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Cap lights up his third Viceroy cigarette of
the day and blows smoke out of both nostrils of his hairless face.
Being half Lakota Sioux Indian and half Louisiana Cajun means he
rarely needs to shave and seeing he is long separated from the
United States Army, he never does. The wind whips over the hood of
the sand-blasted GMC BLM 4X4 truck and his long single braid lifts
up and falls back between his broad shoulders.

Lincoln Washington Hutchins III is known to
his friends as Cap from his US Army captain’s rank he wore in
Vietnam. He was born in Iberian Parish, Louisiana, but raised in
Houston, Texas. After returning from two back to back tours in
Vietnam and getting a full medical discharge, he went home only to
watch his parents fight constantly, his girlfriend be unfaithful,
and indulge his rage in more bar fights than he can recall. His
last fight got him a two week knife wound stay at the Houston VA
hospital. Getting drunk and being jailed fourteen times prior
simply meant he had to get the hell out of Texas and make a fresh
start or go to prison. Being a strong independent and educated man,
it was the hardest decision of his life.

After Vietnam and the army no longer needing
his skills, he thought going home would rekindle his relationships,
but no. He was adrift. He was in trouble. He had to go where no one
knew his past and start over.

He pulled his life together as a ranch
foreman in Ogden, Utah and that worked out for a while until a new
arrangement there caused his untimely and immediate departure.
Everywhere he went took him further north and the locals had a very
low opinion of the People in general, making it more difficult than
it should be. The words he heard repeatedly were, “Injuns are
drunks and are unreliable as workers”. For all he knew, it was the
truth - at least in his present state. It wasn’t always that way
and he meant to change or die trying.

He decided to stop drinking.

He took a job at the college in Missoula,
Montana and soon his credentials and considerable skills became
apparent and he was rapidly promoted to the point he became chief
of police of the city. He was a straight-shooting no-nonsense cop,
but as in his life in Ogden, women got in the way and he left the
beautiful mountain town for Great Falls, Montana. He once again
needed a fresh start. To stay would simply mean a showdown with the
local husbands of the willing wives.

Great Falls, Montana in 1970 was not the big
town it is today and people there knew of his amazing police work
in Missoula and like before, he rapidly ascended the police ladder
to become Chief. Cap has two vices. One, he smokes a pack a day of
Viceroy cigarettes; sometimes more. Two, his libido is a driving
force that eventually gets him in trouble, as it did there in Utah
and since leaving the army nearly every altercation had a woman
attached to it. Before he came to work in Missoula, he fathered
twin boys and another in Burley, Idaho and each month he sends
Amber Whitetree fifty dollars for the boys. She is one of his
positive accomplishments and they still visit on occasion. The
known and one-time feared shaman princess knew she could not hold
him down and was wise enough not to try.

Cap unceremoniously stubs out the filtered
cig on the heel of his knee-high Indian moccasin a Navaho women
custom made for him. He owns no other shoes or boots. He turned
thirty-six years old yesterday and there was no party or
acknowledgement, just like all the other times dating back to his
troubled youth. In his truck is a Remington model 870 twelve-gauge
shotgun, a Marlin lever action model 1895 .45-70 that shoots very
powerful hand-loads reaching velocities only about four hundred
feet per second slower than a .458 Winchester Magnum. In a slip
holster on his hip is his blued service pistol, the venerable Model
1911 Colt .45 ACP and along with two concealed boot knives of his
own design and creation, he is ready for life in general as a
half-breed in a part of the country not too favorable to
Indians.

In layman’s language, he is no one to trifle
with.

Cap’s body is a craggily road map of
destruction, both from Vietnam and the numerous close-calls he’s
had since he began both his military service and later, fighting in
bars over women and his looks. Women are intrigued and think his
numerous cuts and scars are sexy, but they don’t know the amount of
pain he lives with, especially when he gets up and stretches each
morning. Cap is an Indian male, living in a white man’s world and
the only good thing is his reputation often precedes him.
Ultimately he is offered a Bureau of Land Management job in
Shoshone, Idaho. He gladly accepts the hefty twenty-two thousand
dollar yearly salary, the wind and sand-blasted GMC pick-up with
recapped mud terrain tires, the Spartan office, and a secretary he
hand-picked at the near-by air force base.

Her name is Debbie Fremont and she is being
paid a whopping dollar sixty-five an hour and room and board to sit
all day and do nothing, but study. She is in college and he has
little for her to do. She’s twenty years old, a plain-looking
Indian girl with small acne scars on her face, and Cap was adamant
he wanted the slot filled by one of the People. The mayor who
recommended the BLM job never told him how much the locals hate the
government position and federal interference in what they believe
to be open range. Cap learned this almost immediately and being an
army man, he tackled it head on by holding monthly town hall
meetings to air grievances and after four progressively calmer
meetings, everything settled down.

The sixty-six year old mayor is a Jack
Daniels whiskey alcoholic, who lives in a palatial mansion up on
the end of West Huyser Drive and is married to a woman less than
half his age. The man is normally schnockered by 4pm and his much
younger and heavily chest-endowed wife, Belinda is soon spreading
her legs for the handsome BLM man, who often will sleep next to her
while the mayor ignorantly snores downstairs in his over-stuffed
lounger.

Cap drives his government truck into town and
parks out so folks not as fit as him won’t have so far to walk, and
steps into Denny’s. It is 0610 and four loggers come in talking
loudly and seeing Cap wears Levi’s, a plaid shirt, Carhartt vest
and moccasins, they assume his just another “red nigger” and
immediately demand he ‘”Get the hell out of a white man’s
restaurant”.

Cap sits and watches the men when suddenly
the fat sixty-two year old German waitress comes around the corner
with a twelve inch cast iron skillet and claims she will “beat the
shit out of you four if you don’t shut up and behave”. All four men
would not back down from any man, but the gray-haired women with a
black woman’s caboose means business and they scurry to keep from
being smacked. “He’s the government agent for the BLM, you dolts
and my friend, so you either shut the hell up and behave or get the
hell out!”

The four big men acquiesce and soon peace is
restored. Cap quietly leaves and they don’t even look at him, but
thirty minutes later they are informed he picked up their tab. This
unbeknown to the Indian lawman is one of the few smart things he’s
perceived to have done. The four are brothers and the toughest of
the tough and they have never had an injun do anything positive for
them. Word of the dark-haired BLM agent spreads through-out the
man-camp that “He’s alright”. In Montana-ese, that is good enough
for most...

Cap has no sooner pulled into his office when
up drives Harlan Protowski and hails him in greeting, “Hey, fella,
something is going on o’er east by the preserve.” Cap’s not
acquainted with the land yet and the man explains it is Craters of
the Moon Preserve.

“Go on,” Cap says and shakes out a Viceroy in
his direction and he takes it. At almost thirty cents a pack,
sharing smokes is a good way to be civil and make friends. It dawns
on him the man doesn’t wear a traditional cowboy hat, but favors a
ball cap and a beat-up one at that. Maybe that’s why his sun-burned
ears look like leather.

“Billy Combs and his Ol lady told me they
been finding a lot of dead cow critters up there and they been
skinned and most of the meat is missing. Somebody’s poachin’ them
beaves and butchering them in the field. I suspect it’s them
damned...” He stops short and Cap nods and looks away to let the
man off the hook. He was one of the first anti-BLM dissidents Cap
met, but turned it around quick enough when Cap answered his
questions with actual acceptable results.

“Thanks my friend. I’ll take a drive in a
minute after I talk to my secretary.” Cap ignored the slur toward
the People because it may be them. Hell, it probably is, but on the
Federal Preserve, they can get away with it. He has poured through
the BLM foot tall manual and it is real interesting what laws
people have let the government put on the books.

As the man rushes off to tell anyone who will
listen, Cap steps inside his office. Debbie Fremont at his
admonition has been studying the thick tome of BLM rules and laws
and she’s always at the office before he is. The first week she
drove back and forth the fifty miles just to sleep at her parents’
house, but last Monday she asked if she could stay in the back
bedroom and go home on the weekends. She also asked if it were
possible if she could get a food allowance, seeing she’s paying for
her own college.

Right then, Cap told her the Feds would pick
up her tuition and certainly he will give her a food allowance. Her
bossman is not only the nicest Indian she has ever met, but the
nicest person and like the child she still is, she leaps to her
small feet and claps her hands. Cap wonders if he is a turd lecher,
but what he sees are her two small boobies bouncing around inside
her top. He decides he needs to get laid and knows trouble always
follows.

Cap has slept with a lot of wonderful and
willing women and many of them have been the woman of the moment
and he’s not about to take the virtue of this young woman. “Look,
there may be a situation up on the Preserve, so I may not be back
for a few days, okay?”

He sees her pout and she’s never looked
cuter. A thought crosses his mind, “I swear to God, since I brought
her here from the air force base she has blossomed right before my
eyes”.

“Cap, can I say a prayer for your
safety?”

Boy howdy, did her words ever slap him right
in the face; looking at her breasts and all and now she wants God
to protect him? “Yeah, I guess... so,” he mumbles and because he
has the same look on my face as a little kid, she starts laughing
and wraps her soft arms around him. Because she is a foot shorter
than he, she actually pulls his hips into her small breasts and
damn it to hell, he instantly becomes...

“Oh my heavens,” she blurts and covering her
mouth she laughs until he joins her.

“Sorry? I just haven’t been with a woman in a
spell,” He feebly offers. Stuffing his full brim hat on his head
and turning on his heel, he half stumbles out the door. He can
still hear her giggling as he walks stiff-legged to his truck.

“He just told me I am a woman and I send
him.” Debbie has never been happier. As far as she knows, no man
has ever said anything so nice, even though he never actually said
it.

----

Trader Laramie is a Blackfeet Indian in his
fifth decade walking the Land. He can track butterflies folks say
and he has ancient magic in his blood. He crawls across the ground
like a gila monster, smelling and staring and in his mind’s eye, he
see six shadowy figures, mounted on strong mustang horses. They are
bad men; real bad men. Trader knows the type.

Trader got his name as a child when he became
known as the go-to person. If you needed it, Trader could get it –
for a price. Now years later he is the tribal medicine man and
known as far away as Casper, Wyoming and Eugene, Oregon, as he has
assisted the police departments there in solving murders. Trader
only knows one other of the People with the vision and she lives
southeast of him in Burley. He knew it the minute he met her. She
runs a motel there.

If anyone were watching the older Indian
peruse the tracks, it would creep them out, as he appeared to be
melding with the terrain in an almost unnatural way. Trader
eventually stands and taking a deep breath, turns slowly and stares
off toward Shoshone. “They are there,” he announces as his eyes
clear.

Cap watches the man through binoculars from
about a half mile away and as he embraced the earth, Cap feels his
skin crawl. It is quite obvious the man is trying to ascertain what
happened there, but good God almighty... Then it hits Cap in a way
that he rocks on his haunches.

“That is Trader Laramie, sure as shit.” He
remembers a soldier at Fort Benning telling him about this guy in
Idaho he heard of while training at Mountain Home AFB. He heard
about him again from Amber and later in Missoula, but thought it
was ghost stories. As he watches the man, he turns and stares
straight at Cap and waves. Both men begin to walk toward each
other.

“You are that lawman Cap Hutchins,” he says
matter of factly.

“You are a living legend,” Cap drops his brim
in acknowledgement and shakes out a Viceroy for both of them.

“So are you,” and then he drops a bomb Cap
did not expect. “You have the vision.”

Not knowing what to say, Cap just stares.
Almost a full minute passes as both warriors stare through each
other. It seems anything he could say would be ignorant sounding.
As proof that no reply is necessary, he asks Cap to look over the
crime scene, which amounts to what is left of twelve beef
carcasses.

“Prime beef like this makes this about two
grand and a Federal felony”, Cap speculates as he carefully walks
around. He steps back and looks at every approach and the way the
blood spread when they were shot and being very careful about what
he says, “It looks like they came and returned back to Shoshone”.
When he doesn’t hear a reply, he turns and the man is sleeping on
the ground on his back. “What the hell?” Cap says and chuckles.
Looking at his watch he is surprised two hours have passed. He was
engrossed with the crime scene and not wanting to look stupid, he
has taken more time than he thought, but two hours?

----

“You need to trust the vision,” Trader says
to Cap as they eat lunch at Denny’s. “You drew the same conclusion
as me, but it took four times as long. Yet inside, you knew the
answer instinctively.” Cap has never seen anyone eat as fast as the
older man. He makes army recruits look house-broken. Cap has
scarcely eaten one egg and a bit of biscuit and Trader signals
Margaret for another plate.

“You do realize that was the Hunter’s Special
and enough calories to hunt all day, right?” Cap grins in a rare
moment of candor.

The older Indian chuckles as the two men with
ancient warrior spirit buried in their DNA, bond at that magical
moment.

----

“It is six bad men, Cap. The vision showed me
the day we met three weeks ago.” We are camped up on the side of
the mountain where most of the slaughter has been recorded. To date
over one hundred and fifty head are unaccounted for and that is a
lot of money lost to people who are barely scraping out a
living.

The day Cap met this mystic was the day he
called his boss, Oxford Darling and informed him he had hired a man
and his salary was going to be ten grand a year, plus “expenses”.
Cap hung up the phone and four days later the paperwork and an
advance came in the mail. We now have a team and at Monday’s
monthly meeting Cap introduced “their” new advocate and BLM man to
much applause. The reason wasn’t Cap’s alpha presence as much as
the old psychic is both feared and respected by the ignorant white
population. However, they all agree something has to be done or
they will lose more cows and if it means bringing in a medicine
man, so much the better.

Trader wears much the same type clothing as
Cap, except instead of a plaid shirt, he wears buckskins, along
with his Levi’s and tall leather moccasins. And then there is the
jewelry. “Why do you wear all that stuff ancient one?” Cap asks and
the older man chuckles at his temerity.

“It puts marrow in my antler, little
one.”

“No shit?” Cap asks as sarcastically as is
possible and the two laugh for minutes, coughing and slapping each
other on the back.

“Wait, wait, wait,” Trader says and they both
hunker down as up out of a cut come a group of dark riders on
horses. Trader is lugging an old beat to shit .44-40 Henry rifle
that is well kept, but has been consistently carried evidenced by
how rounded-off every edge is. Cap carries his Marlin .45-70 and
twenty rounds of hand-loaded ammo.

In the faint light of a moonless and
star-filled sky, they appear to be wraiths and despite his combat
experience, Cap feels his skin crawl for the second time since
meeting the shaman. It was like that night in the Central Highlands
when the dew point was almost the same as the ambient temperature
and the VC came out of the mist. He got a Bronze Star for what they
say he did, but he remembers none of it, but the ghostly
apparitions.

Down below them to the left are about a dozen
cows lying down and the foggy specters are drifting toward them
when it is as if someone mortared a flare above them and Cap could
see them plain as if the sun were shining. Riding in the lead is
county commissioner Red Tarkington, a ninth generation Mormon and a
direct descendant of Brigham Young. Behind him are his five
sons.

They are heading for the small herd and both
men watch them draw their rifles from their saddle scabbards... and
then something happens the older Indian did not envision. Cap is
firing his Marlin rifle with accuracy only a trained sniper could
match and with all five shots, a rider falls from his horse. Trader
falls to the ground and as the lone rider reaches five hundred and
fifty yards and the rider is flogging the horse for all he’s worth,
his hundred year old Henry barks just one time.

Cap has never seen such marksmanship and
later ponders the shot in his sleep. He knows that was a miracle
shot or one guided by the ancients.

----

Nineteen year old Bunny Tarkington, recent
newlywed of the now vanished Red Tarkington stands on the
wrap-around huge porch of their six thousand square foot “pioneer
cabin” five miles out of town and curses. “Hell’s bell’s Red, where
you be at? I gotta bad itch!” Him and the boys been gone a week and
the refrigerator is just about empty.

Bunny Libstorph Tarkington is not even
remotely what folks would call average in the thinking department,
but if Playboy magazine ever discovered her attractions, she would
be rolling in deep potatoes. To put it bluntly, Red married her the
day after he buried his wife of twenty-two years and the very day
he met Bunny. That was six weeks ago and she doesn’t know it yet,
but she is a widow and a millionaire.

Word the entire family is missing comes about
ten days after the actual fact. Federal, State, and the lone county
cop Cap has never met arrive with no apparent real motivation. They
claim to find zero evidence of foul play. “It is as if they were
abducted by aliens,” one particularly enlightened and inebriated
fellow opined at the local watering hole. They don’t seem to notice
or care that no one notices or cares the family is gone.

Cap is disgusted at their unprofessional
attitude and effort, but knows the city boys wouldn’t have a chance
in hell of finding the bodies. Hell, they never even interviewed
him.

----

If Cap could predict the future, it would not
include holding recent-widowed and butt-naked Bunny Tarkington’s
shapely hips as he repeatedly slammed into them with enough force
to make her grunt loudly. “Oh, Red! Oh yes! Oh, Red!” Never mind
that old Red could hardly keep it up long enough to make a
difference. With both her breasts in his hands and his nose buried
in the back of her neck, Red is the last thing on both of their
minds.

Cap arrived at her house by request and she
was drunker than shit and it was just 9am. She invited him into the
mansion of a home and announced her intentions and began to work
her charms until he took her at her word. It wasn’t actually much
of a decision on his part. All of four minutes had passed before
the horny newlywed dropped to her knees in front of him...

----

From the first time Cap witnessed the exodus
of teens leaving the small town, he wondered where and what was
drawing them toward the quarry to the north. He suspected drugs,
but wasn’t prepared for the sight below him, as he scanned the
group of young people a quarter of a mile away and below him. The
local cop appears to either be unaware, or too lazy to check them
out, even showing near ignorance that they leave town by cars each
Friday night. Hell, a blind man would wonder, Cap pondered it the
first time he saw carloads of teens leaving town. This small town
has two females for every male and everyone is lean, due to eeking
out a living by actually working. It isn’t easy and most all jobs
have some form of labor. Then there is animal husbandry, crops, and
everyone has a garden.

At the 4-H fundraiser, Cap counted
twenty-eight available females between the age of fifteen and
twenty-something. It is pussy heaven for any young man who is smart
enough to keep his mouth shut, rubber on, and then there are
married women with roving eyes. Being an Indian, the women here are
very careful to not appear to be interested in him, but it is
surprising how often they find excuse to inform him about something
he “needs to know”.

The German waitress Marge Winchester is one
of Cap’s favorite people and if something is going on, she knows.
“Them teens are up to no good, Cap. I can tell. The town Marshal is
a lazy bum. His actual name is Godfrey Alan Gilshensnider, but he
likes to be called G-Man, swearing he was once a government agent.
He ain’t worth two shakes, but is related to the mayor somehow.

Cap has only seen the man at a distance and
neither has made an attempt to chat. Cap sees him as a nobody and
ignores the man. His BLM duties are outside of police work, but
right now he’s watching a very cute redhead dance on the hood of a
Ford Falcon and off come the clothes, piece by piece. Cap arrived
ten minutes ago after the sun set and there is a huge bonfire
blazing.

The teens are drinking and throwing a kegger
and after about an hour of loud AM music from one of the cars and
numerous naked displays, a fight breaks out between two of the
“boys”. They are untrained and it is over fairly quickly and in the
surrounding darkness, the kids appear to pair up and Cap leaves
around 8pm. Kids getting their buck-wild on. He saw no evidence of
drug use, although they drank a lot of Coors and Olympia beer.

“I hope you kids use rubbers or there are
going to be a lot of troubled girls,” Cap mutters as he motors the
BLM truck off the high two-track dirt road onto the highway.

The next morning the whole town is in an
uproar when the redhead he saw dancing is missing.

----

“Her name is Karen Bledsoe and she is Senator
Thurston Bledsoe’s granddaughter,” G-Man tells Cap and even though
it is not yet 9am, the man is yawning. He has a fairly large egg
yolk stain on his white uniform shirt and smells like mothballs and
old sweat. Cap cringes as the man places a finger over one nostril
and blows a huge stream of snot out onto the sidewalk in front of
the café he basically lives in. Blasting the second nostril, he
wipes his fingers on his pants leg and says, “I reckon I’m going to
need help on this one, as I got a ton of paperwork to get done...
today, right now in fact. Can you handle this? I’ll deputize
you.”

Before Cap can answer, the man heads back
into the diner and yells over his shoulder, “Stop at the jail and
git a badge and whatnot.” With a flick of his hand he parts with,
“You are officially deputized, amen”. It is the poorest excuse for
police work Cap has ever witnessed. He shakes his head and looking
down the street at the police station, he heads that way.

The place is unorganized to put it bluntly
and Cap finds a tarnished badge that appears to be about forty
years old and grabbing four boxes of double-aught buckshot he heads
for his truck. He hasn’t eaten a bite since he got up and stops by
the diner to get a box lunch. Marge has enough food packaged to
feed four grown men, as she heard the G-man brag about how he has
“the Injun BLM man doing the Mexican side of police work” and she
shakes her head in disgust.

“You be careful, Cap. There are mountain men
up in them hills that do not abide by the law, you hear me? The
girls name is Karen. She’s a senior and the head cheerleader. I
can’t say for sure, but she’s a hellion by what all folks say.”

“Thanks, Marge. You are a darling.” As Cap
walks out, the matronly wide-hipped woman wishes she were forty
years younger.

----

It is a school day, so Cap decides to drive
up to the quarry and have a look-see.

As he drives the seven miles to the turn-off
he scans the distance and sees nothing but open plains onto the
south and mountains to the north. It is lonely land totally absent
of trees. The three mile drive up the two-track to the quarry is
littered with debris and many empty beer cans.

The sun is up as high as it goes here and he
pulls his sunglasses out and puts them on as he steps out of the
truck. In a moment in time that stops, Cap sees a flash in the
distance and he drops to the ground as if his feet were pulled from
under him.

A bullet clips the top of the driver’s door
with a thud and a moment later he hears the report up above him of
a rifle firing. He hit the ground and rolled under the truck in the
dirt and debris as another bullet slams into the driver’s door of
his work truck. He rolls rapidly and comes out on the passenger
side, reaching up to open the door, yet another bullet slams into
the same side as the first two and Cap hurriedly drags out his
Marlin .45-70 and levers a fat round into the chamber.

“WHAM” and then in
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