very much and | dorkelito walk in this neighborhood
after dark. Why don’t you have your sister come here aftek? We can snack on some
munchies and you can be on the bus by eight.”

Annie liked the idea of getting out and she wanted to meefptrson that Rosie talked
so much about. She thought that she could make the s@htbus trip in about forty

minutes so she would be there before six. Rosie toldhkeestiop would be closed but to
rang at the side door and Karma would buzz her in.

The shop was on the ground floor of an old five storydmgl. The second, third and
fourth floor were occupied by offices but the fifth floaas a single apartment. Karma
called it the penthouse. From the apartment, thereawdsor that led to the roof and it
was here that the women met to visit that night.

Karma provided cheese, crackers and a good white wine. Shebwdar, the most
bazaar person that Annie had ever met. She entertdired with stories of the hippy
days in San Francisco and the soon-to-be-famous péapleshe had met.

“My problem is that when | try to remember what we did aib was there it gets all
mixed up in my head. | think that | was at Woodstock in '69 bubfthose outdoor
concerts in the rain look pretty much alike, |1 do refenseeing Jimi Hendrix play so
maybe | was there.

| came here in '61, | think, and by '64 it was getting realncled. Someone got the idea
that we should go live in the woods and raise our own &atllive by our own rules.
Well | was ready for whatever so a bunch of us gotoEhMTA bus and went to
Montana. We were going to live like the pioneers agdédss that we did for a while. |
don’t know where we found this place but it was out saayon and there were already
lots of people there before us.

The weather was good and we slept outside. There wayslavwarm sleeping bag for
me to crawl into. There was plenty of weed and wevwged anyone that was willing. |
remember swimming in a little creek and laying in the suhgaiting the worst sunburn
of my life. You know when your naked you don’'t have mucfedse against anything.
We thought that it would last forever but in October,tefirarrived and we hit the road
back to the Hait”

Karma took a little metal box from her Mumu and rolledské a marijuana cigarette.
“Help your self, it's pretty good stuff”

Annie and Rosie looked at each other. They had never tradithaugh it was common in
the dorm at college.

“We probably shouldn’t, we might have trouble finding thes”
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“Suit yourself, take a couple home with you” Karma dambwing that these girls had
never smoker it before.

“You know, if a cop caught us on the way home, I'd probddibge my job”

This amused Karma even more.

“Look kids, no San Francisco cop is going to bother witlmaple of joints. They spend
their time on the bad stuff like cocaine and hertwe, stuff that hurts people. The two
things that they leave alone are pot and hookers.”

“Hookers? You mean prostitutes. | haven’t seen any imeighborhood”

“Do you know what they look like?”

“Sure, | guess, don’t they wear skimpy clothes wishitiet stockings?” Annie said.
Again Karma laughed,

“Do | look like a hooker?”

“Oh no, not at all”

“I came to the City when | was fifteen, how do yownthihat | lived with no money?”
“Did you ...?"

“Yes dear, | had to eat and buy dope and stuff. | wapisigevith a different hippy guy
every night and | didn’t think that earning a month’s reatrfrsome tourist who wanted a
young hippy girl could do any harm. | always picked the fatdguys that reminded my
of my step dad. That way | felt like | was getting evath him. | did it for a year and
then some nice old fat guy hurt me. It could have beelyread so | got a real job.
Rosie, | took the job that you have now, right here/lrat’s my shop now.”

“Karma, I'd like to take some pot home it that's ok”$Rosaid.

Karma went into the apartment and came back withla $ilver and turquoise box.
“Here’s everything that you need, just don’t over do it. Beaner that it lasts for a long
time and you don’t want to drive for a while”

When they got off of the bus, they stopped by McDonaldstaok home burgers and
fries. They were still feeling a little giddy from tnene and the excitement of their visit
with a real San Francisco hippy.

They went straight to the bedroom to change out of theik clothes, Rosie told Annie
that she had a surprise for her and took two tie-dyed monrtusf her big handbag.

“Surprise! What do you think of these” Rosie said.
“Oh you shouldn’t have but they are perfect for thisréwg. Do you feel a little like a
hippy now?”

They undressed and tossed their clothes on the floch, leglped the other slip into the
tent-like dress and they twirled around the room and lalgtéhile Annie put the
burgers onto paper plates, Rosie lit candles and afenstrprise, a small incense
burner.

Annie asked if Rosie wanted a martini with dinner andfiiend laughed.
“No Annie, | don’t want vodka, what else might we hdve?
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“Well, there’s a little wine in the fridge” she saidtlwva twinkle in her eye.
“No, | don’t want any wine, anything else?”
“Well, I might just have a little pot in my purse, wouldwlike that?”

While giggling they fumbled through rolling a fat joint anshtemplated how to smoke
it.

“Did you notice how Karma sucked it deep and held ¥ ribt like a cigarette. She
smoked it right down to nothing.” Annie said.

“I tried to smoke in high school and all | did was cougt get dizzy.”

“Ok let’s take it easy at first”

They lit the joint and Rosie took a small puff.

“No you have to take it in, you blew it out right awdst, me try”

Annie took a small puff and sucked it down into her lundie Bught the urge to cough
and she was able to hold her breath for a half a minute.

“Do you feel anything?”

“Not yet, now you try it”

Over the next few minutes, they traded the joint backfartd until it was gone. Finally
they sat on the floor together and waited for sometlarigappen.

“Do you feel anything?” Annie asked.

“No, nothing”

“Are you sure?”

“Sure I'm sure”

“Then why are you talking so loud”

“I’'m not talking loud but turn the stereo up, | can haradar it”

“It's too loud now, this stuff isn't working. Will you get usome vodka?” Annie
whispered.

“Can you get it, honey? It’s too far for me. Oh listerthe music, isn'’t it pretty, come on,
dance with me”

The Jones sisters held each other and danced arourwbtheAnnie tripped on the hem
of her mumu and Rosie had to hold her up. Finally thelgpgsed onto the pile of pillows
and lay together.

“I think that it's working” Rosie said.

“Do you think that we should smoke another one?”

“No, Karma said that it lasted a long time, let’s jssé what happens”

They snuggled together on the pillows and talked and laughédong songs with the
radio. Eventually the candled burnt out and they finalignt to bed. They kissed
goodnight several times, not because of any passion buideetteey couldn’'t remember
if they had already done it.
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The Saturday morning sun was streaming through the windwem wnnie finally woke.
She was cuddled tight against Rosie and to her shockwéere both nude. They had
slept together for four years and they had never beernakeed before. She lay there
for a minute recalling the evening. She had been nicely &gh she remembered a
strong feeling of well-being. She couldn’t remember whba had had a more pleasant
time. Karma was right about pot leaving no hangovee. f8h great and she would feel
better if she could get some clothes on before Rosie up.

Looking around the room she saw their work clothes seatt@bout and the two
muumuus were lying near the bed. It was out of charactebdtr of them to be so
untidy. Normally everything was folded and put away. Sde’tiremember which of the
tent-like dresses that she had worn so she picked ufirtheone and took it to the
bathroom.

She quickly brushed and showered and slipped her hippy drester head. When she
went into the kitchen, Rosie was making coffee. Thely tbeir usual good morning
momma kiss and Annie went to the door looking for the paywsr. When she sat at the
little table Rosie poured her a cup of coffee.

“Did you sleep well?” Annie asked Rosie.

“Very well thank you but | do have a couple of questions”

“Yes” Annie said sweetly.

“Why are you wearing my dress and did you ravage me lgstii

“Ravage you! What gives you that idea?”

“Well | woke up alone and my nightgown, which I’'m surput on, was gone. The only
plausible explanation is that you had your way with md &en left me. Is there
someone else?”

Annie tried to look at her with a straight face. Rogieed sincere about her question but
finally broke down into laughter.

“How do you feel honey” Annie really asked

“| feel good, wasn't that a different experience. memnber everything. | remember the
cuddling and the dancing. You're not very good at singinggaleith the radio. You
keep making up your own words. Did you wear a nightgown? | thabght put mine on
but maybe | dreamed it”

“Neither of us wore anything. When | woke, you were behindamle your arms around
me with your head on my shoulder and | won't say werg yaands were”

Rosie laughed,

“Well it's not like you haven't been felt up before ... oty god, you probably haven’t
been felt up before, oh Annie, I'm sorry”

“You are a silly, silly girl” she said smiling.

Summer turned into a wet fall that led to a cold, wetter. Annie enjoyed her job and
she had met several new people. A single guy that sheed/avith had asked her on a
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dinner date but nothing came of it. An obviously gay gad Ipaid her a lot of attention
for a while but she had lost interest when Annie remaaogite but not interested.

Rosie still talked about looking for an art related i she really liked her job with
Karma. She began to dress the part of a hippy for helbyolshe changed her clothes at
work and was her normal, lowa girl, the rest of tineet She was asked on dates by
several guys but they had all looked like junkies to hevas one thing to smoke a joint
with Annie and another to do it with some guy that sde'tireally know.

Once, Karma gave her a couple of Ecstasy pills toeshéth Annie. That night, they
talked about it but they had decided not to move intawvdredrugs. They both felt that
marijuana was harmless and they didn’t want to takechayces.

Christmas brought cold and clear weather and theautyeld beautiful. They walked the
streets at night, window shopping and being dazzled byightsl Somehow even their
tiny apartment felt like a cozy home to them.

New Years day was a Friday giving Annie a three day weelkosle asked Karma for a
couple of days off and the girls drove up the coast anddfaumoom in dilapidated hotel
in a little fishing village. It was cold and the wind waswing spray from the ocean
across the beach and against the window in their room.

Late in the afternoon, they bundled up and walked twaltaghyards along the sea front
to a weather-beaten café for dinner. Inside it was wanoh cheerful and a glass of
California white wine made the evening look promising. Dinnas \ish that was so

fresh that it had been swimming in the freezing oceanntoaning. Of course the dinner
called for more wine and desert needed more wine andathafter dinner brandy.

When they finally made their way towards their hotel/thwere both a little drunk. The
sun was gone and the Wendy darkness was a challenge Whez no streetlight to
guide then and the path was rough. After Annie nearlyRelsie held her hand and tried
to keep them both upright.

About halfway back to the hotel they met a man and prablyrhis wife walking and
carrying a flashlight. Just after they had passed, the lggiard the man say something to
the woman and the only word that they recognized was. ‘gay

When they were finally back in their room, Annie wagated.

“You know, it pisses me off that that guy thought wegay just because we were
holding hands. Hell, we could have tripped in a holeoshething. We didn’'t have the
advantage of his flashlight.”

“Oh Annie, just let it go”

“It's a California thing, people in lowa don't call gingay because they hold hands. Hell,
| hold hands with my mom when the street is rough?
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While Annie continued to rant, they both undressed and putightgowns. Annie kept
on even after they were in bed and the lights wefeRufsie really didn’t want to talk
about it and finally she told Annie,

“Look Annie, tomorrow morning I'll ask the manager if wan switch to a room with
twin beds so he won't tell the neighborhood that a coapl8an Francisco queens are
staying at his place”

“Ok Rosie, good night, love you”

“I love you too, in a sisterly way of course”

Annie did her job and except for her boss, who she disligkke,found the staff very
friendly. There were three women that she worked widryglay and they asked her to
join them at Happy Hour after work on Friday night.

The school was in a much nicer neighborhood then theapartment and they met at a
pleasant café that set in a grove of trees. TwoMbimen were married to business men
who worked in the City. The other was a single gid@bAnnie’s age who talked mostly
about her various boyfriends. On several occasioashsld seen Gail dropped off for
work by some man and she was wearing the clotheshédtagl worn the day before.

The married women had both gone to college in the andait was apparent that they
were now living in very nice neighborhoods. Gail lived in gartment not far from
Annie. She was familiar with all of the clubs and theingmg night spots. Annie
entertained the girls with her story about the Venus@there she and Rosie had gone
to the gay bar. Gail laughed and said that she often tverg with some friends and she
had often seen tourists shocked by what they saw.

A few days later Annie ate her lunch with Gail on plagio behind the library.

“Gail, you said the other night that you often went te Wenus club, | would have
thought that with your boyfriend that it wouldn’t haveeheyour kind of place?”

“Anne, you are a hick from the sticks, you can't livéSian Francisco without having gay
friends, I'm more comfortable there with them thbeeyt would be at the clubs where | go
with my boyfriends.”

“Good point, | don’'t have any gay friends but | guess ihilive here long enough I'll
meet some”

“Come with me some night, you'll like my friends, Theyall well educated urban
women and | think that you'll like them. Since they vikilow that your straight, no one
will hit on you, well maybe just a little”

On Thursday Gail asked Annie if her sister would like to jben for happy hour. Annie
explained that Rosie would be a little late becausenshdd have to ride the bus from
the bay.
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When Rosie arrived the others had already had twoegasfswine and had eaten all of
the free snacks. The two married women chatted wath far a few minutes then
explained that they had to get home. Gail suggested ittt Rosie hadn't eaten that
they go to a place that she knew near the beachs&th¢hat they had a seafood special
and a nice view. The problem of transportation was quisklyed when Gail asked the
bartender to call them a cab.

With a view of the ocean and a dinner of crab and pHstagirls chatted and laughed on
the open-air deck. Rosie was two glasses of wine behindttier two and they weren't
slowing down.

“Gail it sounds like you have been everywhere and knawyewe in the City”

“Not everywhere or everyone but | have seen a lotr&’hee some wonderful and some
very bazaar things in this town. | have an idea, just ddventuresome are you two?”
Annie was slurring her words just a little,

“Hey girl, we’re here for the ride, we may blush but want to see everything, right
sister dear?”

“That’s right sister dear, whatever it is, bring it’o

Gail wasn't sure if she was being kidded or not but she madproposal anyway.

“Do you know anything about the occult?”

“Do you mean witches and magic and stuff?” Rosie asked.

“Something like that, have you heard of Wickin?”

“I read a little in a comparative religion class ohesol. Isn't it the religion practiced by
witches? They worship nature and don't believe in hurtmghing, even insects and
they heal illnesses with herbs.”

“Yes, that’s the basics but there are lots of intetigtions of Wickin. Would you two be
interested in seeing a Wickin ritual?”

“Galil, are you a witch?”

“Some might think so but not that kind of witch. Aend took me to ceremony and |
thought that it was interesting and | guarantee thabittle what you think it is. | have
to ask one more question, are you pretty broadminded adoand stuff”

Rosie answered immediately,

“Just watching right, we don’t have to take part do we?”

“Just watching”

Gail had the cab driver drop the girls off at their aparttrand said the she would be
back to get them at 11:30. She said that everything thateraes in Wickin happened at
midnight.

“So what do we wear to a witch hunt?” Rosie said laoghi

“I don’t know, dressy dress | guess, we wouldn’'t want teradfthe witches”

“For sure, they might put a curse on you and grow a wargour nose, let's smoke a
joint before we go”

“What'’s with you, wine, crab and now pot?”
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“I don't know, | feel all excited, like I'm doing somethingally naughty. You said that
Gail is straight and has lots of boyfriends, right?”

“That’s what she says”

“Well she gave me the look. She licked her lips and loalgd at my size 33-B padded
bra. She may have boyfriends but I'll bet she swingif ways”

“Rosemary Jones, where do you get these ideas, evertkatagay girl smiled at you on
our vacation, you have been imagining all sorts of things.

“Oh sure, just like | imagined that you got me high theipgéd me naked and did dirty
things to me while | was asleep”

“l did dirty things to you? Who was being felt up whea g#un came up?”

“I have no knowledge of that, where’s the matches, @azlrio get this joint smoked”

The taxi took then to a café in North Beach. They didit’'at a table but walked through
to the back and across the alley. They recognized thairtguas a school of some kind.
“It's a day-care that rents its meeting room at nigBail explained.

The hall into the meeting room was dimly lit and therere many people standing and
chatting. They hadn’'t waited long when a gong gently soundegeaople filled into the
room. It was very dark and they found seats in foldirgrshalong the wall. When every
one was seated, the door closed and it was pitch black.

A match was struck and a single candle was lit. Indihelight they could see a person
dress all in black was holding the candle and she begahatiat something in a low

voice. More candles were lit and they could make outr@de of chanting women in

black but neither girl could quite make out what theyeasaying.

Suddenly a bright spotlight illuminated a woman in the eeot the room. She was all in
white and she had her arms raised towards the ceilingeosky or towards god or
something. She gave what sounded like a prayer to the mather asking for those
who were worthy to come forward. From the darkness, foare women in white
appeared. There were other figures in the room that Werre lalack and in the single
spotlight they appeared to be nearly invisible.

The priestess or whatever she was drew a pentagrahedloor and recited something
that the girls couldn’t understand. There was a flafryhe black dress figures around
those who were worthy and just as Rosie started topahisomething in Annie’s ear,
there were four nude girls standing in the circle. Thenée robes were gone. Annie
drew in her breath and held Rosie’s hand. On her otherssid felt Gail's hand resting
on her shoulder.

The nude girls stood with their arms raised to the skiyha priestess said her incantation.
With a flurry of black figures the nude girls were weailmgg black skirts. This went on
until they were completely dress in black. Finally thdycame together in the center in
what looked like a group hug. Annie hadn’t noticed before butdabe was filled with
the smell of incenses and marijuana.
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Back out on the street, Gail seemed very excitedat aimost like she was aroused. She
hailed a cab and asked the girls if they were readyherfinal part of the ceremony.
Annie seemed a little dubious but Rosie said that they meaidy for anything.

The cab took them to a house in china town. When theyexhthey saw that there were
about fifteen young women. They didn't greet each robwt went straight into a large
living room that was devoid of furniture. The floor was ed with pillows and in the
center of the room was what looked like a small altee smell of incense was heavy in
the air and as soon as everyone was seated on thegpitie lights were dimmed to near
darkness. Again Annie and Rosie sat close together and dnedd.hrhis time Gail sat on
the other side of Rosie and had her hand on her sho®dsie thought that it was to
reassure her but it seemed a little intimate.

The Priestess from the other ceremony walked througbketiied people with a little box
and appeared to be giving communion. Each woman would loakdippen her mouth.

The priestess would say something and put a small wafdreogirls tongue. After Annie

and Rosie received theirs they sat there wondering wasicoming next.

Annie realized that the dim light in the room was cliaggolor. It looked like a rainbow
and it was becoming very bright. She looked at Rosie awdsarprised at how close she
was. It was if Annie had her face an inch away fromfhends. From somewhere Gail
came very near her face and she kissed her. Annie ¢rigihé her a momma kiss but it
was much more then that. After a while nothing made anyesestiapes and colors
merged into a swirl of light.

Rosie’s experience was as intense but it wasn't likeflfiends. She saw strange and
frightening figures around her. She tried to hold onto Annigfotection but something
pulled her away. She recognized Gail who was helping hercl8hg to Gail who was
taking her someplace. She recognized a boy from hergradk class. He had wanted to
play doctor with her but she had run away. Suddenly sheatar senior prom and she
was dancing with the boy that had brought her. Then tleeg w the backseat of his car
and he was taking her panties off. After that it Wasights and sounds and then black-
black-black.

The sun streaming through the bedroom window woke Annie. Foinate she didn’t
know where she was but she recognized the ceiling and sliehmar Rosie breathing
beside her. She was surprised to find that she was stliettdrom the night before. She
has a quick, pleasant memory of waking up with Rosie augltier and finding that they
were both nude but now she looked and saw that Rosidnessed also.

She went into the bathroom and tried to take stockhaftwas happening. She was still

feeling a little foggy but she didn’'t have a hang-overdné look in the mirror confirmed
her suspicions that she looked like hell.
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She stripped all of her clothes and leaving them on ther fshe put on her yellow
kimono and went to the kitchen. While she was makoftee she heard a strange sound
from the bedroom. She called to Rosie and got no anShkerrushed into the room and
saw Rosie standing in front of the full length mirroneShad on her blouse but nothing
else. She was sobbing and looking in the mirror. Therebleasl on the insides of both
legs and there were ugly bruises on both arms witene@ne had held her.

“Oh Rosie what’s happened? Have you started your period?”

Rosie sobbed harder and reached for Annie. She clung emtaried. Finally she made
some sense.

“Oh Annie, I've been raped”
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Rex — the sixties and seventies.

Growing up in Rattlesnake Canyon was a wonderful experidoic Rex, there was a
stream to swim in, woods to explore and in the wirtterg was an icy road to fly down
on his sled.

If there was any drawback, it was the lack of neighbadhads to play with. There were
a few who lived at what his dad called the Hippy Camtvianias farther up the canyon.
When the road was clear, they would walk or ride beydb school and he would join
them. In the summer, there were more kids at thepchut his dad didn’'t want him
hanging around them. Rex asked why but he never got a gewéran

“Karl, why don’t you let him go up there to play, its loaa®e here on his own”

“Beth, you remember what those people are like, | donftt\wean seeing stuff like that”
“Oh Karl, this isn't San Francisco in 1966 and people donitehsex on the grass
anymore. It wouldn’t hurt him to have more friends”

Reluctantly, Karl let his son spend time at the camp Hauttold him not to smoke
anything or to take any pills.

What Rex found were small families growing vegetabtesr@ading a lot. When he was
ten he made friends with a boy his age and they had desfoih summer together. Karl
and Beth were curious about the boy’s family and tisead Rex to find out more about
them. They were very surprised to learn that the bogtam was an elementary
schoolteacher and his dad was working on his PHD.

They asked their son if he ever saw anyone naked.

“Bobby and | swim naked sometimes when no ones around.”
“Did you see any naked adults?”

“No, they wear bathing suits just like you and mom”

When Rex was fourteen he became very interestedptaaés and his dad got him a
part-time job gassing planes. The boy saved his earningss&ad if he could take flying
lessons. He made his first solo flight on his searite birthday and had his license a
month later.

When He graduated for high school, His dad got him a jonaairaraft mechanic’s
helper and told him that if he wanted to, he could haveARE license in a couple of
years.

Rex continued building his flying hours and by the time thawvae twenty one, he had a
commercial license and was flying checks and documents thentocal bank to their
headquarters in Great Falls. He continued working wittdads and married Molly, his
high school sweetheart.
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After living in an apartment for a year, the Hippy Gmoame onto the real estate market.
Rex jumped at the chance to buy it and with a loamfles dad, he and his new wife
became the new owners of a mortgage for a house ileftatke canyon. There was one
situation to tend to with the new property. There whred bunk houses on the place that
were being rented to hunters and fishermen and there seeeral people and a few
children living here and paying nominal rent. Several of thelrehands and the guest
house manager had lived on the property for years and he&tvgase if they were
earning their keep or they had just been good friends of th@pseowner.

At first Rex thought that he would evict them all andtstesh but Molly asked him to

let them stay, at least for a while. As a girl slagl fived in one of the house until her
parents married and moved to a place of their own hadedt a connection to the left-
over’s from the flower-child years.
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Nan Rivers

Nan was nervous as she waited in her small room behindatieh office. She was
waiting for her interview with the new owner and shasvgure that he was going to ask
her to leave. She had seen Mr. Hamilton several tasd® and his wife looked over the
property but she hadn’'t spoke to him. They seemed frieardyigh when they nodded or
waved but now that they had moved into the big house, they making changes.

Jack Bernard had been foreman of the ranch for oventywyears and this morning he
had been sent on his way. Ramon was in talking to eBs how and she knew that he
was very nervous. She didn't know what she would doaifnBn left or if she wasn't
wanted. She had been here so long that she couldn’t thifiik anywhere else.

Nan was born in Oklahoma at the start of the greatedsan. She was the oldest of two
girls born to a prosperous farmer but the dust bowl! yeaisthe farm and when she was
six years old, a car wreak took her parents. Since W&seno other family to care for the
girls, they found their way to a Tulsa orphanage.

The Our Lady of Peace School for Girls sounded likeca place for a girl to grow up
but nothing could have been farther from the truthe Thildren were alternately fed a
diet of strong Catholic dogma mixed with mental abusklantal punishment. The food
was so poor that by the time she was nine she weighedfpist@ounds more then when
she was six.

She was separated from her sister in 1942 when the G¢h&ol was closed by the state
and all of the girls went into the Tulsa foster caystam. In 1948, on her eighteenth
birthday, she was set free from the system and imiedgisearched for her sister. She
was told that she could be the foster parent for itteen year old if she had a job and a
place to live or if she was married to a responsibén. Within six months she was
married to a twenty-one year old rooky fireman and shewvied with Joyce.

Life might have been good to her after a childhood ahemt but it didn’t work out that
way. At first her husband was caring and thoughtful bsiwwork seemed to change him.
Not only did he sleep at the firehouse half of the timehe went out with his co-workers
most nights when he was home. It became very impolearmim to show what a ‘Man’
he was and Nan suffered from that.

Joyce living with them became a problem when her husbktarted paying too much

attention to the younger girl and he often made consnalpout one woman not being
enough for him. Her marriage to this ‘real man’ ended ogbtnwhen he tore her sisters
blouse in what he described as a friendly wrestling matchshe claimed was a sexual
attack and had bruises on her breasts to prove it. illagogcked and left with the money
that Nan cleaned out of the joint checking account &atl Yery day they were on a
Greyhound bus to California.
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With no plan in mind they landed in Oakland and almost echiately found work.
Joyce’s good looks got her a job as a waitress-barmaiccountry and western bar and
Nan found work as secretary-clerk-errand runner in theeotif a steamship company.
Both sisters enjoyed the social life in their new htmwa and Nan applied for an
annulment from her husband and since he already had foweplacement for her, he
offered no objections.

Sister Joyce dated a rooky policeman and she introduced d\his tbest friend and

partner. They were married in a double ceremony on Vakstiay, 1951 and again, life
looked good to them. It never occurred to either girl faicemen and firemen might
have the same outlook on life.

Things were good for a while for the newlywed Mrs. DaRwers and with the cheap
houses that were available, both sisters soon hadaweithome. Joyce became pregnant
and was the happy mother of a baby girl. Despite tiygrgt, no children blessed Nan’s
home.

By 1960, Dan had become bitter about almost everything thah’'tvto do with the
police. He had developed an attitude that was commong@gpulitemen, that it was “us
against them”. If you weren't a cop then you were probablgirt-bag. He started
drinking heavily, often while on duty and he begin going autnight with no
explanation. At first Nan thought that he might havgirffriend but she decided that he
was too bitter to be social. She went through his pocket©a more than one occasion
she found way too much money. The truth finally dawned onha¢ he was a dirty cop.

She tried to talk to him but his reaction was to hit hee @ight , in a rage, he beat her so
badly that she was black and blue for weeks. She couldih'the cops because he was
the cops and they took care of their own. This wentoorafyear and then, in the spring
of 1963, she packed a bag and left. She took the ownergaggisto her two year old
Volkswagen and stopped by the bank and withdrew all ofdlsé. She thought that she
might never be back and she wanted to be prepared.

With no where to go, she went to the Hate Ashbersiridt of San Francisco and listened
to the street music. The hippies were smoking dope anddhawreat time and a smiling
girl with flower’s in her hair asked Nan if she wastladan said that she wanted to be
lost and the girl laughed. That night Nan slept on loeick while the flower girl made
love to a guy that she hadn’t known at breakfast tlmahing.

The next day she waited until after six in the eveningms$he thought that Dan would
be home then she went to a pay phone and called her honieen

“Dan, we need to talk”

“WHERE THE GODDAMNED HELL HAVE YOU BEEN AND WHO'’S ED DID
YOU SLEEP IN LAST NIGHT!!”

“Calm down, | spent the night in a hotel”
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“Bullshit, | put out a bulletin on you and if you s&lyin any hotel in the bay area |
would have know it”

That sent a chill through her. If a bulletin was outhen then they would be looking for
her car and they would also be checking the airports asdtations.

“Dan, we can’t go on like this, you can’t beat on me meher you get pissed at your life.
We were so happy for a while, what's happened to us?”

“Look Nan, we can talk about it at home, where ane yow?”

“l can’t come home with you in this mood, I'm afraitlyou”

“LISTEN BITCH, GET YOUR ASS HOME RIGHT NOW OR THEBXT TIME | SEE
YOU I'LL RIP YOUR FACE OFF!”

Nan hung up the phone. She was terrified that he wouldhBndShe had to get away to
somewhere safe but right now she needed to hide. Shiedvio just drive away in her
car but she knew that would be a bad mistake. Fiséidydecided to try to put the cops
off of her trail. She put the key back in the ignitior aarned on the car’s lights. Leaving
the drivers door open she walked towards an intersectierevghe could find a bus. She
thought that in this neighborhood, the car would be steteon. As she boarded the bus
she saw her car race by on it’'s way downtown. She badrrthought that she would be
happy to see her car stolen but it put a smile on leer fa

Back in the flower child’s room she found her packingnalsbag,

“Hey Nanny we’re going to the country, want to come?”

“Where are you going?”

‘I don’t know, somewhere in the mountains, we're goindite outdoors and grow our
own food, it'll be a blast”

“Is it a commune? | saw something on TV about peokéyou living in communes”
“Yea | guess, it's called Hippy Camp and it's a couple g&dérive from here”

“How are you getting there?”

“Pete’s van, there’s room, come on”

Pete’s van was a beat up old VW Microbus. Pete and Samwere in the front seat and
Marcy, the flower child, Ann something and Nan were in thekb@hey were all singing
and laughing and smoking marijuana while Nan slumped downhaught about dying
at the hands of her maniac husband.

When they stopped at a K-Mart in Sacramento for arbath break and to buy some
snacks, Nan called her sister.

“Joyce, its Nan”

“My god Nan, Dan’s been here and he’s acting crazy. \Widayou do to him?”

“I left him after he beat me for the last time. iett to talk to him but he’s gone over the
edge and | don't think that it has anything to do with me.”

“Where are you now?”
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“l can't tell you but I'm trying to get somewhere saf®ok Joyce, | really think that he
will kill me if he catches me and he has the cops onithés & anything happens to me, |
want you to call the FBI and tell them about this cosaon. Don't call the Oakland
police. They'll just cover everything up. Honey, I'll catbu but not very soon. If you
don’t hear from me by Christmas, make that call. leh@vgo now”

“l love you Nan”

The summer was spent living in tents and raising vegetabledig garden. Nan tried
the marijuana that Marcy liked so much but she didké It. It lasted too long and she
felt totally out of control. When the weather turnettida the fall, the love children went
their way back to the coast or home to their reguiaislbut Nan had no place to go.

The Hippy Camp started out as a casual invitation byraFsancisco business man to
several of his friends. Joe Bonnet had grown up on tindyfaanch located in a canyon
near Redrock Montana. After college he moved to Sancis@mand over the years he
had been very successful at making money. After his [saveare gone he kept the ranch
as a summer retreat and left the running of the busiodss foreman.

In the fifties he started inviting business associatedramls to come to the ranch in the
summer for great trout fishing and easy living. The housg lwed two bedrooms so the
guests camped in tents near the river. His friendsestamtviting their friends until the
camp site has nearly filled the grassy meadow. As tbecfaof American society
changed in the late fifties, so did the make up of tmenser encampment. By 1962, the
Hippy Camp was living up to its name.

Joe retired in 1959 and moved home to the ranch where heohptbblem with the
hippies. He enjoyed the music and the spectacle of therflahildren practicing free
love. He charged each camper a modest fee that he@apprividing portable outhouses
and on a general cleanup of the property after theviatiuation.

This year, was different. A woman who was a litde bld to be a hippy came to him
with a request.

“Mr. Bonnet, can | stay here over the winter. lligedon’t want to leave.”

“Well hon, | don’t think you realize just how cold itging to get. You would freeze to
death in that tent.”

Nan looked disappointed.

“I really need to stay somewhere, do you know wheareuld get a cheap room. | have a
little money and | can get a job but | don’t wantite lin town”

“Are you running from the law?”

Nan was hesitant to talk but she was desperate to stdgrhso she told him her story
leaving out the part about Dan being a cop. Joe looked &irremhile then asked her,
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“Are you a junkie Nan?”

“No, | don't even like the stuff that the kids did hetesummer”

“You didn't smoke dope and screw in the grass besiderdek’t

“I tried marijuana once but | didn’t like it and no one egkne to screw”

He laughed at that.

“Ok hon, here’s a proposition, you can decide if it's mslecent one or not, | was going
to get a housekeeper-cook to live here with me. At sietq/es most women think that
I’'m harmless but you can decide that for yourselfold yvant the job, I'll give you room

and board and some spending money but | have to warnfygay lie or cheat me or

steal things then you’ll be on the next bus out of towru ¥eem like a nice lady but we
don’t know each other yet. So what do you say?”

Nam had a little room of her own where she could getesprivacy, read and watch a
little TV. She was a conscientious worker who cleagned cooked and tried to stay busy.
Each morning she cooked Mr. Bonnet’s breakfast then wasigedishes while Joe spent
much of his day in the upstairs office working on the habooks. After lunch she took
two hours in her room to read or watching TV. Later shesltto make an appealing
dinner for her boss but she was always disappointedvafdsi he ate. Her two hours in
the kitchen meant fifteen minutes for him in the dinningmoo

After a month he asked a question,

“Nan, why don’t you eat dinner with me in the dining roomRithk that it’s silly for you
to do all of the cooking and then for you to eat in kitehen leaving me alone in the
other room, how about it?”

“Well, Mr. Bonnet, if you don't think that it's an imp®n, | would love to”

That night as she served the food, he opened a bottlinef &%he had gone out of her
way to fix a special dinner and instead of setting his pd¢be end of the table, she sat
both settings across from each other.

At first they both made polite small talk but as theeysl wore on, the conversation
became more comfortable. Over the years she had bekras avid reader that she could
talk on almost any subject. He had lived in San Franascbhe had traveled a great
deal. He had been married to the same woman for yedys when she passed away
seven years ago.

When the weather got really cold, he offered her a gdm@pskin coat and some fur
lined boots. Nan was hesitant to take them thinkingttiggt had been his dead wife’s but
he put her mind at ease.

“They’re my daughter’s things. She really didn't likeh#¢re and hardly ever wore them.
She’s married now and lives in Hawaii. She has a gumstehthere that they call a Bed
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and Breakfast. My son-in-law has a charted fishing .b8he likes it warm and she’ll
never use this stuff again.”

“Do they have children?” Nan asked

“They've got a house full of them. She didn’t marry ustie was thirty five and she still
had four kids. | go to see them once a year and she wants move over there. Maybe |
will someday”

Nan felt safe at the ranch but the dread of her huslvasdilways on her mind.

Normally, José Vargas, one of the ranch hands, tootohemwn on Saturday to shop for

groceries but lately Joe Bonnet had assumed that duy. Would often stop for lunch at

one of the local dinners and, on occasion, if thetsmoved them, they would go to a

movie at the Plaza. Joe might have been twice hebuaigke was a true gentleman and
he knew how to treat a lady.

As Christmas neared Nan and Joe were very at easedaeach other and he would
often touch her arm or put his hand on her shoulder. Sredogeed the habit of kissing
him on the cheek at night and she halfway expected saoment@ advance from him but
he was always polite.

The Saturday before Christmas she asked him to drop hat KfMart while he filled
the jeep with gas. He offered to come in with her betsdmt him to the gas station. As
soon as he was gone, she found a pay-phone. She dreaded thakcall to her sister
because she was afraid that Dan would trace her to &edral come looking for her.
She was tempted to hang up as the phone rang but she waited &nswer.

“Hello”

“Joyce, it's me”

“Oh Nan, I've been holding my breath waiting for youli.care you alright?”

“I'm good, is Dan still looking for me?”

“I've got some news for you, | don’t know if it’'s good bad”

“What?”

“Nan, Dan’s dead. He was killed in a shootout last &aper. You know that you
thought that he might be on the ‘take’, well | gues$ beawas and him and some drug
dealer got into a fight over money and they tried woskeach other. | don’t know all of
the details but Jim said that he was dirty and he dvtvalve gone to prison if he had
lived. Normally you would get his pension but not now, $amry that he’s dead if you're
sorry and I'm glad if you’re glad”

Nan was shocked. She was sorry that the good man thahatried was dead but she
was glad that the asshole that he had become was $jo@¢old her sister where she was
living and that she was happy here. She said that she¢ ougle for a visit next spring
but right now she had no plans.
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“Nan, Jim says that even if you can’t get Dan’s paemsyou can get his Social Security if
you’re still married to him.” That thought made Nan smil

When she met Joe at the curb she leaned over and kisseltkbk.
“What's that for?” he asked with a smile.
“Oh just because your so nice”

That night, the temperature dropped to eighteen below a#rahb furnace kept the

house warm, at least until the electricity went offe Jnade a fire in the fireplace and
brought in enough wood to last the night. With the living rdeeimg the only place in the

house with heat, Nan and Joe snuggled up on the couchengeth

She felt very secure with him and she felt happy withdreat burden of her homicidal
husband lifted from her. Their little goodnight kisses ledsbme serious kissing. He
might have been twice her age but he wasn't dead. $tte@ cold and too soon for
anything more than some intimate touches but that madelibéh happy.

Joe was struggling with the ranch accounts and when &mel@ that Nan had

bookkeeping experience, he put her to work. It didn’t take Imgy io see that the ranch
foreman had a lot of unsubstantiated expenses. Afteralehours of work she told her
boss that she thought that the foreman was stealingvgbene between $10,000 and
$20,000 a year from him.

Joe fired the foreman and from that day on, Nan Wwadbtisiness manager of the ranch.
Joe wanted to make a paying proposition out of the rentameacthat the campers
provided and he set her to work coming up with a plan. Shet Sgeeral days on
investigation and calculation and then she showed hintbaas.

Her first thoughts were that the overt dope smoking @neMsng by the creek would
have to go. She believed that the future lay in whatt®tendid best, trout fishing in the
spring and summer, and hunting in the fall. The tentewao messy and brought the
wrong kind of guests. They would need indoor accommodatiotis teilets and some
arrangements for cooking meals. She thought that a bunkiwitis private bedrooms
and a central kitchen and laundry room would give th@maal return on an investment.

Joe had no objections but he wanted to know how she pldorgiscourage the hippies
from coming. She had been troubled by this problem and Istrshggestion was for
someone to go the Hait next spring and spread the wordgatherflower children. She
knew that some would still turn up and she thought thathi®icoming year, they should
be given a one or two day stay so they could make news.pla

Joe agreed and told her to do whatever it took becausafiespending the spring in
Hawaii with his daughter and his grandchildren and, like itoby Man was in charge.
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Some of Nan’s first year in charge was good and sonsecaos but they all survived.
She was successful in converting the business from hippisportsmen and a new
source that she hadn’t considered. There was a sstigdhyn of hikers, bird-watchers,
environmentalist, writers, and a few lost souls tha hler, had come to be lost, at least
for a while.

The rules were strictly enforced. It was fine to haveold beer or a glass of wine under
the giant oak trees as long as it didn’t lead to robelyavior but it was not ok to smoke a
joint or be high on pills. Each guest had to sign algdefor good behavior. The paper
clearly stated that any infringement of Montana law wdaktl to a meeting with the
county sheriff.

The ranch business wasn't part of Nan’s domain and the izaadts lived in their own
guarters about a mile up the road. Most of the ranch psolagrtabove the canyon rim
and was out of sight of the ranch house. One of tléingahands was Manual Garcia
who had worked for Joe Bonnet most of his life. He wasried to a pretty girl from
northern Mexico and they had a young son named Ramon.

The boy always hung around the ranch house and triedke mm self useful. Nan liked
him and would often see that he got some treat fronkitbben. In the fall when he
would walk by on his way to the school she would take @it him and drive him to the
bottom of the hill.

As he grew, Nan was his best friend. She was the onén¢haame to with a cut or a

bruise or a bruised ego. She was the one that hessad his burning love for some
little girl when he was fourteen. She was the ongite him a lecture on safe sex when
he started driving the pickup and she was the one thatchérgd when he proposed to

his wife. He called her Tia Nan, Aunt Nan and he lovedwith all of his heart.

It was her Ramdn who was talking to Mr. Hamilton ablist future now. She jumped
when she heard the door knob turn and was fearful whemiRatack his head through
the door.

“It's ok Tia. He seems like a nice guy. He offered ime job as foreman. Do you think
that | can do it?”

She had a tear in her eye when she hugged the huge man.

“Of course you can, you're the best person for the fablan glad for you. Now tell me
what he said”

“I'll tell you later Tia, right now he wants to talk tyou”

“Do you think that he’ll fire me?”

“No Tia, he will love you like | do”
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“Come in Mrs. Rivers and have a seat, can | get yothaigy water, coffee?”

“Nothing thank you Sir”

“Mrs. Rivers I've had the books audited and I've looked ma@ne of your suggestions.
I’m eager to get started on some of the projects.”

“Does that mean that I'm staying?”

“Well ... yes, you do want to stay don’'t you?”

“Did the audit turn up anything?”

“Yes, | want you to talk to the accountant about a coaptbe accounts that you charge
expenses to, he wants you to expense them in a difi@enand | don’t understand any
of it. Now about these projects ...”

They went over several of her ideas, some of whichupported and a couple of which
he rejected. When they were finished he told her abogva enterprise that he was
interested in.

“Do you know where Nine Mile Lake is?”

“Somewhere up in the mountains, some of our guests rehadfthere”

“That’s right, it's about sixty miles from here and ane really knows why it’s called
‘Nine Mile’ because it's not nine miles from anywheYau can only get to it by jeep in
late summer because of the snow pack. There isn‘alagad, just a track through the
woods but the lake it's self is a fisherman’s dream.

A guy in Helena owns part of it and he’s built a lodge died fishermen up there in a
float plane. He’s retiring and he’s offered the placen It's a real paying operation
now but with some improvements’ to the lodge and somertasing it could be a gold
mine. | want you to go to Helena and look at his book&ely took ok, we’ll fly up to the
place and look it over”

When Nan walked out of the back door, Ramén was waitintdr.

“Is it ok, Tia Nan?”

“It's more the ok, it's exciting. | have to go to He¢erl haven't been to a city in a long
time, is there anything that you would like me to bring backydu?”

“Just you, Tia. Just you.”

Nan sat nervously beside Rex in the Cessna 185 floag.plhead, through a gap in the
mountains, she could see the sun shining off of thersvafahe blue lake. As they came
over the water she could see that Nine Mile Lake almmit three miles long and a half
mile wide. Three sides were heavily wooded with justreomabeach. At the shallow end
there was a marshy swamp and she could see a moosgrgr@mong the water lilies.
“Who owns that land?” she asked through the headsgtom.

“BLM, bureau of land management, | doubt if anything wikelke built there”

As Rex flew up the lake, he pointed at a pair of blae&ré on the narrow beach. Nan

saw the lodge near the top of the lake where a fastngnstream flowed past and into
Nine Mile it's self. The lodge was not very picturesquidgoked like a pre-fab that had
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been hauled in and assembled here. There was a dotlefodt plane and a couple of
canoes were pulled up onto the rocky beach.

Rex flew over the lodge and about a mile towards thelmag®inted out a large meadow
with a dirt landing strip between the trees.

“There’s an old mine in those rock’s and this is wheeegérts for the pre-fab lodge were
flown in. Look in the trees, there’s a jeep parked thirevas driven in here a few years
ago and it's used to bring supplies to the lodge.”

Rex checked the wind direction by looking at the lake thed he lined up to land. Nan
was torn by fear and awed by the beauty of the settingn\Wisefloats touched the water
just the sound changed but she never felt a thing.

The lodge was functional but it had no charm at all. Theas a big living room and
kitchen and six very small bedrooms with shared bathrd@utside there was a rough
track that served as the road to the meadow and a colublendred yards up the track
was a small building that held a generator. It wasepfac enough from the lodge to hide
the noise that it made.

“What do you think Nan?”
“I think that if we market it right, you will make a taf money”
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San Francisto Chronicle

August 2, 1990

More than 100,000 Iraqgi soldiers backed up by 700 tanks invaded the Gulf state of
Kuwait in the early hours of this morning.

Iraqi forces have established a provisional government and their leader Saddam
Hussein has threatened to turn Kuwait city into a "graveyard" if any other country
dares to challenge the "take-over by force".
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Incirlik Air force Base, Turkey

Lt. Tim Van Dam was setting in his office at IncirlikirAorce Base when a sergeant
stuck his head in the door.

“Better come look at this sir, something big is happening ovihe gulf”’

In the outer office, someone had tuned the TV to Arfr@aes Network and the banner
on the screen carried the news,

“Iraq invades Kuwait”

When Tim walked up to look, his clerk asked in an excited yoice

“What do you think Lt. Are we going to get mixed up in this?”

“l don’t know, | guess that Saddam wasn’t too pleased withags-kicking that he got
from Iran so he decided to pick on someone smaller”

Rattle Snake Canyon near Redrock Montana.

“Hurry up Rosie, I'm going to be late for work, what g1 doing anyway?”

“Just a second, some Arab country just invaded some étiaér country and the news
says that the price of oil is going to go up”

“Yea, well the oil companies raise the price if thedvblows from the wrong direction.
Remember that embargo when we were kids, my mom waititige for hours just to

make Exxon richer. | guess we better fill the car whigecan still afford it”

A little farther up the canyon

“Good morning Mrs. Hamilton, has your husband left forkwet?”
“Yes Nan, he should be at airport shop by now, give haallahere”

Hamilton Aviation, Redrock Airport.

“Hamilton Aviation, this is Rex”

“It's Nan Mr. Hamilton. Have you heard the news thisrniag ?”

“No the radio in the truck is stuck on the country musatien, what’s up?”

“Iraq has invaded their neighbor and the news guy saysgdmtprices will go up, |
thought that you might want to fill the planes befdratthappens”

Montana National Guard Armory, Redrock Montana.

“Montana National Guard, Corporal Petes speaking Sir”

“Hey Petes its Hamilton, have you heard anything abasiridq thing?”

“Naw, nothing Hamilton but your about the tenth guy tth dou know how this bullshit
works, the UN will condemn them and the oil companietsgilew us again. I'll let you
know if | hear anything”
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Little Rock Creek near the Lassen Volcano.

Dave Kelly and his dad were taking a break from their mgrsitrout fishing. They had
already caught and released several fat rainbows andh®sun was hot and high and
they were sitting in the lush grass under a tree. t8ilémey watched two deer grazing in
the meadow when something spooked them and the bounded dffarfarest.

“So Dave, are you excited about Berkley?”

“Aw you know pops, a school's a school”

“Oh sure. If that's true why did you camp by the mailbaadtimg for their letter?”

“Well, | applied to four schools and San Francisco Stae the only acceptance that |
had. | really wanted Stanford but they didn’t want @el Berkley and UCLA were the
only chances that | had left. | had only applied at 8% fall back in case the others
turned me down.”

“I'm glad that you're not going to UCLA, there are toongaveirdo’s down south.”
“Sure dad, nice advice from a guy who grew up wearing loaeldand listening to the
Grateful Dead”.
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War - September 1990

If Lt. T. Van Dam had any thoughts about the gloriewaf he had long since lost them.
He was trying to read while the desert was trying to detsutent. The sand had been
blowing for days and he had no reason to think that it woulmnblowing for the rest of
his life. Just to kill the monotony, he periodically cked the HumVee parked just
outside to see how much of the paint had been blasted away

His tent mate, Lt. Tom Rollins, had surrendered to the texaninal boredom and had
escaped into an almost endless sleep. At least tomomras to bring some activity
although he wasn’t sure how much. He had been summonkd tmmmander’s tent for
reasons unknown but anything was better than what helovag.

The morning had brought a brief respite to the howling wind whbad died to just a
gale but some change was better than no change. Véheari outside the visibility had
improved enough for him to see that a new unit had pitcéets ton the edge of the
camp. Checking his watch he made sure that he would atitlee unit commanders
command tent at exactly 0800 hours.

As Tim trudged through the sun he met a soldier from ¢heencamping,
“Hey sarge, what unit is that?”

The soldier saluted.

“We don't salute up here, one of us might get shot”

“Sorry sir, we're the Montana National Guard and wgis off the boat”

In the colonel’s outer office, Tim made and efforbtash the dust off of his uniform and
boots. Just then the door opened and he was call into tbe. off

“Come in Lieutenant, | promise that you would be a squadkeleand I've finally found
your squad. Sit down and I'll give you the details.”

Tim's squad would look for evidence of any chemical or lgaal activities by the

Iragi’'s. He was assigned two Sergeants from the Manhational Guard to help him.
These men were trained in chemical and biological wardad they would provide the
technical expertise that was needed. He was also gettingdldiers to provide security
for the team and to do any other jobs that the Lieuttenaght need. His equipment
included a 6x6 truck, two HumVee’s, three tents, commuoicagguipment and what
ever rations that were required. Did the Lieutenant hayejaestions?

“Sir, what about chemical and biological detection gear?

“Your Sergeants will bring what you need. Now, see tis¢ §ergeant and he will give
you your call signs, radio frequencies and the chaocoofmand. You will receive orders
from headquarters daily if needed.”
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Tim was a little overwhelmed by the scope of his asseginand he hoped that he had
enough men to complete his task. After the first setggane him the necessary
information, he took him outside to introduce him to his squad.

One of Tim’s men was a Montana National Guard Sergeamted Rex Hamilton. He
was easy going and seemed to really know his stuffagt @bvious that he was glad to be
here and he thought his country was doing the right thingn@uheir training activity
Tim often rode in the HumVee with him.

As a West Point graduate, he instinctively looked downmiat he perceived to be
poorly trained National Guard troops but after he had workiéd ttvem for a while he

came to like their easy going manor. In general, theyewespectful of the regular
officers but they certainly were not awed by rank. Tiveye polite but often avoided
saying ‘sir’ by referring to an officer’s rank. ‘Yes Majovas far more common then
‘Yes sir’. Tim was a little put off by his men callingnhi'Lt’ instead of Lieutenant but he
eventually got over it.

For four long, dusty, boring months Tim and his men tredtay busy if nothing else
then to maintain their sanity and then finally in Febyuae generals turned the army and
marines loose and they ran over the vaunted Iraqgi.awfyle the fighting lasted less
then four days, Tim’s unit was safely in the rear wagitio be called into action. The call
never came.

Several days after the fighting stopped, they were is¢émtiraq to test destroyed tanks
and artillery for any traces of poison gas. Tim, Semgééay and two soldiers took one
HumVee and Rex and the other two guys took another. eyt all day for three days
driving from one burned out tank and quickly checking it vgils sensors. They saw a
lot of dead Iraqis but found no chemical or biologicagdp@ns. At night they would meet
and camp on the open desert.

On the forth day the army found a huge ammunition dumptheaQwi pass. The call on
the radio said that there were crates with biohazankings on them. The unit was
excited to actually get to see something that they weaired for and was just about
ready to get underway when another call came in. The=éice reported a destroyed
truck about 20 miles north of Qui that had some suspi@ountainers on it. They wanted
Tim to take a look.

Tim and Rex studied the map,

“Ok Sarge, we’re here and Qwi's there. The truck is e libut the only way to get to it

is to bypass these hills. | want you to check the trickthen meet us at camp five. Lets
see, it’s nearly noon now, it'll be dark before you wethe truck so camp with the tank
guys tonight and get a full tank of gas. Check out the tradknaeet us in two nights in

Dirt Town.”
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They marked both maps and verified their radio frequenBies was disappointed but he
did what he was told. With the war over he knew ti@twould be home soon and he
wanted at least one story to tell the guys at the VFW ha

It was late in the day when Tim got to the ammo dumpvat Be sent Sergeant May to
check one bunker while he checked another. While lookimgugfh crates of gas
canisters Tim found something that interested him. The® a box filled with small,

metal tubes that were about the size of a short.cigdact, they looked like the tubes
that were used to pack expensive cigars. The only markindgp¢hetuld see was 'B-271’
on each tube. He put several in his jacket pockets meaniray¢oRex look them up in
his CB reference book and then he looked at the othesscra

His thoughts were interrupted by a siren and a loudspeakamgaall personnel to clear

the area. An MP came by and shouted for him to getamaly because they were going
to destroy the dump. May and the others picked him up itHtheVee and they made

their way to a temporary camp about four miles away.

That evening he sat with several officers drinking cokelsveasiched the dump go up in
flames. They cheered at the fireworks and lamentadathain a museum country didn’t
allow cold beer. The last rays of the sun turned Kyered from the smoke of the
burning dump. The next morning, his tent was covered witlyex laf black ash but he
gave it no thought. He had no idea that the ash wouldgehhis and thousands of others
lives.

Rex had driven all afternoon and by dark he arrived at teamp@amp that had been
setup by an armored brigade. He found a friendly NatiGuelrd Sergeant that filled his
HumVee with gas and pointed out a portable kitchen. Hehantivo guys camped in the
dirt just like they had for the last four months and thight all they talked about was
going home.

The next morning they found the truck but Rex didn’t likelocation. They had seen
several Iraqi soldiers that morning and these guysnitergerested in surrendering. As
Rex’'s HumVee approached them they disappeared intactub. He didn't like the idea
of being ambushed by some hungry deserter.

The truck was in a little gully with mounds and rocksuad it. If he took both of his
guys down there with him, they could easily be jumped diyesof these Iraqgi's. He
decided to put them on top of the highest rock where tbeydowvatch him and each
other.

With his riflemen in place he eased the HumVee dowrgthly and stopped next to the
burned out truck. His sensors showed no signs of gasligdided to take a quick look
around. The rear of the truck bed was a mass of melteal boxes but the cab was still
intact. A look inside confirmed that the driver hadn’tveued.
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When he walked around the other side of the truck, theasea metal box lying in the
sand. “Odd” he thought, all of the Iragi equipment andelBothat he had seen were
painted in tan camouflage. This footlocker size box raght aluminum. Turning it over
he saw the markings that caused him to catch his bretatiaed “Bank of Kuwait”

He had heard rumors about guys finding money, gold andgeéw¢lhe though that most
of it was bull. This box might be nothing more thanrtgage papers and bank records.
He quickly looked at the burned debris in the back of thektrHe poked through it and
found a burned lump of something. He broke the lump open andile remains of
American $100 bills.

Rex sat on the box for a minute and thought about whdb t He was an honest man but
this might be found money. The Bank of Kuwait had alyels$t it and except for
chance, the box that he was sitting on should have be&oyb Not knowing exactly
what he was going to do he put the box in the back oHth@Vee and went to pickup
his guys.

Camp 5, Dirt City to its residents, was full of adigwvwhen Rex drove in. There were
many trucks loading cargo and some tents had already &eem down. He stopped off
at the Montana National Guard headquarters tent andgveased with they news that
they were going home. They had to get all of there geelyding their tents onto the
trucks by 1700 hours and buses would take them south that evening.

When Rex found Tim, he too had orders to leave. Theyathdtir a few minutes,
exchanged phone numbers and mail addresses, shook hantsd sadd went there
separate ways.

Back in the unit tent, Rex thought about the box in theniee. He was torn between the
classic dilemma of fear and greed. Finally, he brokeldbk off of the Bank box and
looked inside. It was filled with stacks of $100 bills. Reasva little surprised to find that
they were used and the serial numbered weren’t in ovdighout pondering any longer
he emptied a crate of gas masks and filled it with tbeey. He took the gas masks and
the Bank box to the HumVee and drove to the disposapdédnmechanical ditch digger
was cutting an eight foot deep trench into the sand.fAl@gear that wasn’t being taken
home was tossed into the trench and a bull dozer illiag ft in. He tossed in the Bank
box and masks and watched them disappear under eigbf eatidi dirt.

A few days later, a pallet of boxes that were markedhtistoa National Guard Armory,
Redrock Montana was lifted onto a ship that would take tteethe states. It would be
several months before they would find their way home Bex would worry for every
minute of those months.
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Wendy - October 1990

The phone on Nan’s desk rang just before five in therefta. It was a woman looking
for a place to stay and she said she would be ther feast a week. When Nan asked
where she was, she said that she was at the truckstthe interstate. Nan told her that
someone would pick her up within a half hour. She calledaheh office to get a driver
but there was no answer. She knew that the fall Wassg time for the ranch so she
decided to go herself.

Driving down the canyon she was surprised at how much workbéad done on the
road. The city had annexed the canyon a month befatdlee old gate was gone. The
road was to be paved and to her delight, cable TV wiag lbeought in.

When she arrived at the truck stop, she knew that thasetrouble. The woman looked
like a junky. Nan had seen a lot of this in the past anckebe a loser when she saw
one. To make matters worse, she had a little gith Wwér along with a small case and a
pink back pack. When she spoke to the woman, she saw éemeye glassy and she
thought that she was probably high. Her clothes werg aintl wrinkled and she had the
look of a street person about her.

“I sorry but we don'’t allow any alcohol or narcotidgla@e ranch”

“I’'m not using, | just took some cold medicine”

“I'm sorry, but you'll have to find somewhere else tayst

The woman'’s eyes fill with tears and she pleaded Wéh.

“Please take us in for tonight, I'm exhausted and thaskidingry. | can’t go walking the
streets in the dark looking for a place to stay. Jusiofught, please, | can pay, please.”
Nan knew better but it was dark and cold.

“Just tonight but tomorrow you need to leave”

Back at the bunk house Nan had her sign a registratosh and charged her twenty
dollars. She told the woman that a driver would be themaght in the morning to take
her to town.

Back in the office she looked at the card, Margaret Suswmith an address in Stockton,
California. The name seemed so familiar to Nan thatthought that she had heard it
before but she couldn’t remember where. She calledatineéhroffice and arranged for a
driver to be there at eight in the morning.

Nan lay in bed reading just as she had done every nighhdoy years. There was a
stack of paperback novels on her nightstand and a boaaifslon the floor. She was a
member of the book-share club at the library and she amddicted to romance novels.
She was nearly asleep when she sat up in bed and lookaddoron the floor. She and
quickly scanned through several books and found what akdowking for. The fictional
heroin of the novel was Margaret Summers from Stockto
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At eight the next morning she dialed Miss Summers rbatthere was no answer. She
was irritated that the woman had been warned thatwstzeleaving at eight and she
wasn't cooperating. She walked down the hall and knocketeodoor.

“Miss Summers, it's time to go” she called but thes&s no answer. She could hear the
little girl who she thought was about two years oldthetwoman didn’t answer.

After knocking several times she opened the door witlpass key.
“Miss Summers, it’s time to leave.”

The two year old was playing on the floor with a littlell and she looked at Nan with
Angelic eyes while she sang a little song. The womas Iwiag on the bed, still dressed
in the clothes that she had worn the day before. Tlwasea hypodermic needle and a
rubber cord lying beside her. Nan knew that she was indudphe. Checking quickly she
found the woman hardly breathing and she knew thatstameoverdose.

She called the driver and they got her into the badk@fstation wagon. Not knowing
what to do with the little girl she scooped her up glanth her little pink back pack and
ran to the ranch quarters on the other side of the. I&ire banged on the door of one of
the bungalows and asked the girl who answered to whéclittle girl for a while. Then
she ran to the car and jumped in the back with the un@usseioman and told the driver
to get then to the emergency room fast. Before thely reached the bottom of the
canyon, the woman grabbed Nan’s hand and whispered, “Takefaasebaby”

The woman was dead by the time they reached to thétdo$fan and the driver waited
in the lobby while the police were called and soon a yalepyty came in. It was Jimmy
Brown who had grown up in Redrock and had been fishing mamg tanthe ranch.

The driver spoke little English so Jimmy asked him a dgwstions in his high school
Spanish. Since he knew nothing about the woman, Jimmy guestidan. She told him

everything, just as it happened but, for some reason, sleuteany mention of the little

girl. She meant to tell him but memories of her chilobhgot in her way. She knew that
Jimmy would have taken the girl to Child Services and theyld have put her in the
foster care system until some relative was found. Naaght that she would tell him
later, when they knew who she was.

When they were through, Jimmy followed them back toréimeh and checked her room.
He took photos of the needle and rubber cord. He opendikleerase and found almost
nothing. There was some dirty underwear and a wrinklagsbloThere was no purse and
Nan couldn’t remember seeing her with a purse. Jimmy haghdyl collected the
contents of her pockets which consisted of 84 dollars smmde change. She had no
identification at all.

“Nan, aren’t you required to see her |.D. when she chacKs

“You know | am Jimmy but it was late and she was ondyisgy the night, am | in
trouble?”
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“No Nan but do it next time”

When the deputy was gone Nan went to the ranch quarters,

“Thanks Maria, I'll take her now”

“Who is this girl Nan, | haven’t seen her before?”

“She’s my niece’s girl and she’ll be staying for a feéays”

“Was it your niece who died?” Maria said with sadness.

“No, my niece brought her here last night, the woman died was just a drifter passing
through”

Back in Nan’s room, with the angelic little girl playing the floor, she went through the
back pack. There were a couple of pairs of pants ants shat were still in Wal-Mart
packages, several pair of cotton panties and a wrinklelttasmd shorts from a good San
Francisco Department store. On the T-shirt was aiq@adf a Peter Pan and Tinkerbelle.
There was also a good supply of apples and fruit juosed

Nan sat the girl on her lap and talked to her as shekelléher over. Her panties were dry
indicating that she was potty-trained. Her clothes vdaty and were probably what she
had been wearing the day before. Strangely, her ears pwerced and she had little
diamond studs in them. On her wrist was a green braéelétst Nan thought that it was
just cheap plastic but when she took it off she sawitthds lacquered silver. There was
a name on the bracelet written in cartoon font,”"WebDdrling”

Nan mused at the irony of the bracelet, Wendy Daxliegt to Neverland with Peter Pan
to be the mother of the Lost Boys and now she wastayid who needed a mother.

Nan made an arrangement with Maria to watch Wendy guhie day. To Maria she was
just one of the many kids that lived at the ranch. Atnighe little girl slept in Nan’s
room and the older woman fed her breakfast in the morning.

As Wendy grew she might have suffered from a lackwtuning but that wasn't the
case, she loved and was loved by Maria and almost ewergroept Nan. Maria’s
children were her brothers and sisters. Nan was ma@lgrandmother then a mom, she
was sixty-one years old and she just couldn’t dedicatéféeo this little foundling. She
provided food and shelter and some companionship but she julgntdoe the girl's
mother.
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Rex - 1991

Montana had never looked better to Rex when his unit wedlyfihome. After four
months of living in the dirt in an all male environmeim, felt like he was in haven. The
green mountains and the clean air were like medicih@oEven hearing the soft voices
of girls and women made him feel good.

After things settled down a bit he had time to talk govi&n about the ranch business and
to Nan about the guest house. It pleased him to seedtiah&ad so run well without his
daily supervision.

He sat down with Nan and went over the reports fronwloek and complemented her on
a good job. She said that she needed to hire someowépthdr in the office which was
no surprise to him He had offered several times in thelpashe had always turned him
down. When the business talk was done they chattedwbile

“Nan, who it that little blond girl | see playing in tiyard?”

“That’s my niece’s girl, Wendy. She’s staying with noe & while”

“She’s really cute but she was speaking Spanish?”

“She’s learned that from Maria Vasquez'’s kids. She staiysMaria during the day”
“Well, do what ever you like about hiring someone. Nowt tha road is open and paved,
you might get a girl from town”

“I guess | could but one of the ranch hands wives wabpbly want the job.

As the months went by Rex had almost put the burdeheobénk box out of his mind
when just before Christmas, he got a call from the ayrtiwat his equipment from Iraq
had arrived.

Saturday morning, with a feeling of dread and remorse, heaoaitd suitcase from his
closet and drove to the armory. He spent the mornirantig and storing the equipment
until finally they was only one crate left. He transéer the money to the old suitcase and
tossed the empty crate into the dumpster. His last tasktov sweep up the Iragi sand
from the floor. He thought about it and then found an ergfaygs jar. He filled the jar
with the sand and put a label on it then he took thenjar the office and asked the
corporal at the desk to put it into the unit’s trophy cd%e corporal laughed when he
saw the label.

Montana National Guard
Aug 1990 — March 1991
Dirt City, Saudi Arabia

“A Hell of a War”

Back at the ranch, Rex put the suit case in the stocage in the house. He had kept one
of the bills in his pocket. He still wasn’'t sure thatviaisn’t counterfeit and when he got
the chance he would find out.
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He didn’t know what he was going to do with the monag &e didn’'t want to think
about it. For the foreseeable future he was going toheimanch and Hamilton Aviation
and the business at Nine Mile Lake.
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Hyatt Regency Hotel, Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia — Summer 1991.

A group of business men were assembled at the curb indfoimé hotel as their tour bus
arrived. An hour ago they had arrived from the airport imgasuits and ties but now
they were adorned in flowered shirts and casual slackse Sa@re carrying cameras and
two had back packs.

The tour director greeted them and gave a quick outlineeodidly’s agenda. When they
were in their seats an assistant passed out bott@sdvater and assured them that the
drive to their first stop wouldn’t take long.

The first few miles of the trip were through the heamaffic of the city and the tourists
chatted among them selves. The talk was about the g, fihe luxury of their suites
and the prospects of exotic Malaysian food. Once tiyen@s left behind they were on a
high speed motorway for half an hour and then the bus twnea private road and
passed through two security gates before arriving at a langé house in the rain forest.

The passengers left the bus but didn’t enter the hdiums, walked around to the pool
area and found their way into a large recreation rduah $tood away from the house.
While most of the men arranged themselves into thedl/peating of business meetings
with the highest rank in front and the layers of submidis aligned behind, the men with
backpacks removed electronic sensors and swept the rodistifay devices. Not a word
was said until they indicated that all was secure.

Finally, a tall man stood, praised god and welcomed thetméme meeting. All of the
conversation was in Arabic.

“l don’t understand why Bush let the Iraqgis off so easify didn't they take Bagdad?”
one of the seated men said.

“Well 1 don't know if losing your army is being let offasily but they didn’t want
Bagdad, they came for the oil.”, replied the tall leader

“Saddam didn’t lose much of an army, the Republican Gitastll safe and all of that
armor was obsolete.” Replied another seated at the tabl

“Bush was afraid of another Vietham. The Americang tbeir will to fight in that
debacle. Oh they might send their hi-tech military ame minor hotspot but they have
no stomach for an extended fight with an insurgentefoftiey never understood the Viet
Cong and they never learned how to deal with them. Saedesreasy, a large army out
in the field begging for hellfire missiles. If you watd fight the Americans or any
European country, you don’t do it with a tank. You dantalley with a knife.

Many of us in this room have been in the west for businesslucation and we need to

talk about how we can remove these infidels from oursl\&’e have been the little
brown brothers of the west for a long time and tihee has come for us to kill our
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oppressors. God is on our side and we need to apply whatyhstdtaught us about the
weaknesses of the west.

When the Romans conquered a land they brought peace. Theyobds and stone

buildings and they killed anyone who opposed them. In,tithey molded the local

people into images of themselves but they were nevdy rglials. Oh, they were good
enough to serve in the army or work in the laundry antchage them compliant they

were called ‘Citizens of Rome’. After a few hundredrgeanost of the citizens of Rome
were not really Romans. When the Vandals arrived ag#tes, the Roman leaders call
on the ‘Citizens’ to stop driving taxi cabs and working in Th#l stores and cleaning
swimming pools and to take up arms against the foe.

In America today, their white, Roman leaders are askieg black, yellow, and brown
‘Citizens’ to protect against the modern Vandals, whous:ieWe and the rest of our
Islamic brothers are the Vandals of the latd" 2@ntury. When Holland invited the
Indonesians to come and sweep their streets, when éh@a@s invited the Turks to
come and dig their ditches, when the French invitediterians to come and clean their
toilets and the Americans ask anyone with dark skin to camdepick their fruit, they
invited us to drive them back behind their walls and to lesvand god to have the rest
of the world.

When the Americans encountered the native red maffirttething that they did was
build a fort. They felt safe when they could sepathtmselves from the rabble. The
Khyber Pass is strewn with the ruins of the forts that British built so they could
subjugate the Afghans and the Pakistanis. The Frenchftug all over North Africa.
Everywhere the western nations went they built fovi$en things were bad they
withdrew inside the walls and felt safe. We want therdd that now”

“Sir with no disrespect, how can we do that?”

“We are going to start a war and in some ways it bglla war that we can’t win, at least
we can’t win it in the western way of thinking. Our g@a’t to conquer their lands it’s to
get them to pull back inside their wall so they will feafe from us.

The Americans didn’t lose in Vietham because thelytlus battle, in fact they won every
battle that they fought. They didn’t lose becauser thieny didn't do a good job. They
lost because their people became fed up with what tleeg doing so far from home.
They lost the will to fight and they wanted to putichk inside the fort where they felt
safe.

It's our job to strike such a devastating blow thaytvdl be incensed enough to go to a
foreign war. They will feel so threatened that thall doubt themselves and all around
them. They will see enemies behind every dark face. Taeirdrivers and fruit pickers
and 7-11 clerks will be suspect. Their Constitution and &ilRights will become a
hindrance to them rooting out the unseen enemy so theygwite it. Their soldiers will
chase ghosts across the barren desert or deep fdnegtwill die by the hundreds but not
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from tanks or artillery but from a knife in an alley Damascus or Bagdad or Kabul or
Karachi or anywhere else that they can be found.

After they have been frustrated for years and afteAtherican people start howling for
peace and just before the presidential election, westvike a second devastating blow.
The President will suspend the elections sighting thel meemaintain control of his
defense of the nation against the forces of the daitis. That will end the 200+ year of
the experiment in Democracy.

America will become a police state and the rest ef west will follow. China will
become the world’s superpower and we will have no troublm fthose infidels. The
Muslim world will make Muslin babies who will be educataddevout Imams who will
teach the Koran. There will be no discos, no roakrati, and no cyber cafes. The world
will be as god meant it to be.

Now my brothers begin your quest but guard yourselves. Umdeireumstances should
you underestimate the west. They listen to our caednph so throw them away. They
read our email so don't use it, only trust those whomwn know and trust now. Allow no
new person into your inner circle. Be bold and, to uS¥a#l Street term, think outside
the box. We have time and, thanks to god, we have rdynedimited supply of money.
The Americans will elect a new president in late 2000.9W®uld strike the first of our
world changing blows in 2001. We have ten years to plan amd Rraise be to god.”

The meeting ended with a prayer and the tourists walkeletio bus. They drove to a
thousand year old temple complex and later to a beavéfthurant on the banks of a
river. The Malaysian food was, indeed, exotic and bytithe they returned to their hotel,
the men were eager for a nap to prepare for their lagigtdl home the next day.

After the bus had pulled away from their idyllic meetpigce near the ranch house pool,
two local men came with brooms and mops. They metisijocleaned and polished and
rearranged the chairs. The older man left for hisktmith the cleaning supplies while

the younger check for trash in a rubbish can that was mid@ely in a teakwood stand,

after finding nothing in the can, he removed a smallfbmx a hollow place in the stands
leg.

That evening the box was passed to the bartender ahlanigbt spot and an hour later
the young man found a large sum of money under a rockoradpark. The box was on
an Air Singapore flight to New York and in less theremty four hours it was in CIA

headquarters in Langley Virginia.

Inside the box was a miracle of electronic magiavds a solid state, voice recorder. It
had no moving parts and its electric signature was sat shgt only a very special sensor
device could detect it. When the technician downloaded thehdataund just over one
hour of conversation but his job wasn't to listen to tleeording, in fact he was
specifically forbidden from hearing to the content.
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The data was passed through several hands where itamatated to English and routed
to the appropriate analysis section. The Malaysiamidis were still on their flights
home when two mid-east analysts studied the data.

“So Ed, what do you think?”

“You listened to it. Did you hear anything that we don’t adhe know?”

“Just lots of the same chest beating that we’ve heafare. Push them into the sea, ‘Kill

the great Satin’, and all of that bull. A new ten yphan, this must be the tenth ten year
plan that I've heard of. Do we agree that the leaglénat tall, rich kid that we’ve been

following?”

“I'm sure it’s him but we better get a voice match jtestbe sure. | guess we will just

send the tape and an analyses report upstairs and twegtimething with it”

“Do you think that they’ll alert the FBI?”

“Are you kidding, we send them as much as they send ugjyerathing”

Rosie & Annie -1989

After the girls settled into the house in Rattlesne&keyon, they both looked for a job.
Annie was a natural for the Redrock city library and withiweek she as the assistant
librarian. Rosie had more of a problem finding work. ldegree in Art History might
have looked good in a big city but Redrock didn’t have muchfaaher skills. There
was one Art-History teacher at the high school whod been there for thirty years and
had no plans to retire.

She had several interviews but no offers. She decidédue lunch one day in Mom’s
Kitchen when she had yet another lesson in how sharg done in a very small town.
She was seated in a corner booth when a large, middievagean approached her table.

“Miss Jones?”

Looking up with a question, Rosie answered,

“Yes, I'm Rosemary Jones”

“Hi, I'm Stella Bumgard, I'm the principle of the higéchool and | hear that you're
looking for a job”

Amused, Rosie smiled,

“I guess bad news travels fast in Redrock”

She waved the woman to set down.

“l have a job that you might be interested in. Theostihas a business intern program
where several senior students run the districts purchasingtmepa Six students
working three hours each a day do all of the researdtbaying of the supplies for three
schools. | need a manager to act as their boss am#ke sure that they don’'t buy an
airliner or a trainload of toilet paper. The managerksahe schools schedule. That’s
eight to three-thirty, five days a week with all holidaysl the three summer months off.
There is health and retirement benefits but the pat'sm great. Are you interested?”
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That evening, Annie came in the door and was surprised tes¢ tvere no smells of
dinner coming from the kitchen. Without a word, Rosie gasea little hug and a kiss
and handed her a glass of wine.

“What are you doing Rosemary, is something going on?”

“No bacon and beans for you tonight, we’re celebratirfterAjou drink your wine, put
on your best blue jeans and we’re going to the roadhousedteak and country music.
Maybe we can catch ourselves a couple of cowboys”

“Ok, tell the truth, did you rob the bank?”

“Better then that, | have a job and not just any job &ytrofessional position as a
manager of some import and responsibility.”

“And?”

“I'm the new manager of the Redrock School District dhasing Department, that’s
R.S.D.P.D to those who know about this sort of thing”

Annie laughed at her friend’s humor,

“I'm impressed, now tell me dear, just what do we ddhwitese cowboys if we catch
them?”
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Molly & Nan'’s Dilemma — 1991

Molly and Rex had been married two and a half yearshadvas ready to start a family.
In fact she had been ready for quite a while but sadéhning had happened. She talked
to her doctor who gave her a pamphlet that discussdabtt¢imes and how to maximize
their chances. He also suggested a fertility testdoim ber and Rex but she thought that
that was a little premature.

Rex dismissed her concerns saying that a baby would wd@e the time was right and
she shouldn’t worry about it. That hadn’t made her &el better but she did try to put it
out of her mind.

She noticed a little blond girl playing with the myriad Méxican children around the
ranch hands quarters and she had asked Rex about her.

“That’s Nan’s niece or grand-niece or something. She thaidshe was staying a while
but she’s been here for sometime. Why, should | askRhéanmuch longer she’s going
to stay?”

“No, it's fine. | just wondered”

Molly sat on the back steps of the house and watchegirih&inally she called her over
and talked to her.

“What's your name honey?”

“Wendy” the girl said with no shyness at all.

“What a pretty name. Would you like some cookies?”

“Yes please, | like cookies. Maria makes good cookies leitosily gives me one and |
have to share”

“Come in the kitchen, I'll give you two and you don’t haweeshare”

They sat at the table and ate cookies and talked.

“How old are you, sweetheart?”

The girl held up four fingers. Molly thought that it was odd.

“Either Wendy is the worlds smartest four-year oldsbe’s older. | wonder what’s up
with that.” Molly thought.

Molly waited everyday for Wendy to come around for a ceol8ometimes the girl
brought one of Maria’s other kids with her which disapfeminMolly. She loved to talk
to the girl and to please her with treats. Rex notMetly was talking a lot about Nan’'s
niece but he thought nothing about it. When she got the ehahe spoke to Nan.

“Hi Nan, that’s quite a niece that you have”

“Oh Wendy, she’s really not my niece, she’s the daugtita friend of my niece. She’s
just staying here for a short time. That's ok isn’t it?”

“Sure, no problem, she seems very smart and she saygh&'sonly four years old.”
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“That’s what my niece says. If she’s any problem, kidlep her away from the ranch
house”
“No, please don't do that, | really enjoy having her around”

Nan was worries that she was going to be found outcBulel have told the deputy that
the dead woman had a daughter but she had kept it to remdetfow it was too late to

admit what she had done. She couldn’'t face the prospétte little girl spending her

life in the foster care system but she was paintingdiieinto a corner.

It was obvious to her and to others that the girl @ldsr then she had originally thought.
Nan had no identification for her and she knew that vdienwas old enough for school,
she had to have something to identify her. Racked with guét the situation, she
finally decided that she would commit one more lawlesdasecure the girls future. She
needed to get a birth certificate.

When she was married to the Oakland cop, he had tolddwert a slick identity scheme
that he had worked on. It had only been an accident tHadin't worked and Nan
decided to give it a try. She asked Rex for a day off andlishe quite a ways to Helena,
the state capitol.

Once she was in the city she drove to the officeshefHelena Independent Record
newspaper and for two dollars she was allowed to se¢hrohgh the microfiche library
of all of the pasts editions. After scanning many paperdaire what she was looking
for.

Accident takes lives of Butte family

Helena — March 22, 1989

A Butte family was tragically killed in a head-on cabis on state highway 14 last night
when their car drifted over the center line and collidétt a logging truck. The driver af
the truck was injured but is expected to make a full regover

Lee Marvin Denials, 32, and his wife Martha Anne Brown Dienid0, along with their
three year old daughter Susan Maria Denials, all of Bdttetana were pronounced dead
at the scene.

The Denials were both raised in Helena but had residBdtie for two years.

It took Nan several hours to find the rest of the puzzle.
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Local man marries high school sweetheart

Helena — June 14, 1985
Wedding services were held Saturday at the Grace Baptisthcfur Helena residenge
Lee Marvin Denials and Martha Ann Brown. It was a doublib@ion as both the brid
and groom were celebrating their birthday, June 14, 195&dogroom and 1960 for the
bride.

(See Denials Wedding on page 9)

(1%

Finally Nan found the last information that she needed.

Baby girl born to Helena couple

Helena — June 15, 1986
A daughter was born to Helena couple Lee and MarthaalBeim Saint Mark’s hospital
in a situation that will amuse those who think the staflsence the birth of children.
Susan Marie Denials was born on both her fathers anchbther’s birthday. This papers

Science Editor estimates that the chances of tlpgdemang are one in a trillion.
(See Denials Baby on page 7)

Nan went to a pay phone and called the Helena Hall o6iRs. When she finally found
the right clerk she told her that she had lost her daughbirth certificate and she needed
a certificated copy. The clerk asked her for her daughtare rand date of birth. She also
asked for Nan’s name, maiden name and date of birth.hBldrher breath expecting the
clerk to ask for a social security number that she couptovide. Finally the clerk ask
for a mailing address and told Nan that if she would sendraey order for eight dollars,
the certificate would be sent by return mail.

One week later, Wendy became Susan Marie Denials andashiive years old.
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Rosie Jones — 1993

Rosie was a little melancholy on her twenty-ninthHalay. Annie had made a big deal of
the day and had baked a cake. They had gone to dinner aiattfimouse and she had
danced with a couple of the cowboys that she had nettbe last four years. Both of
them made indecent propositions to her that she turned Hoinshe was glad that they
had paid her the attention. Annie, who never forgot a sigmif date and gave her a silk
scarf and a bottle of cologne. All in all the day haerbexactly like her 28and 27"
birthday.

That night, in bed, with Annie sleeping beside her, shaghibabout her life. As a little
girl she played in the tiny lowa town where she grevang she had an uneventful time
in high school. Her one high school romance had turnetadly and she wondered now
it that had had a bigger impact on her life then she thought

The only thing that interested her in college was Annie glt@had always thought of as
her best and nearly only friend. She knew that she lwued the sassy girl even from the
first although she wasn'’t attracted to her the way sgime were attracted to the other
girls.

She had been with Annie for eleven years, ten of wielg had been roommates. They
had slept in the same bed for all of those years arydhidne let the world think that they
were sisters.

She couldn’t sleep so she went to the fridge and thenaaikss of milk out to the back

porch. It was chilly and she wrapped herself in the afgt@mn the back of the couch.

The moonlight on the trees and the meadow beyond veagifog and she thought about
her eleven years with her best friend. Annie had madeg®lbearable and she had
enjoyed their time in San Francisco, at least all thet last day. She wondered how
Karma was and if she still had her shop. She had likedutig lady a lot and she would

like to see her again.

It was hard to realize that she had lived here in Redrackéarly five years. She liked
her job and she had made several friends. There wesapde of lady teachers that she
shared lunches and occasional night on the town. Thare avnice guy that taught
business class and she had several dates with himleassatvhat passed for dates. They
went to dinner and to the movies but there was neverienyNo, fire was too strong.
There was never any anything. She thought that he mighthlkr or try to feel her up but
nothing. She liked dancing with the cowboys but she waeaty for the kind of action
that they were offering.

Annie got her attention recently when she had a dateangtly that she met at the library
and although nothing came of it she did have to consi@epossibility that the woman
that she lived with and slept with nightly might someday & boyfriend, or a husband.
What would she do then?
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She woke up cold in the middle of the night. She wenheéobedroom and crawled into
bed with Annie who woke up just a little,

“Where have you been sweetie, did you have a bad dreanm?8 said as she gave Rosie
one of her warm momma kisses and then turned and \&ektt® sleep.

That little bit of intimacy left Rosie more melancyhdhen ever.

Rosie was in the shower when the phone rang. Annie aedviteand heard a girl ask for
Rosemary.

“She’s not available, can | take a message?”

“Who is this?”

“I'm her sister, Ann. Can | ask who is calling?”

“Just tell her Boo called”

“Does she have your number?”

“Just tell her, bye”

Annie looked puzzled at the dead phone and shrugged.

“Who was on the phone?” Rosie asked as she came ang dhgr hair with a towel.
“It was some one for you. A rude girl named Boo”

“What did you say?”

“l told her that my sister wasn't available and tHa sould leave a message”
“You said that you were my sister?”

“Well, you know, like we always do”

“That’s interesting”

“Why, who’s Boo”

“Well sister Annie, that was our other sister Robiry kaow, our little sister Boo”
“Oh"

Rosie came out of the bedroom after talking to hee Igister and she seemed happy.
“What up?” Annie asked.

“Robin’s graduating from San Francisco State and she asketb mome out for the
ceremony. My parents will be there and we will altbgether for the first time in years.
She asked me to stay over for a few days after mondashdhave gone home.”

“Did she mention the sister thing?”

“Not a word”

“Are you ok about going back to San Francisco?”

“Sure, why wouldn’t | be”

“Oh don’t be coy, you know why”

“Annie, I'm over it. I'm not letting a little thing likéeing drugged and raped by a witch
ruin my life”

“‘Rosie?”

“Don’t start on the HIV thing again”

“Don’t you think that you should at least have the tegttugut it out of your mind?”
“You mean to put it out of your mind. Don’t worry evdn had it you can’t catch it from
me”

“Well we do kiss sometimes”
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“God Annie, you couldn’t catch a cold from your little mowa kisses”

“Damn it Rosie, suppose | got carried away some nightgaveé you a passionate kiss
and | put my tongue in your mouth?”

Rosie looked at her until Ann blushed then she calmt sai

“l guess that we can do that but would you brush your testi"f

Ann turned and went out the back door. She sat on thmgswit knowing whether to cry
or laugh. Rosie refused to take her serious even wWigesubject was serious. When she
was calm she walked back into the kitchen and heare Rasiming a little song as she
brushed her hair in the bedroom. On the table was amabfboking document and when
Annie read it she saw that it was a report from thetslioa Department of Health. It was
dated two years earlier and it said that the resultRasfemary Jones’s HIV test were
negative.

Annie walked up behind Rosie and swatted her on the butt. Sifeeput her arms around
her friend and told her that she loved her. As Ann walleetk bowards the kitchen Rosie
called to her,

“Does that mean that the passionate kiss thing is off?”

Rosie met her parents at their San Francisco hotiedhey had lunch before going to the
college for her sister's ceremony. She had briefly \dsiter mom and dad twice since
she had graduated from college but they seemed much older taow. They talked
about her sister and they were quite disappointed tiealvak going to live in California
instead of returning to lowa. Rosie suggested that theretwasch for young people to
do in their little farm town but her mom mentionedesayV local girls that lived near their
parents.

They didn't get to talk to Robin before the ceremony dme was no way that they
could see her in the crowd of several hundred caps and gdheg.met afterwards at
the preplanned rendezvous’ and it was a happy reuniory. What to dinner and her
parents gave Robin a very nice watch and a good leathdécasge After dinner they
went back to the hotel and the girls sat through two hotireminiscing about their
childhood.

It was after eight when Robin and Rosie arrived atffetment. They talked about their
folks during the drive but as Robin parked the car she iretidhiat she wanted to talk.

“Rosie, | don't want you to be surprised when go in. | wwgou to know that my
roommate, Andrea is really my partner, I'm gay like you”

Rosie sat still not saying a word and trying to figure wiabin had said.
“Honey, I'm not gay”

“Come on sis, drop the act, I've known since | was adgrschool, you and Annie have
been together for years. | know that you hide it by sayiag) your sisters but | can tell
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when a person’s gay. I'm sure that mom knows too butw&hdd never say anything.
Now let's go meet Andy, she’s a wonderful person.”

Rosie was alone in the apartment with Robin and Andggdhey were just going out
the door when Rosie got out of the shower. Robin holl¢het they would be home
around five and that Rosie would have to entertain Hesehe day.

She had a terrible night. She tried to think of a way ttvic@e Robin that she was wrong
about her and Annie being gay. For every reason thatalld think of she imagined

Robin’s response. They had lived together for eleven yélaey, shared a bed, after
graduation they had come straight to the gay capitdhe@fatorld, they bought property
together and neither had ever had any kind of a relatiomsthipa man.

With nothing better to do, Rosie went to Karma’sgshBhe was delighted to see Rosie
and she immediately put the ‘Closed’ sign on the dadrthey went up to her apartment.
Sitting on the sunny rooftop, Rosie drank Diet Coke whilenkéasmoked a joint. They
talked about the past and a little about the future andyfikakma asked,

“Are you still with your partner, what's her name? Ann?”

“Why do you call her my partner?”

“What? You know, your special friend”

“Do you think I'm gay?”

“Well, yes, of course”

“Why do you think that?”

“Well, you know, when you live in this town long enough ymvelop ‘gay-dar”™

Rosie was sitting in the crowded economy section ofaiher as it made its way

toward Helena Airport. She had been troubled for days ahewsisters and Karma'’s

assessment of her. It wasn'’t their opinions that hadupset. It was her own confusion
about herself. She reached for her little plasticgytzfsCoke that was sitting on her tray
table and knocked it into the lap of the man sitting belsate

“Oh I'm sorry, let me find a napkin” she said trying to ¢le¢ sweet coke of both of

them.

He went quickly back to the galley and just as quickiyimed with both wet and dry
paper towels.

“Here you are mam, let me help you clean up.”
“Mam” she thought, “He’s no older then me,”
“Oh that’s alright sir, | can get it”

When they were both clean of spilled coke she hdthaae to look at him. He was a nice
looking man and he was about her age. He was wearirgnaefl shirt and tight blue

jeans. They were the kind that they call stovepipee ®hs a little surprised that he
wasn't wearing cowboy boots which were almost a unmifanr Montana. Instead he had
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well worn hiking boots. His even features were spoiled bgtwooked liked like a three
day beard.

He smiled and said,

“I'm sorry that | called you mam, | could tell that yauere a little offended”
“Oh not really, | get used to the kids at school calling that but | usually don't get it
from guys my age”

He laughed,

“Are you a teacher?”

“No but | do work in a high school, | manage the pusaig department”
“Do you work in Helena?”

“No, in a little town about two hours drive away.”

“I’'m going to the little town where | grew up. My folksilslive there”

“Oh, where’s that?”

“Somewhere that you never heard of, Redrock, Redrockdhan

“It must be tiny. | wonder if their high school hapachasing department.”
“l suppose”

“Do they have a library and a café called Mom’s KittPie

He smiled,

“You live in Redrock, don’t you?”

When they picked up their baggage she asked if his pareresweeting him and he said
that he was taking the bus. Before she could think ofctresequences of offering a
perfect stranger a ride, she had him in the jeep and they @viving into the Montana
afternoon.

His name was Steve Bowman and he was going to sehdbk Bay Area. He had a
summer internship with Purina’s animal feed division ik Hbrn which was just a few
miles from Redrock.

As they drove they chatted about the little town laisdoarents.

“I grew up on a ranch that's up in the canyon. My dad wotkede for years but after
they retired they moved to town”

“What canyon?”

“Rattlesnake canyon, we lived on Mr. Button’s placterléhey called it Hippycamp”
Rosie laughed this time,

“My ... sister and | live in Rattlesnake canyon andtiie Hamilton Ranch now”

“My dad told me that Rex Hamilton had bought the plaex &d | went to high school
together and, as a matter of fact, I'm going to do seowk up there this summer.”

Rosie dropped him at his parent’s house on Oak Streetefacelshe drove away he
asked if he could call her. When she nodded yes, he wawtdvalked away. She

thought that it was strange that he hadn’t asked for tr@ngonumber. She realized how
much she had enjoyed their drive and chat. He was eaalktim and he certainly wasn't

shy.
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When she walked in the door, the phone was ringing,

“Hello”

“Hi Rosemary, this is Steve, | wanted to thank youdidving me home and | wondered
if | could take you to dinner tonight?”

She was very surprised at his quick call and she was fd@ihow happy it made her.
“Sure Steve but It will have to wait for me to takelmwer and a nap. Could we make it
around eight?”

“Eight o’clock, I'll be there”

“l guess | don’t need to tell you where | live”

“No, I'll find it”

“How did you get my number?”

“Oh | called Mary Anderson, you know, the local telepb@perator, and | asked her to
ring Rosemary Jones. It really is a small town youwkno

Rosie looked at her watch, it was nearly four andrgtgn’'t seen Annie yet. She had to
have a serious talk with her pseudo sister but she diit to spoil the mood of Steve
calling.

Ann came home a little after five and found Rosiepsfege on the couch. She wanted to
hear about her trip but she also knew how tiring flying @dnd. She was quietly reading
the newspaper when she was surprised by the alarm chaphgi Rosie had set it for six

thirty and had put it under the couch.

“Hey sleepyhead, how was the trip?”

“Some really good, some ok, and some not so good, howthiags here?”

“Ok, a little lonely, | had a surprise visitor, thatlétgirl, Wendy that lives at the ranch
came to see me on Saturday. She just walked in. Idchlan to tell her but Nan is
spending some time with her sister in Oakland and Msllipoking after her. When |

called Molly she sounded relived. | guess Wendy is used tequsing and going as she
pleases. She was here about an hour and, beliewbanhé&id is smart.”

Rosie put the coffee pot on and sat with Annie.

“So what was the not so good part, memories of ... you khow?

“No but | don’'t want to talk about it now. | hope thatu don’t mine but I’'m going out
tonight and | need to get ready”

“Out, where are you going?”

“On a date, I'm going on a date with a guy | met today”

Annie was giving her a ‘momma’ look.

“Who is this guy and what do you know about him?”

“He’s a local guy who grew up at the Hamilton Ranch laisdmom and dad live on Oak
Street, he’s going to school in the Bay Area and hers far the summer, his name is
Steve Bowman and I've already checked the FBI's mastted list”

Annie got the picture that her concern wasn’t wanted,

“Bowman? Wasn't that the name of that ax murderer amid?”
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Rosie was still putting on her lipstick when she heardktiozk at the door. The clock
struck eight as Annie greeted their guest. They were intiogliicemselves when Rosie
came out. Steve was clean shaven and this time he/@asg cowboy boots.

They went to the roadhouse for steaks and cold beetheyddanced until the owner
turned off the lights. He walked her to her front dawdt &issed her on the cheek. He said
the he had to go to Elk Horn the next day but he woudldheathat night, if it was alright
with her. When she went inside, Annie was waiting on thek.

“How was it, happy girl?”

“Oh it was fun, fun, fun. | have never danced so maamy life”

“Is he a gentleman?”

“Do you mean did he try to ravage me? No, he is vergtwe

“Did he kiss you?”

“Right here” she said pointing to her cheek, “I may nevash again”
“Oh Rosie, I'm so glad that you had a good time”

“Why didn’t you tell me that it would feel like this?”

“How would | know, I've never felt like you do now”

As they were getting ready for bed, Rosie decided ltoAtenie about her sisters and
Karma thoughts.

“Ann, my sister and Karma think I'm gay, that we're gayyda feel gay?”

Annie looked a perplexed.

“Well no Rosie, | don't feel gay but | guess | can sew tleey might mistake our ...

relationship for ... for something that it’s not ... | do lox@u ... not in a sexual way but
... different then the way | love my parents and sisterknow that we act like sisters so
people won't ... you know .. think bad things about us .ikd to have women friends,
I’'m more comfortable around them then the guys that Wkbot | never ‘want’ them ...

| never want anyone ... that worries me ... it worries nieta. | want to be a sexual
person but so far ... you're the only person that I've ednb be around ... no Rosie,
I’m not gay ... I'm not sure that I'm anything.... Does thatkeany sense?”

Annie had tears in her eyes and she looked at the fRasie wanted to hug and comfort
her but maybe this wasn't the time. Finally she coulgist let her sit there crying. She
sat beside her and held her in her arms.

“I know sweetheart, mostly that's the way | feel Isaimething happened to me today.
Remember in high school when girls talked about feelinghg@sl never knew what
they meant but tonight | feel ‘gushy’. If this guy breaks Imart I'll break a part of him
that will make him sing like a soprano”

The summer passed too quickly for both Rosie and StBEwey spent almost every
evening together. The romance progressed to some makirmg ol back porch swing
but if he tried to go too far she reminded him to be good. eker heart she had a fear
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that this might be just a summer fling for him and ia thll he would go back to his Bay
Area babes. The day that he was going back to schoobakéhe day off and drove him
to the airport in Helena.

He surprised her by giving her his laptop computer so thelg @mmmunicate by email.
He didn’t think he would have enough time off to come édor Thanksgiving but he
promised her the he would be there for Christmas break.

She didn't cry on the drive home but she did turn tlthordo a country station that
played all of the sad songs about trucks and momma and ddgsms.

Rosie had been looking out the window all day. The s&g dark and there were snow
flurries. Her job at the school was over for Christmacation and so was Steve’s. He
was flying home today and he insisted that he didn’'t viientto meet him in Helena

because of the unpredictable weather in December. Heedsker that he would be at
her front door before five that evening.

Around two it started snowing hard and by four the snow avésng against her front
porch. Annie was in lowa visiting her parents and Rosieal@se. The house was snug
and warm but she knew that the power might go off in bsteam and she had moved a
big pile of firewood onto the hearth just in case.

By five the house was being shaken by gusts of wind an#érse that he wouldn’t be
there that night. She hoped that he might call but vefenpicked up the phone to check
for a dial tone it was dead. Just before six the pdarkd and the house was dark. From
experience she had candles and a Coleman lantern.

The fire was blazing and she was lying on the couch ligjeimmmusic on the portable
radio when she heard a banging on the door. At firstrsheght that it was just the wind
but she thought that she heard someone calling her name.

“God | hope that he wasn’'t dumb enough to come out inzadst” she thought as she
looked through the peephole on the door. She saw a gugheepskin jacket with his
face wrapped in a scarf,

“WHO IS IT” she called.

“ITS ME HONEY, PLEASE LET ME IN”

She threw open the door and he fell inside. He was adwveth snow and he looked like
a Popsicle.

“Steven Bowman, didn’t your mother teach you to ...”

Her mouth was covered by his and he had lifted her offi@ffloor. They kissed all the
way to the fireplace where she stripped off his snowered jacket, gloves, scarf and
boots.

Just when she was trying to figure out how to make sometuhtp eat and drink, the
lights came back on so she quickly made a pot of cafekcooked some bacon and
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eggs. When he had eaten and warmed up they cuddled togettiee ocouch with hot

cups of coffee. They didn’t talk about much except hoad gdhey were to be together.
Sometime around eleven he looked at his watch and shetkaéwe was thinking how
to get home.

“You can't go out in this weather, your staying here tbhig

“What will the neighbors think?”

“They will wonder how the Spinster Jones ever got a manher house at night”
“Ok honey, I'll be fine here on the couch besides e f

After Rosie had put on her nightgown she went into ihiag room where Steve was
tucked in under the covers on the couch. She noticedhithahirt and pants were folded
neatly on a chair and his jacket and boots were nedir¢hdrying. She sat beside him
and kissed him good night. When she went to bed she ledloleeropen so she could feel
closer to him.

An hour after she had gone to bed she was still wide av&tie could see the flickers
from dying fire still lighting the living room. She quietdaid,

“Steven, are you awake?”

Just as quietly he answered,

“Yes Rosemary”

“Do you want to come in here?”

“Only if you want me to”

She didn’t say anything for a minute then he said,

“Goodnight honey”

“No Steven, come in here, at least for a while”

She closed her eyes and listened as he came in. Stieefebvers pulled back as he slid
in beside her. She turned towards him and he pulled hehi;mtarms. She was shaking a
little and he asked,

“Are you cold honey, your shivering?”

“I'm not cold, you must be freezing, you don’t have anytlomng are you wearing socks?
| read in a ladies magazine that it was very unrorodatia man to wear socks to bed,
my god, maybe I'm wearing socks ... no... I'm ok .... Did | turntbi# coffee pot ... |
should probably go check ... | ... I don't remember if | brushey teeth ... | should go
to the bathroom ...”

His warm lips covered hers and her last jumbled thoughtheashe wished that she had
read that article in Cosmo about how to please a man.

He spent every night in her bed until Annie came homBerember 28 After that they
moved their lovemaking to his parent’s house that wadable because his folks were
wintering in Palm Springs California.

When he returned to school for his final semester, feynised to call or email
everyday. They went to Honolulu for a week at springakbrand they were married in
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June, just a week after he received his PhD in Animal Nutrfiom the University of
California at Davis.

After a two week honeymoon in Maui they moved into thenféhat was just south of
Rosie’s and Annie’s place. Rex’s dad Karl had retired andsbladSteve the place. Rosie
and Annie wouldn’t and couldn’t be too far apart but theth knew that they had their
own lives to live now.
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Tim Van Dam — 1994

Tim’'s war ended suddenly in March of 1991 when he received ordetofalon and
was given just a few hours to pack his gear and get taitHease. Everything that he
didn’t need for London was packed into a footlocker and sHippaVississippi. For the
next few months he translated telephone intercepthi®CIA. He was curious about the
message’s origins but it was useless to ask the CIA agythi

He enjoyed London and the social life that went withbutt by the fall he had the flu and
was miserable. What he and the doctors thought would hefacbnvalesces dragged on
towards winter. Finally the Army decided to send him tot FRam Houston in San
Antonio Texas to see if they could solve his problem.

After an extended stay, the doctors declared him fitdéay and he was assigned to Fort
Carson near Colorado Springs. He still felt weaknfriois ordeal but he thought that it
was the high altitude of his new post. He had many aagains but when he went to
sick bay, the doctor wasn’t sympathetic. He tried to geteer from his annual fithess

test but again the doctor showed no patience with himwke sure that the doctor

thought that he was faking to get out the test.

He failed the test and within a month he was back inhthepital. It was there that he
heard ‘Gulf War Syndrome’ mentioned for the first timéle didn’t hear it from a doctor
but from another patent.

“Were you at Qwi when they burned the dump?” Tim w&eddy the other guy.
“Yea, | was there and the next day we were walkingpénashes from the fire”

After being in and out of Army hospitals for two yeafsm was placed on inactive
reserve and sent home for his inability to meet the palysiguirements. The Army, the
Veterans Administration and the government absolutelpiede that ‘Gulf War
Syndrome’ was anything but a ploy to get a big financial révi@r vets and lawyers.

After sitting around the Pepper Bar on Mino Island andkdrg hundreds of bottles of
Miller Lite beer, Tim thought that he should do somethiritdp \is life. He needed a job
that didn’t require a lot of physical effort and he didéhan excellent education.

He had thought of attending law school and he took a sik w@érse on how to pass the
LSat exam. With very good results and excellent grades Yiest Point he applies for
admission to the Law School at Old Miss and whenrésallts were published, he had
scored in the top five percent but he didn't get in.ésalvblack students with lower
scores had been admitted with their Affirmative Actimnus points.

Controlling his anger, he sent résumés to two dozeendefcontractors who could use

his expertise and his Army contact, but, in every cheewas turned down. He called
each personnel director to inquire what he was lackintheir job. Several wouldn’t talk
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to him but the others made it clear that with the gavent’'s guidelines for contractors,
he was too affluent and too white.

Tim was livid. He loved his country and would have given lifiés for it and now he
wasn't’ wanted. How could they treat him this way, thé't go on, the people will
revolt, something had to be done. When he calmed downdeeck that there was
nothing wrong with the country or the good, god fearing feetigat made it strong but
government that was out of whack.

The Army, his Army, wouldn't treat one of their owhis way if they weren't being
directed by the penny-pinching, money-grubbing bureaucrats who ce®ezing their
own asses. They were the bustards that had to go.ddglthabout his visit to the VA
hospital in Gulfport. There wasn’t a white face in fiece, except the patients of course.

“How could they justify not hiring a single white persorad-all of the white’s been too
dumb to get the job?” He didn’t blame the blacks foingikadvantage of the situation,
he blamed the government for their racist discrimimagéigainst the whites.

“To right past wrong’'s”, the goddamned law says, hell, dndi wrong them. Two
hundred years of slavery, bullshit, Lincoln fixed thdtumdred years ago. Two hundred
years ago my people were trying to make a living whgating to keep the ocean from
swallowing them up in Holland. How is this my fault?”

Tim needed to get away from Mississippi, he needed h &gt somewhere away from
so many people and so many rules. He had served in theviBula Sergeant from out

west somewhere and they had always said that someddoe rtieey would do something

together. He looked in his footlocker and found his old addibeok. There was the guys
name: Sgt. Rex Hamilton, Rattlesnake Canyon, Redroakéna.

Want kind of an address is Rattlesnake Canyon he wandérerk was a P.O. box and a
phone number.

The phone rang and Tim heard a familiar voice,

“Yea”

“Hey Hamilton, its Van Dam”

“Hey LT, how are you, still in the green machine?”

“No, I'm out on my only lonely, what's up with you?”

“Living in gods country between winters, so what ara gloing?”
“Looking for the man in the moon, any ideas wherenl fuad him?”
“Sure, come and look in Montana”

“I wouldn’t mind”

“Come on then, do you need anything?”

“I'm good, just how do | find Rattlesnake Canyon?”

Rex laughed,

“Well you find Redrock on the map and follow the map. Youe@nember how to read a
map LT?”

80



“l can find Redrock just where is this canyon?”

“When you get into town, go to Mom'’s Kitchen and askeadrthe call me. Have a cup of
coffee and I'll be there directly. Got it?”

“| got it, I'll be there in a few days and ... thanks”

“No problem, see yea”
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Molly Hamilton 1996

Molly was so glad that Wendy had come into her iefirst she had just borrowed her
from Nan but now that Nan was living in Oakland with kister, the little girl was hers.

Before Nan left she had given her Wendy’s birth cedi but when they talked about
legal guardian papers, Nan said that they would takeafaiteat the next time that she
came to visit. The problem that Molly saw was that IRaght never come to visit again.
Still, they had her address in California and they colgys get in touch with her.

Wendy was such a joy for everyone around her. Shedweasn to school each morning
by their neighbor Ann or sometimes by Ann’s sister Ro&feer school she went to the
library where Ann saw to it that she did her homewdtker that she walked to the
Airport where she helped Rex by sweeping and cleaning argional pumping gas into
airplanes. In other states a ten year old would bleidden to work but in Montana,
family business and farms were just that, for all menslof the family.
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CIA European Analysis Section — Langley Virginia

“Hey Pete, I've been looking at the list of visa’'s foid-east students and the number
coming through Amsterdam is up quite a bit this year. | womdet’'s going on in the
Netherlands.”

“Hold on a minute John, I'll check the data base ... arg thestly Saudi's?”

“Hmm, yea, is that significant?”

“Well the station chief in Amsterdam has a theory Baitidi’s like to spend some time in
Amsterdam because of the blond women and the nightliiesd kids live a pretty
sheltered life in the kingdom and they want to let ofdstdefore starting college”

“That’s ok | guess but some of these guys seem adidléo be starting college”
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Ann 1996

Ann had finally adjusted to living alone although she stlkad to Rosie nearly every
day. When her best friend came back from her sistedugtion in San Francisco she
had been shaken to the bone by the question about halisexshe had made a real
effort to meet more people, both men and women. Shieed that she had been too
comfortable with Rosie for too many years. After Rdse married, Annie had joined a
gym and tried to get out more. She danced with a labwafboys at the roadhouse but
nothing much had come from that.

A young man started coming in the library at lunchtimeead the current newspapers
and magazines. He often had questions for her about whénd tvarious things. At first
she had paid no attention to him and didn’t recognize hiddesttempts at flirting. She
hadn’t even noticed that he was wearing the kaki uniforendeputy sheriff.

Each day he would come at noon with his brown paper libaghand would read the
paper. Then he would come to Annie’s desk with some inan¢iguesid would attempt
to engage her in conversation. When he missed a day, stiered where he was.

Redrock seldom had any real crime but a man did pull ofhefinterstate and hold up
the 7/11 store. A gun fight ensued and when the deputy waené at lunch she actually
became concerned for his safety. This went on for averonth and she did favor him
with a few smiles. One Friday lunch when he came iwaked straight to her desk and
surprised her.

“Miss Jones, I'll come straight to the point. Thasea concert in the park at noon
tomorrow and | would like you to go with me. | can call gou at your home in
Rattlesnake Canyon or you can meet me there, which yetére more comfortable
with”

She thought about it for a moment then stood and putesuiand.

“Hello, I'm Ann Jones, and you are...?”

The deputy was embarrassed for forgetting to introduce Hink$eltook her hand and
said,

“Pleased to meet you Miss Jones, I'm James Brown, yiBwown, and | spent so much
time working up the nerve to ask you out that | forgot mymeasn”
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Annie and Jimmy saw a lot of each other that year an@Hstmas they were talking
about an engagement. One evening they visited Rosie and &tel they were all
surprised when Steve greeted the sheriff as “Deputy Do®gsie thought that her
husband was being disrespectful but both of the men laughed.

“Jimmy and | went to high school together, he was ar y®hind me and he always
wanted to be a cop so everyone called him Deputy Dowg”
“Well Steve, | got my wish but its not as excitinglaBought that it would be”

Annie accepted Jimmies proposal but she said that theyntogket married until they
had save enough money to buy Rosie’s half of the hduseny surprised her when he
told her that he had enough in the bank to do it rightyawa

“When you're a nerd like me it’s was easy to save beckhaéd no real life.”

They were married in June of 1997 and went to Maui far tieneymoon, just like her
sister. She never saw any real reason to tell himstieand Rosie weren't really sisters.
She thought that when he found out she would say thdtagheold him at the beginning
and that he had forgotten.
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Tim in Big Sky country

Tim threw everything that he owned into his old pickup aedded west for Montana.
He didn’t know what to expect when he reached his destmatt Hamilton was a good
guy and he would put him up for a while. Tim really didnthrvw about the future now
because he had some money in his pocket and he felt likedheothing to lose.

Following Rex’s directions, he went to Mom’s Kitchendaasked the waitress to call
Rex. He was surprised when five minutes later, a Ham#taation pickup pulled up in
front and Rex walked in the door.

“Hey LT, how the hell are you?”
“I'm good Serge. I'm good and getting better. How did you geélso fast?”
“My business is at the airport, come on and follow me”

A few minutes later they were sitting in Rex’s offidanking coffee and it didn’t take
long before the titles were dropped and it was Tim and Rex.

“So Tim, what do you want to do? Are you just passingugh or what?”

“I'm just hanging in space looking for a place to lightr Fa kid raised in the flatlands of
Mississippi, Montana looks good to me”

“Well you haven't seen it snowing sideways yet but & great country. The people here
are pretty independent and our local government leavetons as much as they can.
The feds probably don't like it but that's too bad”

“l like the sound of that, could you put me up for a few dawysl | get a place and a
job?”

“Sure | can, what kind of job are you looking for? Walkedon't need any squad leaders
and | don't suppose that you can fly a plane, can you?”

“If I do fly, what do you have in mind?”

“| always have jobs for pilots to fly papers and peapid supplies somewhere. I've got a
couple of pilots that work when the wind blows the righection but | need someone
who'’s a little more committed. The pays good, can ygdi' f

“I could learn, how long would it take?”

“Have you ever been in a small plane?”

“Sure, | had a buddy in high school whose dad owned a Giilvarilew in that a bunch
of times.”

“Come on. Let’s give you a job interview”

They walked to the flight line where there was an alge8 Cub with Hamilton Aviation
painted on it. Rex gave it a quick pre-flight and theyigtd the small plane. The seats
were one in front and one in back. Rex put Tim in framd he flew from the backseat.
They taxied to the end of the runway where he ran ugniggne and check everything
one more time then he pointed it down the runway andegloam the power.

The hundred horse power engine had them in the airréodfalf of the strip had
disappeared behind them. The air was clear but justlea bittmpy. Rex climbed until
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they were about three thousand feet above the groundhtheamised the nose until the
plane started to shudder. Tim was holding onto the sitlbs seat when the Cub’s left
wing dropped quickly and they dropped into a tight spin. Treurmt below was a
spinning blur and was getting close very fast when Rex stoppespin and let the plane
accelerate into a dive. As the nose came up Tim waggusdrd into his seat and all that
he could see now was sky. Rex rolled the plane omdtsoback and held it there until
Tim felt the blood rush to his head. Still upside down, tbsendropped towards the
grown as they gained speed. Another pull up and then vilegmwere soaring skyward
Rex slammed the plane sideways and pulled up at the sameTthe plane seemed to
cartwheel through the air and Tim was completely deswed. Finally they were flying
straight and level and Tim noticed how beautiful thento/side was.

Tim was surprised when Rex spoke to him through his earph&wenehow he thought
that they were just for talking on the radio.

“Well, what did you think of your interview?”
“It was fine”

“Do you have any questions?”

“Can we do it again?”

Back in the office, Rex called a local flight instructmd got a price for training. He
looked at his FAA manual and then told Tim about training téld him how many hours
of ground school were required. How many hours of dual ingrugvith an instructor

were needed and how many hours of solo practice wededeEollowing that he would
need to pass both a written test and then a flying Tdsit would get him his basic
license but he still couldn't charge to carry passengerfeight. That would take a
Commercial which required more hours of training.

“So what'’s the bottom line Rex and what'’s the quickiest | could do it?”

“Ok, you can use the Cub but you would have to pay forlfgsu worked on it all day,
five days a week, it would cost about $4000 and it could be domess then two
months.”

“And you will give me a job after that?”

“Sure”

“Ok, lets do it”

After work that evening they drove to the ranch in Rsiidke Canyon and Rex
introduced Tim to Molly. She fixed dinner and later Rexktbon to a room in the bunk
house. It was small but it had a shower and toildtaccess to the central kitchen. Rex
said that he could live there until he got himself squaresd/alim insisted on paying the
regular rate.

“Rex, | have a footlocker that would take up half of mgmo Do you have a store room
where | could keep it?”
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Rex helped him take his stuff to his room and then they &oGk footlocker from Tim’s
pickup into the house. Rex turned on the lights in tbeesibom and his eyes went to the
dusty suitcase in the corner. He had almost forgottenitthmas there. It was like a
millstone had been dropped around his neck. Tim put the footloeke to the suitcase
and to Rex’s surprise, Tim picked up the suitcase andl feather back into the corner.
“That’s a surprise, its heaver then | expected”

“Paper records, the tax guy says that we have to keepftieseven years”

Two days later, Tim had his first flying lesson.

Rex was still bothered by the suitcase in the storerathen the bank called to ask if he
could do a job that day. They needed a contract signedchgrd in Nevada and they
couldn’t wait for the mail. After a quick check of tHestance on the map, he looked at
his watch and said that he would have to leave withirhthe. The bank said that they
would have the contract to him in twenty minutes.

After checking the plane and calling Molly, he thoughtheamore about the money from
Kuwait. Back in his office, he took a sealed envelope froendffice safe. In it was the
$100 bill that he had taken from the bank box. He had alwaysdered if it was
legitimate and he thought that now was the time to futd o

When he landed in Nevada, the bank’s client was waitinghifm. The contract was
quickly signed and Rex called for a gas truck to fill Hesnp. Across the street was a
bright, neon sign that said ‘Last Chance Casino’.télé the airport manager that he
would be back in twenty minutes and that the fuel guy shopldip his plane with gas.

In the casino Rex watched a gambler toss a $100 bill oBlt#wkjack table and ask for
chips. The dealer looked at the bill through the light dreth marked it with a special
pen. If the bill was counterfeit, the ink from the pemuwd change color.

Rex’s hand was shaking when he tossed his Kuwaiti bileakdd for chips. If it was bad

he would claim that he got it at the casino and thalkaway. The dealer checked it and
gave him four green chips. Rex bet one of the chips andtihand. He went to the

cashier’s cage and cashed out for a hundred and twentydilaes and then walked back

to the airport. Now he was bothered more the evere\le arrived he was just a thief
and now he was a thief and money launderer. His situatas getting worse.
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Dave Kelly — Fall 1996

Dave thought that the world was going his way. So fargarivaenty-four years he had got
everything that he wanted. He had graduated with a mastgreeden accounting from

Cal Berkeley just three months ago and he had jushédisan awesome camping trip
with his girlfriend Brittney. They had hiked and camped & Rockies for four weeks,

sleeping under the stars and dining on fat rainbow troaithdugh of the trip as his last
hurray before starting his career.

Brittney was a sassy girl with a degree in graphicamtsa great sense of humor. Despite
wrinkled noses from his parents and stony cold accepfameehers, they had rented an
apartment in San Francisco and they were moving in tegéethving in sin” was what
both mothers called it but to the newly-cohabitergas just what young people did at the
end of the twentieth century.

The morning of the first day of his new job was a nenand exciting time for him. He
took extra time showering and shaving and then dressing roetstylin a black business
suit and a blue tie. Brittney greeted him at the bresik&ble with a hug and kiss and a
big yellow cardboard badge that said ‘G-Man’. He wasyyo be so serious but they
both burst out laughing.

“Come on Brit, I'm not a G-Man”

“You're working for the FBI, what else would you caf'it

“I'm not a Special Agent, I'm an accountant.”

“What'’s your title then?” she said with a smile.

“I'm an Associate Investigative Analyst hey that does sound impressive doesn'’t it?”
“You're my hero G-Man” she said as she kissed him again.
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Tim Late fall 1996

The flying lessons had been a real treat for Tim. He avgood student and after he had
soloed, he had a lot of time in the plane alone. Hadebwhat pilots meant about the joy
of just hanging in the sky. After a while he became iflamwith the landmarks
surrounding Redrock and he ventured farther away. Oneafteanoon he flew over the
farm land east of Redrock and took a look at a dusty towimeimeart of the alfalfa and
potato fields. He was surprised by a building with a dolblie roof. Looking closer he
recognized the familiar shape of a mosque. He had sewhdus of them in Iraq but he
didn’t expect one in Montana. Later, Rex told him tlarden City was a Moslem
community of farm workers. They were a mixed lot of Ledxe and Iragis. He laughed
and said that some of the farmers had probably shotaditdl Tim in the gulf war.

The lessons had taken longer the Tim had thought, Mantegather wasn’t very
predictable and his instructor wasn’t always availabldl I&ihad his commercial now
and he was flying bank documents back and forth to vacdies about three days a
week. The Cub’s heater was nearly worthless and he ch@edarmer coat.

One afternoon he went to the store room in the r&ocise to get his heavy winter field
jacket out of his footlocker. It was folded in the bottohthe box and he was sure that it
would have Iraqgi sand in the pockets. When he slipped instead of sand, he found a
pocket full of the small metal tubes that he had takem the dump at Qwi.

He had forgotten that he had these little mysterrd8 now. That last day at Dirt City
had been so hectic that he hadn't time to do anythikig tkem. He wondered if they
were really dangerous and that maybe he should nevetdatged them. He kept one in
his pocket and put the rest back into the footlocker.

That afternoon, he went into the store room at theodi where Rex kept his National

Guard gear. After looking through a box of combat hazsua$ and gas masks he found
the CBW reference manual. It had the description efyknown gas and biological

agent in use by anyone’s military.

The only identification that was on the metal tube V&271’ and it didn’t take Tim
long to find the information. B-271 was an early Soviet hyirggas. It was very deadly but
also very short lived. After activation and exposuréhwair, it was only viable for three
to five minutes. The designers thought that it would lealidor assault troops to use
against buildings or bunkers. The idea was to sendatanbuilding and five minutes
later, it would be safe to enter and occupy.

Because the gas was binary, it was completely safénipopasd handle before it was
exposed to an activator. In this case, the combatatotiwas hydrogen peroxide or in an
emergency, just ordinary water. In actuality, the u$eadiquid activator was not
successful. It would freeze in cold weather and it wasyand hard to carry. The Soviet
army never deployed B-271 in the field but did sell it teesal of their client states. In
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the right conditions it could be very effective. Quadlet exposed to one liter of activator
would generate as much as 2500 cubic feet of gas.

Tim was amazed that he had carried such a deadly substaéhdem for so long without
knowing it. He was curious and wondered if it had lost fepoy after all of these years.
Like a kid with a firecracker, he wanted to see itiit orked. Looking around the store
room he found an old quart jar full of rusty bolts. He daththe bolts into the trash and
took the jar. He filled the jar with water and made sbee the lid fit tightly.

He didn’t know exactly how he was going to test the ly#she knew that he needed to

be a long way from town. He drove south for seveidsrand then turned on a dirt track

that took him away from the road. He found a flat spotvbeh the sage brush that was
really quite pretty. There were lots of butterfliesl dwrds in the area and he saw several
cotton tailed rabbits scampering in front of him.

He had read that the gas had a two minute delay befbeeaime active and after it was
exposed to the activator so he set the open jar adrveat the ground and twisted open
the screw cap in the tube. There was one pellet itutteethat looked like a large

Alka Seltzer tablet. He dropped the pill into the jamater and screwed the lid on tight.

There was a gentle but steady breeze blowing from #&& w0 he parked the truck
pointed up wind and then threw rocks at the jar from abeenty feet away. The third

rock broke the jar and he beat a hasty retreat in tlo&.tt. ooking back he was surprised
how fast a white cloud of fog expanded from the puddle ogrtbend. He drove about a
half mile upwind and waited a full thirty minutes before \enture back to the broken
jar.

There was no trace of the fog cloud but the ground downfward the jar was littered

with dead butterflies and a few birds. Tim walked about twadred yards straight
downwind and he counted six dead rabbits. At 250 yards there meermore dead

butterflies. He did some quick calculations and decitiatl the gas should still be active
up to about four hundred yards but it had dispersed ougiaghn so it was too diluted to
kill after about a minute and a half.

“Damn!” Tim thought driving back to town. “How am | going get rid of this stuff”
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FBI Regional Office, Miami Florida — 1999

“Excuse me sir but | might need your advice on this oné€ bcal agent said to his
supervisor.

“What do you have, Rawlings, you usually don’t ask for help”

“The guys downstairs sent this to me because theytdithow what to do with it. It
seems that a guy in Lakeland sent us a letter about sogpcions that he has about
some of his students. He runs a big flying school at La#ledaport, you know, the kind
that trains commercial pilots for the airlines.

Over the years he has trained a lot of foreign psot$ie’s used to dealing with the way
they do business. Right now he has a group of ten Saudn&iutiat he says aren't like
the others that have come through the school”

“Different in what way?”

“He says that most of his students are well educated| withadegrees from American

schools but the only thing that these guys seem to knohe iKoran. He also says that
they're not really interested in learning systems amucguures. They just want to
concentrate on flying. He says that they book lotsroé on the Boeing 767 simulator
but they almost never practice take off's and landings”

“What do we know about the students?”

“They’ll all from Saudi Arabia and they all entered th& through Amsterdam.”

“Is there a CIA alerts on any of them?”

“Nothing”

“Well that doesn’'t mean that they don’t have informaton them. Send them an enquiry
and see if anything turns up”
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Wendy and the new millennium.

The summer of 2000 had been a wonderful time for Wendg. fad worked with her
dad both at the airport and at the lodge at Nine Mile L8ke was fourteen years old and
had been spared the torments that puberty brought to teangigers. She was just as
sweet now as she had always been. In a couple of vebeks&ould start high school but
before that she had three more days at the lakeheitdad.

Of course she knew that Rex wasn'’t her real dad andtbiy wasn’t her real mom but
she didn't want to dwell on that. She had been bothgreatly for the last few years
about her real parents and why they weren’t in her 8tanetimes she had bad dreams
where she found out that they were really very bad lpeaopd that they had come to take
her away from Rex and Molly.

She barely remembered her aunt Nan who raised her wkeewashlittle. She had left
when Windy was seven and she promised to come back andutishe never did. The
only thing that she left for Wendy was a birth certificéor Susan Marie Denials and a
box with a Peter Pan outfit and a bracelet that hachtme Wendy Darling on it. Wendy
had read Peter Pan and she knew that Wendy Darlingheaslbpted mother of the Lost
Boys in Neverland.

Wendy was eleven when questions about her birth paramtedsto bother her. She was
old enough to know about kids being adopted and even abandéimedmagined her
birth mom giving her up because she was ugly or deformedmething. Wendy didn’t
feel ugly or deformed. She thought that her parents ntighdead but if that were true
why wasn’'t she with her grandparents or an aunt or uhblese thoughts bothered her a
lot.

She had finally got a hint about her life a couple of yego when she talked to Nan on
the telephone. The old lady told her that she reallgntahe daughter of her niece but of
a girl that she had known in San Francisco. The gull¢ome to the ranch very sick with
a little girl and the next day, she had asked Nan todake of the baby while she went to
the doctor. She had died that day and Nan had taken tahe daby just like she
promised. The only thing that she had left from the baby easlothes, bracelet and the
birth certificate. When Wendy begged for more informatiNan just told her to be
happy and hung up the phone.

Her mom, now, of course was wonderful. No child couldrioge loved. Her dad treated
her special but he also gave her the freedom to leargrand She was never told that
she was too young to try anything. That freedom led to aflsicratched knees and
bloody noses and one time it caused a broken arm.

She still remembered that when she first went to livéthd wmom and dad in the ranch
house she had called them Uncle Rex and Aunt Molly. Sherwas calling Molly ‘Mol’
and one day she came running into the house and shouted, “Morhome”. Molly
came to her with tears in her eyes and hugged her ltorgatime. It took a little while
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longer to grow to love Rex, at first she called him Pops later it became Dad. Just
those two words brought them much closer together.

Having a dad who was a pilot led to a lot of time in theaad by now she could
probably fly every airplane on the field. Of course slas wever allowed to fly alone and
wouldn’t even be able to start official flying lessong fwo more years but she was
already a good pilot.

This summer Rex had trained her to make take-offs andnigsmdrom the water with
their big Cessna 185 on floats. Rex used it to fly peopdd laad forth to Nine Mile
Lake. The floats were used for the lake and small wHaesdtsv the floats were used at
the airport. Both she and Rex were very proud of whahabdearned.

She had to use a cushion in the plane and when she thiegas truck. She wasn't tall
enough to see out otherwise. Her dad still laughs abouinieethat she drove the gas
truck off the airport property and into the street. fsisé did it to turn around but Deputy
Brown saw her. He put her in the police car and drowsimilton Aviation. He marched

her into Rex’s office and began his lecture.

“I know that it's legal for your daughter to drive theidk on private property but the
streets of Redrock are a different story”

Rex had sat quietly while the deputy vented his frustratien he solemnly answered,

“Your right Deputy Dawg, do you want to pull down her pantd svhip her now or
should | do it?”

The deputy lost his composure and burst out laughing and Hewsatand put his feet on
Rex’s desk. Rex took a dollar bill from his wallet anddehit to Wendy

“Here honey, run over to the snack bar and bring us tokes, the long arm of the law
needs to take a break”

The three day job at the lodge would be something newmdy. Usually there were
three employees at the lodge. One was the cook whilethiee two were fishing guides.
Wendy had spent two different weeks up there this summekingoas the cook but
because some of her dad’s people were on vacatiorgreh®ex were going to act as
both cook and guides for two clients. She was a good fisireand she could drop a dry
fly with the best of them. The reason that theydegetwo guides for just two fishermen
was because one client was a fly fisherman and the wtern nature photographer. He
would fish a little but he really wanted to spend moshisftime in the moose marsh at
the south end of the lake, so Wendy would fish while Becd the photographer were
swatting misquotes.

As soon as they returned from the lake her mom hadhaokclothes shopping trip
planned to Helena. They would make the drive, go shoppingstapdhe night in a hotel,
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then more shopping the next day before the drive honesmdwwasn't really interested
in shopping but she really looked forward to two uninterriokgys with her mom.
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Dave Kelly — March 2001

Dave Kelly was excited when he dialed Britney’s cethipdn

“Hey Brit, | got it.”

“Really, you mean that you did all of that worrying faosthing?”

“Well it wasn't for nothing. The final report is due on t&8 and the boss said that |
could take the 1®through the 14 off. With the weekends that will be seven glorious
days in the mountains of Montana and by taking the red-egay night we can spend
six full days on the lake and still be home Sunday radien.”

“That sounds good to me, when are you going to call tleevasons number?”

“In one minute sugar, are you up for Chinese tonight?”

"Mexican, | need tacos and lots of them”
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FBI Regional Office, Seattle Washington — June 2001

“Have we seen anything like this before?” The Special Age€@harge (SAIC) asked his
subordinate.

“Not in this office sir but it might be happening somevehelse”

“Ok, let me get this straight, The chief instructor as fhight simulator in Tacoma thinks
that this Arab guy is acting weird because he doesaittvio practice take-off's and
landings?”

“Well sir, that’s not quite it. The student claims tln& is training for a job as a flight
engineer and his employer wants him to be able to fbughn to take over while the
pilots go to the restroom. The instructor was an aihih& for twenty year and he said
that was the most ridicules thing that he had everdtiear

“Ok, let’s check with Washington and see if there hawenlany other reports like this. In
the mean time, learn what you can about the Arab e&adf siny bells go off”

FBI - Later.

“Ok, what the story on the wayward pilot?”

“Sir there was a similar report in Florida in '99 but nothever came of it. There were
ten Saudi students that didn’t seem interested in lanolimghey all graduated with no
trouble. | have this guys records, his name is Sami Askatithere’s nothing out of the
ordinary except he’'s a Saudi and he enter the US througstefgam. I've sent an
enquiry to the CIA to see if they have anything on him”

“Good, lets just keep an eye on him for a while, that dbesaan surveillance but just
check up on him weekly until we hear from the CIA”
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CIA headquarters, Langley Virginia — July 2001

“Sir, the feds are asking about Askari, what should Wéhem?”

“Did they say why they wanted to know?”

“Nothing, just asking if there is anything that they shdaidw about him”

“Damn, they could really screw up the Amsterdam terraedl thing. If he gets a hint
that the FBI is looking at him, he’ll call Holland aadr efforts to get our man inside will
go down the drain”

“What should we tell them?”

“Well if we ignore them they’ll move on him on thewn. If we tell the truth, theyll

blow our job in Holland. | suppose that we could tell thbat we know that he’s ok and
then tell them the truth later, after our guys inside”
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Tim Van Dam — August 2001

Tim was really sick but he didn't want anyone to knove l&d done nothing for two
weeks except fly bank documents between Redrock and Hé&lenmht he was too tired

to go out so he sit in his tiny bunkhouse room andcheat TV. Finally he asked Rex for
a couple of days off and then he drove to the VA hospitdlkelena.

For a while the government had actually started to athatt Gulf War Syndrome was
real but some new directive must have come down Wéashington because when he
finally saw a doctor it was like he was starting allroagain. Tim had hoped that the new
Republican administration that had taken over in Januadivbe more supportive of
the military and at first they talked a lot about it botv all of the talk was about cutting
taxes and cutting programs. One of Tim’'s biggest conceasswg FAA pilot’'s physical
which would be due soon. Right now he didn’'t know if beld pass it.

Tim had intended to talk to the doctor about some blaskabat he had been

experiencing for the last few months but after discussiisgphysical problems he

realized that it would be a completely waste of tivhen the blackouts first started he
chalked them up to forgetfulness where he just lost peabtsie. The first time that he

noticed it was when he looked on the flight schedutkrasticed that a weekly flight for

the bank wasn't there. When he mentioned it to Rexdtex funny look and was told that
he had made that flight the day before.

He hadn't been sleeping well and was bothered by bad drddensoon found that the
blackouts and the dreams were related. One night he drehatdae was in a fist fight
with some shadowy figure and the next day he found his kkesiovere skinned.
Sometimes whole days disappeared and sometimes just siiklgevas bothered more
and more by dreams of the gulf war and many of the dresares about the gas canisters
that he had in his footlocker. Often it was the Irdaly&é were attacking him with the gas.

He spent two days going through a series of tests onlg toldh that the results wouldn’t
be ready for several days. He could make an appointfoemte following week if he
liked. Tim was so angry that he slammed out of the effind hit the road for Redrock.
He was filled with the certainty that he would dietlois illness and the doctors would
claim that the cause was unknown.

As he drove away from the city he was surprised thdelhdetter. He had heard guys
who had been in combat say that once you accepteddbatvgren’t going to survive
then things were easier. He turned on the radio and hdrafoag with the songs on the
country music station. He wondered if his new feelingsild/cause the blackouts to
disappear but he would have to wait and see about that.
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Hamilton Aviation — September 2001

“Ok daughter dear, just one more job and then it’s badchool for you”

“Sure pop, this is my year, before next summer I'll hawednver’s license and I'll be
taking flying lessons”

“A lot of good that’ll do you, you don’t have a car and yan't drive the gas truck to
school so what are you going to do for wheels?”

“No problem, mom said that you should get a new pickup arelrge your old one”
“Mom said that?”

“Yes sir and, as we know, what mom wants, mom gets”

“You're a silly girl”

“Yes but I'm your silly girl”

“Yes you are ..., ok here’s the deal for next week. Thedwys from St. Louis cancelled
but that couple from San Francisco is still coming. Vjtigt the two of them I told Pete
that we didn’'t need him. | guess that the guy is a flgalisherman but his wife or
girlfriend or what ever wants to fish a little andlstsee, take some pictures and just be
lazy.”

“That’s ok dad, I'll get the guy a trophy Cutthroat and ytwows the girl the moose
swamp.”

“Well | don’t want you in that swamp with some hel@egirl so that's what we’ll do |
guess. Do you want the know something interesting?  Thsligied his job on the
contract as FBI, what do you think about that?”

“Cool pop, a real G-Man”

About one o’clock on Saturday, Septemb8r Dave and Britney arrived at the airport in
their rented Ford Taurus. Rex and Wendy helped them lheadgear into the Cessna and
then they were in the air heading for Nine-Mile Lakev® and Brit sat in the back and
marveled at the beauty of the approaching mountains but ha Vit#e surprised to see

that the young girl did the flying while the pilot sat arthxed.

The plane climbed quite high to get through a pass in thentams and then cut back on
the power and descended towards a sparkling blue lake. Rewandy smiled as they
flew low past the moose swamp and headed towards the lodge morth shore. The
costumers were always amazed at the beauty of the plat they said so. Dave was a
little relieved when the pilot took the controls foetwater landing which was as smooth
as glass.

He had seen pictures of the lodge on the brochure dmokied familiar. The float plane
was tied up at a short dock and the gear was unloaded. Vg&artlyd lunch while Rex
put the gear into their room. Dave broke out a short spgnrad and within five minutes
he had caught and released several small trout fromadtle He just knew that this was
going to be a week that he would never forget.
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FBI Regional Office, Seattle Washington — September 9, 2001

“GOD DAMN IT, those bustards have known this for m@nthhe god damned CIA just
sent us an alert on Sami Askari. He was in a god damh€héda training camp in
Afghanistan in 1996. Agent Green, get some surveillancaisiguy right now”

9/10/01- 7:18 am - Seattle

The radio in the FBI's supervisor car came alive,

“He’s on the move. A cab just picked him up and their drivowards the freeway now”
“Roger that, what's the cab’s company and number?”

“Yellow Cab, number 276"

9/10/01- 7:23 am - Seattle
“Chase-1, he’s going to the airport, Chase-2, you inperaed follow the guy at SeaTac”

9/10/01- 7:25 am — Seattle
“Air-Data, what have you got for a Sdmi Askari out o&%ac this morning?”
“Wait a minute ... Ok, Ok, he’s on United 914 to Boston at 9:05 oneaway ticket”

9/10/01- 8:22 am — SeaTac airport

“Air-Watch-2, do you have him in sight?”

“Yea, he’s checked in and he’s standing in the boardieg but the guy looks antsy as
hell. He’s looking over his shoulder or looking at his ata¢very ten seconds ... hold on
... he saw something that he didn't like ... he’s walking awaynfthe area and he’s
moving fast ...”

“Keep him in sight”

9/10/01- 8:31 am - SeaTac airport

“Do you still have him?”

“Yea I'm fifteen feet away. The guy just paid cashdoone way ticket to Boston on Air
Canada 221 leaving at 10:22. ... Hey | need some help here ... h&isgval the big
restroom on level two and there are four exits ouherfd”

9/10/01- 8:34 am - SeaTac airport
“This is Air-Watch-4, he’s gone down the escalator toivals and it looks like he’s
renting a car from Hertz.”

101



9/10/01- 10:08 am — On Interstate 5 driving north towards then

Canadian border.

“Any change Chase-1?"

“No he’s just following the traffic. | wonder why he ted a Jeep Cherokee?”

“No idea, its four-wheel drive, maybe he’s going off-road”

“Hold it ... he just took the Blaine exit and he did it at thst minute. Chase-2, get up
here he may have made me”

9/10/01- 10:17am — Farm road 100 yards south of the Canadian

border.

“Air-1 do you have him in sight?”

“Roger that, | can see him and Chase-2 and the Canibanties. Ok, look out, he’s

on the move, he’s going straight across the raspbéstg &nd he’s nearly to the
Canadian border. He thinks that he’s got it made butnlsese that the Mounties are
waiting for him.”

9/10/01-7:36 pm FBI Regional Office, Seattle

The Special Agent in Charge was on the phone to Washington.

“Yes sir, we have him. What do you want us to do now?”

He talked for a few minutes and then hung up.

“Ok Peters, you're on the plane with him tomorrow mognihasked the Director for the
Gulfstream but it’'s not available so you're on theliesir commercial flight that you can
get. Maybe after we get rid of this guy, life around heitereturn to normal”
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9/11
Nine Mile Lake - 6:30 am

Dave was looking forwards to another beautiful day onake. He had fished with Rex
the day before and they had done very well with medize &itthroats but today he was
with Wendy and she had laughingly told him that she kneerevthe big ones were.

He had been a little apprehensive about paying so much mon#yeftrip only to find
that one of the guides was a fifteen year old girlthat was behind him now. Wendy
turned out to be a very capable and knowledgeable guidedeBesiat, she was funny
and friendly. Britney accused him of flirting with thel but then changed her mind and
accused the girl of flirting with Dave. The reality widmt they both enjoyed the others
company.

Before they left the lodge, Wendy checked his choice af.gdis rod was the heaviest
that he had brought but she wasn’t happy with his seleofidlies.

“Well Mr. Kelly, these maybe alright for Sierra raows but if your going for big
cutthroats you need big streamer flies. She opened yhéroR and showed him huge
feathered lures. In the water this will look like a isih trout.

“Ok Wendy but it’'ll take me a while to tie something thag.”

“Use these, ok Mr. Kelly?”

“Ok but if your going to ridicule my flies you should calerbave, Ok?”

“Ok Dave, lets get going, its quarter to seven already”

Hamilton Ranch - 6:51 am
Molly sat down with a cup of coffee and turned the TMhe morning news, the first
thing that she heard was that the program was beingupted for breaking news.

Rattlesnake Canyon Road — 6:54 am

Tim was trying to get the country music program on tle&yp radio and he was a little
miffed that all he could hear was talking. Something gotaltisntion and he stopped
dialing to listen.

“... hit the North tower of the World Trade Center ad@Eastern Daylight Time this
morning. Every available unit of the New York Fire Dep@ht has responded and so
far, no assessment of casualties has been releasedilMiring you more information as
it becomes available.”

As the music came back on the radio Tim wondered hoaremould fly into something
as big as an office building. He thought that the weathéest be really bad on the east
coast.
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Hamilton Ranch — 7:02 am

Molly was horrified by the picture on her TV. Smoke vpasiring from the upper floors
of the WTC and the announcer had just said that the piteteénad hit the building was
an American Airlines flight from Boston to Los Angléisat had been hijacked. She
wished that Rex and Wendy were with her but there wasayoto contact them. Even if
the radio in the plane was turned on, they couldn’tagggnal until they were in the air.

Suddenly the voices on the TV sounded frantic and she saece@nd plane flying
towards the building. She watched in horror as the piwe directly into the south
tower sending a wave of flames all the way through andhe other side.

On the streets of Redrock — 7:03 am

Tim’s mind was reeling with the news on the radio. Withthinking he instinctively
wanted to be with people like him. He drove to the diathe VFW hall which usually
wasn't open in the morning but when he arrived there wareral cars in the parking lot
and the door was opened. These guys were all ex Gl'sArogrica’s past wars and they
understood each other. The bartender was making coffetharig screen TV told the
story of the attack on the WTC.

Nine Mile Lake — 9:10 am

Both Dave and Wendy were laughing as they found a log justeathe beach and sat
down for a break. Dave had pictures on Britney’s dlggamera of an eight pound
monster that he had caught and an eleven pound, bigger momstét/endy had snaked
out of the mouth of a creek that ran into the I&eth fish were now swimming in the
cold water of the lake and were probably wondering wiaakt happened to them that
morning. Wendy had brought a thermos of coffee in theeand they were enjoying it.

Redrock VFW hall — 6:45 pm

Tim had spent the entire day watching the events unfoldvaseshocked by the collapse
of both WTC towers and by the attack on the pentagde Ewveryone, he wondered
where the plane that crashed in Pennsylvania had been guinghg it had gone down
in an empty field. He thought that maybe the hijack gikst couldn’t handle the big
Boeing 757.

Like the rest of the vets in the bar, he was mad HsTieere were shouts about getting

even and there was talk about driving over to the Mostammaunity at Garden City.
“BURN THE BASTERDS OUT!!I” Someone shouted.
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“Hell, their just farmers they don’'t have anything towdth this” a cooler hard said.
‘HOW DO WE KNOW!!II? BETTER SAFE THEN SORRY!!!”
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Hamilton Ranch — 8:20 pm

Molly turned off the TV. She had all of the emotitnat she could stand for one day. She
had thought about calling Tim Van Dam at the airport anthggdkim to fly up to Nine
Mile Lake and tell Rex what was happening but then she hiear@lt aviation had been
grounded so there was nothing that she could do except sloffier.

A knock on the door interrupted her thoughts and she wasisaddo see Tim at her
door.

“Oh Tim what a terrible day, Rex isn’t here”

“Yes Mrs. Hamilton, | guess that he doesn’t know anythinguathe attack”
“Well the way that | feel it's probably a good thing, wiean | do for you Tim?”
“l need to get some things out of the storage room, I'1lipgsminute”

Nine Mile Lake — 9:45 pm

“What a great day, | caught two of the biggest trout of ieydnd it doesn’t matter that
the biggest fish of the day was caught by my fifteem gpé&hguide.”

Dave was still showing Rex and Britney the picturestlanlittle screen of the digital
camera.

“Well you can catch more tomorrow but I'm taking thenema. Rex and | are going to
the swamp and I'm going to take a picture of a moosdakis all day”

“That's ok with me but September 11, 2001 will always be @inhe best days of my
life”.
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Tim later that night

Tim had a savior headache when he returned to his rotine inunkhouse. His found a
bottle of pills that the VA had given him and took two cérth He had tried to remain
calm while he was talking to Mrs. Hamilton but now heswn a rage. Most of his anger
was directed towards the government for their policesatds veterans and for not
finishing what they had started in the gulf war.

The attacks on his country had been carried out by the BEslems that he had fought
in Iragq. He felt that if his government hadn’t been ssakvand noncommittal in 1990
they wouldn’t be where they were now.

He thought about Garden City and the nest of terrotlsé$ must be there now.
Tomorrow they could poison the water in Redrock or wseice bombers to blow up
school buses. His head was pounding and he took sevempitie from the bottle.

His dreams were tortured and bazaar. He was fightingsAndho were armed with AK-
47's and gas grenades. His army commander was shoutirtgoto find their ammo
dump and blow it up. Looking at the clock he saw that it 3&m. It was time for him to
go on his reconnaissance patrol.

Tim loaded the things that he had brought from the storagen tinto his pickup and
drove into the dark night. It was forty five miles to @am City and he saw an enemy
patrol in every shadow. He kept his eyes on the rearviemmio guard against ambush
from behind.

The dusty shantytown was dark and silent when he drowatinhis lights off. There
were no streetlights to help him avoid the potholatendirt street and he was afraid that
the enemy would hear his pickup jolting through the bumgspéatked beside a large
barn at the edge of town and walked into the darknessr affew minutes he stood by a
water trough and listened to a flock of sheep stirringenniight. He was sure that he was
hearing an enemy camp of resting soldiers. Checkinghkabreeze was blowing from
behind him, he unscrewed the cap from a gas cartridge and drtdmpeellet into the
water. Quickly and silently he made for the pickup agthgr not to panic he drove out of
town.

Twenty miles from Garden City Tim knew that he sklotgport what had happened.
There was a closed gas station with a pay phone abaldgunction and he called 911.
“911 Operator, what is your emergency?”

“Something has happened in Garden City, something bad”

“Pardon me sir, do you speak English?”

Tim realized that he had spoken in Arabic.

“Something bad has happened in Garden City” he said, thisnifeglish and he hung

up.
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The sky was turning pink when he drove to all night grostoye near the airport. He
bought some snacks and several bottles of water.cl€Helooked at him with a puzzled
smile when he paid for a case of quart mason jars.

“Planning on making jam?” the kid asked with a smile.

“Moonshine” Tim answered with the same smile.

Once inside the Hamilton Aviation hanger at the airperfelt safe but he knew that he
couldn’t stay long. He had seen the two police cars go ithy their red lights on and
there sirens blasting. He had pulled to the side ofdhd to make room for them and
then he went on his way.

In the office he sat and maybe napped for a few minutesnwhe savage dreams
attacked his mind. The airliners hit the buildings and tteelfiasted all the way through
but this time he wasn’t watching on TV, he was in the Wd®er and he was trying to
escape. He was being chased by Arabs in robes and turldhtbegnhad come from

Garden City.

He knew that they would catch him if he stayed wherevag so he had to find a safe
place to prepare for his attack on them. He loadechihgs from the pickup into the Cub

and got some other things from the back room. Even thdegk tvas a ban on civilian

flight there was no one at the airport who would aunldstop him. There were always

people who hadn’t got the word or who just didn’t care. tde sure that the crop dusters
would be flying and if they were stopped they would claim ignoe.

Once in the air, Tim had time to think about a safeetacget ready for his attack. The
most isolated place that he could think of was Nine Make.
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Nine Mile Lake — September 12, 2001

The morning was clear and chilly. There was a touclalbfrf the air and the Aspen trees
high on the mountain above the lake were defiantlyingryellow. Britney was ready for

her trip to the moose swamp and Wendy was kidding her ardaBout the trophy size

mosquitoes that they would encounter.

“What are you and Mr. Kelly doing this morning?” Rex asked.

“We’re going to try for a big fish at the mouth of Ruste€k. We looked at it yesterday
and the creek is really full now.”

“You be careful of the drop off that near the beach. b€l a cold walk back to the lodge
if you fall in and soak yourself.”

The canoe trip the moose swamp would take nearly an $mWRex and Britney left
before Wendy and Dave had finished breakfast.

“Dave, dad said that you work for the FBI?”

“That’s right but not in the way that you think”

"Aren’t you a G-Man with a gun and a badge?”

Dave laughed. Everyone thought that all employeeseofFBi were a special agent.
“No, I'm an investigator, an accountant. | look for tbad guys by looking at their
business books. It’s not very exciting but | still catchshare of crooks”

“If the FBI wanted to find someone and they had just tha&me, could they do it?”
“Probably, who do you want to catch? Has your boyfridode something wrong and
you're after him?”

“Nope, | don’'t have a boyfriend. Where would | find tifioe a boyfriend?”

“Something made you ask the question”

Wendy told him about her lack of parents and the mysiewhere she came from. She
didn’'t really want to find her birth parents as mushvanting to know about them and
why they were gone.

“Well it’'s not my area in the bureau but | might getadr from a guy that | know. Here,
write down your full name and the dates that you knbauaand I'll see what | can do”

Rush creek was about two miles from the lodge and Weralyedhem most of the way
in the jeep. The creek poured into the lake creating whiteadyere the stream and lake
collided. There were often floating branches and thedbs to interfere with the
fisherman and it wasn’t easy fishing but Dave knew trate¢lwards would be worth it.

Wendy warned him not to wade very far into the lakeabse of the drop off but the only
thing on Dave’s mind was a trophy size cutthroat, maybe swemething over fifteen
pounds.

Dave cast his huge fly for over an hour and was aboutiggest a change of location

when his fly was hit by a fright train. The line wentadimg off of his reel as the big fish
ran for deeper water. He saw the huge splash and justtcsigghof the big, square tall
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in the spray as his floating fly line disappeared into |tk and was quickly being
followed by a hundred yards of the backup line.

Holding the tip of his rod as high as he could to pretleamffish from breaking his leader
he became aware the Wendy was shouting at him andhédiad a tight grip on the back
of his belt. To keep the trophy trout from stripping dlhe line he had waded into the
lake and the water was nearly up to his pockets.

“BACK UP!! BACK UP!! DROP OFF!!! DROP OFF!!I”

Just as the logic of what she was saying sank into henalin soaked brain, the cold
water closed over his head. He was fighting for footingtlue gravel bottom as he
realized that the fly rod was no longer in his hand. Qetaly panicked he was trying to
find a breath when Wendy dragged him into shallow wateey™ere both down on

there knees and up to their chins in the lake when he fioalilged down. He looked at
her, soaking wet with her hair in her eyes and laughed.Idsiked exasperated but she
finally smiled and splashed water into his face.

They both found a grassy spot just off the lake and sahd®hey were still laughing
when Wendy asked,

“How much did that carbon fiber rod cost?”

“It was too much, $300.”

“Did it have a floating handle?”

“I think so”

“Well, we’ll probably find it down the beach but beforeeviook, | need some dry
clothes”

Still catching there breath Wendy looked up and listelrethe distance they could hear
an airplane engine. Dave had got used to the silendeedéke and the noise sounded
alien. Wendy stood and was looking for the source ofnthise when she saw a blue
Super Cub skim over the trees and disappear towardsthadsstrip in the clearing.
“That’s our Cub. Van Dam must be flying, let's changetlets and go see what brings
him up here”

Tim tried to avoid the lodge at the end of the lakeeaagproached the small strip in the
meadow. He knew that the lodge was once occupied by hidepbot he was sure that
the enemy had it now. He would have to get in and out efctearing as quick as

possible.

Once on the ground he quickly changed his clothes and tedbothof mason jars to the

little stream at the end of the landing strip. He dilesach jar with water and then dropped
a gas pellet into it. He made doubly sure that the lid seaswed on very tight before he

filled the next jar.

He had just stowed the jars next to the seat orubewhen he heard the enemy patrol
approaching. He saw the jeep coming through the trees anhdgut emerged into the
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sunlight he fired his pistol at it. It was over a hudyards away and he knew that it
would be just luck it he hit it but it would get their atient

The jeep stopped and then backed up quickly into the trémswas in the Cub and

without closing it’s pull-up door he had it started and waasng down the strip. He had
no time to turn into the wind and took off downwind. Heledlthe tough little plane to

lift over the trees at the end of the field and themvhas looking right at the mountain. He
had to turn and fly back over the enemy patrol.

Still with just minimum altitude he skimmed the treesshe headed back towards the lake
where he saw the jeep and two enemy soldiers bésids he flew over their heads and
expecting a rifle bullet any second, he threw a gathjfaugh the open door. Then he was
over the lake and climbing towards the mountain pass. Wingred miles an hour he
would be over the enemy’s camp at Garden City in just avédour.

Wendy had driven Dave to the lodge and they had both changedlry clothes. Her
plan was to go to the landing strip and then to takenaecto look for Dave’s lost fishing
rod. It was a beautiful day and as they drove alongmbeded track she was chatting
with Dave about the ‘Big one that got away’. As theyeegrd into the meadow they saw
the blue Cub and a man beside it. They both realized sthimething was wrong. The
figure beside the plane was wearing an army camouflagevaghia full face gas mask.
Dave recognized the suit from his FBI training as a corBimatHazard suit. They were
worn by soldiers when they were attacked with gas dodpical weapons.

‘“WENDY STOP!II”

She slammed on the breaks as the figure raised a amtdired. As the bullet kicked up
dust twenty yards in front of the jeep Wendy shovedyder shift into reverse and spun
the tires as they raced backwards into the coveheotrees. The Cub was racing away
downwind when she pulled forward and they got out. Sheagd the little plane to
crash into the trees at the end of the field becausead going off downwind but
somehow it cleared the top branches. Now she expedtdriash into the quickly rising
ground as it headed towards the mountain but again it skintheettrees and turned
towards them.

Dave was beside the girl as the plane climbed straigét them. At the last minute it
occurred to him that the pilot might shoot at them bbemvit was nearly straight over
head he saw something fall from the plane. What dveras it hit the ground well
beyond them and a sudden cloud of white fog burst from thendpe it hit.

A flock of black birds was startled by the impact andpéshinto the air. As they

watched, the birds that flew through the fog dropped flwerair as if they had been shot.
Wendy realized the danger before Dave did and she showedta the jeep and then

sped away towards the other end of the meadow.
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“My god, is that insect spray or weed killer or something?
“No Wendy, I think that it might be war gas”

“Do you mean because of that suit that the guy wasimgar
“Exactly. Damn, | wish your dad was here, we need tlmvothat guy and warn the
authorities, he means to kill someone just like he toedll us”
“Dave, | can fly the plane”

“What?”

“I can fly that plane. | do it all of the time”

“l can't take you after that guy, he shot at us”

“DAVE!I!

“Ok, the wind’s blown that fog away from the lake. L’

They raced to the dock and Wendy had the engine startethay were powering over
the water. Dave looked at his watch and estimatedhbatub had a ten or twelve minute
head start on them.

“Can you catch him after his head start?”

“We're sixty miles an hour faster than he is but vem’t catch him if we don’t know
where he’s going”

“How soon can we use the radio?”

“When we’re through the pass”

Rex had heard the cub fly over the lake and he was wogdetio would be flying in
today. He knew that the Department of Fish and ganaethhere when they wanted to
check the lake and he knew that they flew Super Cubs.

They were deep in the swamp and he would like to haveedtadck to the lodge to
check on the visitor but Britney was intent on gettsagme good pictures of a mother
moose and her calf that were feeding on water liM®ut ten minutes later he heard the
Cessna engine start and race into the air. Now hev@rgsconcerned. There had to be a
serious emergency for Wendy to have flown the planeobtitere without him. Britney
knew that he was worried and she didn’t say a word whey abandoned the moose
hunt and headed for the canoe.

As they cleared the pass Dave asked who they should cdieaadio. He told her that
he had a special FBI identification code that wouldtigem in touch with his people but
he had to give the code to the FAA somehow. Wendy teelethe air emergency
frequency and handed him the microphone.

Dave was surprised when the first person that he tatkedked what they were doing in
the air, didn’t they know that all civilian flightsad been grounded. His code number got
them passed up the ladder to a supervisor and he quickly expbthamencident at the
lake. Wendy and asked if the controllers had the culadarrand before the supervisor
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switched them to a new frequency he said that thereawamauthorized plane eighteen
miles ahead and he gave Wendy the bearing.

After two more frequency changes Dave was talking té-Bhcontroller that had the
authority to get things done. The agent double checked Dalezisity and then told him
about the incident that had happened in Garden City thatimgo

Wendy had a chart on her lap and she drew a line oonit their location and along the
bearing that the controllers had given them. She shtieelihe to Dave, it led directly to
Garden City.

“Ok, Kelly, here’s the deal, we have a team of peopléhe ground right now in Garden
City. We've ordered an evacuation of the town until vgaife out what's going on there.
Our first thought was that someone there had made aogals &nd it had gone off and
we're looking hard at those people to see if any of tamnterrorists.”

Wendy touched Dave’s arm and pointed out the windshididrel on the horizon she
could see the cub about two miles ahead.

The FBI controller gave Dave a frequency to contaetSpecial-Agent-In-Charge on the
ground in Garden City. After some brief words, the agsked if there was anyway that
Dave could stop the guy in the cub. Dave started ptagxthat they had no weapons
with them when Wendy pulled a short army carbine @mrhfunder the seat.

“It's not a rifle, it's just a pellet gun but it lookké a rifle and that guy won’t know the
difference”

After some discussion with the agent on the groundaleged that their first plan was to
get the other pilots attention by showing him the guntanget him to land away from
the town. Dave said that their second plan shouldchae dll of the FBI people on the
ground should get well upwind from the town.

Wendy eased the Cessna up beside the cub while Dialesl filhe window on his side up
against the bottom of the wing. When the other pilotceodtithe Cessna Dave held up the
pellet gun. The cub immediately banked away and dovertisamdne ground to gain
speed. Wendy surprised Dave by turning with the cub and gtagry close although
now they were above and a little behind the other planihe distance Wendy could see
the little town.

“See if you can get him to turn away from the town” Daga@l to her. He had completely
forgotten that his capable pilot was a high school soph®nwo was looking forwards
to her first school dance. She eased the Cessnahevirg of the cub and they could see
the pilot through the Plexiglas panel above his headoftier pilot looked up and again
dove away but almost immediately came back on cours8doden City. They were less
then two minutes flying time from the town now.
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Wendy was now flying beside and slightly behind the cite wanted to spook him
away from the town but she didn’t want to risk a is@h. She opened her throttle and
pulled a little ahead. As she came into his view the @lab turned in his seat and fired
his pistol. The shot struck their windshield just in froftDave who was hit in the face
by the bullet or pieces of the windshield or both. Wewdyg looking toward Dave when
she saw the cub hit the ground that was less then a loufegitebelow. Keeping the crash
in sight she saw a cloud of white fog burst from the wage and start to drift towards
the town.

‘RUN!I RUN!I!' GAS!! THERE'S GAS IN THE AIR!!I” she sreamed into the
microphone.

Wendy made a very steep bank around to where she couttiesgas cloud. The FBI
agent on the ground told her that they were clear diothve and the he could see that the
gas was dissipating. He asked what had happened to Dave.

“I'll tell you in a minute ... | hope”

Dave woke to lights and noise and a sensation of greatlspke could only see out of

one eye and what he could see didn't make much sinceigdeo speak and that seemed
to set of a flurry of activity. His blurred vision impmey enough for his to make out the
face of a pretty young girl with freckles on her nosd tears streaming down her face.
That was immediately replaced by a man in a while umfatith a concerned look. Now

he knew that he was in an ambulance and they were gomevehere very fast. He felt a

pinprick in his arm and blackness closed out the light andds

Nine Mile Lake September 12 — 9:45 pm

Rex had made dinner for Britney and himself and they as#ence. He couldn’t stop

thinking about the events of the day. He had no idea whydughter had left in the

Cessna and he had no clue why she hadn’t come back far He knew that Britney

was just as worried about Dave and he felt complételgless. He had actually looked
into buying a satellite phone so that he could keepunhtavith Molly while he was at

the lake but the $1200 price tag had put him off. He would @ile¢ more for the phone
right now. Finally Britney couldn’t stay quiet anyniger.

“Are you sure that there is no way that we can getesaaws from outside? Can't we
radio to one of the airliner flying overhead and find wbat’'s happened?”

Rex thought that it was a very good question,

“We could Mrs. Kelly but the radio is in the Cessna d@tsdgone. If someone doesn’t
come in the morning, I'll drain the gas out of the gemmerahd we will drive the jeep out
to the highway. It's a very rough trail and I’'m not tgaure that we can get through, it
depends on how much snow is left in our way.”
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“What if we can’t get through?”

“We’ll come back here | guess, what else can we do?”

“What if someone comes for us after we've left, couldne get stuck between the
preverbal rock and a hard place?”

“Yes we could, let’s just hope that someone comesemtbrning.”

Dave woke up in a hospital room with a bandage over aleedsihis head and a splitting
headache and it took him a minute to realize that he wakmie. Wendy was curled up
asleep in the chair besides his bed and a woman, probabdyrtls mother, was dozing
in the other chair. The clock on the wall said thatas 1:15 and he assumed that it was
am and not pm. When he reached for his water glass Wsmaghped awake.

“Welcome back Mr. Kelly”

“Dave, | don't call you Miss Daniels or Hamilton or atlever, is Britney here?”

“No Dave, she’s with my dad at the lake. The Fish @adhe people will get them in the
morning”

“Well | hope that he knows that she doesn't like to waishes”

The woman in the other chair was standing beside Wandyshe introduced herself,
“Mr. Kelly, I'm Molly Hamilton and we have been veryorried about you”

“Nice to meet you Mrs. Hamilton, your daughter was Jagve today and you should be
proud of her”

“I don’t know what she did today and she won't tell faybe you can enlighten me”

Wendy looked at Dave and gave a tiny shake of her heag. \l&s confused but he went
along.
“I’'m not sure myself. Maybe my head will be clearethe morning”

A man in a black suit came in and Dave would have befatime on him being an FBI
agent. He asked Molly if she would give them a few minatesasked her to have a cup
of coffee in the cafeteria while he chatted with her deergdnd the patient.

When they were alone he closed the door and introducedlhim&ave and Wendy,
“Joe Blakemore, SAIC, Helena, I'd say that you two &dekll of a day”

After shacking hands with Dave and Wendy then he got doveasiness. The first thing
that he did was to bring then up to speed on the 911 atféekdy had already heard
most of it from her mom but it was a complete shackave.

“Look I've got to tell you that everything that you did todaynot for publication. There
are bad people out there and we don’t know who theyallldmow that it's asking too
much for you not to tell your wife and parents but fa $kecurity of the country you have
to let it go no farther. Now let me tell you thatuyare both heroes and someday maybe
the world will know but today, just keep it to yourself. Kelyour eyes are full of
guestions, what can | tell you?”

“Did the guy bomb the town?”
“No, Missy here stopped him”
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“Who is he?”

“l won't tell you who he was but | can tell you that undleat Bio-hazard suit he was
wearing a US Army uniform complete with ribbons and dations. He wasn’t on active
duty and hadn’t been for several years”

“Was it Tim Van Dam?” Wendy asked.

“Sorry, | can't say”

“The last thing that | remember, we were trying to get to turn away from Garden City
and Wendy was flying very close to him, how did | getitithe face and how did I get
here?”

Blakemore looked at Wendy,

“You didn't tell him?”

“No sir”

“The guy put a .45 caliber round through the windshield of thes@a and the broken
Plexiglas smacked you in the face. As the guy banked digyvingtip caught the

ground. A gas cloud blew over the town from the crash but pdot had warned the

agents on the ground to get clear. You were bleeding likgrinerbal stuck pig and
Missy here landed the plane on a gravel road betweempbtato fields. The road was
only eight feet wider then the wheels on your planes @rour pilots said that it was the
best piece of airmanship that he had ever seen.”

The agent said that he would be back the next day andetheould go and tell Mrs.
Hamilton that she could come back to the room. AftelefieWWendy sat on the edge of
Dave’s bed and put her hand on his arm.

“I broke the Cessna, Dave, one of the floats is etksgp and dad’s going to be pissed.
They said that | was a hero and | was so scared, Daas so scared that | wet my pants,
please don't tell anyone, the guy crashed, he just flesvtive ground, | know that it was
Tim Van Dam, | didn’t like him much but | didn’t want hidead, | didn’t kill him did I ,

| hope that I didn’t kill him, I'm glad that your alivé'/m glad that we're both alive, |
really like you and | had a great time fishing with you etfeyou did nearly drowned
both of us, Dave | want to see my dad so bad, | canttwail the F&G brings him back
tomorrow, ...”

She was interrupted when her mom walked in and wonderedhehylaughter was
crying.

Redrock Airport September 13 8:45 am

Rex and Britney climbed out of the F&G Cessna and lookedna. There was the
Hamilton Aviation float plane sitting sadly on a flatbtruck with its wings off. He saw
the damaged float and wondered how his pilot daughter cayd made such a bad
landing. He would have the chance to ask her becauseasheumning towards them at
that very minute.
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Hamilton Ranch later that day

An FBI agent had met Rex at the airport and explainadnghaeeded to collect Tim Van
Dam’s things from the ranch. Rex still found it haal lelieve that his friend and
employee had been involved in such a bazaar event bigxawas realizing, these were
bazaar times.

With Molly clinging to his arm he watched the agent reen@very item from Tim’s
bunkhouse room and then ask if there were any more ddfefosiging on the property.
Rex led him to the store and pointed to the footlockee diteaded suitcase was sitting
just behind.

“Anything else?” the agent asked.
“That’s his suitcase” Rex indicated with his heart pangd

The agent gathered it up and soon all traces of Tim Vam\Rere disappearing down the
road and out of Rattlesnake Canyon.

As soon as they were alone, Rex, Molly and Wendy cddaitethe couch and held each

other. Wendy was crying and Molly was sobbing but unseen byttiers, Rex was
smiling as the burden of the money from the Bank of Kuidiaappeared from his mind.
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FBI regional office Helena Montana September 15 — 9:45 AM

“Thanks Kelly. For a bean counter you did a hell obla jf you ever want to cross over
to the dark side I'll give you a good recommendation for Bpégent”

“No thanks sir, a man needs to know his limitations in a few years Wendy would
make a great agent”

“I'll bet that she would but | have a feeling that shédl aspire to greater things, | wish
that she was my daughter, I'm proud of her now and | h&tyv her”

“Oh, before | go | have a favor to ask”

He told the SAIC Wendy's story of her curiosity abbet parents. He gave Blakemore
the note that he had written at the lake with her loettificate information and the
description of the Peter Pan playsuit and the Wendirigebracelet.

“Would you see what you can find on this and let me kdawald her that I'd see what |
could do”

“No problem Kelly, I'll call when | get something”
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Dave & Britney in San Francisco — September 28, 2001

The weeks following the 911 attack had been frantic foreD@we Bureau suddenly had
hundreds of leads on terrorists or suspected terraripieople who might have know
someone who may have been in the Middle East someltinvas impossible to separate
the valid leads from the lunatic fringe.

His last assignment had been to look at the financesabfarity that was suspected of
providing supplies to an elicit organization in Pakistda.spent a day finding that the
Mormon Church was guilty of making baby quilts and sendiegntbo an orphanage in

Karachi. When he typed his final assessment he thoughit ttounded ludicrous in its

official language.

When he got home Britney wasn'’t very sympathetic butdsthget him a cold beer with
some tortilla chips and salsa. Their happy hour wasruge by a phone call from the
FBI's Helena office.

“Hey Kelly, how's life after the excitement in Momta?” SAIC Blakemore asked.
“Hectic sir, probably just like it is in your office”

“Well we’re busy but | did have time to do that favbat you ask for and it’s a bigger
deal then we expected.

The first thing that we learned was that our girl Wenawt iSusan Maria Denials. That
little girl was killed in a car wreck along with herrpats in '89. It's our suspicion that a
Naomi Rivers obtained a copy of that girl's birth deréite from a clerk that somehow
forgot to ask for identification. We've sent that infotma to the Montana State
Attorney’s office but | doubt that they'll pursue it.

The Peter Pan suit and the bracelet lead us to appthwEmissing person case in
California. In 1991 a Mary Lou Bryan, age two, was takehdryjunky mother and they
both disappeared into the great unknown. The little gabvin the custody of her
maternal grandparents at the time and they had a restrainder against their daughter.
It isn’t clear if there was a kidnapping or a misuisti@nding but the grandparents wanted
the girl back.

Anyway, we followed the story that this ‘Aunt Nan’' toM/endy and the hospital
confirmed that a Jane Doe did die of an overdose in '8ltla#y had her fingerprints in
their records. The junky daughter had been arrestedasewees in San Francisco and
guess what, the fingerprints matched.

So Dave, you did a good job in helping clear up an old ¢heepther news is that you
and | are the bad guys who are tearing a fifteen yldasveeetie from her loving parents
and giving her to a seventy year old couple that are [etenptrangers to her.”

“Oh my god, sir, do they really want to take her awaymfrthe only life that she’s
known?”
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“Oh yea, not only do they want her, they want hghtrnow.”

“Is there anyway that | can talk to them?”

“Well you know that officially | can’t tell you thahey are Frank and Marge Bryan who
live on Sea View Street in San Francisco and whoistexllin the local phone book but
before you do something why don’t you call her Montana parensee if anything can

be done.”

“Thanks for the info sir, | wished that | hadn’t ask theor now”

“Ok Kelly, good luck and if you find out anything, will you lete know?”

A call to Redrock confirmed that Wendy, or Mary Lou as dgr@andparents call her, had
indeed been taken to San Francisco by her grandparentan@eMolly were in touch

with her daily by email but they didn't know how long thabuld last. When the

Hamilton’s had met with the elder Bryan's they had as&ualvisiting and perhaps
Christmas and summer vacations but the answer and vadreaicy ‘We’'ll see’.

Dave asked if they would email his phone number, earal home address to Wendy
and asked her to contact him anytime if he could help.

“She was very impressed with you Dave. She said thaaye ‘very cool’.”

“l was the one who was impressed, if | had thoughtithats putting her in danger I ...
well ... you know, | can't talk about that ... but she waslyegiteat ... someone to be
proud of’
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Dave & Britney — October 13, 2001

Dave was taking advantage of the first Saturday thagtde’t worked since 911 to catch
up on some chores. They had a leaky faucet in the losthamd he had gone to Home
Depot for a part. He had worn a suit and tie for so ntemy's in the last month that his
ragged jeans and a Rolling Stones T-shirt felt like bliss.

“Hey Brit, I'm home ...”

She met him in the hall,

“You have a visitor”

“Who?” He asked walking into the kitchen.

There was a tall young lady in a nice summer drels. Ifad long curls and she was
drinking a glass of iced tea. When she stood he recoghéed

“Wendy? Oh Wendy you look different from the last tithat | saw you”

He didn’t know whether to hug her or shake her hand busshked the problem with a

hug. Britney said that she had something to do and wafheationing look to Dave she

left the room.

“I'm glad to see you Mr. Kelly” she said tentativelghe didn’t really know what her
reception would be like here today.

“I'm glad to see you too Miss Hamilton? ... Daniels? ... Brya.. Whoever you are ...
Wendy I'm really sorry for causing all of this trouble I. wished that | could take it back

“Oh Dave you didn’t do anything wrong, it's not your faitfis not anyone’s fault but it's
done now”

“So what brings you here today? ... maybe | should ask if goamdparents know that
you're here?”

“I came here because | didn't know where else toldmve to talk to someone or go
crazy. My grandparents don’'t know that I'm here. Theykhihat I'm at the library
working on a school paper. | figured that a straightvar@Man like you will tell them
about our visit so it was a trade off. | decided thatrédwveards were worth more then the
consequences.”

“So how is life with the Bryon’'s?”

“Well their really nice people who mean well and thesatrme well and ... and ... it's
.... I's just awful. I have my birth mothers old bedrodtis exactly the same as it was
when she bailed on them the night that she turned exghtd hat’s right. She left at
midnight when she turned eighteen. She didn’'t wanwewith them one minute longer
then she had too. They're always telling me the mistdiasshe made and how they had
tried to protect her from the big bad world. She wasdagbadent and I'm a good student
but they have to protect me from the bad old world. Adsked me to the fall dance but
| can’t go because my mother wasn’t allowed to date ih ba@hool because there were
bad people out there. I tried out for the school playlagot a good part but | can’t do it
because the rehearsal is after school and guess witetd. things happen after school.
I’m going to be sixteen before next summer and dad wexgdo give me his pickup, |
was going to take real flying lessons next spring and htmigtch the Montana State
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record Cutthroat next summer. Oh no, | forgot, badytihmight happen to me if | did any
of those things”

Dave watched this tall freckle faced girl who had bsersteely that day ... she had sat
on a cushion so she could see out the windshield of #otwgoof airplane that she flew at

a hundred miles an hour, seventy five feet above the Mantana prairie and forty feet

from a mad bomber armed with a pistol. When | was shadt laying on my face she

calmly landed the plane of a gravel road that was amutide as our driveway.

Finally, Wendy sighed and said,

“670 is the magic number”

“What's 6707?”

“The number of days until I'm eighteen, maybe the libstg about being Mary Lou
Bryon instead of Susan Daniels is that she was boktaith instead of May so I'll be
eighteen two months earlier then before”

They chatted for a while and the girl seemed bettern®yicame back in and they had
another glass of iced tea then Wendy looked at hethedtand stood to leave.

“How did you get here Wendy” Dave asked.

“On the city bus”

“Come on, we’ll give you a ride back. Do you want to gotle library or to your
grandparent’s home?”

“Let get it over with, take me to their house andifitroduce you. After you leave they'll
tell me what a bad person | am and how lucky | am ediave been hurt by bad people
on the bus”

Britney went with them and they all went to the doaether. Dave introduced himself
with several references to the FBI and he assured thanhtheir granddaughter was a
fine person and the she deserved every chance to exclftHrrank Bryon his business
card and he wrote his home phone number and address loarcthe

When they started to leave Wendy hugged Britney and whispenegtising into her ear.
As they drove away Dave asked what the girl had told her.

“Just girl talk”

“I never know what that means”

“That’s because you're not a girl, do you think that treeeehappy ending to this?”

“I hope so but | don’t know what it is”

“She still has a crush on you”
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A few days later Dave got a call at work from Frank Byron.

“Mr. Kelly, | think that we should have a private talk. Yaaem to care about my
granddaughter and | would like to ask you some questions.”

Dave suggested that they meet at Franks home but haetkclihey finally decided on
lunch near the FBI building.

“Mr. Kelly as much as | hate to admit this, Marge angelre total failures as parents
raising our daughter. We tried to keep her safe and to prowgded home life but after

she became a teenager she hated everything that wendidiaS angry that we didn't let
her date. We said that she could bring her friends heitieher and she tried it once.
The boy that she brought home was completely unsuitdlelevas slovenly and uncouth.
When we suggested that she could do much better, shéatwet wouldn't ever see any
other of her friends. As a young girl she got good gradesvhen our problems started
her grades dropped. It was as if she did it on purposesHievanted to punish us.

She left home at eighteen and dropped out of schoa@lslcalled to the police station one
night after she had been arrested for indecent expdSheeand a boy were found late at
night frolicking naked in a fountain in the park. She wouldywve the police my name
but they found it through the address on her driver'sifies.

We knew that she was on drugs and was involved with delveya. She was arrested
several times and then we heard through a friend tleatvals pregnant. We couldn’t let
her keep taking drugs while the baby was developing and we weey afraid that she
would have an abortion so we called the police and satdstite had stolen money from
us. We made it sound bad enough that the judge gave her aya#r That was just
what we wanted to keep the baby safe. When the baby eraswe got custody and
when she got out of jail we got a restraining order to keemWway. As you know when
Mary Lou was nearly three, our daughter took her fromnd disappeared. We had
given up hope of ever seeing them again.

Now we have our granddaughter back and she’s doing the thargse that her mother
did. She wasn’'t here a week when she told us that &dmbysked her to a dance. When
we told her that she was too young to date she askealkloshe had to be. When | said
that she would have to be out of high school, she lalghd asked if | was kidding.

Without asking, she tried out for the school play andagpért. She assumed that it was
ok but we explained that she shouldn’t be out after scl8iw. was very polite, she’s
always very polite, she asked if | would give her a lighangs that she could do.

Her mother was a terrible liar and Mary is just litler. She has told me some whoppers.
She said that in Montana she was allowed to drivack tand even, now get this, she was
allowed to fly an airplane.”

Dave had heard enough, he was afraid of spoiling his rappbritims guy but Wendy
deserved more then this.
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“Mr. Bryon, what were your goals for your granddaughter?”

“Well, like everyone else, we wanted her to be hapmygow up and have a family of

her own”

“How did you see her having her own family?”

“The usual way, by meeting a nice boy, getting married anthg children, do you see a
problem in that?”

“No, not at all but where is she going to meet Mr. Right

“In church or perhaps in college”

“l see, now you don't allow her to do any after schactivities like the school play or

athletics do you?”

“I told you that we don’t want her to be unsupervisedrathool until she’s older”

“Ok, just one more question, did you teach your daughterive a car?”

“Of course not, she had no need to drive”

“Ok Mr. Bryon, what I’'m going to say may make you anguy bomeone has to make a
point to you before you send your granddaughter down the path that your daughter
took.

By what you have told me you wanted your daughter to bebaarver as opposed to an
activist. Wendy was never told that she couldn’t do sbimg. She was allowed to try
everything. What I’'m going to tell you now is the absoltngh. Britney and | spent
several days with your granddaughter in September. We aveeefishing trip with her
and her father to a lake high in the mountains of Montana

One morning she showed me where to catch several tBgllyout, then when we went

back to eat she took a 410 shotgun out to a meadow behitadgerand shot several fat
mountain grouse for our lunch which she prepared. Sheusfik a tour of the area in a
beat up old jeep which she drove. A couple of days latemwhaced an emergency,

with no problems or hesitation, she piloted a Cessna [b85 [flane, like a sea plane,
from the lake to a location about a hundred miles aavalymade an emergency landing
on a narrow gravel road. | can't tell you the naturénhdd flight because it had to do with

official FBI business but if it were made public your grandgder would be hailed as a
hero.

You said that your daughter made good grades until you clasethtb a box. Wendy
gets excellent grades now, when | saw her last weetokhene that there were 670 days
left until her eighteenth birthday. I'll bet that yourudgater counted the days before she
could get away from you. Wendy’s counting right now.

The way that | see it Mr. Bryon, there are two patieg Wendy can go down. One path

will surly lead to her departure from your life on heghgeenth birthday and | guarantee
that you will never see or hear from her again.
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The other leads to a happy relationship with this beduatrfd talented girl that will keep
you in her life as her grandpa but not her parent becausairelaely has parents of her
own choosing. Holiday visits and summer vacations \eilthere for the rest of your life.

What do you think that this little sweetheart can aghiewour lifetime? Doctor, lawyer,
airline pilot, Governor of Montana, kindergarten teachafe, mother, the first woman
on Mars? She could be any of these and ten thousand thorgs She’s the real deal Mr.
Bryon and you have to decide if you're going along forrithe”

Hamilton Ranch house October 18, 2001 6:18 pm

Molly was just setting the table when she heard the ghiog,
“Can you get that Rex, my hands are fill”

“Hello, this is Rex?”

“Mr. Hamilton, this is Frank Bryon and we need to talk ...”
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And what of the rest?

With her grandparents blessing, Mary Lou Bryon legally gedrher name to Wendy (no
middle initial) Hamilton on her eighteenth birthdayexRand Molly adopted Wendy the
same day.

Rosie and Steve Bowman became the proud parents didyg one born in 1996 and
the youngest in 1998. Rosie never did use her Art History eegre

The US government returned $899,900 to the Bank of Kuwait in 200®t0 that they
were making progress in their self-declared ‘War of Tresn@. This created a problem
in international banking circles because the money laddy been replaced by a Swiss
insurance company.

The Montana National Guard deployed to Iraq for ten tmonb 2004. While Rex
returned home unscathed, three members of his unit wieet liy a roadside bomb.

Wendy Hamilton held the Montana state record for Cuéthtoout for eleven days in
2005 before it was claimed by a client of Rex Hamilton.

After his crash, Tim Van Dam was found to be carryindether addressed to the
President of the United Stated asking for better treatdor veterans of the gulf war.

Ann Brown was promoted to head librarian on the sametlugtyher husband, Jimmy
Brown was promoted to the chief of police. Ann and Jimewen had children.

The girl talk whispered by Wendy into Britney’'s ears Wa#y aren’t you married to
this lovely man?” Wendy was a bridesmaid in Dave anth&yis wedding.

Hamilton Aviation was fined by the FAA for allowing an izeinsed person to act as a
pilot-in-command.

David left the FBI to become a partner in a prominemt Bancisco Accounting firm.

Wendy was valedictorian of her Redrock high school casswas voted most likely to
succeed by her fellow students.

Nan was never prosecuted for her misdemeanor in obtaaimgth certificate for
Wendy.

In the fall of 2005, California recalled its governor, GEgvis. Over a hundred people
filed to run in the special election to fill the empfiice. Although the office was won by
actor turned politiciarArnold Schwarzenegger, a popular alterative candidate in the
Hate Ashberry district of San Francisco was Elizabeth Karma Atkins who when asked
about her political adventure she said “Isn’t it great to live in a country where
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everything is possible, I came to California as a flower-child and now I was nearly
elected governor, don’t you just love it?”

End
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