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  Special Mention


(Nana) Ireen Gartley, 
Native American-Navajo, Phoenix, Arizona

As a child, I looked forward to Nana's visits every summer. Her aura of inner strength, her beautiful long white hair pulled back in a clasp, and the stories she brought to share filled many wonderful afternoons. We had many secret conversations, which, though some of them were harder to understand until I was older, did not fall on deaf ears as I became old enough to understand. I was devastated when her visits stopped abruptly. As I complete this series, I can't help but imagine how amazing it would be to have her ghostly presence stop by. I never got to tell her that I understood what she was saying, and I listened to her when she spoke. Love you, Nana, and miss you.
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  Carla Elu Greyson
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Carla quickly closed the large spiral notebook she had laying out on the kitchen counter as her dad walked in the door. “There you are,” she smiled getting up to wrap her arms around her dad as she glanced at the clock on the kitchen wall pointing to almost seven am.  
“I’ve already started a second pot of coffee. I’ve also been here since three am, so don’t try to tell me you stepped out for a bit because I know you too well. I called the station twice, I got no answer. So, what gives, tell me everything. Did you get the bad guys? Is there a juicy story in it for me? You know I’m free lancing this summer so I will take anything I can get. I also think I remember you talking about slowing down, taking it easier.”
Deputy Marshall Daniel Smithson smiled as he accepted a cup of hot coffee from his only daughter. He’d been looking forward to seeing her this summer. He hated he had missed her arrival.
“We found the stolen truck or what was left of it after they set it on fire. About ten miles west of town. The guys are going over it gathering what information they can. Looks like they were in a hurry by the clumsy job they did. Two sets of footprints left behind along with a cowboy hat someone dropped. Don’t I remember you telling me your flight had a four hour layover?  Let me guess you decided to drive instead of waiting till morning? What have I told you about being out alone on these deserted highways, especially at night? I know you’ve grown up in the desert here in Tucson, yet I’d think you learned a little bit after that scare you got a few years ago out on route 66 near the Superstition Mountains.” 
He carried his coffee as he headed into the small living room. “Follow me hon over to my favorite overstuffed chair. Your dad needs to prop his feet. I think I need to see a foot doctor with the way my right foot’s been bothering me. I’m not old enough to hobble like this. Hell, maybe I just need new boots. I’m just spending too much time alone. It’s not your fault. You have to live your life. With you being gone first to school and then your job in New York City its gets mighty quiet around here. I have had a few offers from some of the ladies down at the nightclub. Guess I still got my looks. One of them is really pretty. I just don’t want to be making any promises or plans I can’t keep. I’ve been alone too many years now. I thought about selling this old house and getting a small apartment with you being gone, just too many memories to let go of. See what I mean? Here I am talking my head off and not letting you get in a single word. I’ve missed you, Carla. Hell, I know you got to go live your life, I expected it.” He stopped talking as suddenly as he had begun.
Carla looked at him sadly. “You’re thinking of mom, aren’t you? I know you miss her dad. I’m sorry I really have no memory of her myself. I should remember something since I was almost four years old. I’m jealous of you even though I have no right to be. I’m also angry at her for leaving just as I realize we don’t know whether she left us or if she was taken. You are also correct in saying you spend too much time alone. You know it’s ok to ask a lady out to dinner or the local barn dance on Saturday. That doesn’t mean you have to marry them. You’d probably be surprised at the laid back attitude some have now about marrying or not marrying. It’s not healthy or normal the way you sit around and mope.”
Carla stood to reach a framed photo standing on a table next to her dad’s seat staring at the mother she couldn’t remember. The photo showed a smiling couple, her dad and mom. She always carried a copy of the same photo with her. He had his arm wrapped around her waist. His hair was dark blond, long on his neck. They were both very young. She had long glossy black hair tied back off her face, dark eyes. She was small framed and very pretty. Carla didn’t have many of her characteristics. Her hair was a dark auburn. She looked more like her dad.
“Oh, don’t mind me Carla, I get melancholy once in a while.” Daniel smiled at his only daughter. He loved her so much and would do anything to protect her. She was a bright smart young lady. She looked more like her mother than she cared to admit. He checked his phone as he was prone to do in case, he’d missed a message in the past ten minutes or so.
“I play poker twice a week with the guys. We take turns cooking the burgers on the grill for football Sunday. They’ve been trying to get me to join the bowling league. We have plenty of drunks and run a way teens which usually don’t get far before turning back. That long dark desert highway scares them straight for the most part. I solve almost 98% of my cases yet I can’t figure out what happened to your mother. I can’t even call her my wife as we never married. She kept putting me off saying she wanted to wait, that a piece of paper didn’t make us more married or devoted. She’d endured some terrible stuff; she had baggage I could tell though she never spoke of it. Lately I’ve questioned myself why I didn’t probe farther out away from Tucson. Did I do enough? Question the right people? Should I have pushed her for more answers while she was here? Hell, maybe I did and that’s why she left. I’m sorry baby girl this may have been my doing without realizing it. I didn’t care about her past. She, came walking into town one day and stole my heart. I loved her from the moment I laid eyes on her. We just clicked, spent every moment together right here in this house. I promised I’d keep her safe. I obviously failed, a fact which I have never been able to forgive myself for. That was let me see, you were four, you are now twenty-four, so it’s been twenty years now she’s been gone, just up and vanished, gone that night when I came in from a long stake-out. I was still training and so excited to get to go out with senor deputy marshals. It was ten pm on a Tuesday night, I think that was two thousand four, um I may be off a bit on the year and date so don’t hold me to that. I’ll never forget that night though. It was a Tuesday night. You were in your bedroom in your baby bed sitting crying your eyes out. I raised you myself, you kept her legal name as she had wanted you to have a piece of her heritage forever. It was very important to her for some reason, another mystery we never got around to talking about. I was so taken with her. Your beautiful mysterious mother Brenda BlueSky Greyson, named you Carla Elu Greyson. She said Elu meant full of grace. I was by her side when you were born in the hospital fifty miles from here. It was a short easy birth. Five years was all we had together, one before you were born. I’ve been a deputy marshal now for over twenty five years. I absolutely understand the raw pain when a loved one is killed, missing, unresolved as we’ve lived it every day. I’m sorry, hon, I don’t mean to be depressing, I am alright I promise you. I know how smart you are, how driven you’ve been. That box of things I gave you were all I had of her except her dresses and clothes. I tried to shelter you to keep you safe as I need answers the same as you do. It almost drove me crazy wondering. You have been the one constant thing in my life keeping me level headed. I searched the desert miles around this city for years, all the deputies still keep an eye out. The most important case of my life and I have never been able to solve it. No matter what, your mother would not have just left you, not by her choice. You were her morning and her night. She loved being your mother and I’m sure I’m your biological father as I took a paternity test. I had to make sure no one could take you from me. You should have seen the results of it in her box of stuff I gave you.”
Carla covered her dad with a blanket as he fell asleep as he so often did after coming in from a long call. He needed to get a life, meet a woman. He wasn’t even fifty yet. This had been a routine all their lives. She’d always talk to him until he dozed off then she’d go to her room and watch tv or read, do homework. He came and went all hours of the day and night. She learned to fend for herself. He never considered another woman. Her mysterious mother literally broke his spirit. Carla started journaling at a young age writing all her thoughts down. She opened her large notebook now, unzipping the back panel to remove documents and papers.
She pulled out a copy of her birth certificate folded between some newspaper clippings about a missing woman. This one didn’t appear to match the one she’d always used for all her schooling, jobs, and security clearances, it had a different year. Her copy read March 20, 1998, whereas this one read Carla Elu Greyson born March 20, 2000, making this a two year age difference. Her mother was listed as Native American, Navajo. One possible sibling, an older brother, location unknown. She pulled out some folded sheets of paper. The originals were very old, so she had made copies of them. Carla wasn’t sure if her dad knew they were in the old box buried deep under piles of newspaper clippings, yet she didn’t see how he wouldn’t have known. They spoke of the mysterious Lost Dutchman’s Gold hidden somewhere in the Superstition Mountains. One looked like a very old map, it’s corner pages torn at the edges, the paper looked like old parchment paper. She read the words as she had so many times since she’d found them at age eighteen right there in the house before she left for college to get her journalist degree. It had been a few months after she’d came upon a lone ghost man along a dark lonely night near Superstition Mountains. That night her lousy excuse of a boyfriend Lonny had deserted her leaving her to fend for herself at a haunted ghost restaurant and haunted ghost motel. He’d vanished after going into one of the lost mines in search of the famous lost gold. She’d merely wanted a good story to do for her journalist class, a story about a rumored ghost man who drove the highways along route 66 near Superstition Mountains. The night a large black truck pulled up in the desert, a mysterious man stepping down out of the truck, stopping her just before she went in answer to distant cries for help. He’d said his name was Douglas Greyson, they called him Greybeard. He told her to make them speak the truth.  He told her she was under his protection now. He made her leave, told her to go home, she wasn’t safe. She still had several blurry photos from a camera she’d snapped as they both drove their separate ways. She flashed back to the present opening the folded sheets of paper that she’d found among her mom’s things. She read the words; one surviving brother, whereabouts unknown, name Douglas Greyson called Greybeard, Navajo, Phoenix Arizona. No information on biological parents.
Carla stilled her trembling hands, calmed her shaky breath. She had the same reaction every time she read the words as if afraid, they would vanish, as if it’d all been a strange dream that night. Could it be possible was she a descendant, a relative of the famous Greybeard the ghost man of 489? Was he her uncle, her mother’s brother? Was that what he was trying to tell her that night several years ago? Carla had changed the past few years. At one time she wouldn’t have thought a thing about the amazing story she’d write to sell to a magazine, however that changed the night the lone ghost man pulled up in his big rig in the early morning hours near Superstition Mountains, to warn her that she was in danger. She couldn’t explain all the strange events that had happened that night. She was somehow sure he had saved her just from what or who? Carla had so many questions. She was supposed to make someone listen and she had every intention of doing just that. Carla had another serious question, her age. Was she born in 1998 or 2000, was she twenty-four or twenty-six? Could her dad’s memory be that bad, that fuzzy? He said she’d been four, why couldn’t she remember anything? She did remember hanging out at the local dispatchers while her dad worked his shift. She remembered the dispatchers gathering her clothes and school supplies when he wasn’t around. They had taken her to her first day of school when she was six. They often joked about why he didn’t trust anyone to watch her at home although she was never any trouble to any of them.  Many nights he got called out he’d dropped her off at the station. She never once had a babysitter come to the house. He wouldn’t leave her with anyone.
Carla hung around her dad’s house for a week before finally unable to stand waiting any longer, she packed a suitcase of casual jeans and shirts, two pairs of boots plus a pair of casual sandals. She loaded her box of strange papers, her large spiral bound notebook, tape recorder, extra phone and charger, micro mini camera and headed to Phoenix Arizona with a promise of many updates to her worried dad. He had hinted to come with her, and while she had mixed emotions about that he got a call that was too big for his two deputies to handle alone. She wasn’t sure how long she’d be in Phoenix, if she’d find anything out, however her first trip would be to the Public Library, as well as a stop to the local Sheriff’s Department. As a journalist she’d always been in the habit of introducing herself before she started nosing around. Some journalist and investigators preferred to work alone, uninterrupted by authorities. She had found contrary to their beliefs she had found the law to come in handy a few times when she’d gotten on the wrong side of questioning about something. Of course, New York City was so much different than the desert and outskirts of Phoenix, Arizona which she was more relaxed around. She had found this out after only a few years on the job in NYC. The glamor of the city wore off very quickly. She hadn’t been happy at all her last two years there. Her dad had given her a list of offices, addresses, with phone numbers to contact. He’d included a few contacts he’d spoken to although it’d been many years now. It was the year after her mom had vanished that he had reached out. He said nothing had come of it. They had no unidentified bodies her description matched. They’d promised to call him if they came up with anything. The few calls he got were a dead end.
Carla had driven almost two hundred miles when she arrived on the outskirts of Phoenix. She’d taken her favorite Route 66. She’d passed the Superstition Mountains or rather the road that would lead off directly to several roads that went up the mountains. It was a Tuesday, sunny bright afternoon in August. The atmosphere was a lot different than that late night so many years ago. She still felt the air of mystery surrounding the mountains, yet she wasn’t frightened at all. She had some documents, papers to look over, some notes her dad had passed to her at the last minute, so she decided to stop at a diner she was passing. This one appeared to be actually open with live people. Carla was starving having skipped breakfast. She gave her dad a quick call more to check on him than anything else. He was still out on his call, so she left word with the dispatcher in the office of her location. She, felt it was a bit overkill but if it made her dad rest easier, she could do this. She was worried about him. He was still far too young to act so old. Carla found a seat next to the front window where she could see the front parking lot. After ordering the daily special, which was fish and chips along with a large, iced tea in a to-go cup, she pulled the pages of info her dad had slipped her at the last minute saying these were the people she’d want to speak to. This was great she thought, as she could make it to the library she thought before they closed, go through some local newspapers, maybe make a call or two if she didn’t lose her nerve. She had the names of a few hotels which came recommended at a good price. She had no idea how long she’d stay. If luck were on her side maybe just maybe she’d get some questions answered. She was more than a little nervous. She was about to introduce herself to people who all had a great reputation, all the family were U.S. Deputy Marshall’s. She was shocked her dad had never ventured over into Phoenix, Arizona. He told her he’d looked up Santiago Ramos and Jimmy Douglas Greybeard, who had passed away some time back; he was the reported famous son of the legendary Douglas Greybeard the Ghost man who was the one she’d met on that dark desert night. Other names listed were Philip Ramos Santiago’s only son. There was his son, Santiago’s Grandson, Ramey Ramos as well as a Peter Baron. Peter was Ramey’s best friend and work partner. It appeared there was some negative history on Peter’s father from years ago.  As she read, she saw the article on the men as young kids who were taken during a Halloween party at the local park when they were about ten years old. Santiago and Peter were older than she by four or five years. Carla glanced at her birth certificate again. Why did she have nagging doubts about her age? Her dad had no reason to lie to her about the year she was born. She had become worried about him the past year. She knew what the birth certificate said. She’d used it throughout school, college, and even her journalist Position in NYC. It had never been questioned. Why did she feel something wasn’t right? She did not remember crying in her bed and her dad finding her. He said it was a traumatic memory loss. She did remember being at dispatch sitting at the desk coloring and writing on paper. She even remembered walking down the hall to the restroom by herself. Oh well she put the papers up and preceded to eat her lunch which was fast getting cold.








  
  Welcome To Phoenix
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Carla reached the library forty-five minutes before it closed, leaving her very little time, however; she decided to try a look anyway. Maybe she could check some newspapers out and read them at the hotel tonight. 
A nice lady who introduced herself as Elsie, asked Carla what she could do for her. Carla explained she had no library card as she was visiting friends in Phoenix. She’d like to look at some newspapers. Glancing at the wall clock, she realized it was close to time for the library to close. She showed her Journalist badge from her old job which she still carried. It usually helped open a few doors, not so in this case. After explaining how far back she wanted to look, which was over twenty years ago, the librarian suggested she start with some current papers, and come back in the morning when she’d have more time. They weren’t allowed to check out newspapers. Most of them were on film anyway and would have to be viewed in one of the viewing rooms.
“Is there anything in particular you were wanting to look at?” Elsie questioned. “I’ve lived here all my life and know a little about most everything that has gone on in the city. There’s also a second library across town. The same rules apply for both.”
Carla was tired from driving; she hadn’t slept much the night before, staying up most nights to visit with her dad. She didn’t want to be rude and get off to a bad start, she’d wasted time making small talk when she really wanted information without gossiping with a stranger. She, however, decided to jump right in. 
“I’m interested in any articles about the famous ghost man Greybeard and Superstition Mountains. As we speak, I can see it’s close to time for you to lock your doors, so I’ll return in the morning. If you don’t mind, I have a list of several motels. Can you recommend one that’s clean and also affordable with a restaurant or coffee shop nearby? Then I will get out of your hair.”
Carla set in her SUV for a few moments gathering her thoughts. Had it been her imagination or had the librarian hesitated a bit when she mentioned Greybeards ghost? She shook off the negative feelings threatening to overwhelm her. It was probably her imagination, she was extremely tired, needed to chill out for the evening. She was also famished as she left the parking lot heading a mile through town to the Mercy Hotel. It offered the best rates including a continental breakfast. There was a diner across the street advertising 24 hour service and hot meals. She got a room on the first floor looking out to the front parking lot. She decided to pay for a week at least in advance, figuring she’d be there for several days. She quickly tossed her stuff down on the bed, grabbed her phone and wallet and ran across the street. She turned around at the last second grabbing her large, oversized shoulder bag slinging it over her shoulder. It had all her most important personal papers, including the mysterious old map she’d found back at the house. She didn’t know why she had decided not to mention it to her dad. Her instinct had her hiding it quickly in a special hidden zippered location made into her bag. She decided this was no time to get careless just because she was a little sleep deprived. Back in New York she had learned to always keep her bag on her person or locked up in the office where security cameras caught all traffic going in and out of the building. She made sure she had her room key in her pocket. She’d grabbed a hoodie as the air had turned cool as soon as the sun started going down. It was a typical August night. It’d be September in a few more days. One of her favorite months. Carla had always loved the weather in Arizona. She loved riding out into the openness for miles with nothing but mountains, land as far as you could see. She never, however, got over to Phoenix even though Tucson was only a few hundred miles away. She remembered how excited she had been to escape to New York when offered a Journalist training position back in her Senior year of school. She’d applied for the internship competing against several others. She’d been so happy to accept it. She had a very small closet sized apartment she’d shared with another girl. She didn’t complain though as the company footed the bill. It was only blocks from the News Paper Office. She smiled remembering the name, The New York Grind. She’d spent two years there before landing a big position with a private company called RLT Technologies. It took six months for her to regret leaving her other job, another six months begging them to take her back, another year working as a private journalist with that jerk Ricky before coming back home jobless. She was jerked back to the present by the sound of a timid voice. “Can I take your order please?”
A young girl who didn’t look as if she was old enough to be waiting tables stood quietly waiting. Carla opted for the daily special, ground beef steak patty with baked potato and broccoli. She ordered a piece of apple pie and a large coffee to go. Water was her drink of choice. She laughed at herself as she saw the big plate of food. She didn’t usually eat large meals. She was a bit nervous if she were being honest with herself. She’d gone into so many situations back in NYC to get a story, sometimes putting herself in harm’s way, yet this was so personal to her, it was different, her reputation was also at stake. She realized how this may look to these people who have lived here for years. She felt dehydrated for some reason. This was a perfect time to call dad, she thought. He should be home unless he was out on a call. He answered on the second ring as if he’d been waiting for her.
“Hey honey where are you, how are you, is all ok?”
“I’m fine,” she laughed in response. “I’m at a diner across from Mercy Hotel. I’m sorry I don’t know what this place is called but hey, I can tell you the food smells delicious.”
They talked about her plans for a while, the fact she hadn’t done much of anything yet as she’d just gotten to town less than two hours ago. She assured him she had a motel room already on the first floor where she could look out at her SUV just as he suggested. The door was locked and secured with her key in pocket.  After a few minutes of dead air, she decided to end the call. “Are you awake dad? I’m going to get off here, and eat so I can go to my room. It’s been a long day. Love you, go to sleep now You sound tired.”
Glancing around she signaled her waitress for a ticket and a to-go box along with her coffee and pie. The place looked deserted. It was very dark outside now that the sun had fully left the sky. There was almost no moon tonight, the streetlamps lit up the area giving it a cozy feel against the dark night. She glanced at her watch realizing it was after eight pm. Where had the time gone? She paid, giving the girl a five dollar tip which brought a huge smile to her young face, promising she’d return as she was staying across the street a week or so.
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