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Synopsis

Leaving the shadows of a chosen life can reveal hidden horrors.  The question is: will I face one last battle or keep running? 

I walked in properly dressed for an evening meal, which means casual clothes ready for an adventure.  My sheepskin jacket covered a sturdy blouse and loose-fitting pants, perfect for mountain culture.  My boots completed my ready-for-a-good-hike outfit.  

Glancing around the busy restaurant, selecting an empty table, and getting a nod from the bustling waitress, I moved through the room.  It took me a bit of navigation through the crowded room, but I made it to the table and completed my reconnaissance of the room.  Selecting the seat facing the room with easy egress, and setting my cane against the wall, I took a deep breath.  The cane was more habit than need, but the snow and ice outside made me take the precaution.

Sitting down, I prepared myself, checking the gun in the holster under my arm and pulling out a small case I always carried in the inside pocket of my sturdy coat.  No, I do not act like some demented spy-gal every time I eat dinner.  Yes, I was preparing for something I hadn’t figured out yet.  And no, I am not paranoid.

Maybe a bit of explanation would help you understand my actions.  I joined the army thirty years ago, the CIA twenty-two years ago, and a group of international spies ten years ago.  During that time, I have seen and done things most people only read about in dime-store novels.  Oh, one last fact.  I retired from it all ten days ago.  I was sitting down for my first meal in the town I’d chosen for my golden years of fishing and woodcarving.

Bartholomew Cranston-Bates sat in the shadows of the room, his gaze on a man fidgeting at the bar.  He was the first thing I noticed after the waitress.  He was the reason all my senses were heightened.  The last time I saw him, he was escaping the French Police after a kidnapping gone wrong.

I chose a table away from his concentrated stare, letting me surveil the rest of the room.  Fidget, the anxious man at the bar, kept glancing at the table in the middle of the room - a family of three, one being a blonde-haired, blue-eyed little girl opening a present and giggling.  Bart was getting angry at Fidget, and he signaled a woman near the back door, who nodded and started moving into the room.

Picking up my cane, I navigated around the tables to the bar and then slipped, missing the lady in a red silk shirt, and landing in Fidget’s lap.  “Oh, my lord, so sorry.”  I righted myself, holding on to the arm where the dart pierced Fidget and manhandled him back onto the stool.  The tranq would take effect quickly, interfering with his actions for the next few moments.

Bart reacted.  I expected he would.  Standing, he reached behind his back, leaving no time to consider options.

The woman, who was sent to calm down Fidget, got too close, and my elbow smashed into her face, sending her to the floor.  The same arm movement let me draw my weapon, pointing it at Bart before his gun was aimed.  

“Don’t, Bart, don’t.”  My words were steady, and I was prepared to act.  My vision was now focused solely on the international criminal.

Bart hesitated and then slowly lowered his weapon.  As his gun hit the table, he sprinted out the back door and jumped over the railing towards the river.  My only choice was to scan the room slowly.  Two were down, but I was not sure if Bart was the only other thug to contend with.  

A fireman and a deputy were standing, and I pointed my weapon toward the ceiling.  “Abigail Fletcher, Deputy Marshall.  Hold your fire!”  Without a second hand to reach for the fake badge, I kept the two officers in my sight while finishing my recon of the room.  

“This was an attempted kidnapping.  The one who ran out of the back is a known international bad guy.”  I nodded toward the deputy and indicated I needed his help securing Fidget and the red lady.  “Can you please secure these two?”

As the fireman came near, I whispered, “Look around and tell me if you see anyone you don’t recognize.” 

“The old couple in the front by the window and the three teenagers at the tall table by the bar.”  His cooperation helped, and I lowered my gun, sliding it back into the side holster.

“Check the deck for me and then come back here.”  He followed orders, and I glanced at the deputy who had finished cuffing the woman.  She had added a bit more red from her nose to her blouse.

The fireman returned, and I pulled out a chair at the table with the little blond girl.  “Please have a seat.  Your only responsibility is to keep this family safe.”

The fireman nodded, but questions filled his face.

“Deputy.”  I turned from the table and watched as he walked towards me.  “You will need to take those two into custody, and you will need to question me as well.”  I braced myself, hoping he’d react positively.

“Good instincts.”  He approached and shook my hand, now empty of a firearm.  

I looked him in the eyes, lowering my voice.  “I would hand you my gun, but I am still not sure we got all the bad guys.  Bartholomew Cranston-Bates is the one who ran, so I am not worried about him, but this was a planned abduction of this little girl.  Can you get more officers here?”

“They’re already on their way.  Thanks for at least holstering the gun, Deputy Fletcher.  How did you react so quickly?”  He kept his stance, ready for anything going sideways.

“Too many years in too many dark places.  This is not what I wanted this evening.”  I shifted my weight to take pressure off my injured leg, switching hands with the cane for a bit of relief.  “I promise to give you all the background you need, once we are sure this is over.”

The deputy walked around me to the table with the little girl.  “Martha and Ben.  It seems they were eyeing your table, so I need you to stay calm until the Sheriff arrives.  Hyrum will stay with you.”  

Then he pulled out a chair from the next table and motioned for me to sit.  “Deputy Fletcher will join you.  Sit, miss.  That leg looks like it hurts.”

The flashing lights and sirens indicated reinforcements had arrived.  The first deputy to arrive was sent to secure the two at the bar.  The second was ordered to stand next to me.

“Deputy,” I spoke softly.  “Now would be a good time for you to take my gun.”  He nodded, and the new deputy looked confused.

“Please hand it to Deputy Pierce.”  I did as I was told.

“Deputy Pierce.  This is Deputy Marshall Abigail Fletcher, who uncovered the abduction attempt.  She will be joining us when we take the two back to the station.  Right now, we need to make sure Martha and Ben Beaumont’s family are safe.”  The officer took my gun, pulled the magazine, and unchambered the last bullet before sticking it into an evidence bag. 

My sigh had both officers staring at me, along with Ben Beaumont.  

Seeing their questioning stares, I laughed.  “I wanted blackened trout.  I been thinking about it for three hundred miles.”

Deputy Pierce patted my back.  “Don’t worry.  They’re running.  If we can’t get you back here before closing, I will personally make trout for breakfast.  Thanks for getting involved.”
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“I do get one phone call.  Right?”  I sat on the bench in the front office of the Salida Police Station.  It was comfortable, but my stomach was not too happy, announcing its annoyance with a grumble.

Deputy Pierce laughed and tossed me my cell phone.  “By the sound of your stomach, we should call for pizza.  I’ll call Moonlight.  Pepperoni and mushrooms, OK?”

I smiled and nodded, then speed-dialed Blue’s number.  The voice that answered gave me a bit of a shock.  Then he elaborated.  “Blue’s working on dinner, you got Red.”

“Red, it’s Stormy.  I am going to need your help.”  He told me to hold and then came back.  

“You’re on speaker, we don’t do retirement stuff, Stormy.  You will have to learn to fish on your own.”

“I ran into an old friend in Salida, Colorado.  Remember Bartholomew Cranston-Bates.  I interrupted his abduction party, and he is in the wind.  I need resources fast.”

“Where are you now?”  I could tell it was Joe chirping in.

“Well, the fine officers of Salida have given me a nice bench in the police station, and they ordered pizza.  We caught two of the perps, and I think they will let me help with the interrogation.  But I don’t like having Bart on the loose without support.”

Blue’s voice took over, “I’ll make a few calls.  We have resources a few hours away.  Can we use this number?”

I whispered to Pierce, getting his approval to hold on to my phone.  “Yeah, I will have this phone.  Thanks.”

“Keep us informed.  We will have DARE send you reinforcements,” Red laughed.

“Who?”

“Oh, Stormy, you are gonna love them!” Blue’s voice had that I’m-going-to-get-you laugh that makes spies like me cringe.

The phone went dead, and I looked up to see Pierce staring at me.

“Stormy?  Is there something you need to tell me, Deputy Marshall Abigail Fletcher?”

My sigh didn’t make him smile.  “This might be a long-winded story, Pierce.  Can we get the pizza first and gather the others so I don’t have to say it over and over again?”

“And I thought today was going to be boring.”  Pierce sat down beside me.  “Only one thing.  Are you a good guy?” 

“As good as possible in my line of business, yes.”  I nudged him, whispering, “I’m going to hold you to that trout breakfast, deputy.”

Conference Room 

THEY PUT FIDGET IN the interrogation room, moving the woman to an isolated cell in the back of the jail.

The deputy and Fireman Hyrum signaled for me to follow and guided me to the conference room next to the Sheriff’s office.  

“Pizza will be here soon.  Soda?”  The deputy took a seat across from me, joined by the firefighter.  “I am Deputy Bret Harver, second in charge here in Salida.  This is our Fire Chief and part-time investigator, Hyrum Olander.  In a moment you will meet






















Interrogation Room One
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