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Andy was just trying to survive in a terrible
economy. When his brother-in-law came up with the idea to
incorporate their village, how did he know it would soon involve
the EPA, the Forest Service and the Governor? Yeah, there was a lot
of money involved, but was it really worth going to jail? As Mayor,
he just wanted to stop the smoke and go back to obscurity.
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"John, you light that smelly thing and I'm
going to use the fire hose there on the wall on you and then use
the fire extinguisher until it won't go anymore," Andy Anderson
threatened.

John Driscoll whined, "I'm not lighting it. I
know you don't like my cigars but it helps me think. I guess you
know we need to think, don't you?"

"I know. I can't believe that I let you talk
me into this crazy idea and now look what it's got us. I could be
going to jail and every home here will owe the EPA thousands of
dollars."

"As I remember, WE did this because I needed
the money and you were about to lose your business and house. So
far you've kept both, haven't you?"

Andy rubbed his forehead with his hand before
he answered, "Yes, I've kept them but nobody expected the EPA to
come in here to set up a monitor. And we sure didn't expect to have
them threaten us with thousands of dollars in fines every day. It's
not even our fault either. Just look at that smoke hanging out
there. It's all those forest fires…"

"I need some coffee. Being mayor of
Demmarsville should give you some perks. Don't you have any fresh
coffee?"

Andy just looked disgusted before he yelled,
"Hey, Dottie. Can you bring us two cups of coffee?"

In just a few minutes, the pretty brunette
came in carrying two steaming cups. She said, "Hear you are, honey.
Have you figured anything out?"

Andy said, "No, I'm waiting on your genius
brother to come up with some ideas. He's the one that got us into
this mess in the first place. I never wanted to incorporate the
town and I especially didn't want to be the mayor."

"But, dear, I think you make a great mayor,"
Dottie said.

"You say that because you're my wife and
prejudiced."

"I still think you're great, don't you
John?"

"Yep, he's helped us get a lot of grants and
other federal money. It sure helped everyone here in town. He's got
this mayor job sewed up for a long time."

Andy thought back to the day five years ago
when all of this started. John had come up with the idea to
incorporate the town and then start applying for money to improve
things. He'd found the money, too. It helped pay his very generous
salary, Dottie's salary as secretary and John's salary as City
Judge. Most of the town's people had made money off the projects so
they were happy also.

He turned back to John, "Well, what do we do
about this notice from the EPA? We can't just ignore it. This is a
second notice. I tried to tell them we couldn't control the Forest
Service and their fires but they wouldn't listen."

"Let me see it. Maybe there's something we
can do besides use common sense." Andy handed the letter to him and
John studied it as he slowly sipped his coffee. "Hmmm. Aha. There
might be something."

Andy had sat down and now leaned forward
eagerly, "What is it? A way out? Tell me…"

"Just hold your horses. I need to study this
a little more."

Dottie came around and moved Andy back from
the desk. She sat down in his lap and started rubbing his neck.
Andy quietly said, "What do we do with him? He's your brother. I
don't want to go to jail…"

She interrupted him with a kiss before she
said, "Let him think. Sometimes, you need a crook to outfox a crook
or a government agency, since they're pretty much the same thing.
Relax. When we get home, I'll cook your favorite supper."

Andy just groaned softly. John stood up to
pace and then smacked the paper with the back of his right hand.
"There it is. All our problems can be solved. All we have to do is
come up with a plan to get rid of this smoke and make sure it
doesn't happen again."

Andy groaned again, "And how do we do that?
That's U. S. Forest Service land just outside our town borders. The
fires are fifty miles south of here on their property. How do we
get them to quit making smoke now and keep them from doing it in
the future?"

"Hmmm. I hadn't thought of that."

Dottie asked, "What would happen if Maddox's
were the ones creating all the smoke?"

John answered, "We could send them a letter
warning them to stop it."

Dottie asked, "And if they didn't stop?"

"We would send them a subpoena and fine
them."

"What if they didn't pay the fine?"

"Hmmm – I guess then we'd have to seize some
property. After a while, we could sell the property."

Dottie mused, "What if they kept making the
smoke?"

John scratched his head and then his chin.
The wheels were turning, "Then we'd have to arrest them and have a
trial. They could spend some time in jail. We could fix whatever
made the smoke and charge them for fixing it."

Andy asked, "Who would arrest them? We don't
have a police force."

John grouchily said, "I know. I know. I'm
working on that grant right now. Cousin Fred would be the perfect
police chief. You know, we could set up a speed trap out there on
the highway…"

Andy slapped the desk, "NO! We won't set up a
speed trap."

John innocently said, "But think of the
revenue. I've read about some southern towns that make up most of
their annual budget just from traffic fines."

"We're not a southern town. We live in
Montana and state laws aren't the same. Right now we need to
concentrate on this," he said as he pointed at the EPA letter. "I
knew we shouldn't have applied for that grant from the EPA. Look at
the trouble it's got us into."

John snorted, "I'll find a loop-hole
somewhere. Now just let me think."

Dottie said, "You know the answer is really
simple. Just do all the legal stuff to tell the Forest Service to
quit making smoke. If they don't, fine them. If they want to fight
it, let them fight the EPA…"

John let out a whoop and leaped over to his
sister to give her a big hug. He shouted, "Sis, you're a genius.
That's just what we need. Don't use common sense, use bureaucratic
BS to fight bureaucratic BS. Let's see -- if I …" John started
mumbling to himself and grabbed some paper off Andy's desk. He sat
down and started making his list.

Andy stared at both of them in open-mouthed
shock. He said, "Dottie, I love you and I'm glad I married you but
both of you are as crazy as a horse with a belly full of locoweed.
I can see I'm going to jail and you two will get rich off the movie
rights."

Dottie said, "Oh, dear, you're just tired. A
good night's sleep will make a new man of you. I'll do something
special tonight to help you sleep…"

John said, "Please, Sis. I don't want to hear
anymore. How can you two do that stuff?"

Andy asked, "What stuff? She just said…"

Dottie broke in, "Andy, dear, don't worry
about him. He's just jealous that his wife doesn't love him like I
love you. Don't stay too late. I'm headed home to fix your special
supper."

 


The next morning, Andy stopped at the café
before he came into the mayor's office. He wanted to tell some of
the people there that the EPA was going to fine the town but he
couldn't bring himself to break the bad news. He finally got up and
went to the new building built with money John had found for their
town.

His eyes widen in surprise when he saw his
brother-in-law sitting at his desk working at his computer. He
demanded, "What in the world are you doing at my computer? You have
your own down in the Judge's office."

"I know but the EPA letter was here so I just
got started. I think I've got it all figured out. Here, this should
take care of it. These just need to be printed on official town
stationary and we're all set."

Andy got a look of panic on his face, "And
just what are these? Will going to jail be a pleasant alternative
to what you have planned?"

"Oh, Andy, quit worrying so much. This is
just the official notification to the Forest Service. The other one
is our plan to stop the smoke and keep it from happening again.
That will satisfy the EPA and may even get them on our side."

Andy looked at the list and had to sit down
his legs grew so weak. His crazy brother-in-law planned on taking
on the U. S. government. Everyone in town could just disappear and
no one would ever know what happened to them.

Before he could stop him, John printed his
letters off and headed out of the mayor's office. Andy buried his
face in his hands. Things had just gone from worse to
catastrophic.

 


Two days later as Andy sat trying to finish
some of his paperwork, Dottie called, "Honey, there's a Mike
Anderson from the EPA. He wants to talk to you about the proposal
you sent in."

Andy groaned, "I didn't send in a proposal.
John did. Does Anderson sound angry? What do you think he'll
do?"

"Dear, just answer the phone and find
out."

"Hello, this is Andy. How may I help you, Mr.
Anderson?"

"Mr. Mayor, I like your ideas to clean up the
air. We approve your proposal. I just wanted to call to let you
know. A formal letter will be coming to you in a few days…"

He talked on for a few more minutes but Andy
had already tuned him out. How could they accept such a harebrained
scheme? The EPA had to be full of crazier people than his own
brother-in-law. Lord help the US of A with people like that.

When Anderson finally hung up, Andy sprinted
from his desk to the City Judge's office. He burst through the door
to see John on the phone. John held up one finger and kept talking.
Andy considered walking over and pushing the button to hang up the
phone but when John said something about the Forest Service, his
last statement completely unnerved Andy.

John hung up and said, "Mr. Mayor, what can I
do for you?"

"I just talked to Anderson from the EPA. They
accepted your harebrained scheme. What are we going to do when the
air quality doesn't improve?"

"Oh, Andy, Andy. You're such a worry wart.
These things will take care of themselves."

Andy stared at him like he had two heads,
"Take care of themselves? Who was that you were talking to?"

"Oh, the secretary for the head of the Forest
Service in Kalispell. He didn't take the certified letter too
graciously. He tried to tell me to kiss – well, to do something
that's anatomically impossible. We'll just have to show him that he
should take us seriously."

"And how do you plan to do that? What will it
cost us and how long before the FBI, the US Marshall and the Army
show up to haul us to prison?"

"Andy, Andy, there you go again. Don't you
have some paperwork to attend to? I'll take care of this little
thing after I've had a chance to think about it."

Saying that, he turned his back on Andy and
put a cigar in his mouth. He didn't light it but just chewed it.
After a few moments, Andy walked slowly back to his office. He
muttered to himself the entire way. When he walked into his office,
Dottie asked, "What was that, honeybun?"

"Nothing, I'd just like to wring your
brother's neck. We're all going to jail or
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