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Sixty-six-year-old Wally Tanner, shirtless and wearing boxer shorts, gazed into the medicine cabinet above the bathroom sink, contemplating his options.

“Are we having sex tonight?” he shouted through the open doorway into the master bedroom where Mary lay on the queen size bed in her nightgown, skimming through the channels on the television set, Pete cuddled up by her side.

“I don’t know,” she replied with a shrug, “Are we?”

Wally sighed, “I’m up for it if you are.”

“Well,” she stated half-heartedly, “I suppose I could get in the mood.  Why, are you thinking about popping a Viagra?”

“Nah,” said Wally, “Another prednisone.  My right hip’s been killing me today.”

Mary rolled her eyes, “Maybe we should just stick to a movie tonight.”

Wally nodded self-assuredly, closing the medicine cabinet, “Works for me.”

He stared at his reflection momentarily, his protruding belly, skinny arms and gaunt shoulders, “I’ve got to get off this damn prednisone.  I’m starting to look like my dad.”

He clicked off the bathroom light and walked into the bedroom, slipping on a t-shirt before jumping into the bed next to Mary, with Pete lying in-between them.

“Don’t worry,” Mary assured him, “You still got it.”

Wally grinned, giving Mary a peck on the cheek, “Thanks.”

Mary continued to scroll through the movie options available on Roku, “What are ya in the mood for?”

He shrugged, “Something light, a comedy maybe.”

“There’s lots of free Easter stuff available still,” said Mary, “Peter Rabbit?  Easter Parade?”

“Ehhh, I don’t know,” Wally replied, “I had such high expectations for Easter this year, and not one of those hopes materialized.”

“I’m sorry,” said Mary, “Maybe next Good Friday we can do the pilgrimage with Isabel and all the others.”

“Yeah, maybe,” Wally sighed, “At least Maya and Jake got to experience it, even if none of the others felt safe making the ten-mile trek across the border.”

“Sounds like they’re adjusting well to their new lifestyle,” Mary noted.

Wally nodded, “Yeah, they seem rather content living in Isabel’s casita, although apparently Maya spends most of her time in Isabel’s house, preparing herbal concoctions and providing faith healing services to their clientele.”

Mary grinned, “Our cute little bruja.”

Wally smiled, “She certainly took to it, didn’t she?”

“She certainly did, like a fish to water.”

“Yep,” Wally affirmed, “And Jake seems happy with their move as well; started teaching that class at the college up in Deming a few nights a week, and has even begun work on his next novel, another dystopian AI sci-fi adventure.”

“He got our rent check, I take it,” asked Mary.

“Yeah, it finally arrived,” Wally confirmed, “He asked if we wouldn’t mind using VENMO in the future, though.  I told him that’d be fine.”

“I still can’t believe he’s only charging us $825 a month for his two-bedroom, twelve hundred square foot home.”

“No doubt,” said Wally, “that’s only two hundred a month more than what I was paying for my closet-sized studio.”

Mary laughed, “That place was a closet!”

Wally nodded, patting Pete’s head, “Indeed it was.”

“How’s your novel coming along?” she asked.

Wally shrugged, “Ehhh, still kinda dragging my feet on the editing process.”

“I’d imagine with your rheumatoid arthritis flaring up in your hands that it can’t be too pleasant typing away on a laptop,” Mary surmised.

“Yeah, that’s part of the problem,” Wally sighed.

“What’s the other part,” she inquired.

“I don’t know, I guess I just thought that we’d be beyond all the craziness by now, that something big was going to go down over Easter that would rock the world.”

“The big shebang,” Mary suggested, borrowing Maya’s term.

“Yeah, that!” replied Wally with a heavy sigh, “But instead here we are, attacking Iran yet again on behalf of Israel, after deposing the leader of Venezuela for their oil and gold, all while starving out the Cubans until they repent from their socialist ways.”  He shook his head in disgust, “Not to mention that our immigration agents are now blatantly murdering our own citizens on our streets with complete impunity.”

“So, you’re still worried about potential retribution then?”

Wally nodded, “Yeah, I am.  I mean it seems like we’re only a few steps away from reviving the House Un-American Activities Committee.  Not exactly a warm, fuzzy climate for us ‘leftist vermin’ writers.”

“Has it really gotten that bad?” she asked.

“Yes, it has,” he stated emphatically, “They’ve even started to implement NSPM-7, at least according to the word on the streets.”

“What’s that?”

“The seventh National Security Presidential Memorandum,” replied Wally, “It was signed last fall and classifies anti-fascist activities as domestic terrorism, and considers non-profit social activism to be organized political violence.”

Mary shook her head despondently, “I can’t believe I once supported that guy.”

“A lot of people feel that way now,” Wally replied, “At least you didn’t vote for him this last go-round, or in 2020 for that matter.”

She shrugged, “Yeah, I didn’t vote at all in 2020, and voted for her in ‘24.”

Wally gave her an approving smile, “You know, probably the worst thing about NSPM-7 is that it created a Joint Task Force of various government agencies that target groups and individuals who engage in ‘anti-American, anti-capitalist or anti-Christian’ rhetoric or activities.”

“Jesus!” Mary declared, “so much for the first amendment.”

“Yeah, exactly,” Wally replied, “And my latest novel, and at least two of my prior self-published novels aren’t exactly gung-ho about Big C capitalism.”

She grinned, “You and that socialist.”

Wally shrugged, “Neither of us are against small c capitalism, family restaurants and stores and such, but these enormous profit-driven beasts have gotten totally out of hand.  It’s like they’ve completely taken over our economic and political landscape, the two merging into one.”

Mary nodded, “You mean like the corporation that is insisting on building their AI data center here in Tucson, even after our city council voted against it.”

“Yeah, exactly!  They answer to no-one, except maybe the president and his small group of henchmen and technocrats, but he’s their biggest supporter, and vice versa.”

“Quite the shit show; isn’t it,” said Mary.

“Yes, it is,” Wally sighed, “and unfortunately nobody is coming to the rescue, at least not yet.  And in the meantime, I’ve got at least three novels out there that could potentially get me thrown into some foreign gulag.”

Mary sighed, taking his hand, “I’m sorry, Wally, that’s a hard place to be.  Could you back out of the publishing deal at this point?”

He shrugged, “Perhaps. I’d have to return their ten-thousand-dollar advance, however.”

“Well, if it’d give you peace of mind, it might just be worth it.  And you can always just unpublish your other books for the time being.”

“Thanks, Mary,” said Wally, “for validating my feelings.”

She leaned over and kissed his cheek, “You bet.  It’s only money after all.”

“Yeah, that’s true; it is only money.”  He took a deep breath, “I’m glad we had this chat.  It really helped actually.”

“Good,” Mary stated, resuming her channel scrolling activities, finally coming upon a movie of interest.

“Ooohh,” she suddenly exclaimed, “what about this one?”

Wally looked at the highlighted movie and smiled, “Have you seen it before?”

“Ages ago,” Mary replied.

“It’s one of my favorites, actually,” said Wally, “based on the novel of the same name written by my favorite author and fellow democratic socialist, John Nichols.”

Mary smiled, “Alrighty then, The Milagro Beanfield War it is.”

As Mary broke out her credit card to pay for the flick, Wally got Pete outside quick and nuked up a bag of popcorn.

When he returned to the bedroom, he found Mary waiting patiently, a stack of pillows behind her.

“Don’t worry, I paused it,” she assured him.

“Oh good,” Wally stated, “I just love the opening scene!”

As the three of them snuggled back up on the bed together, Mary pressed play, unleashing the mystical, magical entrance of the coyote angel, who is swept into the fictional small northern New Mexico village of Milagro on a dust devil in the pre-dawn hours.

As the credits roll, the elderly, bearded Hispanic angel, sporting a large sombrero and holding an accordion in his hands, dances about the mountainous high desert terrain on the outskirts of town, finally arriving upon the old, dilapidated adobe dwelling of Amarante Cordova, a highly spirited old man, who in spite of his many ailments, simply refuses to die.

Upon spotting the coyote angel outside, who Amarante assumes has come to take him home, the stubborn old man defiantly declares that he is not even sick.  The coyote angel tries to assure him that he’s actually come to help, while rather prophetically declaring that it is his town that’s dying, being confronted by the inevitable pressures of economic growth and development.

Wally sighed, “Every time I watch that opening scene, I feel inspired to move back to Taos.”

Mary smiled, “Why don’t we?”

Wally shrugged, “Can’t afford it.”
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​A House Built on Sand
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Maya stood up and dusted off her jeans, after kneeling cautiously in Isabel’s garden for a good hour or more, performing her weeding chores, “I need a glass of that iced tea.”

“You read my mind,” Jake stated, tying off the bag of Maya’s discards that he’d been gathering up as she tossed them onto the lawn.

As Jake entered Isabel’s home to grab the pitcher from the refrigerator and a couple of glasses, Maya took a seat at the picnic table to admire her work.  It looked pretty darn good, she thought.  She took off her straw hat and set it aside.

Jake soon re-emerged from the house, setting the glasses down on the picnic table and filling them up, before grabbing a seat across from Maya.

“The garden looks great,” he declared, glancing around.

Maya smiled and lifted her glass, “Cheers.”

They clinked glasses and then took a good, long and refreshing drink.

“Was Isabel up?” Maya asked.

Jake shook his head, “Nope, not a sign of her.”

She sighed, “She’s been sleeping in more and more of late, hope she’s okay.”

Jake shrugged, “I think she’s probably just very relieved to finally have some young bodies around the house to help with all the chores.  I mean she will be turning 80 this year.”

“I suppose,” said Maya, “But if she’s not up by ten, I’m going to go check on her.”

Jake nodded, taking another drink of his iced tea, “I get the feeling that both she and Wally were a bit disappointed that nothing of any major significance happened over Easter, at least nothing tangible.”

“Yeah, I agree,” said Maya, “They’ve both seemed a little down since then.”

She shrugged, “Can’t say I blame them.”

“Will this hell never end?” Jake declared with a grin.

Maya shook her head, “You’d think it has to at some point.”

“Yeah,” said Jake. “Well, at least the heavy troop presence along this stretch of the border finally dissipated.”

“After they set their sights on Venezuela and Iran,” she noted.

Jake sighed, “I guess you can only invade so many countries at once.”

Maya rolled her eyes, taking another drink of her tea.

“I’ve gotta say, though,” said Jake, “I’m very happy with our decision to take Isabel up on her offer.”

Maya smiled, “I am too.  I just love it down here!”

Jake nodded, “It’s like we finally got off the carousel, and found our bearings once more.”

“Definitely,” said Maya, “I feel much more grounded now.”

“I know,” Jake replied, “I hardly ever look at my cell phone anymore.”

“I still wish Isabel would let us pay her some rent for the casita, though,” Maya added.

“I finally talked her into letting us pay the predial tax on her property for the year,” said Jake.

“How much will that be?” asked Maya.

He shrugged, “five hundred bucks or so.”

Maya sighed, “I think she feels guilty about not being able to pay me more for my services.”

Jake shrugged, “Her clients don’t really pay her all that much, do they?”

Maya shook her head, “Not much at all, if anything.  Frequently it’s more of a barter type of deal, a dozen eggs here - a gallon of goat milk there.”

Jake smiled, “It’s just so different down here, so much more laid back.”

Maya nodded, “Yeah, it is.  No more of that keeping up with the Joneses b.s.”

“Yeah,” said Jake, “I really think they’ve got it right.”

“Me too,” said Maya. “I remember Wally once telling me that if Jesus had a preferred nation, it’d probably be somewhere like Mexico; That because of our wealth and power, most U.S. residents see us as having some type of ‘favored nation’ status with God.  But in reality, when you really look at Christ’s teachings about living simply and peacefully, about not storing up the treasures of earth, but caring for those in need, it’d actually probably be some poor Latin American or African nation that Jesus would view more fondly.”

“Hmmm,” Jake replied, “that Wally, he’s one deep thinker.”

Maya smiled, “I’ll drink to that.”

Just then Isabel walked out the door in her robe and slippers, a hot cup of coffee in her hand, “Buenos Dias!”

“Good morning,” Maya replied with a smile.

Isabel grabbed a seat next to Maya, “You two are up early.”

Jake looked at his watch, “It’s nine thirty.”

“No,” she stated in disbelief, prompting Jake to show her his watch.

She smiled and shrugged, “I guess the battery must have died in my clock.”

Jake grinned, “Don’t worry, Isabel, I’ll change it for you.”

She patted his hand, “Thank you, Jacob.”

Maya looked at Jake, grinning, “The only other person who called him that was his grandmother, while he was growing up.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Isabel, “I’ll stick to Jake.”

Jake shook his head, “No, please, I like it actually, at least when you say it, or when my grandmother used to. It was her husband’s name, my grandfather.”

“It’s a lovely name,” Isabel stated, “with quite a rich history behind it.  Is your family Jewish?”

Jake nodded, “My grandparents were devout practicing Jews, my parents were as well, to a degree, but I’ve kind of drifted away from it all.”

“Not a believer, are you?” Isabel inquired.

He shrugged, “When I see all the suffering around me, it really makes me struggle with the concept of a loving Deity.”

Isabel nodded, “Yes, it does make one wonder sometimes, doesn’t it.  Do you know the story of Jacob in the Old Testament?”

Jake nodded, “He was the patriarch of the twelve tribes of Israel, his adopted name.”

She nodded, “And do you know the meaning of the name, Israel?”

Jake shook his head.

“It means one who struggles with God,” she replied with a smile.

Jake felt a sudden jolt within him, a mystical stirring deep in his heart.  His eyes soon began to moisten.

“Wow,” he stated, “that certainly hit home.”

“Oh, my goodness,” said Maya, “I think you may have finally cracked his cynical outer layer.”

Jake laughed, wiping a few tears from his cheeks, “Well, I wouldn’t go that far, but something to ponder none-the-less.”

“Sometimes when the eggshell cracks,” said Isabel, “something new and beautiful emerges.”

Jake grinned, “And other times, it just gets scrambled.”

Isabel laughed. “Oh Jacob,” she sighed, “You are indeed a treasure.”

She took another sip of her coffee, “Have you heard from Wally?”

Maya nodded, “He called us last week to check-in.”

“Oh?  How is he?”

Maya sighed, “Well, his vestibular condition that you healed last fall...”

“That God healed, my dear,” Isabel clarified.

Maya smiled, “Yes, sorry, that God healed, is doing well.  But now his rheumatoid arthritis is flaring up again.  His rheumatologist put him on a daily dose of prednisone.”

“Oh my, poor Wally,” said Isabel.

“I know,” replied Maya, “it’s just one thing after another with him.”

Isabel nodded, “I had another dream about him last night.  He was walking Pete through the desert, his walking stick in hand. They were enjoying the beautiful scenery all around them, but unbeknownst to him, something dark and menacing was following them, lurking in the shadows.  Although Wally couldn’t see it, thankfully, Peter could.  He turned and began barking at it, and it soon disappeared.”

“His seeing spirit dog,” Jake interjected.

“What’s that, my dear?” Isabel inquired.

“A term that Mary coined a decade or more ago,” said Maya.  “Apparently in his first incarnation Pete had once let Wally know that there was a dark presence lurking about his crown chakra one night at work.  When Mary came over to his studio house the following morning to help Wally with clearing and protecting exercises, she said that Pete was his ‘seeing spirit dog’.”

Isabel smiled, “Wally and Pete, those two have quite a connection. It’s uncanny really. So, you knew about his reincarnation then?”

Maya nodded, “I met the original Pete after I moved in next door to Wally back in 2021.  He was such a sweet and beautiful old soul.  I just felt terrible for Wally when he passed on.”

She shrugged, “And then I met the new version of Pete shortly after Wally returned to Tucson from New Mexico about a year ago.  But I didn’t know about the whole reincarnation story until last October, after we all came down to visit you.”

Isabel sighed, “The connection they have.  So much love there.”

“So,” said Jake, “Do you think these dark entities have something to do with all the health problems that Wally has been having?”

Isabel nodded, “I’m sure of it.  I think it has something to do with his writing, like they’re trying to prevent him from sharing his stories.”

“His books certainly are a bit critical of the prevailing economic and political systems,” noted Jake.

“For sure,” concurred Maya, “He told me once before that he has tried to write less confrontational novels, but they just don’t turn out right.”

Isabel smiled, “It’s the peaceful warrior spirit within him, that can’t sit idly by while so many others suffer.”

Maya shrugged, “I think they’re finally getting to him though.  Last week he said that he was thinking about un-publishing his novels again, even returning his ten-thousand-dollar advance.”

Isabel shook her head dismissively, “He’s just blowing off steam, giving himself permission to do so in order to lessen his anxiety.”

“So, you don’t think he’ll do it then?” asked Jake.

“Not a chance,” Isabel stated.

Maya sighed, “Well, maybe he can at least tone it down a bit, quit referring to the U.S. as a house built on sand.”

Isabel laughed, “Oh, that Wally.”

“Why, what does it mean?” Jake asked.

“It’s from the last passage of the Sermon on the Mount,” said Maya, feeling rather proud of herself for knowing so.

“Yes indeed,” said Isabel, “it is the passage where Jesus states that those who refuse to abide by his teachings are like a foolish builder who builds his house on sand.  When the storm finally hits, the house is shaken from its foundation, falling with a mighty crash.”

She sighed, “Such is the fate of all empires in time, I suppose.”
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Wally slowly drove his twenty-year-old F-150 down the dirt alleyway leading to his prior rental.  He pulled the truck into the dirt lot in front of his former two-hundred square foot studio, and cut the engine, putting on the parking brake.

He climbed out and took a good long look at the place, the old converted single car garage that had been his home during his first year back in Tucson.  He smiled fondly, whispering under his breath, “Everything within arm’s reach.”

He had paid rent through the end of the month, finishing off his one-year lease, and was scheduled to meet with his former landlord, Jim, the following day to turn in the keys and get his deposit back.  He had a change of address form all filled out, but hadn’t dropped it off at the Post Office quite yet.

He unlocked the front door and looked inside, grinning, “Good Lord this place is small.”

He walked inside and meandered about; giving the place a final once over to see if any further cleaning was necessary before his meeting with Jim.

He touched up the tiny sink in the kitchenette, buffing out some water stains with a paper towel.  He did likewise with the bathroom mirror, and flushed the toilet once more to freshen the bowl.  The shower had some soap scum stains, but they were there before Wally had moved in, so he wasn’t too worried about it.

He went back into the main room, wiping down the small side-window pane with a damp paper towel, before buffing out a few streaks on the small front door window, and dusting off the blinds.

He opened the front door and sighed, gazing about the tiny home, shrugging, “Looks good to me.”

Just then he heard the side gate opening, leading to the walled-in backyard of the main house in front of his former studio, also a rental owned by Jim.

“Wally!” a familiar voice abruptly stated.

Wally turned to see his former neighbor approaching, “Hi, Clint!”

Clint reached out and shook his hand, “How ya been?”

Wally shrugged, “Can’t complain.”

Clint looked cautiously around, “Can I come in?”

Wally nodded, stepping to the side, “Sure.”

Clint entered the small studio, quickly closing the door behind him.

Wally furrowed his brow, “What’s going on?”

“Oh man,” Clint sighed, “You’re not going to believe what went down this morning around here while I was out back doing yard work.”

“What happened?” Wally asked with concern.

“Well,” said Clint, “Jim was here earlier, checking things out a bit before your meeting with him tomorrow.”

Wally nodded, “And?”

Clint again sighed, shaking his head, “Holy shit, man.  It was just unreal.”

“What was?” Wally prompted.

“While he was here, walking about the property, with his truck parked where yours is, three large SUV’s pulled up and parked in the dirt lot, blocking him in.”

“Like the black one that used to come around here last year?” Wally asked pensively.

“Nah,” said Clint, “These were silver, and they didn’t have government plates.”

“What did they want?”

Clint shrugged, “I think they confused Jim for you, because, you know, he’s kinda tall and grey, like you, but with a full head of hair and no beard.”

“Oh shit,” Wally asked, “what happened?”

“Well, so they started harassing him. You know, pushing him around and shit.”

“How did Jim react?”

“Initially he fought back, but they finally overpowered him, face planted him on the hood of his truck and handcuffed him.”

“Fuck’n eh,” Wally declared in disbelief.

“Yeah,” said Clint, “That’s when I intervened, started spraying them with the hose, shouting ‘Hey, that’s my landlord, you assholes!’ - shit like that?”

“Oh no,” said Wally, “How’d they react?”

“One of ‘em pulled out a piece, pointing it at me, so I quickly dropped the hose.”

“Good call,” Wally noted.

“One of the other guys then held up Jim’s driver’s license, showing it to the guy with the gun.”  Clint shrugged, “Next thing ya know, he holstered his piece, while the others took the cuffs off Jim, apologizing to him for the misunderstanding.”

“How did Jim react?”

Clint smirked, “He told them to get the fuck off his property and stay they fuck off!”

Wally grinned, “Did they?”

Clint nodded, “They sure did, took off down the alleyway like a bat out of hell.”

Wally sighed heavily, “Think they were ICE?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure they were.  They never identified themselves, but they were wearing those damned bandanas over their faces.”

“Oh God,” Wally declared, “Do you think they were looking for me then.”

“Yeah man,” Clint consoled, “I think they were, although I have no idea why.”

“It’s a long story,” said Wally, dismissively, “involving a book I wrote.”

Clint nodded, reaching into his back pocket, pulling out an envelope, “Well, Jim asked me to give this to you tomorrow, when you arrived for the meeting.  Said he’s gonna stay away from the place for the time being.  He wanted me to get the keys from you in return.”

Wally nodded, pulling the keychain out of his pocket, sliding off the two duplicate keys to the front door, “Here ya go.”

Clint duly handed the envelope to Wally, “It’s your deposit check.”

Wally opened it, taking a peek at the check inside, “Six hundred bucks, the full amount.”

“So, what are you going to do?” asked Clint.

Wally shrugged, “Get the hell out of here, for one.  I haven’t turned in my change of address form yet, thank God.”

“What about utilities?”

Wally sighed, “Thankfully they’re all in Jake’s name, the owner of the place.”

Clint nodded, “If it were me, I’d be thinking about heading back to New Mexico.  These guys were not messing around.”

“Yeah,” stated Wally, apprehensively, “I might just do that, or even Old Mexico for that matter.”

Clint shrugged, “Even better.”

Wally shook Clint’s hand, “Thank you, sir, I really appreciate the head’s up!”

“No problem,” Clint replied, “Take good care of yourself.”

“You too,” said Wally.

They exited the premises, Clint locking up the place as Wally walked briskly over to his truck, hoping in and locking his doors, before starting up the engine.

He nodded to Clint and then backed up and quickly proceeded down the alleyway, contemplating his various options.

By the time he had arrived back home, at Jake’s cute little Craftsman bungalow in the Palo Verde neighborhood of Tucson, Wally was pretty well convinced that it was time to go see Isabel.  The only question was, would Mary feel the same way.

She was out in the backyard, pruning the morning glories that Maya had planted the year prior.

Pete ran up to greet Wally as he walked out back. “There’s my little guy,” he stated, giving him a good scratch behind the ears.

“How’d the place look?” Mary inquired, setting her pruning shears down on a small table.

“Well,” Wally stated with a sigh, “It looked good enough to get this back.”  He pulled the envelope from his back pocket and flashed Mary the six-hundred-dollar check.

“Nice,” she replied, “So your landlord was there too?”

Wally sighed, “Not exactly.”

“How’d ya get the check?”

“Oh my, is that ever a story,” Wally stated, grabbing a seat in a plastic chair, Pete soon jumping up on his lap.

Mary sat down too, in the chair next to Wally, “What happened?”

“Well, according to Clint, who had my check by the way, my landlord was there earlier this morning looking around, when all of a sudden three SUV’s pulled up with ICE agents inside.  Apparently, they thought he was me, so they slammed him against the hood of his truck and handcuffed him.”

“You’re shit’n me?” she stated.

Wally sighed, “I wish I was.”

“So, what happened?”

“They checked his I.D. and realized they had the wrong man.  Took off the cuffs and departed.”

“Oh fuck,” Mary stated, “Have you turned in your change of address form yet?”

Wally shook his head, “No, I was going to do that later today, after I was done touching up the apartment.”

She sighed, “So what are you going to do?”

He shrugged, “How does a trip to Mexico sound to you?”

“Well,” she said, “That just might be the best option, although I’d have to give up my job.  I’m a bit dependent on that income at the moment.”

“Well, you wouldn’t necessarily have to go, at least not right away,” Wally stated, “I mean, there’s no way to trace me back to you, or Jake for that matter.”

“Yeah, that’s true,” she replied, “although I’ve gotten rather used to having you around.”

Wally nodded, “Yeah, same here.”

He sighed heavily, “Why the hell did I have to write that last novel.  Why couldn’t I have just left it well enough alone?”

She shrugged, “Because, that’s not who you are.  You can’t see an injustice and not shine some light on it.  And, frankly, that’s what I love about you.”

He grinned, taking her hand, “Thanks Mary.  I love you too.”

She smiled, “I think you should go though, and the sooner the better. They’ll be tracking your cell phone location soon enough, if they haven’t been already.”

Wally nodded, “Yeah, I thought of that too.  Maybe I should pick up a burner phone, shut my cell phone off for a while, so it’s not pinging a signal.”

“We could always swap phones, or even cars for that matter,” she suggested.

“Oh right, my truck,” Wally stated. “I should probably park that in the garage out back, huh?”

“Definitely,” she stated.

“You know what,” he said, “I actually still have my old New Mexico plates.  The tags are still good for another year.”

She nodded, “Slap those bad boy’s on there.”

“Alright,” he stated, setting Pete on the ground and standing back up, “No time like the present, I guess.”

“I’ll fix us up some lunch,” she said, getting up and giving him a kiss.  “We’ll get a plan put together.  It’s going to be alright.”

Wally smiled, “Thanks, Mary.  I sure hope so.”
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