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Cap lights up his second Viceroy cigarette of
the day and watches the sun rise over Elephant Peak, twenty-two
miles west of his line cabin. He is freezing his skinny ass off in
spite of the fact that it is summer and already June twenty-second.
He had every intention of driving up to Alaska after he caught his
willing wife in bed with what turned out to be a gang-bang back in
Missoula.

Lincoln Washington Hutchins III is known to
his friends as Cap from his army captain days in Vietnam. He’s a
half-breed Lakota Sioux Indian born and raised in Houston, Texas.
After two 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 Louisiana 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.

The judge was very specific.

He spent a couple of months in Utah,
eventually drifting his way into becoming the chief of police of
Missoula, Montana. That worked out fine, but along the way he had a
pair of twin boys with a beautiful Indian motel owner in Burley,
Idaho and met and married Gloria Long in Missoula. That was the
mistake that set him on his current state of mind of drifting up to
Alaska.

He made it as far as this cabin and has been
hunting and fishing and living off the grid these last two months…
and he’s freezing his ass off. On a run to town, his truck picks up
KQDI out of Great Falls, Montana and the host is talking about the
city’s need for law enforcement officers with experience. Great
Falls, as the crow flies is about one hundred and eighty miles
southeast of his cabin, but about ten hours of steady driving due
to the terrible mountain roads.

He can make it by sundown.

Forty-two degrees almost feels warm as he
pulls into the Creek Motel just as the sun is setting. Gotta love
the north country summers Cap thinks as he tugs on his Stetson
winter hat and walks inside the office. “We don’t serve Injun’s
here, Mister. You will have to go down to the Green Motel on the
sou-side,” the gray-haired fat woman says without batting an eye.
She only has two front top and bottom teeth making her look like an
obese muskrat. For some reason that look is common this far
north.

Cap wears his long black hair in a single
braid that falls far below his shoulders and he’s too tired to
argue, but just stands there. “What? You fuckin’ deaf or are you a
Mexican, which by the way we don’t serve them either. Now git!” the
woman says and makes like she has a gun under the desk. Cap turns
on his heel and then as an afterthought asks where the Green Motel
is.

Pulling up to the rundown looking place he
sighs. “Well, it’s nicer than the line cabin…” He pushes inside the
office and there is an old woman asleep in a chair by the fireplace
and her glasses are so thick it’s a wonder she doesn’t start
fires.

“Ma’am? Can I get a room?” She sits up and
looks around and passes right over Cap. “Over here dear.”

“Yes sir, you need a room? Dang, turn that
light on there fellow, so’s I can see a bit.” She laughs and Cap
notices she’s missing all of her teeth. He flicks on the light and
right away sees what he is. “You one of God’s people fellow?”

“That I am, Lakota Sioux Ma’am. I’m here to
see about getting a job with the police department.”

Cap is amazed at the transformation in the
woman.

“Well hot damn, an Injun cop. Now I’ve seen
everything. Hells yes I have a room fer you.” She adjusts her
glasses about ten times before she can get all his information and
Cap asks her if he can adjust her “specs”. She’s surprised a bit,
but hands them over. Cap asks for a pair of needle nose pliers and
she has a pair in a small toolbox she hands him. He tweaks them a
couple of times before he gets it right and she knocks off a dollar
from his twelve dollar a night bill.

“Name is Mimi Gruene. You need anyting
at-tall, gimme da ring.” The woman is so near-sighted, she’s
talking to the coat stand and Cap smiles.

He is in room nine and pushing open the door
he is pleasantly surprised to see the room is neat and clean,
smelling of Lysol and bleach. He puts his few belongings up and
grabs a shower. He’ll skip supper, settling for a final cigarette
and he hits the hay exhausted and warm for the first time in
months.

Cap walks into the police station at 0800 and
asks for an application and is immediately met with a blank stare
by the desk sergeant. “We don’t need no fucking injuns today. Try
again tomorrow.”

Cap reaches over the counter and drags the
fat man over and slams him onto the floor and places his moccasin
on the man’s chest. I was the chief of police in Missoula until
about two months ago mother fucker, so watch your mouth.” The room
has about six cops in it and everyone is shocked with inaction. The
chief of police runs from his office hearing everything and is well
aware of who Cap Hutchins is. Hell, every police chief in Montana
knows who he is.

“Holy fucking hell, Cap, geeze, let me
apologize for his dumbasses rudeness. Sergeant, get our applicant a
cup of coffee.” The chief jerks his thumb and sergeant Charlie
Macomber slowly stands up and looking at Cap, says he made a
mistake and is sorry. Cap doesn’t bother to answer the cop and
follows the boss to his office.

“The names Byron Harris and again, let me
apologize for that idiot – he meant well.” The statement is so
facetious that both men laugh.

I know you are Indian and you are exactly
what my department needs right now. I heard you left Missoula
suddenly and if it was personal business and not something shady, I
am willing to let you on the force here – that is if you don’t
demand my job.” He laughs and Cap likes him instantly. Chief Harris
looks to be in his late forties and has the look of a smoker.

“I could use the work. My wife cheated on me
and I just lost it up there. I’ve been thinking a lot the last
couple of months and I need to have direction, chief.”

“That is good to hear. I need a detective and
that means you’ll work plain clothes.” Great Falls cops, unlike the
force in Missoula wear uniforms and Cap tells him that would be
just fine. “We are having problems in this area with cattle
rustling with sheep stealing coming in second. I need someone who
can ride a horse…ah shit, I didn’t mean because you are
native…”

Cap laughs and holds up his hand really
liking the guy. “You a veteran chief?”

“Damned straight. US Army and Korea and all
that shit with the first cavalry.” The two men shake firm hands and
just like that Cap is back on the force making sergeant’s pay of
twenty-nine fifty a day. That’s damned good money and they’ll pick
up his motel room too. Cap likes the place and suggested staying
there and the chief says he knows the lady and he’ll work out the
details.

----

Cap’s first day on the job he walks into the
station in blue jeans, knee high leather moccasins, hand tooled by
a Navajo woman he once met, a flannel shirt and a Carhartt jacket
and the chief hands him a badge. He looks nothing like a cop, but
carries himself like a military man. After what happened to
sergeant Macomber, everyone is privy to his military record and
what he did in Missoula. Whereas all the officers carry the new
Smith & Wesson .357 magnum revolver, Cap carries a worn Colt
Model 1911 .45 ACP pistol and everyone wonders if it will be
dependable.

Cap is getting a cup of coffee, ignoring the
stares when a new commotion begins. Walking into the station is a
female cop and he watches her in the mirror over the coffee pot
area. Every swinging dick in the place is watching her and she’s a
looker.

She walks up beside him and says, “This
coffee is for police only mister.” Cap nods and moves away,
catching a glimpse of her rear display and he sees every man in the
place grin. He winks and heads back to the chief’s office. The
chief welcomes him in and immediately afterward, his daughter Susan
walks in and without saying a word sits down opposite Cap.

“Susan, meet your new partner, Cap Hutchins.
Cap, this is Susan, our only detective and your partner.” The chief
witnessed what happened at the coffee pot and secretly enjoys
putting his alpha daughter in a tight spot.

Susan is a very sharp cop and she knows she
misjudged the Indian next to her. She graduated from high school at
fifteen, earned a bachelor’s degree in science at nineteen and
joined the air force as an officer right out of college. She served
six years as communications officer at NORAD and came back home to
Great Falls afterward. One year later she is a top notch detective
with scores of collars to her credit. On top of that she has a
verified IQ of one hundred and forty-two and at the moment is
mildly embarrassed.

Cap nods in her direction, nothing more and
she is red in the face, but also affronted by his obvious
disinterest in her. Literally every man on the force is enamored
with her and this asshole acts like she’s your average Joan. Susan
doesn’t dignify a response and her observant Dad likes what he
sees. Cap, Susan is what we like to call “gifted” and an
exceptional detective. I think the two of you will make a huge dent
in the many cases we’ve had to put on hold for lack of
resources.

“Yes sir, I will do my best to help your
daughter learn the ropes,” Cap says and hears her almost blow her
coffee across the room. Susan is in control enough to hold her
tongue and her dad hands the two of them a list of cases he wants
investigated. Susan snatches the folder from his hand and is out
the door before her shadow has dissipated.

Cap smiles, as does the chief and the man
tells him, “Good luck sir, I guess you have surmised she is a
handful.”

Cap finishes his coffee and opens the second
folder. Thirty minutes later he has a pretty good grip on what the
police know and he walks out with a set of keys in his hand. His
truck is a 1969 Jeep CJ-7 with a hardtop. Cap had a Jeep assigned
to him in Vietnam and liked it a lot and he gets in and cranks the
AMC 304c.i.d. V8 and listens to it purr. This model is equipped
with a four speed stick and he pulls off and heads for the gas
station to top it off. Jeeps use a lot of fuel, but it’s his
experience they can’t be beat off-road.

Susan Harris is a lot of woman, he muses. He
knows her type too. She is no pushover and resents any man acting
like he is lording over her, so he will do just the opposite. In
the meantime he’ll work the cases without her. Pulling into the gas
station, there is a pimple-faced kid of about sixteen waiting to
service his Jeep. The kid stands beside the pump ignoring the
“Injun” until Cap shows his badge and tells the kid, “What, you
don’t sell gas to the police department?”

The kid almost craps his pants trying to
fulfill the request and Cap lights a Viceroy and shakes one out for
the kid named “Lucky” as it reads on his uniform shirt. The kid
claims his name is actually Lars.

“Lucky? Is there a reason for that
nickname?”

Lars Kristiansen admits that it is, as he has
attempted to rodeo since he was twelve and “always gits bucked
off”. Cap scores points with the kid when he tells him he also “got
bucked off a bull at the Houston Rodeo a couple of years ago.” It’s
bullshit, but the kid doesn’t know it and asks a lot of questions.
Cap asks about what’s going on around town and the kid tells him
there is a lot of talk about a guy named Buster Franklin up on the
ridge. He says the guy is “shady and could be dangerous.” Cap
thanks the kid and tips him fifty cents and rolls out and heads up
toward Buster’s junk yard.

He stares at the two quarters and back at the
departing Indian cop and says, “Well, all right”.

Susan is sitting in her Ford Falcon cruiser
about a mile south of Great Falls and she’s fuming. How could her
dad do this to her? This guy is an egotist and an Indian to boot.
He might as well have partnered her up with a Negro or a Mexican.
“Shit!” The folder of assignments is lying on the bench seat next
to her and is all but forgotten. She pulls a Chesterfield cigarette
out of the pack and can’t believe she is almost out already. She
limits herself to four a day and this pack is only three days
old.

Cap rolls up on the largest junk yard in
Montana and gets out, easing the door closed behind him. There must
be a thousand wrecked cars and trucks here and he walks slowly up
to the office. Before he arrives, a big burly bearded man steps out
and lights a cigar. “Need somethin’ Injun?’

“Yeah, I’m detective Hutchins with the Great
Falls police department and I need to question a Buster Franklin
about his part in stealing about fifty head of cows.”

The man in front of him has a look of fear
and astonishment on his face and the cigar drops to ground just as
he turns to run. Cap is on the man before he gets thirty feet and
he slams the big fellow into the dirt on his face. “Let me up
mister, I didn’t steal a damned cow, I swear! It was my boss,
Buster!”

Cap has his knee in the man’s back and asks,
“Where is Buster right now?” The man’s large belly is putting
pressure on his breakfast and he farts loudly and Cap coughs a
couple of times, but keeps the pressure on.

“He’s in town seein’ his whore girlfriend,
Brenda Sikes. She manages the Savings and Loan next to Denny’s”.
Cap let’s the big man up and the guy dusts himself off and as if
everything is okay, bums a smoke. The two sit and smoke and look at
the distant mountains. “You ain’t from around here are you?” the
man offers, making note that the cop is heavily muscled and a lot
stronger than he first appeared.

“No, I’m from Missoula,” Cap says and the
obese man nods, accepting that as what he often refers to as “a
reasonable explanation”.

“You are an Indian, right?”

“Yeah, Lakota Sioux, but my dad was a Cajun
from Louisiana.”

“Sounds reasonable enough.”

“Okay, I’m going to go back to town and have
a chat with Buster.” Cap says and flips the butt off into the
middle of the road. “You don’t leave the county or I’m going to put
you on the ground again. If what you say is true, you’re in the
clear.” Cap stubs out the smoking filter with the toe of his
moccasin as he walks past it. Only a fool leaves a burning butt on
the ground here in this windy country.

“Sounds reasonable enough. Oh, Buster drives
a new red Camaro with one of them stubby spoilers on the back and
white stripes.”

Susan drives back into town and waves at
Buster as he eases his 1969 Camaro out onto 13th Street and lays a
serious amount of rubber down for her benefit. She laughs. Buster
has been trying to get in her jeans since she was fifteen. No one
gets in Susan’s pockets without express permission. Let’s see… that
was two years ago when she had a bit too much to drink and she was
leaving the army. Susan has always prided herself on her ability to
reign in her libido.

Cap sees the Camaro rip by him and the
reddish beard of Buster driving it. He wheels around and follows
the car right back the way he came. Buster’s car has the 396 cubic
inch motor and evaporates down the road in front of Cap, but he
knows where the man is going and eases off the road and heads west
across the prairie to cut him off.

Using the topographical map in the glove box,
Cap is sitting in his Jeep talking to Bucko when the Camaro comes
screaming up the macadam road. It’s a five mile drive on the road,
but a mile on the two-track Cap drove in on. Of course, the Camaro
would never make it up that way unless it was being towed.

Buster makes Bucko look like a midget and at
six feet five inches tall has trouble getting out of his new car.
“Who the hell are you Injun?” he bellows as he shakes out a
non-filtered Kool cigarette and light it with his shiny new Zippo
lighter.

“I’m detective Hutchins with the Great Falls
police department and I’m here to arrest you for cattle
rustling.”

“The hell you are!” the big man roars and
with practiced ease, he draws a .38 caliber snub-nosed pistol and
gets the drop on Cap. He looks at Bucko and says, “Check him for a
weapon Bucko!”

Bucko is not the smartest guy in town, but
he’s no fool and he sure as hell doesn’t want a part in killing an
Indian cop. He pats Cap down deliberately avoiding the area of his
back and produces a sheath knife and tosses it on the ground.

Buster laughs and points at the knife, “You
fuckin’ injuns will never learn, will you. White men carry guns.
That’s how we killed all of you worthless redskins off.” He walks
right up to Cap and raises the revolver to smack Cap’s head and
that is when he sees the black pistol with a huge muzzle hole
magically appear in the “Injun’s” hand.

A millisecond later he feels the wind go out
of him and he is blown backwards. Bucko’s ears are ringing and he
too falls on his butt. Buster is gurgling and red foamy blood is
bubbling out of a hole in his chest. The Indian detective is
standing over his boss with no expression on his face and Buster
loses control of his bladder as he takes his last breath.

Cap has been in town less than twenty-four
hours and has already killed a man and only Bart Trahan’s testimony
keeps the locals from demanding a lynching. Everyone in town loved
Buster Franklin and almost no one trusts an Indian, especially a
stranger who looks like he could be a killer.

Susan is tasked with gathering the
information about the cattle rustling, as chief Harris puts Cap on
administrative leave with pay for two weeks while they investigate
the shooting. Cap asks if he can take a trip to Burley, Idaho to
see the mother of his boys and is granted that strictly based on
his reputation in Missoula. “Besides, hanging around until this is
cleared up could very well provoke some vigilante action, Cap.”

By noon the next day, Cap has left town for
Burley and Susan is out at the ranch talking to sixteen year old
Bucko. Bucko is so nervous around the dominant pretty woman that he
is tongue-tied. “Damnit Bucko, this is serious business. A man was
killed here yesterday and I don’t like that Injun any better than
anyone else does, but I need to get a few things straight. The
detective claims you said your boss rustled cows. Now where might
those cows be?”

Bucko can’t even look the dominant and
beautiful woman in the eyes, but blurts out, “Up in the high
valley. There’s a line cabin up there and Buster has about eighty,
maybe more head he’s planning, or was planning to ship to Amarillo
next week.”

Susan’s whole demeanor changes and asks if he
can take her there and he indicates he can. “You realize you are
deep trouble, don’t you fella?”

Bucko does indeed but swears he was coerced
into it by the dominating Buster Franklin. “I was powerful skeered
Ma’am. Buster would cut me if I didn’t go along with it. At first
it was going to be a few cows to make some extra bucks, but it plum
got out of hand,” and that’s when Bucko tells her about a second
and third herd.

Susan is shocked to her Tony Lama forty-six
dollar boots. Bucko tells her that Buster has been doing this for
over a year and was washing the money through the junk yard and on
top of everything else, Buster’s girlfriend, “Missus Sykes” is in
on it.

“Miss” Sykes is Susan’s best friend. This
news breaks her heart. Realizing that the new detective just
uncovered possibly the biggest crime ring in Great Falls history,
she handcuffs young Buster and heads back to town. This is going to
take some serious police work so no one involved gets tipped off
and leaves town.

Cap overnights in Blackfoot, Idaho at Kitty
Lucas’ Raven Motel and the Scandinavian widower of thirty-six
welcomes him into her motel and straight into her bed. Kitty’s
luscious body does wonders for Cap who hasn’t been with a woman of
any kind in two months. Kitty makes love to Cap with intensity they
both need and the man lasts less than a minute before he stops
moving and groans out her name as if he is pain.

Kitty has known Cap for about two years and
would follow him to the gates of Hell if he asked. She shares him
with a very good friend over in Burley named Amber Whitetree, an
albino Shoshone who has twin boys by Cap. Neither woman has heard
from him since he abruptly quit policing in Missoula, although
Amber gets half of his disability check every second Wednesday of
the month like clockwork.

Kitty hovers over the man dragging her
nipples across his hairless chest. “Stay just like this for a
minute honey, momma’s going to bring that thing back to life.” Cap
had forgotten how much he misses the little blonde and he allows
her to work her magic. Ten minutes later he is rewarded as he slams
her wide hips into the mattress and she cries out, jerking
violently under him as waves of pleasure ripple through her body
and soul – and his.

----

Fourteen hours later, there is a repeat of
yesterday’s performance in Amber’s bed, albeit Cap has a bit more
control. Kitty almost drained him, getting everything she could
while she had him. She knows he will stop back by on his way to
Great Falls.

Amber has the most successful motel in Burley
thanks to the man sleeping next to her. About four years ago, this
Indian warrior stepped into her rundown motel and worked his way
into her heart, giving her two beautiful twin three year old boys
and over the summer another who just turned one. Not only did he
repair the motel, but every business in town had him doing
something. The day Cap left for Missoula, almost every person in
the small town lamented it.

The most bizarre thing was prior to Cap
coming here, Indians were looked down upon and everyone thought the
pink/brown eyed Amber was a witch. Now, her motel is a four star
establishment that puts up the best clients that travel through
town. Her rates are fifty per cent higher than the other two motels
and she pretty much stays booked up.

Unlike Kitty, Amber would not marry Cap. She
would see that as caging a wild animal. Cap has to be free and she
willingly sent him on his way those few years ago. Now that he is
here, she has work for him to do – just like they were married. But
first, she wants some more loving and seeing in his sleep he’s got
the same thought, she shakes the bed waking the man.

A week into his time away, he checks in with
sergeant Macomber and is surprised at what he is told. “My god
amighty, Cap. You done busted up a crime syndicate! Yeah, that’s
right. The Feds have stepped in and taken over the case. You got to
high-tail it back as they want to talk about it.”

Cap is silent for a minute and asks what he
thinks is a dumb question, “Am I in some kind of a bind
sergeant?”

“Hells bells no, young man. Just the
opposite. That Buster Franklin was working with the local Saving
and Loan officer and they had close to four hundred thousand
dollars in cattle theft money tucked away. They were selling across
state lines and the list of thieves is still growing. We have, or
the Feds have, close to twenty people under indictment.”

“What about the boy?”

“Hell, he’s going states evidence. Bucko was
just a scared kid who was coerced. You and him are the reason we
are getting all this good publicity. Cap, I got a call from the
county commissioner yesterday promising more funding and found out
he got a call from the governor who got a call from the Cattleman’s
Commission, who got a call from the president saying we, or rather
you need to be recognized! You know how many cows that asshole has
rustled?”

Cap has no idea and says so.

“It could have been in the thousands, seeing
his records, which the Feds now have, go back nine years. He was
using that wrecking business as a cover and made trips over to
Idaho, Wyoming, and both Dakotas. Git on back here as soon as you
can, fellow. The chief is making you the head of detectives and I’m
a sposed to hire a third one, but you’re goin’ to pick ‘em out.”
Click.

Macomber was talking so loud, Amber hears
everything and Cap hangs up the phone and sips his coffee like it
is nothing new. Amber lets the three boys in so they can climb all
over their daddy. Cap is a good father and shows his kids affection
reserved only for them and Amber knows getting pregnant by him is
the smartest thing she’s ever done.

With fall weather in the air, Cap decides to
spend one more night rather than cross the Divide in the dark and
Amber and the babies and him go to sleep in her double bed.
Somewhere around eleven, Amber moves the boys to their own warm
beds and dropping her robe, she climbs in next to the only man in
the world who she could truly love.

Bright and early the next morning, she cooks
Cap a breakfast of three eggs, biscuits, and three big deer sausage
patties and he tells her to call Kitty and tell her he is not
stopping and why. “Oh, Cap, she’ll be so disappointed,” Amber says
and he agrees.

“I’ll drop in for a few. Call her if you will
and explain the urgency, baby.” He stands and sipping his coffee,
he lights up a Viceroy. Amber hands him three packs from her supply
and he kisses her goodbye, grabbing her butt and pulling her onto
his hip in the process. “You don’t be sharing this squaw with no
other Indian, you hear me wi an?” he roughly grunts, using the
Lakota word for woman.

“I’ll do as I damned well please.” She says
and then turns away to hide a tear. It’s this way every time he
leaves and Cap walks out and getting in his Jeep, he waves goodbye
and drives east.

Cap drives over the Divide in near darkness
after his gas gauge stuck and he runs out of gas about a mile from
a station. He walks halfway back before a man gives him a ride. “I
don’t normally pick-up strangers fellow, especially Indians,” he
says leaning in like he’s sharing a secret, “but I could see your
truck was stopped and figured you was square.”

“Yes sir, I appreciate it. My gas gauge
malfunctioned and I was so taken with watching the deer and looking
at the mountains that I got distracted,” Cap says and from his
pack, shakes out a smoke for the old man.

“Oh! A store-bought cigarette. Geeze, that’s
a pleasure. I roll my own to save money to buy booze,” he laughs
and Cap laughs with him. A lot of people drink pretty heavily up in
these parts and the man’s just being honest. “You from around here?
I don’t recollect seeing you, but you look familiar.”

“I’m a detective in Great Falls, but I was
sheriff in Missoula for a couple of years.”

“Dagnabbit, that’s where I seen you – in the
newspaper. You’re uh, Cap. Cap Hutchins, the Vietnam veteran! Hells
yes. I’m a veteran too from the big war in Europe. Even got shot,
see?” he pulls up his shirt and right there above his boney pelvis
is an old bullet wound. I took a German sniper bullet in the battle
of Gembloux, but I got that Kraut, got
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