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FORWARD

One of Humboldt’s well-known horse breeders is brutally murdered, then left to burn in his barn along with his prized stallions.  A Jack Logan client has been accused of the murder and Carson has been called in to investigate.

However, getting to the truth is proving to be a real challenge. It seems no one, not even the accused, is capable of telling the truth.

Greed, lust, infidelity, half-truths and the Memphis Mafia all seem to be involved – somehow.  Sorting out the pieces and finding the real murderer, will be a monumental task.

Carson becomes involved in the web of lies and faces one of his biggest challenges, as he tries to solve the case of Horse Tales.
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“Life is cheap – make sure you buy enough”
Carson Reno

Introduction

It was a disaster beyond most people’s comprehension. 

There was nothing left standing of the barn, it had burned completely to the ground. Among the rubble and smoking wood, you could see the smoking corpses - which had once been some of the finest thoroughbred stallions in the Tennessee and Kentucky area. 

Unnoticed, among these ruins, were the burned remains of Aaron Nunamaker, owner of ‘Nunamaker Stables’, and one of the best known horse breeders and stud farm owners in West Tennessee.

Killing a human being brings the wrath of the law and the accompanying sorrow and grief from loved ones.  Killing a helpless animal brings wrath that is unequaled to that associated with killing a person. This sorrow and grief continues long after the grief over human loss has left.  Mankind will forget their own losses, but they never forget similar betrayals to animals.  Odd isn’t it?

The fire had, obviously, been set and was a deliberate murder of innocent animals - horses.  Horses that could not free themselves from their comfortable stable, horses that trusted their caregiver and felt safe in their home.  Horses that died a terrible death, and horses that would never know how they became involved in such a terrible scheme and plan.

Tracks reveled that many of the doomed horses had been led from another barn to the one that was burned.  This made it more than an act of revenge or rage, but one intended to destroy the animals, all at once, and all at one time.

Other than car and horse tracks, the clues were minimal or non-existent.  Police roped off the area and considered it an accident or a rival/revenge act, until they found the body.  Then things changed.

He had been shot once at close range with a high powered rifle.  The bullet entered his center chest and exited to some unknown parts of the barn or maybe the surrounding ground.  His body was burned beyond normal recognition, like the horses, but his engraved Horseshoe ring, which he always wore proudly on his right hand ring finger, made preliminary identification possible.
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[image: horse_silhouette2]My new associate, Joe Richardson, had a perk I didn’t know about.  He had his pilot’s license and the use of his father’s plane, upon request.  Joe, along with his date, Marcie (switchboard operator at the Peabody) flew Liz, Jack, Judy and me to Hot Springs for a weekend of horse races at Oaklawn Park. 
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Liz Teague is a lady friend that I met during a recent client investigation.  She is a stewardess with Chicago & Southern Airways and had taken a long weekend.  I had put client activities at Drake Detective Agency on hold.
Jack Logan is my lawyer/partner and he had met Judy Strong, Vice President of Maxwell Trucking, during one of our recent cases.  Jack just simply cancelled his appointments, and told his secretary to reschedule.  We all needed a break, and spending a few days in Hot Springs was a dose of medicine all of us could use. 

We were staying at the Arlington, which offered everything a traveler would need.  A spa, pool, golf and casino complimented its hotel luxury, and our plan was to relax and play.  The Arlington would be our home for the next couple of days.

[image: arlington_ad_f]

We dropped our bags at the hotel and quickly grabbed a taxi for the track to enjoy our ‘day at the races’, which was going to start early and end late. 

Unfortunately, Jack, Joe nor I were very good at handicapping the ponies.  We bet on our horses, tore up our losing tickets and then spent time searching for the bar and discussing the next race, but not Liz.  She was cashing winning tickets on every race.  Finally I had had enough!

“Okay Liz,” I said while tearing up my most recent losing bet ticket. “We surrender.  What is your system?  What is your trick?  How can you have a winner on every race, and we can’t have any luck?”  

“It is very simple.  First, I pick a horse’s name I like.  Then I pick a jockey’s name I like.  Then, because I can’t decide, I bet on all the horses!  See, it worked!  I have won every race!”

We all just looked at each other!

I had to say something. “Liz, that is great, but do you win more than you bet?  That is the idea, right?”

“No, it isn’t,” she said raising her head up high.  “My idea is to win and have fun, and I’m doing that.  What is the problem?  Have I done something wrong?”

Judy interrupted. “No, Elizabeth you haven’t.  The idea is to have fun and winning is fun.  So you win and have fun.  Forget what these idiots tell you!” 

We knew it was best to just let this one go.  Liz was having fun, which is what really mattered.

“Okay,” Jack said looking at the racing program. “Let’s get serious and see if we can pick a winning daily double.  Anybody got suggestions?”

Of course it was Liz who had the answer. “Yep, I’ve already picked them out.  We should bet on ‘Chili Powder’ in the 9th race and ‘MakeNBacon’ in the 10th.  Can’t miss, they are sure winners!”

“Alright Elizabeth,” I laughed. “Please tell us what magical method you used to pick these horses.  Why are they sure winners?” 

“Because they both remind me of food – and I’m HUNGRY!  When do we eat?”  She was serious!

“Tell you what,” I offered.  “You girls go with Joe and Marcie to find us a seat in the Jockey Club.  Jack and I will make this ‘sure’ bet and join you there.  Okay?”

[image: Oaklawn park 4]

They all agreed and hurriedly went in search of the Jockey Club and food.  Jack and I fought the huge crowd and finally made our way to the downstairs betting windows. 

Waiting in line, Jack pointed to a name he recognized in our racing program. “Do you remember this guy, Todd Randal?” Jack asked. “He’s listed as the trainer for ‘Sugar Creek Farms’, which is located just outside of Humboldt.  They are racing a horse called ‘Largo’ in the final ‘Stakes Race’ today.”

“Doesn’t ring a bell, why should I remember him?” I didn’t recall the name.

“He was a client of mine a couple of years ago.  At that time, he worked as a trainer for ‘Webster Stables’, which is a breeding and racing business located in Collierville, Tennessee.  He got into trouble for some ‘questionable’ breeding practices, and I defended him on both local and state charges.”

“What kind of ‘questionable’ breeding practices?” I asked.

“False or misleading stud certification, that kind of stuff, was what he was charged with.  He got off with some fines and a temporary license suspension, but it might have been worse.  He could have done some serious time.”

“Interesting,” I said with some interest.  “But I really don’t understand how all that works; however, I do know there is some serious money to be made when you’ve got a winning thoroughbred at stud.” 

“Yes, there is,” Jack added.  And a lot more money than you could ever make racing a horse.  Let’s place this bet and then walk down to the paddock.  I’d like to say hi to Todd, if we can find him.” 

[image: betting ticket]

We made our ‘sure thing’ Daily Double bet, and again fought the crowd to find our way to the outside paddock area. 

The Paddock had a great view of the horses, jockeys and trainers, but absolutely no view of the actual racing.  Jack and I grabbed a drink from an outside bar and watched, as the horses were professionally prepared for their upcoming race.

[image: oaklawn Park]

Eventually, Jack spotted Todd Randal, and made his way over to where he was standing.  I held my ground and just enjoyed the excitement of being close to these magnificent animals – they were beautiful!  I was also wondering which two were named ‘Chili Powder’ and ‘MakeNBacon’.  I hoped they were the fast ones!

They finally finished their conversation, and Jack walked back to where I was standing.

“He have any hot tips?” I joked.

“‘Largo’ is the favorite in the stakes race, and Todd said we should put our money on his nose!” Jack said waving his bet money. 

“I’m not going to get close enough to touch his nose,” I assured Jack.  “But, I will bet a couple of dollars with the man in the betting cage when we get back inside.  And speaking of inside, we better go find those girls.  I’m not sure Joe can handle them for very long.”

“Good idea,” Jack agreed. “Todd wants to talk later this evening.  I told him we were staying at the Arlington, and he’s going to stop by after the races.”

“Well, I can escort the girls in the casino while you have your meeting.  A chaperone for them is never a bad idea,” I laughed.

“Nope, he wants to meet with you, too.”

“Why?” I frowned.

“I don’t know,” Jack said shaking his head.  “I told him who you were and what you did.  Then he asked me to have you join us. I guess we will just have to wait and see what he wants.”

[image: oaklawn park 2]

Back inside, we made our way through the huge crowd and eventually to the Jockey Club.  Joe had the girls seated where they could see the races and Liz was still wheeling her bets and cashing those winning tickets.

[image: jockey club]

“Carson?” Liz asked.  “Where have you been?  We are doing good with our betting, and guess what?”

“What?”  I couldn’t wait!

“We have already won the first half of the Daily Double!  While you guys were off doing, whatever, ‘Chili Powder’ won by 4 lengths!  And the board says that if ‘MakeNBacon’ wins his race, we win $400 dollars!  Isn’t that terrific?”  She was definitely excited.

“Congratulations, I think.  Guess we are halfway to being rich – whatever that’s worth!” I boasted before realizing that I was spoiling her fun.

“Carson, why are you such a party dud? ‘MakeNBacon’ is going to win, and we’ll all cheer him on. You’ll see,” Liz assured.

“What I really need to see is the bartender,” I added. “I’ll be back in a minute.  Anybody need anything?” 

I took drink orders and went in search of the closest bar.  

[image: oaklawn park 3]

The tenth race, the second half of the Daily Double, was exciting.  As Liz predicted, ‘MakeNBacon’ crossed the finish line first, and it was my pleasure to escort her to the winner’s window to collect the money.

We spent the rest of the afternoon in the Jockey Club, enjoying cocktails and a small dinner.  But no Chili or Bacon - that I noticed!  However, our group did have a very successful day at the track, with winnings unknown, but fun immeasurable.

Marcie, Judy and Liz were looking forward to an evening at the casino, where I expected the Oaklawn money would soon be given to the Arlington.  While we were waiting for a cab, I pulled Joe to the side and briefed him about our evening meeting.  Until we finished the meeting, he was to be the girl’s escort.  I trusted him to not let them spend everything on our first night in Hot Springs!

The cab dropped us in front of the Arlington, and we spent the next hour getting ourselves organized in our luxury rooms.  The Arlington definitely has excellent accommodations.

[image: arlington hotel hot springs]

It was a beautiful Arkansas evening, warm with a nice gentle breeze and no hint of rain. We gathered in the outside lobby bar at 7, and I quickly sent Joe and the girls off to find the casino.  Jack and I planned to join them after our meeting.

Todd Randal arrived promptly at 7:30.  I greeted him and shook his hand as he walked up to our table.

“Mr. Randal, my name is Carson Reno.  We haven’t met, but it’s definitely my pleasure. I’ve never known a real ‘horse trainer’ before,” I laughed and offered him a chair at our table.

“Please call me Todd,” he said firmly.  “I hope you made a big bet on ‘Largo’.  He won the Stakes race going away, the odds weren’t great, but I knew he had the field covered.”

We had forgotten to do that and I didn’t tell him.  But, I did know how Liz was betting. “Yes Todd, we did, thanks for the winning tip.  Actually our group had a very successful day at the track.  They are now in the casino giving it all back, but that’s how it works!”

“It’s never lucky to hold your winnings too long, bad luck almost always follows good!” he said laughing and adjusting his chair.

Jack sipped his drink before he spoke. “Todd, the last time we met, you were working in Collierville for ‘Webster Stables’.  I saw in today’s program that you are now associated with ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ of Humboldt.”

“Yes, and that is what I wanted to talk with you about,” Todd looked at us both as he spoke.  “I’ve been working for Billy Grayton for the past year. He is the owner of ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ and a very nice man.  Not to mention, he is also a very good employer.”

“I know Billy Grayton,” I interrupted. “Billy and I went to school together, years ago.  I’m from Humboldt, in case Jack had not mentioned that.”

“He did, and that’s one reason I thought it might be a good idea for you to hear my story,” Todd said, stirring his freshly delivered drink.

Todd leaned forward and began his story.

There were two major racing and horse breeding operations in the Humboldt area.  In addition to his employer, ‘Sugar Creek Farms’; there was also ‘Nunamaker Stables’.  For obvious reasons, they were in competition for horse talent and primarily for the breeding opportunities.  The money, the real money that is made by these horse-farming operations is not in racing, but in breeding.  But, to be successful as a breeder, you had to win races and have the thoroughbred stock to demand and sell stud fees.  With the right stock, these fees, and the resulting income from these fees, could be significant.  That is really what financed the racing, which just made the whole process one big circle.

‘Nunamaker Stables’ was owned and operated by Aaron and Susan Nunamaker.  Their main stud revenue came from a horse named ‘GetAWay’ and secondly from a horse named ‘NharmsWay’. Both were major stakes race winners and had proven their abilities by winning races in the Triple Crown series. 

‘Sugar Creek Farms’ was owned and operated by Billy and Amanda Grayton.  Their main stud revenue came from a horse named ‘AtLarge’ and secondly from a horse named ‘Thunderball’.  They both also were major stakes race winners and had won races in the Triple Crown series. 

That’s where the similarities in the two operations stopped.

Todd had interviewed with both farms before accepting the position with ‘Sugar Creek Farms’.  While it was somewhat smaller and had less assets and income, Billy Grayton’s honesty and ethics impressed him while Aaron Nunamaker did not make a similar impression.

According to Todd, the year he had spent working for ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ had reinforced his decision to accept Billy Grayton’s offer, plus he felt something was not right over at ‘Nunamaker Stables’.  Aaron was a heavy gambler, and not only with his own horses, but also with most everything else.  Rumors around the barns were that some significant underworld figures were now controlling ‘Nunamaker Stables’, and Aaron was getting deeper and deeper into their clutches.

However, Todd’s request to speak with us was about something else.  It was about his concern over stud services being sold by ‘Nunamaker Stables’.  He believed the horse ‘GetAWay’ to be impotent, and unable to stud; however, that didn’t stop the services from being sold.  He believed some other horses, not ‘GetAWay’, were delivering these certified services.

Todd had no proof, just some stable talk, and a conversation with a veterinarian that drank too much - but a person he trusted.

Stud service revenues from the ‘Nunamaker Stables’ were significant and they were eating away at the dwindling services sold by ‘Sugar Creek Farms’.  Consequently, Billy Grayton was having difficulty keeping his operations running.  ‘Largo’ was the horse and hope that ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ future depended upon.

I interrupted his story. “Todd, this is all interesting, but it sounds like a dose of ‘sour grapes’ to me.” 

“Carson, I know, but there is more,” Todd continued.

A couple of months ago, some shady characters wanting to buy ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ had approached Billy Grayton, but he refused their offer and threw them out.  

Todd had thought no more about his ‘stable’ conversations regarding ‘GetAWay’ being impotent, until he was also approached by one of the characters that had tried to buy Billy out.  They politely told him that any future conversation and rumors regarding ‘Nunamaker Stables’ would be taken seriously, and require a follow-up visit.  He knew exactly what that meant.

Todd tried to forget the conversation, the circumstances and the whole thing - until an incident last week.  A part-time jockey was killed in a hit and run accident while riding one of the horses down a farm road.  This jockey was also a stable worker, and the one that he had been talking to about ‘Nunamaker Stables’.  The driver had killed both the jockey and the horse but never stopped.

Jack interjected. “Todd, I agree with Carson, it sounds like ‘sour grapes’.  If you have concerns of something illegal, or if you have suspicions about the ‘hit and run’, then you need to share those with the police, they are the ones who need to handle that.  I’m not sure what you want Carson and me to do.”

“Jack, my background isn’t the cleanest it could be, and you know that.  I’m thankful to have my job with ‘Sugar Creek Farms’.  If I go to the authorities, they will just laugh at me, not to mention what those other characters might do!  I also could lose my job, which I don’t want to happen,” Todd pleaded.

“Todd, let Jack and me talk about your situation over the weekend,” I offered. “Leave a number where you can be reached next week and we promise to get back to you.  Is that okay?”

“Yes,” he agreed.  “And if you can help, I know Billy Grayton would be happy to cover your fees.”

“You’ve already discussed this with him?” I asked with surprise.

“Not really,” Todd backed off.  “But I know him and he’s as concerned as I am.  There is something bad going on over at ‘Nunamaker Stables’.” He was shaking his head as he spoke.

“Todd, does Billy Grayton know about the trouble you were in?  The trouble at ‘Webster Stables’?”  Jack asked.

“Yes sir.  I told him all about that before he hired me.  He understood; Billy is a good man,” Todd replied confidently.

We talked for a few more minutes, and Todd handed us his card with a phone number where he could be reached at the farm. Then he said good-by and headed home, presumably. 

“Carson, what are your thoughts?” Jack asked after Todd left.

“Jack,” I answered shaking my head. “I know nothing about horses, racing and ESPECIALLY stud fees!  And having the underworld involved does not surprise me one little bit, and it shouldn’t surprise you either.  They have their teeth in everything - the track we were at today, the hotel where we are staying and the casino where the girls are losing our money.  That is not a crime I can fight or one I need to be involved in.  Todd seems like a nice guy, but I have no idea what I can do to help him.  Do you?”

“Nope, none, I’m sorry I got him involved in our fun.  I’ll call him when we get back to Memphis and tell him we can’t help,” Jack said finishing his drink.

“Good,” I said as I stood up. “Let’s go find the blackjack table.  I’ve still got some money I haven’t been able to lose today!”

As expected, the girls had given all our race winnings to the casino.  However, our luck with the ponies continued to be good the next day at the track, mainly because of Liz’s strange betting formula.

We returned to Memphis on Sunday evening – refreshed, revived and relieved of most of our money.  Fun was had by all!
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New Client

[image: horse_silhouette2]My office address is officially listed as 149 Union Avenue – L6, which means I occupy office 6, located just off the lobby of The Peabody Hotel – Memphis, Tennessee.  I actually would consider my address to be 3rd Avenue – not Union, but the address has its perks. 

The location itself is also handy.  All my phone calls come through the hotel operator, which is also my answering service.  I eat lunch and breakfast in the employee dining room at a great price. I have a beautiful lobby to greet potential clients - and please don’t forget the duck show, it happens twice a day.  Aside from the perverts who hang out in the lobby restrooms, I can’t find a lot of fault with my office arrangements.
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Besides, this is the 1960’s and people are accustomed to the modern ways of doing business. Appearance is everything, or at least a close second to whatever is first.  The new real estate buzz is ‘location, location, location’ – I think I have one of the best.

The hotel directory and telephone yellow pages show L6 occupied by ‘The Drake Detective Agency’.  That can be confusing, because the name on my office door reads:

Carson Reno – Private and Confidential Investigations

I am Carson Reno and always have been.  There has never been a Drake working from this office, or any other in Memphis, that I am aware of.  However, when I opened the agency I just could not find any rhyme or rhythm in ‘The Reno Detective Agency’.  Besides, everybody who has watched Perry Mason knows Paul Drake, and who knows, people may think this is a branch office or something!  A little free publicity and promotion never hurt any business, just as long as they call or show-up with money.  

[image: image]A large number of my clients consist of damaged spouses looking for dirt and evidence on the unfaithful partner.  It is possible that infidelity has made me what I am today – not a rich man, but I can pay my bills.  Occasionally, I get some insurance investigation work, searching for someone who has successfully snookered the insurance company for their own goodwill, or some poor schmuck who filed false claims and skipped.  But, I mostly deal with the underbelly of our society, where you find some very bad people and never make friends with anyone.

When I’m not specifically working on a case, I try to spend as much time as possible in or near the office.  Another advantage of the Peabody is having access to restaurants, bars, shops and the downtown activity.  So staying close is never a problem. 

[image: image]

Afternoons and early evenings will usually find me at the Starlight Lounge, just off Winchester.  Not only is it a good place to ‘hang-out’, it is a great place to look for clients or, in fact, look for those my clients have hired me to find!  The Starlight has live entertainment starting at noon daily – yes I said noon.  Every day it is loaded with housewives who use the early part of the afternoon and evening to visit The Starlight for some drink and dance before the husband comes home from work.  They cook dinner early, put it in the oven and dance on over to the Starlight for an afternoon of wine and martinis. I have a friend who calls the place "Club Menopause”, and I would agree, that is an appropriate name!

Of course with the ladies come the men, generally just in search of some companionship, but sometimes in search for much more.  Regardless, these are my clients, or potential clients, and I see no harm in getting to know as many of them as possible.

Rita is the head hostess at the Starlight and works some unbelievable hours.  In fact, I don’t remember a time when she wasn’t the first to greet me regardless of the time.  She was once crowned Miss Memphis and, as I understand, had a brief acting career.  This lady hasn’t lost a thing with age; she still has those terrific looks and manner that won her so many awards and titles.  No question, she is one knockout and a classy lady who knows her stuff and knows her customers.  Rita always makes sure I get an opportunity to ‘meet and greet’ those who are in ‘distress’ and might need my services.  She’s so good at it that I should put her on the payroll – assuming I had a payroll!  However, I do make sure she gets tipped properly, whenever I get the opportunity.

My other hangout is home, or close to it.  Home is a 12th floor, one bedroom apartment at the 750 Adams Complex on Manassas.  A great place to call home - they have a small grocery/deli on the ground floor and a little bar in the basement called ‘The Down Under’.  Regardless of your condition, it is always just a short elevator ride home – and sometimes that makes good sense.  Every weekend they offer live entertainment to a usually packed house.  Being small, space is always limited - but my friend ‘Andy’, the bartender, can always seem to find me room.

[image: image]

Marcie waved at me when I entered the lobby.  She had taken a message from Bert Sappington, my favorite insurance investigator.  He was in his office and wanted me to call him back.

Mason ‘Booker-T’ Brown is the headman around the Peabody, and nobody questions that.  The labor union just describes him as ‘Head Porter’, but Mason takes care of everything.  In addition to being totally responsible for the ducks, he makes and coordinates all work schedules for the doormen, elevator operators, porters and parking garage workers. If you aren’t a maid or a cook, you best look to Mason for instructions – he is the man.

Mason was dressed in his gray uniform with red leg strips, white shirt, and black tie and was cleaning around the duck fountain when I walked in.  I stopped to chat.

[image: peabody ducks 2]

“Mason, did the old drake that flew away ever come back?” I asked.

“No sir, Mr. Reno, but we have sure got a surprise for those folks back at the duck farm next time,” Mason chuckled.

“What do you mean?  You haven’t lost another one have you?”

‘Just the opposite.  That hen, Miss Lucy, has been setting on her eggs for the past two weeks.  I couldn’t get her to come out of the cage, and she bit me when I tried to move her!”

“You don’t mean...” I smiled.

“Yes sir, Mr. Reno – I do mean!  Miss Lucy hatched out six little fellows this morning, or sometime last night.  Cutest things you have ever seen, all yellow and furry. They are upstairs with her now, swimming around in the cage pond.”

“Are you going to bring them down to the lobby?”

“Absolutely, we’ll have a big show tomorrow morning.  These five old big ducks and then Miss Lucy leading her parade with those little ones.  We’re going to have the newspaper come over and take some pictures.  Mr. Reno, you have to come in early tomorrow and join the excitement.”

“I’ll try Mason.  I’ll try,” I said walking away.

Early wasn’t a word that I could even spell!  Early to me would be 10 or maybe 10:30, but Mason brought those ducks down at 9 every morning and took them back upstairs at 5 every afternoon.  I definitely wouldn’t make the early show, but I would try for the afternoon performance.

~

Bert Sappington represented Black Diamond Insurance and I had successfully handled several cases for them.  They paid a 10% recovery fee plus all expenses, whether a recovery was made or not.  It was good work when I could get it.
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My call to Bert was quickly answered, and he said he would meet me in my office in 10 minutes.  Black Diamond’s corporate office was located on Front Street and just a couple of blocks away. 

Joe was in his closet office just behind mine, which was also just behind the reception desk, and Marcie’s work station.  He liked that!  I wasn’t crazy about it, but so far it hadn’t been a problem.

I asked Joe to join me in my office, and we had just gotten coffee delivered when Bert walked in.

“Bert, let me introduce you to my new associate, Joe Richardson.  Joe is working with me now, so you can speak freely about your case.”

They shook hands, and Joe’s charm quickly put Bert at ease. “Nice to meet you, Joe.  I’ve been telling Carson for years that he needed help.  I don’t know about everybody else, but I’m certainly glad to see that he finally did something about it!  Welcome from Black Diamond, and if you’re OK in Carson’s book, you are OK in mine.”  

“Tell us Bert, what brings you to the Drake Detective Agency?” I asked while pouring everyone coffee.

“The usual,” he said.  “We’ve got a sizable claim that seems to have some wrinkles in it.  Black Diamond has made a partial settlement, but they want these wrinkles ironed out before writing that last check.”

“How big of a claim and how large are the wrinkles?” I asked giving a wink toward Joe.

“Let me tell you the story, and then we can take it from there.” 

Bert put down his coffee cup and started his story.

The claim was for $750,000.  The client had an insurance policy on his wife’s jewelry – a lot of very nice and expensive jewelry.  The wife had died several years ago, but his client continued the policy, saying he intended to keep the jewelry for her memory.  To Bert’s knowledge, there were no children or any obvious inheritance situations.  So, keeping the jewelry was strange, but as long as he paid the premiums, the policy remained in effect.

The client kept the jewelry in a home safe, which had been verified by another agent.  In fact, since it was stored and not worn or displayed, he actually got a break on his premiums!

About a month ago the client reported a break-in robbery, and supposedly the thief made off with all the jewelry.  The police had investigated. They found evidence of a forced entry and some tampering with the safe, but bottom line, they have no suspects and the client is seeking payment on his policy.

“So what are the wrinkles?” I asked when Bert finished.

“The client is a 55 year old widower.  He has no visible means of support, other than a family inheritance that originated on his wife’s side of the family.  Keeping the jewelry was odd, but not out of reason; however, his activities as a widower don’t exactly paint a picture of someone hanging onto memories, if you know what I mean,” Bert chuckled.

“I do.  Have you been able to check on his finances?” I asked. “Is he in need of money?”

“We’ve not been able to dig as deep as we would like to go, but on the surface everything seems legit.  If he is strangled for money, we aren’t able to determine it.”

“And of course, we have the usual problems of ‘where did the jewelry go’ – right?” I added.

“Right,” Bert confirmed.  “We’ve done the routine searches of pawn shops, petty jewelry stores etc.  If the merchandise is on the street, we can’t find it.”

“Bert,” I asked. “Do you have an estimate of the real worth of the jewelry?  I mean if he were to legitimately sell it, how much could he get?”  

“That’s another strange wrinkle.  According the jeweler who last did an appraisal for us, these jewels would be worth twice their insured value!  If he wanted the money, why not just sell them?” Bert exclaimed, throwing up both hands!

“Interesting,” I said thinking.  “Okay, I assume you have a file for us with all the names, dates, places and descriptions.  Leave it here, and we’ll get to work for Black Diamond Insurance.  I assume the same arrangement, 10% recovery and full expenses regardless?”

“Yes, Carson, our usual arrangement,” he nodded.  “I would appreciate weekly updates and immediate notification if/when you come up with anything.”

“Done,” I said to Bert.  “Either Joe or I will be in touch.”

Bert handed me a small file, then we shook hands and he left.

I opened the file; Joe and I reviewed it together.

The client’s name was Elliot Farnsworth, and he had a Germantown, Tennessee address.  In addition to an address, phone and personal information on Farnsworth, the file contained a detailed description on the jewelry, all 17 pieces, plus a photograph of each. It also contained a collective photo showing each piece that was insured by Black Diamond Insurance.

This was all we needed.
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I handed the file to Joe. “Okay, Mr. Private Detective, here is your first case,” I joked.

“Terrific!  What should I do?  Where do I start?” he was excited.

“Start with the police – Shelby County Chief of Detectives Larry Parker, in particular.  Larry will point you in the right direction.  Find out all you can about the reported robbery, the times, details etc.  Larry will see that the files are made available to you.  Then latch onto this guy.  Follow him and make notes of his habits, his travels, and his friends.  Let’s see what makes Elliot Farnsworth tick.  If he has the jewelry, he might try to sell it and not pawn it.  He knows what its worth, and knows it would take someone with a big wallet to buy it, not just any broker.”

“Okay, any other ideas?” Joe was taking notes as we talked.

“A couple,” I added.  “If he has the jewelry, and doesn’t plan on selling it, then he must have other plans. They could be anything from a girlfriend, to trading the things for some woman’s favors.  Make yourself very familiar with every piece of jewelry in that file, familiar enough that you would recognize any piece if you saw it somewhere it didn’t belong.  Stay with this guy, and if he’s dirty, it won’t take long to find out.”

“Will do, I’m headed over to the police station now.  Anything else?”  He was almost too excited to talk!

“Yes.  Report to me daily, no exceptions.  And keep up with your expenses in detail.  Okay?”

“Done,” he said as he rushed out the door.  I was hoping he didn’t trip over somebody trying to get out of the lobby!

I had just started on the mail when the phone rang, it was Marcie and she had Jack Logan on the line.  I told her to put him through.

“Hey buddy,” I said laughing. “You still counting your winnings from the horse races?”

“Hell, Carson, what winnings?  Everything we won at the races, we lost at the casino.  I just wish Liz had a system for blackjack like she has with the ponies, we would be rich men!”

“Me too.  What’s up?  You want to have lunch?”  I asked.

“Yes, that is exactly why I called.  I need to talk with you.  When can you make it?” Jack quizzed.

“I’m leaving as we speak,” I replied.  “See you at the Rendezvous.”
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I was already halfway through my first beer, when Jack finally came down the stairs and joined me at my table.  We both ordered our usual lunch rib plate, and I could sense Jack had something important to talk about.

“You seem on edge,” I said. “What’s up?”

“I am.  You want to guess who called and hired me this morning?” Jack asked, sipping his beer.

“Nope, no idea.  Just tell me and we’ll skip the foreplay,” I shot back.

“Todd Randal, he’s in jail in Humboldt – charged with murder!”

“WHAT?”  I shouted, as I almost turned over my beer!

“He’s charged with the murder of Aaron Nunamaker.  Do you remember that name?” Jack asked with a smile.

“I sure do,” I answered quickly. “You have any details?”  

“Let me tell what I know from my conversation with Todd and with the sheriff, Leroy Epsee.  Sometime Saturday night Nunamaker’s barn burned, along with most of his horses, including his prize-breeding thoroughbreds.  Among the ashes they found Aaron Nunamaker, burned beyond recognition.  They only identified him by some jewelry he was always known to wear; however, he didn’t burn to death.  He had a bullet through the heart, and most likely from a high powered rifle.  Also, among the ashes they found a rifle - a 30/30 with Todd’s initials engraved on the receiver.  Matching tire prints also puts Todd’s truck at the barn and they were made sometime before or during the fire.  Evidently, it had rained Saturday morning, so the timing of the tracks was easily determined.  And if the tracks weren’t enough, Todd was also witnessed at the barn late Saturday evening.  He was seen by one of Nunamaker’s jockey’s, an Eddie Merrick.  So, Leroy arrested Todd late yesterday, and Todd called me first thing this morning.”

“And what is Todd’s story?” I was interested.

“He admits to being at the barn.  He even admits to an argument with Nunamaker, but he says he didn’t kill him.  He says Aaron Nunamaker was alive and yelling his lungs out when he left.”

“What did they argue about?  Did Todd say?” I asked.

“The things he discussed with you and me on Friday night in Hot Springs.  He claims that after he left our hotel, he drove back to Humboldt, arriving late Friday night/early Saturday morning back at ‘Sugar Creek Farms’.  Todd says he slept in Saturday morning, and then decided to drive over and confront Nunamaker that evening.  He said he told Nunamaker that he knew about the false stud fee certification and that he intended to let everyone know.  He said he also told him he knew about his Mafia connections and would tell everyone about that too!  He claims they argued, had loud words and even almost came to blows, but Todd said when he left the barn; Nunamaker was alive - mad as hell, but alive.”

I leaned back, thought for a minute then asked, “What do you want to do?” 

“I’ve got court tomorrow and can’t leave until after that.  There’s no bail for Todd, but evidently, Billy Grayton has agreed to handle all fees associated with his defense.  I need you, if you can, to get yourself to Humboldt and start digging.  See what you can find before I have to make a plea for Todd,” Jack requested.

“What is your gut feeling?” I asked Jack seriously. “You think he did it?”

“I honestly don’t know.  If he isn’t guilty, he sure as hell looks guilty.  However, I am a pretty good reader of the truth when somebody tells me something.  I think he is telling me the truth, or at least PART of the truth.  My mind tells me one thing and my instinct another.  Guess we’ll just have to sort through the puzzle and see where everything fits,” Jack suggested.

“Interesting,” I said to myself.

“Can you possibly make it to Humboldt tonight?” Jack requested. “I would like all the information I can get before I meet with Todd.  He’s lying about something, I just don’t know what.”

“Yep, can do,” I answered. “I’ve got an insurance case with Black Diamond, but Joe is going to chase that down.  I can manage him from Humboldt, I think.  I’ll get my stuff together and leave this afternoon.  When will you be there?”

“Tomorrow late, or Wednesday latest,” Jack said thinking. “Meanwhile, we’ll stay in touch and I’ll let Todd know you will be seeing him sometime tomorrow.”

We hurriedly finished lunch, and I rushed back to the office and went through the mail.  There was nothing important, so I told Marcie I was headed to Humboldt, and she would be able to reach me at Chief’s.  I also asked her to brief Joe when he came back to the office, and tell him I would phone him this evening or tomorrow. Then, I made a quick stop by my apartment for some clean laundry; the long weekend had put me behind, and I had no idea how long I would be in Humboldt.

On my way out of town, I drove by Liz’s apartment and left her a note on the door.  She was out of town and not expected back until the end of the week, but I felt better letting her know I would be gone for a few days. 

Then I rolled down the windows on the old Ford, tuned the radio to some jazz music and pointed it toward Humboldt.  It knew the way!
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I still drive a 56 Ford, left over from college.  It’s black, 4 doors, V8, manual transmission and nothing fancy.  It is however, very functional and very dependable – not to mention it is built like a tank. It is also very fast – fast enough to get you into trouble quickly and, hopefully, fast enough to get you out of trouble just as quick.
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Humboldt

[image: horse_silhouette2]It was almost dark when I pulled into Chief’s parking lot.  As usual, they were crowded and I had difficulty finding the Ford a good spot to rest. An endless line of cars circled the building – occasionally stopping for curb service, but mostly just participating in the nightly ritual – which would continue until the wee hours of the morning.

[image: Chiefs]

Chief’s is a popular local hangout located on North 22nd. Avenue in Humboldt.  It is owned and operated by a couple of close friends, Ronnie and Nickie Woodson.  Given the opportunity, you would find it an unusual and terrific place to stay and visit. They offer an indoor restaurant and bar, outside curb service and small cottage rooms for traveling guests.  You can’t miss it – it’s located right under the big neon Indian Chief sign! 
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Nickie and husband Ronnie have owned and operated Chief’s for as long as I could remember.  He runs the kitchen and does most of the cooking.  Nickie handles everything else – including Cottage rentals, the books, the inventory and keeping Ronnie in line.  Ronnie has a ‘wandering eye’ - and probably other ‘wandering’ parts – which keeps Nickie busy.  However, along with a couple of waitresses and Nickie’s supervision, everything always seemed to go like clockwork.  She also manages the carhops who serve outside patrons. 
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Carhops are a different breed – they are either good or just plain terrible.  Tommy is my favorite and has been with Nickie and Ronnie since the beginning.  I guess you would call him the ‘team leader’ carhop.  Whatever you need – and I mean ‘whatever you need’ - Tommy Trubush is your man.  Everybody knows there is a lot of underage drinking – but Tommy keeps it straight and never lets it get out of hand.  I have many times seen him put tough guys on the ground, and when he asked someone to leave – they leave.  He runs the outside show – no question about it. 

~

Nickie was engaged in a serious conversation with one of her customers and she didn’t see me enter.  I managed to find a stool at the end of the bar and ordered my usual Jack Daniels and Coke from an unknown waitress – obviously a new employee.

The cute new waitress quickly delivered my drink along with a smile and a ‘thank you’.  Nickie finally finished her conversation, then made her way back behind the bar, still not noticing me sitting at the end of the bar.

She had her back to me when I yelled over the jukebox music, “Hey, bartender, my drink has a hair in it!”

That got her attention, and finally Nickie looked my way. “Carson Reno, welcome back to the Heartland of America!  How do you always manage to slip in without me seeing you?” Nickie said laughing and walking toward me.

“It’s not difficult,” I joked. “I’m a detective, remember?” 

“Remember?  No one around here can forget!  You come, and then you go, leaving dead people in your wake.  Trust me, you may be gone away from Humboldt, but you are NEVER forgotten!  Now, let me see about that hair in your drink.” Nickie was reaching for my drink.

Before I could tell her I was kidding, she already had her hand in my glass and was moving her fingers around the bottom. “Okay, I got it,” she yelled. Then she removed her hand and pretended to analyze this invisible hair. “It’s not from anyone I recognize; maybe you brought it with you. You want to keep it, or should I throw it away?” she asked while showing me the ‘invisible’ hair.

“Nickie, you are priceless!  Would you happen to have a room for a tired detective?”

“Absolutely,” she replied.  “Would you prefer one of our upgraded suites, or just regular deluxe accommodations?”

“Upgraded?  Suites?  What the hell are you talking about?  I just need a room!” I answered with a frown.

“Ronnie has painted the inside of some of our cottages.  That’s an upgrade – right?” Nickie had a big smile.

“Yes, I guess so, but aren’t we stretching it a bit?  Suites?” I laughed.

She glared at me. “Tell you what Mr. Reno, you trot yourself up to the Royal Court and check out their rooms.  If ours aren’t ‘suites’ compared to what they rent, then the drinks are on me!  Deal?”

“No, it is not a deal,” I answered with a nod.  “Just give me my usual and I’ll forget that I ever brought it up.  Okay?”

“You got it, your regular Cottage 4.  It has fresh paint and everything.  Now, would you like something to eat?  I’ll try to see if we can’t keep stray hairs out of your food!” she laughed.

“Yes, I believe I would. Please add one of Ronnie’s burgers, and while you’re asking, please freshen my drink.  I’ll be outside on the payphone,” I said as I got up and walked back out the front door.

[image: image]

I needed to make a call and would, of course, need to use the phone located outside.  Whatever idiot installed the inside payphone next to the jukebox had to have been drunk or crazy – probably both.  Nobody used that phone because nobody could HEAR while using that phone.  The jukebox only stopped playing when Nickie or Ronnie turned it off, which was never.  It probably has a thousand country songs already lined up for play.  People just keep putting money in it and wondering why their song isn’t playing next, it would take a week to cycle through and reach their selection.  No matter, they still keep dropping quarters and punching buttons. 

My first call was to Liz’s Memphis apartment – no answer.  As I figured, she had not returned from her flight, and the note I left had requested her to call me at Chief’s.

My second call was to Leroy Epsee, Sheriff of Gibson County and he wasn’t in either.  Leroy would need to be my first stop tomorrow.

Back inside, Nickie had me a fresh drink and one of Ronnie’s terrific hamburgers.  She came over to talk when I sat back down on my stool.

“Let me guess.  Your being in town has something to do with that guy burning up in his barn – that Nunamaker fellow who owned a stud farm, right?”  She was fishing.

“Yes, sorta’.  And it’s a horse farm, not a stud farm! They have racehorses and also breed their championship thoroughbreds. Now, don’t start asking me questions I am not supposed to answer. Okay?”

“What does Carson Reno know about stud farms?  Wait - let me rephrase that.  What does Carson Reno know about HORSE stud farms?” Nickie laughed.

“Very little,” I happily replied.  “What do you know?”

“I know there is a lot of money in that business,” Nickie perked up. “If I could sell Ronnie to a stud service, I could quit this bar and go lay on a beach somewhere.  Unfortunately, he just THINKS he’s a stud and the proof is in the delivery.  Trust me, I know.”

“Ha!  Ronnie might just take you up on the offer.  The good news is I know you’re kidding.”  At least I thought she was.

“Yes, I’m just teasing you,” she said.  “But the local news said that they had arrested someone, are you working for him?”

“In a way, yes, I do know the man, and Jack will be representing him and I’m here helping Jack.  Did you know Aaron Nunamaker?” I asked stirring my fresh drink.

“Never met him,” Nickie said turning up her nose. “Carson, those people run in different circles.  Chief’s was not on their top 10 list of favorite restaurants, trust me!”

“I understand.  What have you heard about it?” I was curious. “Any bar talk or rumors?”

“Not really,” Nickie offered. “Just that they had arrested the trainer from one of the other ranches for the murder, a Todd Randal, or something like that.”

“Yep, that’s the story,” I was being evasive. “Listen, I’ll need the room for several days, I hope that’s okay. I’ll let you know.”

“It’s yours for as long as you need it,” Nickie said as she got up and walked away.

I finished the drink and burger then decided I’d had enough of that damn jukebox for one evening.  I said goodnight to Nickie and then waved at the cute new waitress (she waved back!); however, I made it a short evening.  I had a full day tomorrow!
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Somehow, I managed to get an early start (10:00 AM).  It was overcast, cloudy and I could smell rain in the air, as I grabbed a cup of Nickie’s coffee to go and quickly headed over to the Gibson County Sheriff’s office and jail.

Deputy Jeff Cole was manning the desk, and said that Leroy was on his way to the office.  Leroy Epsee was the Gibson County Sheriff and an old and trusted friend.  I had the greatest respect for him, and I believe he had that same respect for me.

“Jeff, do you guys still have Todd Randal upstairs?” I asked heading for the coffeepot.

“Yep, and from what Leroy tells me he’ll be staying with us until after the trial and sentencing,” Jeff said frankly. “That is, of course, unless some lawyer gets a change of venue and moves the proceedings out of our county.  Otherwise, he’s ours to house and feed until the court tells us something different.”

“Did you know Todd before his arrest?” I asked wondering.

“Nope, I don’t think anybody here at the sheriff’s office did,” Jeff speculated. “I know Leroy didn’t, and I’m pretty sure Deputy Perry didn’t either.  He certainly was never in any trouble around here, that I’m aware of; however, he does have a record.  Did you know that?” 

“Yes, I know about that.  How well did you know Aaron Nunamaker?” I was changing the subject.

“I didn’t really know him either, but Leroy did.  He used to take his kids out to the stables for horse rides.  According to what I heard Leroy say, Mr. Nunamaker was an ok guy,” Jeff added.

I saw Leroy’s cruiser pull up and park while Jeff and I were talking.  Leroy was shaking his head when he walked in door.

“Well, well, well – Mr. Carson Reno.  If I was a betting man, I could have won a lot of money on a bet that you would show up in Humboldt this week,” he was still shaking his head and laughing.

“See, sometimes your bad vices can become good vices, if you take advantage of them,” I nodded.

“It wouldn’t have been a fair bet,” Leroy said as he thumbed through his messages.  “I already know Jack Logan is Todd Randal’s lawyer, and you following along behind him is old news.  I suppose you are here to see Mr. Randal?”

“Yes, but first I would like to talk with you. You got a few minutes?” I requested.

“Sure. You’ve already got coffee, so let me grab some and let’s go in my office,” Leroy said as he headed for the coffee maker.

He got coffee and we retreated into his office to have some privacy.  Leroy asked Jeff to hold his calls, as he turned and closed the door.

“Carson, I know why you are here. So let me tell you the official version, and then you can visit with Todd. Okay?”

“Okay, sounds good,” I agreed.

“We got a relayed call from the fire department at about 11PM Saturday night.  They had received a call from someone on the Nunamaker property saying that a barn was on fire.  At this point, we don’t know who made that call; however, I doubt it was Susan Nunamaker, but I have not questioned her yet.  Anyway, Scotty was on duty and took the relayed call from the fire department.  He called me at home and then responded immediately to the fire.  I was about 10 minutes behind him.  

There wasn’t much we could do when we got there, other than just sit back and watch it burn. We knew there were horses in the barn, but there was absolutely no way to get them out. The flames from the old wood and hay just made it a raging inferno.  Actually, it was over rather quickly, I estimate it didn’t take longer than 30 minutes for the whole place to burn completely to the ground.  Then I sent Scotty home, because it was the end of his shift, and I stayed the rest of the night.  Jeff joined me at daylight and that’s when we got a good look at the horror and damage.  Evidently, someone had moved horses from an adjoining barn because there were horse carcasses everywhere and more than would ever be housed in that barn.  It wasn’t until we began moving the rubble, that we saw a human corpse among the carnage.  That’s when I called the coroner, Dr. Barker.  

Considering the condition of the body, I figured it would take quite some time for identification.  But, Dr. Barker was able to make a quick identification using some jewelry item that Aaron Nunamaker always wore.  He also was able to determine that Aaron Nunamaker had been shot, at close range, and probably with a high powered rifle! We began to question the stable workers and this Eddie Merrick was the only one who had anything to add.  He said he had left Mr. Nunamaker working in the stable at approximately 8 or 8:30 PM. Evidently Merrick remained on the property, because he says that he saw Todd Randal drive up at about 9 and disappear into the stable where Aaron Nunamaker was working.  He claims to have heard loud voices, but couldn’t tell me about anything they were saying.  Eddie claims he left the property at 9:30 and Todd Randal was still there, in the stable with Aaron Nunamaker.

Among the rubble we found a rifle belonging to Todd Randal and also found fresh tire prints outside the barn.  Jeff made impressions of the tire prints and brought them along when we drove out to ‘Sugar Creek Farms’ that afternoon to question Todd.  The tire prints matched, and based upon his statements to me, I placed him under arrest.  The DA signed a warrant yesterday and Mr. Todd Randal has been officially charged with the murder of Aaron Nunamaker.  I’m sure many other charges will follow.”

[image: image]“What was it about Todd’s statement that made you arrest him?” I questioned.

“Because he first denied being anywhere near ‘Nunamaker Farms’ on Saturday.  Then, when I confronted him with the tire tracks and Eddie Merrick’s statement, he admitted that he was there, but said he left at 10:00.  He also, finally admitted to having an argument with Aaron Nunamaker.  He said they were arguing over business and how ‘Nunamaker Farms’ was charging for uncertified stud services.  He said he told Aaron he was going to expose him to the board, and that’s when Aaron Nunamaker became violent and threatened him with bodily harm, so he left.  He claims he left at 10 and Aaron Nunamaker was alive – mad, but alive.”

“Why don’t you believe Todd’s story?” I asked.

“First, because he lied, and then for all the reasons you know and understand all too well.  Motive, Presence, Ability and Weapon - his rifle was found at the murder scene.  We don’t have confirmation that his rifle was actually the murder weapon, but hopefully we will get that information today or tomorrow.

We know he was there at a time close to when Aaron Nunamaker was shot.  We know he argued with Aaron Nunamaker, and we know that his rifle was found at the scene.  We also know he lied to me about even being at the farm, and we know Todd Randal has a record.”

“Wait a minute, Leroy!” I protested. “He has a record, but nothing violent.  His past crimes concerned document falsification about working stud horses.  Basically, the same crime he was accusing Aaron Nunamaker of.  That won’t hold water, and you know it.”  I was probably pushing Leroy too hard.

“Carson, I’m sure all that will come to the surface,” he shot back. “If Aaron Nunamaker was doing something illegal, that will come out during our investigation or at the trial.  If Tony Randal was helping Aaron Nunamaker do something illegal, then that will come out, too.”

“Oh, now I get it,” I huffed. “I see where you are going with that.  They were in it together and had a falling out, right?”

“Carson, let’s just leave it at that.  Do you want to see Todd Randal or not?” he demanded getting up from his chair.

“I do, but I have a question for you.  Where was Susan Nunamaker during this whole fiasco?  You said you haven’t talked to her.  She didn’t even show up at the barn fire?  Did she tell anybody her husband might have been in there?  What’s her story?” I guess that was more than one question, huh?

“I’m waiting to ask her.  Right now, we don’t know where Susan Nunamaker is,” Leroy answered slowly.

“Oh shit,” I said to myself.

“Don’t go there, Carson,” Leroy cautioned. “We’ll find her and I don’t suspect she’s been harmed.  Maybe she’s just scared, but whatever Todd’s motives were, he succeeded in putting ‘Nunamaker Farms’ out of business. With a horse farm that offers racing horses and stud horses, you need horses.  They all perished in that fire, and except for a few saddle ponies that stayed in the pasture overnight and a few other workhorses in another barn, there is nothing left.  This was a vicious crime, and I don’t just mean the murder.  Anger, greed or whatever caused Todd Randal to go far beyond just shooting the competition – he killed innocent animals and killed a healthy business.  This crime has far reaching affects, and affects that go way beyond the victim and his family!”

I don’t think I had ever seen Leroy this upset.

“Okay, but let’s don’t hang him, just yet,” I suggested. “I had a chance to meet and talk with Todd Randal a few days ago before all this happened.  He didn’t seem like such an evil person then, but perhaps I misjudged him.  Regardless, can I talk with him now?”

“Alright.  Do you want to use my conference room, or would you prefer to talk in his cell?” Leroy was being tough.

“I’ll choose the conference room.  I’ve seen your jail once, and that was enough!” I answered frankly.

Leroy took me over to the conference room and then went upstairs to get Todd Randal.

[image: smaller]

Todd Randal

[image: horse_silhouette2]Todd Randal wasn’t a large man, he was about my size, and I estimated him to be in his middle to late forties.  When I first saw him working in the paddock at Oaklawn, he was easy to spot among the trainers and horse handlers.  Unlike the others, he wasn’t wearing the traditional riding suit, boots, hat etc.  He was dressed for business, not show.  Tan pants, blue work shirt and boots that were suited for work, not riding.  He was also wearing a simple vest, showing the racing colors of ‘Sugar Creek Farms’, along with an armband that denoted his status as a trainer.

He also wore a hat, like most of the other people in the paddock.  But like his clothes, his hat was more suited for his job as trainer and not for show.  The hat wasn’t cloth or felt and didn’t have a fancy bill or tassel; it was a narrow brim semi-straw hat.  A hat that I’m sure he wore most every day while working and training his horses.  

What I saw in Todd Randal at the paddock was a man truly focused on his work.  He was there to put his best horse in the field, and he was not there to impress the crowd.

When I saw Todd later at the Arlington, he appeared exactly the same.  Minus the vest and armband, he was the same person I had watched go about his duties in the paddock; focused
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