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A HEROIC RESCUE
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Julia needed help and quickly. She looked out towards the sidewalk and saw Talbot walking by. With a sigh of relief, she hailed him. “Sheriff! Thank goodness you’re here!” There was definite anguish in her voice and Talbot rushed up beside her. She was the teacher’s aide and had all the children outside for the morning while the teachers were having a meeting. “What’s the problem?” “Toby came in the playground, snatched Emma from the sandbox and took her across the street I saw him run towards that house.” She pointed towards a home that was for sale across from the school. The sound of wailing caused Talbot to look down at Little Martha who was holding onto Julia’s leg and crying her heart out. Emma was her friend and the two were inseparable. 

Talbot sprang into action. Calling in Joe he explained the situation. Joe promised he would be there in a moment as backup. While waiting for Joe’s arrival he checked around the outside. It was possible that Toby was hiding in back. Not finding any sign of footprints, broken branches or torn clothes in the brambles around the perimeter he checked for an open or loose window. The squad car came racing up sirens wailing. Joe joined Talbot as he came around near the front porch. Talbot leapt onto the  porch and was pounding on the door. Getting no answer he tried the knob. Locked. Looking inside he saw that the place was unoccupied. He tested the basement windows and finding one not only unlocked but that swung easily he turned to Joe. “I’ll crawl in and see where he’s taken her. You stay here in case he tries to escape.” 

The window was opened wide so that Talbot climbed in easily. Dropping down he asked Joe to grab a flashlight and toss it down to him. Handing it down he watched as Talbot swept the basement and found a wet footmark in the cement. He climbed the stairs to search the house. 

Joe knew all about Toby and found it strange he would have taken Emma. He was a well-known vagabond of the town. Nobody knew where he lived or if he even had ever had a home. He roamed the streets, scrounged what food he could from garbage cans or handouts and didn’t seem to have a care in the world. He was affable and approachable and had always seemed so friendly that his taking of Emma was unusual and worrying.

Inside the house Talbot was going from room to room calling out to Toby to come out and bring Emma. Talbot slowed his walking. His shoes were echoing in the empty house so that if Toby moved to another room the sound was lost in his footsteps. He waited to hear if there was any movement. Yes! He could hear it. Toby was moving from room to room avoiding discovery. Talbot took off his shoes and padded around in his thick socks. Following the sounds he made his way to the second floor. Toby was quickly running out of places to hide. It wouldn’t be long now before he was cornered. Walking as quietly as he could manage he peered into the master bedroom, he could see Toby in the corner with Emma. He approached slowly with hands out, speaking calmly and softly. He didn’t want to startle Toby into doing something desperate.

Talbot was within arm’s reach of Toby when he suddenly picked up Emma and bolted. Flying past him, Talbot tried to grab him but his hands clutched only air. Toby was too fast for him. “Damn it!” he cried out in exasperation.  He pulled the brick and called Joe while running to the door, “He’s trying to escape, when he comes through the window grab him and hold him. Don’t let him get past you! I’m on my way to assist.” Joe stationed himself so that if Toby leapt for the window he could grab him by the scruff of the neck and hold on with everything he had. Talbot rushed out the front door still in his socks and joined Joe at the window. 

Sure enough, Toby could be heard racing down the stairs and once in view they saw his dramatic leap for the window still holding Emma. Once cleared of the window Joe and Talbot leapt onto Toby pinning him down and grabbed Emma away from him. Her dress was torn but other than that she seemed to have suffered no ill effects from her abduction. While Joe wrestled the dog into the squad car Talbot brought Emma back to Martha and Julia. 

Martha let out a scream of joy at the sight of her friend. Emma though silent was smiling and her eyes sparkled. Julia hugged Talbot for rescuing Martha’s companion from Toby’s clutches. Talbot was sympathetic regarding Toby’s actions, “I think the dog was just looking for a friend. He wasn’t hurting her he was just lonely. We’ll go to the general store and get him a doll of his own. Then he won’t need to steal children’s toys anymore.” 
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OUR TOWN
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Rocky Stone kissed Agnes goodbye, bent down to kiss Mary and headed to his office. Since it was a nice cool morning he decided to walk. He’d gone back to living in his old home on the outskirts of town for a while. They were redecorating the place instead of trying to change it into a weekend camping site. Walking down the rutted road that led into town he pulled out his notebook and pen. Fill in ruts so Agnes can drive her car without bottoming. He kept the book out as he approached the town. He had a collection of notes from walking around since the tornado had hit. 

“Morning George.” He called out as he passed George Reed. George was so old he could have been around when the town began. He was a veteran of WWII and one of the original Morgan’s Marauders. A sharpshooter who could clip the wings off a fly in his youth. Once he had retired he found he didn’t like doing nothing and had asked the mayor for a job. He had been offered the position of street sweeper. That had been 10 years ago and he was still on the job a little bent, a little grayer but still enjoying being outside with a place to go and people to talk to. Before the sun broke George was out with his small broom and dustbin sweeping up the curb trash. The town had considered buying a sweeper truck at one time but the thought of doing George out of his position stayed their hands. 

Passing the lot that had held Morgan and Agnes’s and eventually Agnes and his old home was a heartbreaking sight. The home had been destroyed leaving a plot of rubble. Morgan had told them to sell it and not to try and rebuild it. “You can’t rebuild a lifetime of memories by putting in a new place. Once they’re gone they’re gone,” So the lot was being cleaned out and whatever memories had survived had been transferred between Rocky’s old home, the Snow House and Morgan and Julia’s home. To the right he could follow the path the tornado had carved through town. In a cul-de-sac he could see the chain link fence surrounding homes being demolished. Trucks and scoopers were sitting waiting to finish what the tornado had begun. 

In the heart of town a few buildings were still boarded up from damaging high winds. Most had put the boards up early at Sheriff Talbots recommendation, those who decided it was too much trouble ended with broken glass and water damage losing a lot of money as well as business until repairs could be made and new stock installed. It was a question whether the buildings themselves would need to be rebuilt. If so the former occupants would probably move or shut down completely. Rocky sat on a bench across from the bank and outside the courthouse and waited for the sun to rise. 

This was one of his favorite times of day and he usually either spent it here on this bench where he could watch the sun’s rays bounce off the windows changing the look of everything like a movie or at the lake outside of town. That huge lake had some of the best tasting fish he’d ever had. The lake was off limits for fishing from March to early June so that the fish could recover. The locals knew this and respected the restrictions, anyone fishing during the off time was guaranteed to be an outsider and would be hoofed out of town by the locals. You just don’t mess with a town’s fishing spot, ever!

He watched as the sun broke through the clouds, its beams showing red gold and reflecting off the windows casting deep shadows amongst the panels of light. Rocky rose, stretched and headed to work. As he passed the general store he waived as they got things ready to open. All up and down the street folks called out a greeting to each other as doors were flung open and wooden wedges inserted to keep them open. As Rocky passed the butcher shop he looked down and laughed at their door brick. Someone with a sense of humor had wrapped it in butcher paper and put instructions on how to cook it. “Place in the oven at 350 degrees for five hundred and thirty two days until tender. Baste occasionally.” He’d seen it hundreds of times but still got tickled by it. He was always on the look out for those personal touches people put into their places that folks rarely noticed. It added fun to search for them and once discovered to pass the word around about some fun little item someone had placed in an out of the way spot. 

He went into the Co-op to get something for the candy dish in his office. Some of the people in the Civic Counsel building brought their children in before school and he had made sure there was always something available for them if they came up to see him. They usually did. Looking over the selection he asked for a bag of jelly fruit slices and some chocolate kisses. The kisses were for him. 

Arriving at the Civic building he got a drink of water from the fountain then watered the potted plant next to it. The receptionist’s desk was clean and tidy but by the middle of the day it would be full of files, papers, notes and other miscellaneous things from which she could immediately pull anything he needed with a minimum of effort. Somehow she always was able to arrange everything so that her desk was neat and tidy by the end of the day. Entering his office he opened the curtains and the windows, filled the candy dish, made a pot of coffee and checked his calendar. It was going to be a busy day. Not many meetings but lots of progress to check on. As he wrote out things he needed to discuss with various offices he noticed Morgan standing in the doorway waiting. 

“Sorry to disturb you but I was hoping to squeeze a few moments before you started running around.” Rocky pushed his notes aside and indicated Morgan to sit. “I don’t understand why you wait outside like that, just come on in and sit down like you did when I was sheriff. It’s just a different office but I’m still the same guy.” Morgan helped himself to a coffee and relaxed into a deep leather chair. 

“Rocky I’m planning on retiring at the beginning of next year. Josh has pretty much got the place sewn up and the events locked down. I really want to spend more time with Julia and the family. In the meantime, I’d like to work three days a week if that’s alright. I’ll put in whatever time that’s needed when we’re having an event but Josh handles most of the advertising since it’s his specialty.” Rocky chuckled, he could never get used to Morgan, his father in law, being deferent. He was relieved that at least he still called him Rocky and not Mayor Stone. “Sounds good dad, I know Agnes would love to see you more often and Mary can’t get enough of you.” Morgan breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks Rock, I’ll get to my office and let Josh know.” 

Rocky watched Morgan depart with concern mingled with affection. He was glad Morgan was finally taking things easier. Agnes had been on him for a while to visit more often even if it was just to talk over coffee and cake. He got up and looked out the window.  

The squad car with Joe at the wheel passed on his run around town. There was something purposeful in the way he was driving and a fixed expression on his face that made Rocky suspect that he was headed either to the Hot Dog Hut or to see his wife, probably both. Down the street, Sheriff Talbot walked with long purposeful strides keeping an eye on things. He was holding a letter clenched tightly in his hand. To Rocky, who knew him well, it either meant that the letter had something upsetting or that it was something he was very eager though unsure about. Watching more carefully he decided it was something he was unsure about. If that was the case it was possible he was heading over to see him. 

Talbot arrived and stood in the doorway. Ever since Rocky had been elected Mayor he felt oddly uneasy when visiting. As an old friend and the current sheriff Rocky’s office was always open to him but he feared that he was disturbing Rocky on something that was unimportant. He knew that Rocky was doing a lot of damage control and rebuilding not only from the Tornado but from the corruption of the previous mayor. 

Rocky turned as he heard steps walking up the stairs and beckoned him in. Looking at Rocky sitting on the edge of the desk in a blue work shirt and faded jeans made Talbot feel more comfortable. He knew that hanging in a closet was a blue suit that Rocky only wore when there were formal meetings or when important people were coming. During normal times he wore casual clothes and looked pretty much like everyone else. He was, as he called it “a working mayor”. He greeted Talbot warmly as old friends and past partners should. “Hi Talbot, it’s good to see you. I was thinking about dropping down to the office later and see if you wanted to get some lunch.” Talbot relaxed, Rocky and he were still close and being mayor hadn’t changed anything. 

“Rock, I got a letter and I don’t know what to do about it. It’s from Greenville up north. They want me to become sheriff. They’re a small town too with about five thousand people in a hilly area. The whole place is only about 4 miles square. There is a County Sheriff for Licking County so I’d just be responsible for my little piece.” Rocky walked around and thought, “Sounds like you’d be on your own for a place that small. You’d have county backup but you’re looking at times when you’re dealing with plenty of downtime. It might be nice since you’d probably have more time with Makayla and Larry. Have you taken a trip there?” “Yeah and it’s nice and quiet. I spoke to the current sheriff, Sheriff Coltrain. He says he spends a lot of time at the schools talking to the kids so they know him and aren’t afraid to come to him in case of trouble. He does plenty of walking around or rides a bike instead of the squad car unless it’s winter. I don’t have a clue what he’d do if he had to take a criminal in while riding the bike.” 

Rocky sat behind his desk and relaxed. “Sounds like a pleasant place. Kind of like being R.O.A.D. (This is a military acronym for Retired On Active Duty). “Yeah and that’s what got me concerned. I like it here. We get enough action to keep us alert. I go there and I’m liable to get lazy and sloppy. Besides, who would step in here? Joe’s an alright deputy but I wouldn’t want him as sheriff yet. Don’t get me wrong he wouldn’t do a bad job but he’s still just a kid at heart. He needs a guiding hand to keep him straight.” 

Rocky leaned forward and clasped his hands. “Talbot I can’t tell if you want this or not. One second you’re trying to find your replacement and the next you’re already worried about getting lazy at Greenville. Come on and level with me. What do you, and if I know you correctly, more importantly what does Makayla want.” “She wants us to take it.” Talbot said it almost guiltily with his head lowered. “But what do we do about town?”

Rocky gave this careful consideration and looked up some information in the town charter. When he found what he was looking for he turned the book around and grinned. “Look here, in times of emergency the town council president acts as the mayor with the rest of the civic council as the government heads. Basically, it’s what already is happening. I’m just the visionary who looks at the big picture, but Frank can do it just as well if I have to step down and go back to sheriffing. Talbot, are you sure this is what you want?” 

Talbot went to the window and looked out over the town he called home. The one that welcomed them with open arms. He loved this place, but he wanted to spend more time with family. There he could do it and still do a damn good job. True he’d be on his own but he’d done it before and in a lot bigger area too. He turned around solemnly, “Rocky, I do want this. I feel bad about it though, kind of like I’m letting this town down since they voted me in!” “Well, will they allow you to wait for the next election? It’s not for another three years or do they want you right away. If needed I can ask for a special election just for sheriff or move Frank up temporarily here and I’ll work with Joe?” 

Talbot got out the letter and reread a portion. “They want to just appoint me at the end of this year. Sheriff Coltrain is willing to wait until then, so I still have some time here. Think folks would understand?” Rocky came over and led Talbot out to lunch. “Pal, they’ll want what’s best for you. They’ll always appreciate what you’ve done already and understand your reasons for wanting to move.”

Sitting in the diner over roast beef open face sandwiches Rocky pondered on the significance of them needing to appoint a sheriff when the town was only 4 miles wide. Surely the county sheriff would be sufficient. Later when he checked on Licking County he saw he was far wrong, the county was much larger than what Talbot was responsible for here. Plus, while there were plenty of farms the farmland was closer together and on the edge of the town. He looked over at his former deputy wistfully. It had been an interesting first meeting and not one Rocky had enjoyed at first. It took a slugfest between them to get the anger out of Talbot and bring him round. Since then, Talbot and he had been as tight as brothers. Makayla and Agnes were practically sisters and were constantly seen together. It felt like breaking up a family, but he’d never say it out loud. If this was what Talbot needed and wanted then he’d do whatever he must to support him.  

Joe passed, saw them in the diner, screeched to a halt, parked and dove inside. “Hey fellas, what’s for lunch, that looks good!” He waived over the waitress and ordered the same. Sitting with Rocky and Talbot Joe was happy as a kid in a candy store. Just as quickly he grew gloomy, “I stopped off and checked in with Jacob at the garage. He’s losing heart working there on his own. I know things have been busy. It seems he just doesn’t have it in him to do it full time all on his lonesome. I don’t know what to do. I never had any problem working it by myself. I can’t tell if he’s just lazy or he’s really just not up to the job.” He hesitated then spoke his fear softly, “I think he wants to quit.” He looked over at Talbot pleadingly, “if he quits I’ve got to go back to working there full time. I lose that place and I’ve lost everything. 

When his lunch came he ate quietly and kept looking down the side street where his business was, his eyes swimming in a lake of unshed tears.  Talbot put an arm around him, “Tell you what, it’s slow this time of the month. We don’t have any major events coming for another two. Why don’t you be on call if I need you and you go back to the garage for a month or so and get things with your cousin sorted out. At the end of the month call me and let me know how we stand. I won’t hold it against you if you’ve got to go back to working there. Oh, you’re still on the payroll since I’ve asked you to be on call once in a while. Will that help you out?” 

Joe’s tears were brimming over ready to flood the diner. His garage meant the world to him since it was his only connection to his dead father. He finished up and thanked Talbot at least twenty times before bursting out and running down the street. He stopped, ran back and tossed Talbot the keys to the squad car and his badge he had left his sidearm in the glove compartment. Putting on a burst of speed he suddenly leapt up and clicked his heels then ran even faster. Talbot shook his head, “Now I know why he’s never bought a new car and just drives around in that old truck. His truck won’t go above 40 and with that kind of energy he’d be speeding everywhere and getting ticket after ticket with a hot rod.” 

Rocky agreed, “Talbot, I think you might want to hit Josh up on helping out if Joe can’t do it. He’s beginning to have too much time on his hands and is feeling guilty. Between him and Morgan they’ve got these events sewed up and everything is set out in a continuity book. A call is all it takes to set everything in motion then all they do is check on the progress. It’s odd to say but they might have done too good of a job!” “I’ve even set up a continuity book for the mayor’s office. I don’t understand why they’ve never had one before.”

Talbot laughed, “Careful buddy, you’re being pretty damned efficient too. You may be doing yourself out of a job as well.” Rocky grinned and thought that it wouldn’t be a bad thing if he did. Imagine a town so well run it didn’t require anything more than a part time mayor as long as the civic council was working well. The more he considered it the better it sounded. The town liked things the way things were. They wanted to keep it the same for the future. That meant things in town took minimal planning. It was already done, even the events. There couldn’t be many more or the calendar would become overloaded and the town bogged down. The place needed time for maintenance and a little peace and quiet. 

Talbot finished his lunch and got ready to head back out pensively tossing the keys to the squad car in his hand. “Want to do a run with me?”. Rocky took a last swallow of coffee, rose and dived for the squad car. When Talbot let him in Rocky looked as excited to go for a ride as his dog Tucker did when he took him out in the truck. Driving around town was like turning back the clock. The two friends chatted about things happening in town, what people were talking about and what they wanted. Both men had pretty much heard the same concerns, and each had a way of handling things that made people happy. Rocky and Talbot both preferred the hands on approach rather than to call others in. 

“You know Talbot, for a lot of the things people see me about all I have to do is pick up a phone but I realized recently that I needed to go back to visiting people in person. A phone call makes it seem like an order, visiting in person makes it a request. It has made a big difference once I went back to going to their office. It changes the dynamics.” Talbot was interested, “How’s that?” “If I call the office I am the one with the authority, if I visit them in their office I’m
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