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“Who's afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?
Big Bad Wolf, Big Bad Wolf?
Who's afraid of the Big Bad Wolf?”
Song Lyrics by Frank Churchill and Ann Ronell composed for the Disney cartoon The Three Little Pigs in 1933.
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People imagine that a private investigator’s life is glamorous and exotic. It is not. Instead, it’s just a job. However, it’s a job they make movies and TV shows about. It’s also a job Raymond Chandler, John D. MacDonald, and Dashell Hammett wrote stories about.

Conversely, PI is a job you can do without a boss or an office which is why I liked it. After 20 years in the Marines I had enough of wearing uniforms and taking orders. Which was I never joined a police force, like my big sister. Instead, I got a business license and began looking for work.

Frankly, most of the work sucked. Jobs included tracking down missing kids who didn’t want to be found. Looking for debtors who didn’t want to pay, and investigating cheating spouses. It was all boring and stupid, but it paid for my Nuggets’ tickets and my season pass to Loveland, one of Colorado’s best ski areas. It also helped cover the payments on my new Ford F-150 Lightning and my child support payments.

Most importantly, PI work allowed me to live in Denver, one of the most expensive cities in America, on a Marine pension. Okay, I could have lived in the Denver metro on just the pension, because my house is paid for. I inherited a small house in Sheridan, a Denver suburb, from a gay uncle who died a few years ago. However, my lifestyle would have been far less lavish. For example, no snowboarding or new pickup truck to drive.

Still finding work was tough, which was why I was at a Cheka Coffee Shop in Lakewood, Colorado. Cheka is a local Colorado coffee chain run by Russian immigrants. Why they named the shop after Lenin’s secret police force is beyond me. Fortunately, no German has opened a Gestapo Brewery. They claim to serve authentic Russian coffee, which means thick and black. Since that’s the way I like it. I love Cheka Coffee.

Lakewood is a boring Denver suburb north of where I live in Sheridan. Today, I was at the Cheka Coffee Shop in Vila Italia, which is a shopping center they built on the site of an old mall my family shopped at when I was a kid. I can remember sitting on Santa’s lap there. Now the place was a long outdoor plaza of shops anchored by a Whole Foods. Don’t ask me if that’s progress.

Consequently, I was sitting at Cheka waiting for a client. The client’s name was Annie Wong. She worked for something called the Wolf People. I had heard of the Wolf People on the Denver news. They were one of the groups working for the reintroduction of wolves in Colorado.

Wong intrigued me because she wasn’t my usual client. She was younger, in her late thirties, and quite attractive. Annie was a tall Asian woman with long hair who wore a tight-fitting t-shirt with the words “Wolf Momma” emblazoned on it and tight-fitting blue jeans.

I knew what Annie looked like because I had Googled her and found her picture on several social media feeds. Thus, I knew she was real. Hey as an investigator, I do my home work.

“Hello,” she said nervously. “I’m Annie Wong. Are you Napoleon Dominguez?”

From the look on her face she recognized me. Which meant she had probably Googled me. Or she had found me on Social Media. In today’s world nobody is a stranger.

Yeah, that is actually my name, Napoleon Alfonso Cartwright Dominguez. Strangely, the name Napoleon comes from my mother’s side of the family. Apparently, one of my great-great grandfathers was a military history buff who admired the first French Emperor.

Some of her people, on her father’s side, are old hillbillies from Western Virginia, the real Virginia, not West Virginia. Dad is pure Mexican, his parents came up from Sonora in the 1940s and worked in the meat packing plants in Greeley before settling into Denver’s working class.

Still, the name Napoleon creates problems with Mexicans because the Emperor Napoleon III, the real Napoleon’s nephew, tried to conquer Mexico in the 1860s. I don’t care because the name sounds cool. It helped me a lot in the Marines because, predictably, a lot of jarheads are military history buffs.

“Yes,” I responded. As I handed her my business card. “Hello.”

“Can I see your license?” She asked.

“I’m sorry. But Colorado doesn’t require private investigators’ licenses,” I answered. “They got rid of the requirement in 2021. I’ve got a New Mexico PI’s license though if you want to see that.”

For good measure I took out the New Mexico PI’s license and handed it to her. I rarely work in New Mexico, but I find that state’s PI license is a great prop that impresses potential clients.

“So what’s your qualification?” She asked.

“I was part of the Marine Corps Security Force Regiment for 10 years and part of the Marine Military Police for 10 years,” I answered. “In particular, I was part of several Fleet Anti-terrorism Security Teams or FASTS. A FAST is an elite unit that provides security at US government installations all over the world including embassies. I did investigations as part of that job. How did you learn about me?”

“Sally Kirkpatrick recommended you,” Annie responded. Sally Kirkpatrick is a Denver police detective who is a friend of my older sister, who is also a Denver police detective. “Sally’s part of our group.”

Annie had become nervous which was natural. I make people nervous because I am a huge guy. I’m around six feet tall and two hundred pounds although I seem larger. That came in useful as a Marine cop. In particular, it helped when dealing with drunken jarheads in bar fights. It also helped when protecting US embassies from protesters which is a big part of the FAST job. Although my size could create problems as a PI. People are more likely to spot or remember a big guy.

“Please sit down and have a coffee,” I suggested. She went over and ordered a coffee then came and sat down.

“So tell me why does an executive with an environmental group need a PI?” I inquired.
“One of our people is missing and I need to find her,” Annie answered.

“Did you file a missing person’s report?” I asked. I needed to know if the cops were involved to protect my own hide.

First lesson in Private Investigation 101: “Never Fuck with Open Police cases. Cops hate outsiders fucking around with their shit and come down on hard on anybody who interferes in their business.”

“Yeah, but the local sheriff up there isn’t doing anything,” Annie responded. That was typical. Normally, cops ignore missing person’s reports because they divert resources from investigating actual crimes. Generally, cops only investigate missing persons if there’s evidence of a crime, or if it’s a kid or an old person with dementia.

“Okay, then who is missing and do you have any idea why?” I asked. I pulled out my stenographers’ notebook and started taking notes. Generally, the notes are useless but I find taking them reassures the clients. I could record what people say with my phone but that makes people nervous.

“Her name is Jessie Bernhardt, she’s a wildlife biologist and a staffer with the Wolf People,” Annie responded. “She was up in Cyanide in McKinley County checking on Pack Three and she never came back. Our contacts at Parks and Wildlife tell us they’ve lost the GPS tracking on Pack Three. They put GPS collars on the wolfs to track them. I keep calling but she doesn’t answer her phone. I just get voicemail.”

“Cyanide’s one of those little towns up in the mountains right?” I asked. “What do you think happened to her?”

“Yes, Cyanide is on the North Park,” Annie answered. “That is one of the places they have released wolves. I don’t know what happened to her. She went up there to investigate an anonymous report of wolf killings and never came back.” Annie answered. She was almost ready to cry.

“You can do better than that,” I commented.

“Okay, maybe one of those creepy ranchers up there did something,” Annie speculated. “Some of them are real shitheads.”

“Why would the ranchers do that?” I asked.

“They hate the wolves, they think they kill cattle,” Annie explained. She became passionate. “That’s pure bullshit hunters, cold, and car accidents kill more wolves and insurance pays for the ones they do kill. It’s just hysterical superstition.”

“That doesn’t sound like a good motive for murder,” I mused. Then realized I was wrong but did not admit it to Annie. To elaborate, history is full of people murdered for superstitions. For example, the Nazis murdered several million people because of antisemitic superstitions. Sadly, the Nazis’ rationale for mass murder was logical in comparison with the Communists’ excuses.

“You’re right. The real reason is land,” Annie explained. “A lot of their land is valuable, because rich people from back East, and Texas and California are buying it up for vacation and retirement homes.  If there’s an endangered species like wolves on it they can’t sell to developers and cash out.”

“So get rid of the wolves and you can sell the land and move to Florida,” I commented.

“Now you get it,” Annie responded.

“Why didn’t you just go to the Colorado Bureau of Investigation?”

“The state’s not interested,” Annie interjected. “Look Parks and Wildlife hates wolves as much as the cowboys do, but they will never admit it. The wolves fuck up their cozy relationship with the ranchers and take part of their precious budget. They’re also bureaucrats who hate the idea of the people telling them what to do. When the people voted to reintroduce wolves they hated the whole concept and started sabotaging it.”

Colorado, like many states, has a procedure that allows voters to change the state constitution through a vote. Theoretically this is supposed to be democracy. What it really means is that any rich yahoo who can pay a bunch of homeless people to collect signatures can get his measure on the ballot. Then he can change the constitution if the people vote for it.

Personally, I think the process is terrible and undemocratic. It’s why Colorado’s government is so fucked up. For example, our legislature, the people’s elected representatives, cannot spend all the tax money they collect. Instead, they have to give a large portion of it back because of something they call the TABOR (Taxpayers’ Bill of Rights), a referendum they passed years ago, even if the state doesn’t have enough money for schools, cops, or highways. It’s why our highways are all falling apart and our school roofs leak.

Back in 2020, Coloradoans created a new controversy by voting for Proposition 114 which requires Parks and Wildlife to reintroduce wolves. To explain, wolves are native to Colorado but ranchers hunted them to extinction back in the Old West days. Supporters claim they need to bring wolves back to restore Colorado’s native environment.

I think the whole thing is bullshit. North American lions were also native to Colorado but the indigenous people hunted them to extinction 10,000 years ago. Following the 114 logic you should have geneticists clone the lions  and reintroduce them. Then do the same for the Woolly Mammoths, Woolly Rhinoceroses, Giant Sloths, Sabretooth tigers, and Mastodans. All of those creatures were native to Colorado before our indigenous brothers’ and sisters’ ancestors hunted them to extinction.

Furthermore, I cannot think much of self-proclaimed environmentalists fighting for the rights of mangy dogs (which is what wolves are) when Climate Change is wrecking the planet, destroying cities, and killing people
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