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      Millie thought Homolovi II was just a pile of rocks in the middle of nowhere, with wide sidewalks among the sand and desert grass. It looked like a place that had ambition to be a grand park, but there was no green. There wasn't water except for the Little Colorado River on the other side of the big hill (which she had no intention of going to) where the Hopi people in the past would go.

      She stood on the paved walk with their two Corgi's, Cha-Cha (a Pembroke Welsh) and Choo-Choo (a Cardigan Welsh), as Fred inspected the ruins. Over six hundred years ago there had been twelve hundred rooms, and while it was likely an impressive structure at the time, now there was only one level, half walls and half rooms, and evidence of ancient mason work. Fred squatted and raised the camera to his eye and used the telescopic lens to snap digital pictures of the pottery shards on display inside one of the half rooms. He was so courteous not to step off the walk and into the open room. It wasn't like anyone was watching. There was no security around. And from where she stood she could see anybody driving in from the Homolovi Park office.

      The pottery shards were not much larger than her thumb and clean. The archeologists had left these things for tourists. If they even cared. She and Fred were the only ones at Homolovi II.

      It was March in northern Arizona and a wind whipped through the open space, chilling her skin and blowing hard over her ears. She watched the wind rustle the desert grass protruding from spaces between the rocks and stared at her long shadow on the red-painted cement that made her think of the Painted Desert.

      The walk wound its way up a hill from the large parking lot, with their large ash-gray RV taking up a half dozen parking spots. The Corgis raised their faces to the sky and their noses quivered. Millie smelled sage and Fred's flatulence. She preferred the Grand Canyon with its large vistas. Fred liked the small things, the history, the story of people long gone from this earth.

      "Pick a piece for a souvenir," Millie called to Fred.

      He looked away from the camera he held, still down on one knee at the edge of the sidewalk. He squinted in the sunlight slanting down over her head.

      "We're not thieves," he said.

      There were signs here and at the park office and gift shop to respect the Hopi tribe and not remove anything, including the pottery and rocks with hieroglyphs.

      "Maybe not you," she said and flashed a smile.

      Fred shook his head and turned back to his camera.

      She and Fred had been married for thirty five years. They’d raised two daughters and had one grandson, so far.

      Cha-Cha growled which caused Choo-Choo to yip. The Corgis had spotted another RV coming down the road from the park office.

      Fred and Millie had been touring the southwest during the spring--the weather was surprisingly cold in Arizona and she hadn't anticipated the sharp, cool wind. Even as she was aware they visited the Southwest at the coolest time of year, she hadn't expected to be chilly. Silly, maybe, but there it was.

      It was no RV, she realized it as it got closer. It was a black painted school bus with a red grill and red hubcaps.

      The bus looked as though it had been renovated. While the color was better than the typical yellow of the school bus, she thought the black and red was rather troubling. What were the people trying to say driving around in a black bus? Were they trying to imitate Batman?

      The engine hummed, growing louder. Millie took one look at Fred who had moved on to the next room, and marched the dogs down the winding path down back to the picnic table underneath the wooden shade structure.

      The corner of her checkerboard table cloth was flapping in the breeze. Fred's empty Coca-Cola can had been knocked over and it rolled off of the edge the table and made a tinny clang when it landed on the concrete. She didn't want the Corgi's to wander into the ruins--they might defecate and she'd feel incline to bag it--so she tied the ends of their leashes around the wooden bench of the picnic table.

      She gathered up the containers and napkins and the fleeing Coke can as she watched the black bus pulling into the parking lot. The bus parked like Fred did, taking up an number of parking spaces directly across the pavement from their RV.

      The lunch had been simple. From the Safeway in Winslow they’d picked up a garlic roasted chicken and a container of macaroni salad. A half a container of the salad remained. Between the two humans and the two dogs, they had gotten through most of the chicken. She began to pick more chicken from the bones and piling the meat on a napkin--the dogs could eat more later. Then she folded the napkin around the chicken and wrapped it in yet another one.

      Her hands were greasy and she wiped them down as she watched the black bus sit there in the parking lot. No sign of movement yet. Was it a family? Or twenty-somethings on a grand adventure?

      Then she gathered the paper plates and plastic into a plastic bag. The wind threatened to carry the paper and plastic bags away, but she snatched those back with ease.

      The windows of the bus were tinted glass, including the door on the right side, so she couldn't see inside. When the door finally opened it worked like a typical school bus would, folding inward, exposing the beige carpeted steps leading up into the bus.

      Two children bounded down those steps more interested in chasing each other in the parking lot than the ruins looming above them. It was a boy and a girl, the girl taller and probably older. The boy looked about ten years old, dressed in jeans and a Spiderman tee shirt. The girl was dressed in layers--an oversized tee shirt, red flannel shirt unbuttoned, and a green knit cap over brown hair that bounced in the wind.

      Then a man with a thick black beard stepped out of the bus. He wore a cap that matched the girl's, and he also wore a blue windbreaker. He closed the bus door behind him.

      Millie did not see him lock it.

      She wondered what was in that bus. The man looked like he could be the father. Nobody else came out. Did that mean there was no mother in there?

      Millie gathered up the plastic bag full of trash and deposited them in the garbage can and stuffed the chicken in her handbag that contained the baggies for the doggy waste. She untied the end of the leashes from the bench of the picnic table and Cha-Cha and Choo-Choo stood up, their little tails quivering in excitement.

      She made her way down the walk and noticed the man had gone back into the bus and the children stood with their backs against the bus as they stared up at the ruins. She hoped the children noticed the dogs. Children were usually interested in the dogs.

      She looked back once at her husband and saw him making his way higher up the hill, not in the least bit aware of her whereabouts.

      At the bottom of the hill her view of the bus was blocked by their own RV. She walked quicker, the dogs' little legs racing to keep up with her.

      She rounded the corner of the RV to see the man back outside the bus and now he was using his phone to take a picture of the children standing against the bus. The door was closed again.

      As if on cue, Cha-Cha and Choo-Choo began barking. They did love people, not just children.

      Millie's heart raced in anticipation of interacting with these people. The excitement was laced with the curiosity of what she might find in that bus and if she could get away with taking whatever she wanted. She'd take the secret of her compulsive stealing to her grave. She had started stealing when she was the little boy's age.

      All three of them turned and smiled when they saw Millie with her two dogs yipping excitedly and pulling at the leashes. The children, in particular, fawned over the sight of them.

      "They love meeting people," she told them. "Do you mind if I introduce you to them?"

      "Of course!" said the man waving her on.

      The boy and girl ran forward to meet the dogs. They fell to their knees and the Corgis took that opportunity to lick their faces.

      "What are their names?" asked the girl.

      "This one here is Choo-Choo and that one is Cha-Cha," Millie said.

      "Oh for you cute," said the girl.

      "They're so friendly," said the boy.

      The man approached with his phone out snapping pictures of his kids and the dogs getting acquainted.

      "Enjoying the park?" the man asked her, briefly looking up from his phone.

      "My husband is," Millie said. "Snapping pictures like crazy up the hill."

      "Of course," the man said.

      Millie wondered if that was his phrase, the one he said all the time like a reflex.

      "Showing your children some history?" she asked. It was March and it was the weekend, which meant the kids were in school during the week.

      He looked at her and his eyes brightened. He seemed to consider her a moment and said, "It's something to do, whether they take to the history or not. My wife is running a marathon outside of Flagstaff. I'm just trying to keep the kids entertained. I don't know if  a history lesson is the way to do it."

      His expression turned sheepish and guilty. Then he winked at her as if it were all fine and good.

      "You can lead a horse to water," Millie said.

      "I know, right?" said the man. Then he said to the children, "Hey guys, you've met the dogs. Let's say we take that hill, now. Say thank you to the lady."

      The boy and the girl stood up and said thank you as the Corgis continued jumping at their legs, clamoring for more attention. Millie had to step back and pull the leashes.

      "Oh, no problem at all," Millie said.

      The man walked past her with a, "Have a good day now."

      The girl scampered away behind him and the boy gave Millie a big wave and then dropped his hand to wave at the dogs. Then he was running behind the rest of the family, the soles of his sneakers bright in the sunlight.

      How typical, she thought. Everybody asks for the names of the dogs, but never the owner. They wouldn't give her the time of day if she had been alone.

      Millie watched them run past the back of their RV and out of sight. In no time they'll be up that hill and they would have a view of the parking lot and the bus. She reconsidered the bus and thought the tinted windows were a brilliant choice, considering  her intentions of going inside there.

      The doors to their respective recreational vehicles faced each other and she led the dogs to the RV. They didn't lock their doors, either. Not during a season when there weren't many visitors to the park. She opened the door and the Corgi's on their stumpy little legs leaped up the steps. She unclipped their leashes and shooed them further back into the RV before closing the door.

      Her heart was still racing and she still vibrated with excitement. Sometimes the fever took her like this. She'd never knew where it came from but it was a part of her, like a freckle or
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