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  Dedication
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Amber Daniels 

Your continued exuberance yet honest, forthright insight, opinions, and visuals to Douglas Greyson AKA Greybeard; are very much appreciated in a world in which people sometimes find it hard to express themselves in a constructive, truthful, yet kind manner. I’m quite certain if you ever were to cross Greybeard Ghostly path near the Superstition Mountains in Arizona, he would be nothing but kind and protective to you.
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  Prologue
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The legend of Indian Spirts, ghostly sightings along Superstition Mountains in Arizona, in the eighty’s carried many tales of unexplained sightings of paranormal appearances; causing curious seekers who sought to drive through the area to solve their curiosity.  
The saying “get your kicks on route 66,” meant many things to many people depending on what you were looking for. For truckers it was the main thoroughfare, the route to take for their deliveries, carrying them from Los Angeles, California to Chicago. Radios could be heard squelching out call numbers as well as idle chatter as a trucker reached out to find another friend in the area.
The stretch of long isolated desert roads while welcomed by many as a quiet, tranquil drive was, unfortunately; also, a gold mind for both drug and human traffickers who took advantage of dark isolated, side roads in which they could run uninterrupted. 
Rangers and Deputies assigned to these long stretches of highway often worked alone. Many times, they depended on some of the local truckers who passed through on regular routes as a means of information and sometimes even, backup; in their constant search to find and rescue, young boys and girls who had been kidnapped for human trafficking. The traffickers were mean and corrupt in their quest to conduct their dirty underhanded deals. It was all about making money for them. They often left a trail of dead bodies behind as the only proof that they had been there.
The man calling himself Greybeard stepped down out of his big rig after setting the brakes at a roadside café on the famous Route 66 just outside of Oklahoma late one Saturday night. He was a tall lanky man, appearing a little on the skinny side. His long dark hair, and handsome features showed his Navaho Indian heritage from his mom. It was said by some that his dark slate grey eyes appeared to look right through you. He’d never had much of a relationship with his father; having left the small reservation in Arizona, at a very young age. He knew early on there wasn’t anything there for him. He would not be able to ignore the way many of the people, especially young girls, were treated by area towns people. He simply walked away one day. It had been easy to do. He went out to look for work and never returned home. He was fifteen years old. No-one came looking for him. Douglas Greyson became Greybeard, lone trucker.
He reached down adjusting the gun hanging on his right hip. His Ruger Super Blackhawk 44 Magnum went everywhere he went. It was the choice of guns carried by truckers in those days. He was often teased about the large cowboy hat he wore; it didn’t deter him one bit. Greybeard liked his hat and his gun. He also liked a pretty girl named Lettie who had started working at a local diner recently.

He had hoped to get a chance to sit in her area, speak with her, if she was on shift. 
That was: before he’d been summoned for a meeting. When they contacted him, he was available for them. That was the deal. Greybeard wasn’t just a trucker, like many thought. He was a loner that much was true. His truck was his home. He ran loads, but he did so much more than that. Douglas Greyson AKA Greybeard, the mysterious tall, dark, loner, became a ghostly legend that would continue for many years. One could say Greybeard was a ghost long before he became a ghost.







  
  The Beginning

Graduation Day
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It had been a long time since Greybeard left the reservation years ago as a young teen. Today, was his day. Douglas Greyson, age twenty-two was graduating from Arizona State University in Tempe, AZ; with a “Degree in Criminal Justice.” He walked over to a set of steps to the side of the front entrance. In a few minutes he would attend the ceremony that would officially announce his completion of four years hard study. No family members would attend today’s ceremony. The small group of friends he’d made here were all with their family members. He'd been invited to join them but had refused. He was happy to meditate and think of his future ahead of him at his next placement. He’d already completed four years of college, yet now had his largest challenge ahead of him in order to reach his goal. He would not be deterred from his path as he was about to embrace Quantico with a vigor and excitement understood only by himself. It was an honor to get picked for this, one he did not take lightly. He’d carefully studied and placed himself in all the right places at the right time. 
He'd remained focused in his determination to secure a future for himself in a field in which he’d long desired to work in. Next stop was Quantico, the well-known FBI Academy where he would start his training to be a US Deputy Marshall. Douglas Greyson, AKA Greybeard as known to his fellow classmates; was given his appointment to the US Marshal Service straight from Dereck Schmitt, the United States Attorney General.
Greybeard had no special family connections, no one pulling for him on the outside; merely his fierce determination to obtain a near perfect grade point average in every course he tried. He knew upon entering college he would have to work harder, want deeper, than anyone around him thus he was not afraid or shy about fighting his way through ignorance and laziness which surrounded him in his quest to obtain that ultimate goal. He did not come to college to play games. He joined the other serious students who were there for similar reasons as his, to also obtain their dreams of a secure future.
As a young man or woman attending any college or university, there were many things you would need to learn; of course, depending on your reason for attending. Some saw it as an opportunity to spread their wings, to experience life among other young people their ages before going out into the real world. It was a fun time, and one could certainly blame them for wanting to do this. Some students had the luxury of their parents paying for their education. Many got scholarships on which they would work hard to both keep the scholarship and obtain grades needed to land that dream position, become a doctor or nurse, a musician.
Douglas Greyson, like many others had the more realistic path to follow in which to obtain his dream of becoming a US Deputy Marshall. He had to first find a way to obtain a Degree in Criminal Justice. He wasn’t afraid of demanding work. He had been used to working to survive and take care of himself many years now. He’d worked several jobs, saving all his money. He was able to obtain scholarships by crawling through the thousands of grueling hours on-line and completing hundreds of forms and answering questions. He depended on no one and expected nothing without a fight. He stayed focused both in high school as well as collage.
A couple of students shouted at him as they hustled up the short flight of stairs. 
” Come on Greybeard, this is our day. Let’s get a diploma and move on to our next journey in life. Do you have anyone coming today to the ceremony a young man called Matt asked?”
“No, no one,” Greybeard responded smiling as he stood to follow them inside.
“Hey several of us are going to have a few drinks tonight and celebrate if you want to join us, come along later.”
“Thank you,” Greybeard responded quietly, “but I won’t be here tonight. I’m hitting the highway. I’ve got somewhere to be, I’m out of here as soon as we are finished here. It’s been really great getting to know all of you. I appreciate the kindness you’ve shown; I wish you all the best in your future endeavors.”
They quickly exchanged handshakes and slaps on the back as they all took their seats at the commencement.






  
  On The Road to Discovery
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Greybeard pulled into a gas station to fill his tank and grab a cold drink before hitting the highway. He lovingly rubbed the front fender area of his old 1962 Willys Jeep. He’d found it buried at a junkyard. A few hundred dollars talked the teen working there into letting it go. He was sure the kid had no idea how special this was to him. Willys were an old army surplus ambulance. He’d lovingly refurbished it, then painted it desert tan. The top was metal. The windows worked. As far as Greybeard was concerned, this was the most impressive set of wills he could ask for. He had, never tried to drive it to Quantico, Virginia. He was a twenty-two-to-twenty-three-hour drive away, covering around two thousand two hundred miles, give or take a few. It would be a long, slow ride. This was the reason he decided to stay focused and on course. He could have saved time and flown or took a bus ride. He could afford it; he just wasn’t willing to leave his jeep sitting somewhere unprotected. He had no one he trusted enough to take care of it, so it was going with him one way or the other. 
Greybeard stepped inside the small country store with a smile on his face. He always favored these little mom and pop stores in the middle of nowhere. He understood how resolute and hardworking you had to be to maintain working gas pumps and fresh hot food for lone truckers and travelers driving through on long stretches of highway. He enjoyed having time to stand and chat a while; something that was almost unheard of in the larger, busier stores. He found people fascinating and eager to talk about any subject when approached. His favorite route 66, although it covered Chicago all the way to California, would not take him where he needed to go on this journey. He would stay on it as long as he could. He’d ran trucks through here, running back and forth from Arizona to Oklahoma and back; for a while before he started college. He was comfortable along this road; he knew once he reached St. Louis Missouri, he’d have to leave his beloved comfort zone and take Interstate 64 out of St. Louis, which would take him to his destination, Quantico, Virginia.
Greybeard ordered two breakfast burritos along with extra spicy sauce while he poured himself a large drink. He was in no hurry. It was early May; he didn’t have to report to school for a few months yet. He welcomed this calm before the storm. The heavy crunching of countless training sessions, paper exams. He actually had no idea of what to expect at Quantico; he did not expect it to be easy. In fact, just the opposite he relished any challenges and rose to meet anything that came his way. He had fought hard to get this far and would not be thwarted or held off by anyone or anything.
It was for this very reason he tried hard to ignore the bad feeling he got when a disheveled looking man and young girl walked into the store or rather, he walked in half dragging her along by the arm. She winced under pain when, upon trying to jerk away from his grasped, he squeezed her arm harder as he asked the lady behind the counter where the restrooms were. She indicated the back of the store where a lone door read public restroom. Greybeard gathered two bottles of water along with his fountain drink as he continued to pay for his food and other items; he glanced back at the commotion behind him. He cocked his head to one side as if listening to words only he could hear.
“That girls in trouble,” the cashier whispered. She’s got nowhere to go in there. There’s no window. I sure wish my son would hurry and get back; he’d take care of that creep. All I got here is my girl, which I will use on him here in about a minute. Just hate to tear my store up, we just replaced the plumbing in that bathroom last month” She’d reached down under the counter, pulling up a shotgun, laying it gently on the counter next to her as she talked. “You may want to go on about your way, young man. I’ve dealt with his kind before. They come in here acting as if they own the place, drag young girls, even boys, into the bathroom and have their way. Like it’s a rite of passage for them. They act like they’re nothing but animals.”
The girl was putting up a fight as she let out a blood hurtling scream for help while telling the guy to get out, get away from her and leave her alone.
Greybeard said three words, “call the police.”
“It won’t do no good,” the lady responded. “They came through an hour ago on their rounds and will be fifty, sixty miles from here by now.”
Greybeard walked to the back as bumping and muffled words could be heard inside the tiny room. Greybeard knew exactly what was going on and it had to stop. He hated lowlifes like this guy, who thought they could do whatever they pleased to whomever without any recourse. It sent a dark fire throughout his soul as he worked to control his anger. Reaching behind him, he pulled out a large hunting knife that had been sheaved inside a holder on his back hip. He picked the lock in a mere second, yanking the door wide open. The man had the girl pinned up against the wall with one arm over her neck. It was clear she was close to becoming unconscious, her jeans were bunched down around her ankles. Greybeard grabbed him by the shoulder, yanking him out into the store, pants tangling in a heap at his feet. Whatever words he was going to mutter went unsaid as Greybeard grabbed his shirt, yanking him up so they were face to face while the guy dangled in the air while looking up at Greybeard.
Without looking away from the man’s face, Greybeard questioned the young lady, who by now had fixed her clothes, “are you okay, mam? Do you need a doctor?”
“No thank you,” she mumbled. “I just need to get the hell away from him. I made the mistake of hitching a ride with him a few miles back. What a jerk. He stole all my money I had; almost three hundred dollars, and still wanted me to pay for a ride. If you could get my money back for me, that would be great.”
“Give her the money you stole right now and hurry.” Greybeard spoke softly; his eyes held the guy’s attention as he reached down, pulling his jeans up while at the same time pulling a wad of money out of his pocket. The guy reached his hand out as the woman quickly took the cash from him, backing quickly away to stand by the lady behind the counter. There was something deep within Greybeard's gaze that told this man he would not put up with any of his bullshit. He was different somehow, yet the guy didn’t have time to dwell on it as Greybeard leaned into whisper in his ear. 
“Remember my face in case you cross my path again. The next time I won’t be so nice. I hate people like you.” With a quick pivot, Greybeard put the man in a sleeper hold, slowly dropping him to the floor where he left him lying.
Greybeard tilted his cowboy hat toward the lady behind the counter, asking her if she’d be ok till her son got there. He knew this creep would wake up. He just didn’t know how long it would take. He had used the sleeper hold before but had never stood around to time the outcome.
She nodded toward the door. “You go on now, you can give this girl a lift to the next truck stop. There’s one up the way a couple hundred miles. My son should be here any minute now. I got my best friend here aimed right at that troublemaker; if he does anything except run out that door upon waking up, I will drop him in his spot. He doesn’t want to be here when my boy gets here. What’s your name, young man? Thank you for your help. I don’t get too many now adays that want to get involved. They all turn the other way.”
“My names Douglas Greyson; they call me Greybeard mam. It’s been a pleasure meeting you.”
He turned to walk out the door, hesitating as he realized the girl still stood there routed in place.
“If you want a ride
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