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            ABOUT THE IMPETUOUS INTRUDER

          

        

      

    

    
      MacFarland doesn’t like it when one of the “invisible people” gets accused of a crime. Innocent or guilty, it doesn’t matter – the system is weighted against them.

      MacFarland becomes suspicious that the police have the wrong man when he learns that the suspect—an old man named Isaac Dawes, a man who suffers with a bad skin condition—is accused of killing his best friend. After Lord Bozworth, the leader of the homeless community in Denver, asks MacFarland to help free Isaac Dawes, MacFarland is unable to refuse. But if Isaac Dawes didn’t kill his best friend, who did?

      The Impetuous Intruder is the ninth book in the Hot Dog Detective series. Each book can be read independently, but if you want to read them in order, just follow the alphabet.
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      The impossible happens! Mark MacFarland, former Denver Police Detective, gets a jury summons. He’s certain he won’t be selected. After all, what defense lawyer would want a former cop sitting on the jury of a murder trial? But as luck has it, he is selected to be on the jury. But as the trial proceeds, MacFarland suspects the defendant has been framed. If so, who is the real murderer?
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            PROLOGUE

          

          TUESDAY, JUNE 27, 2300 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Isaac Dawes—Ike, as he preferred to be called—let Brian West go ahead of him. He couldn’t move as fast as his younger companion, and besides, Brian knew where the house was located. “I’ve heard that they’ve got somethin’ really valuable in the basement,” Brian had insisted. “All we gotta do is go get it.”

      Ike scratched at the flaking skin on his face, opening a scab that refused to heal. He wasn’t sure why he was here, though a large part of his reason was that Brian was one of the few people who seemed to understand his dialect. Ike didn’t usually like breaking into houses. He much preferred pulling clothes off of a clothesline in a backyard. But so few houses used clotheslines any more. He had to admit, the only way to get new clothes was to break into a house.

      “Yuh sh’um eny dawg?”

      “Nah, there’s no dog, no alarms. Not at this place. It been empty a long time. Someone moved in the beginnin’ of this year, but don’t worry, they’re mostly out drinkin’ in bars.”

      Brian climbed over the back alley fence, then opened up the gate for the old man. There was no moon tonight, and light from the street lamps in the alley was shaded by broadleaf trees in the backyard. The property was deep in shadow. While Ike couldn’t move as quickly as he used to, there was nothing wrong with his eyesight. The yard was empty. He followed his companion over to the side of the house.

      “We should be able to get in this window,” said Brian. “I checked it the other night and it was unlocked.”

      “Why yuh naht gwan in da hohm?”

      “There’s sposed to be a lot of money in here. I need someone to help carry it.”

      “Yuh sh’um? Dah money?”

      “Nah, I didn’t actually see it, just heard about it. But me source is pretty reliable.”

      “How much dehm deh money?”

      “Dunno. Lots. Now shut the fuck up and help me open this window.”

      The two men pushed on the window, which opened inwards and upwards. There was probably a latch on the inside that held the window up, but they couldn’t see it. The opening was barely large enough for Brian to slip through. He backed up to the window, lowered himself to the ground and pushed his legs through the opening. “Hold onto me, damn it! I don’t want to fall and make noise. Make sure you hold that window open for me.”

      Ike grabbed hold of Brian’s hands and tried to hold on, but arthritis made it difficult for Ike to keep a grip. Brian slid through the window, landing on the basement floor with a thud. “Fuck!”

      “Ehntee you sh’um, ehntee?” asked Ike in a loud whisper.

      “No, I can’t see a damn thing, it’s damn dark down here. Shoulda brought a flashlight.”

      “We noh got enny light.”

      “I know that! Shuddup!”

      Ike tried to peer in through the window, but the basement was even darker than the back yard. He could hear Brian shuffling around, bumping into things, letting out an occasional curse.

      Ike peered intently into the deep shadows, but he could see nothing. He was painfully aware of the hidden aches of old age in his body from crouching down close to the ground. The window was getting heavy, too much for Ike’s frail arms. He considered letting it close, opening it when Brian came back with the money, but he feared Brian’s wrath. The man had a ferocious temper. Ike had seen him beat the crap out of someone who simply put his cardboard down in the same place Brian claimed as his. Wha uh jun dis plase? he asked himself. Dehm no money in deh. Ee jis tuk me on nudduh wil goos tchays.

      Suddenly, a light flashed on inside the basement. Ike blinked in surprise, catching a brief glimpse of Brian standing in the middle of the room. Brian turned, charging for the open basement window. He was only a couple feet away when two loud shots exploded on the other side of the room. Even with the light on, Ike could see the flashes of the shots from the gun muzzle.

      Then, the only thing he could see was Brian’s shocked expression as the bullets crashed into his back. Brian stretched out his arm for the window, or perhaps for Ike’s hand, still propping the window open. Brian’s hand never got anywhere near the window, as he collapsed onto the floor, blood already starting to darken the gaping wounds in his back.

      Ike heard a commotion over near the stairs, then stared in shock as a man came into view. The man became aware of Ike at the window and started to raise the gun up to shoot at the old man.

      Ike didn’t know where he got the energy, but he pulled himself away from the window, rolling out of view of the shooter. He pulled himself to his feet and raced for the back gate leading to the alley. He heard another shot behind him, urging him to pump his legs even faster. He reached the gate, fumbling with the latch before he flung it open. He ran into the alley, then ran halfway down the alley before exhaustion started to overwhelm him. Crouching behind a dumpster, he tried to make himself small and invisible, knowing that he was neither.

      Would the shooter pursue him? He didn’t know. He had to get away from here, far away.

      After several minutes, his heart stopped threatening to explode, his wheezing eased. There had been no pursuit in the alley. Maybe he could get away after all. He cautiously pulled himself out from behind the dumpster, aware that he had crouched in garbage someone had spilled behind the dumpster. Slobs! People never cleaned up the messes they made.

      He stood up, brushed as much of the trash off of him as he could and hobbled down the alley towards the street. If he could put several blocks between him and this damn house, he would feel a lot safer.

      He had almost succeeded in that endeavor when suddenly he found himself caught in a cone of intense bright light. A siren screeched a warning at him. He froze, knowing it was useless to try to run. The time when he could outrun the police was long gone. He waited patiently for the officers to reach him.

      Hopefully, they wouldn’t shoot him. He didn’t like getting shot.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          SUNDAY, JULY 2, 1230 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      Mark MacFarland never quite knew what to expect when he visited his sister-in-law’s house. Stefanie Cooper was the level-headed one in the family; her husband Randy was the asshole. And their kids, Kaitlyn and Ryan, were...well, just kids. He enjoyed seeing them, though at thirteen, Kaitlyn was becoming “too grown up” for him. Most of the time. Sometimes, she reverted back to the hyperactive child he remembered.

      Like this time, when she practically leaped into his arms, screaming “Uncle Mark!”

      Her brother Ryan, not quite able to accomplish the flying leaps of his sister, contented himself with wrapping his arms around MacFarland’s leg. “Hi, Uncle Mark! Guess what? I’m eight years old now!”

      “That’s right,” smiled MacFarland, “you had a birthday yesterday!” Good thing Pierson had reminded him of his nephew’s birthday this morning. He had tried to get Pierson to come with him, but she had declined.

      “I plan on staying in bed all day,” Pierson had insisted. “And if I do manage to get out of bed, it’s only to get into a tub of hot water.”

      “That doesn’t sound like you,” he had replied.

      “What does sound like me?”

      “Spending the day at the target range.”

      She smiled. “You know, you’re right! That’s what I’ll do today! You’re a genius!”

      Some genius. Going to the gun range would have been a lot more fun than visiting the Coopers.

      MacFarland had been reluctant to accept Stefanie’s invitation to Sunday lunch. He still recalled the anger she had expressed when he informed her that her hairdresser was not the innocent person Stefanie thought her to be. When MacFarland’s assessment of the hairdresser’s role in a murder had proven correct, Stefanie had relented. This invitation to their Highlands Ranch home was her way of saying, “I’m sorry.”

      Stefanie greeted him at the door. “Kids, let Uncle Mark in the house. Try to behave yourselves. Kaitlyn, try to act your age!”

      MacFarland gently lowered Kaitlyn to the ground. She quickly assumed a more somber attitude. “It’s nice to see you, Uncle Mark.”

      “It’s good to see you too. Both of you.” He tried to walk stiff-legged into the house but, finally, had to unwrap his nephew from his leg. “I didn’t bring any present for Ryan,” he whispered to Stefanie as he squeezed past her in the doorway.

      “Don’t worry about it,” she whispered back. “He has more junk than he knows what to do with.”

      MacFarland entered the house, looked around for Randy. He could hear a baseball game on in the TV room. Of course, that’s where Randy would be. Plopped down in front of the screen, probably a beer already in his hand, watching some mindless sporting event.

      “Randy’s in the⁠—”

      “I know where he is, Stef. I’ll go say hi.”

      Stefanie flashed him that smile that made him think she really believed her husband and he actually did get along. Stefanie tended to live in a rather fanciful and unreal universe.

      Surprisingly, Randy did not have a can of beer in his hand. But he was watching a baseball game. MacFarland tried to be polite. “Who’s playing?”

      Randy glanced up. “Oh, hi Mark. The Reds and the Marlins. The fish are surprisingly good this year. They’re clobbering the Reds.”

      MacFarland nodded, almost giving the impression that he cared. After several years on the streets and then working nearly every day at his hot dog stand, MacFarland had not developed much of a TV habit. He certainly hadn’t developed an addiction to watching sports. When he did take an interest in sports, it was to watch a Bronco football game, but that was only because he happened to know the Bronco quarterback.

      Stefanie leaned around the corner of the door. “You want anything to drink, Mark?”

      “You got coffee?”

      Stefanie smiled. “I can make some.” She looked over at Randy. “Lunch will be ready in fifteen minutes, dear. I hope you can tear yourself away from the game to join us.”

      “Yeah, I’ll be there.”

      MacFarland followed Stefanie into the kitchen. The mixed aromas of barbecue and charcoal wafted in from the back patio. “We’re eating outside today. Hope you don’t mind.”

      MacFarland smiled at Stefanie. As usual, she looked like she had been prepped by a Hollywood stylist for the next scene of a movie. Nothing was ever out of place in Stefanie’s life...not her hair, not her make-up, not her family. Unlike her sister, Nicole, MacFarland’s deceased wife, Stefanie had total control over every element of her existence, including her asshole husband. MacFarland had no doubt at all that Randy would tear himself away from the television long enough to put in the required appearance at the lunch table.

      MacFarland sat down at the picnic table on the patio and waited patiently for lunch. He avoided looking at Stefanie. She was the forbidden fruit he wasn’t allowed to touch, but more importantly, she was a reminder. When he looked at Stefanie, he recalled how much he had failed Nicole. Perhaps if he had spent more time with his wife, she wouldn’t have had the affair that ultimately got her killed.

      Stefanie placed a cup of coffee in front of him. “You’re deep in thought today, Mark. Thinking about your plans for the summer?”

      MacFarland smiled. “I just want a nice, quiet summer,” he said. “I hope the Fourth of July fireworks are the most excitement I have to deal with this summer.”

      The barbecue lunch turned out to be quite pleasant. Even Randy was friendly. By the time MacFarland was ready to leave, he could even see himself getting along with Randy. Miracle of miracles!

      Before heading home, MacFarland drove downtown. He had to retrieve his hot dog stand and his friend, Rufus Headley, a former homeless man who had befriended MacFarland when he also had been living on the streets. Rufus had looked out for MacFarland, and they had become nearly inseparable. Rufus often managed MacFarland’s hot dog business when MacFarland was caught up in other activities. MacFarland was in a surprisingly good mood, a fact that was not lost on Rufus.

      “You’re not gonna be mad that I gave away lots of food to our friends?” asked Rufus.

      MacFarland laughed. He knew that Rufus was referring to other homeless people. “No, not at all. What better way to celebrate the Fourth of July weekend than sharing our good fortune with others, eh, Rufus?”

      MacFarland’s good mood lasted until he arrived back at Pierson’s house. He entered the kitchen, surprised to see his brother, Robert, sitting at the table. Robert had been gone when MacFarland left in the morning to take his hot dog stand and Rufus downtown. MacFarland gave his brother a sour look. “How’s the treasure hunt going?” he asked.

      “I need your help,” said Robert. “I’ve looked everywhere, Mark. I don’t know where else to look.”

      “That’s because there’s no treasure, you idiot. I don’t know why you listen to Dad. It’s all just a made-up story.”

      “It’s not made-up. We know there was a robbery. The money was never found. It’s got to be out there somewhere.”

      “I told you, Robert, you can’t trust anything Dad tells you. He just makes that crap up to make himself look more important. He was just a washed-up bank guard, nothing more.”

      “I need to find the treasure, Mark. It’s a matter of life and death.”

      “You need to get a life, Robert. Or you’re going to end up just like Dad—pathetic and alone.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          WEDNESDAY, JULY 5, 0900 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      The Fourth of July weekend proved a good weekend. The only sour note was that MacFarland and Rufus had so successfully sold off their entire inventory of hot dogs and bratwursts that they didn’t have enough for the homeless people who showed up after the crowds headed off towards Civic Center Park to watch the fireworks. MacFarland was furious with himself.

      “We’re never letting that happen again, Rufus,” he said in tight-lipped determination. “We won’t forget the people we really serve.”

      “We sorta serve everyone, boss. Except for the condiments. People put their own condiments on.”

      “I didn’t mean like that, Rufus. I mean we are here to take care of those who can’t take care of themselves.”

      “Oh, yeah, that’s right. I knew that. But, I seem to remember you telling me once, you can’t take care of everyone.”

      “Rufus, don’t throw my own words back at me.”

      Rufus smiled. “Why not, boss? It’s fun.”

      Wednesday morning proved to be much slower than MacFarland expected. He should have realized that there would be no juries selected this week, not with two days pulled out of the week. “We should have stayed home,” MacFarland muttered to Rufus.

      “At least, we’ll have plenty of product left,” said Rufus, always trying to find the positive side of any issue. “Oh, wait, here come’s someone who could put away a few of our bratwursts.”

      MacFarland looked up and burst out laughing. Sauntering towards them was Jerry Baker, Defense Attorney to the scum of the earth, or so MacFarland thought. While Baker was somewhat portly, he was hardly big enough to make a dent in their inventory of hot dogs and bratwursts. “On your way to court, Jerry?”

      The lawyer came over to the cart, careful to avoid soiling his Canali Siena suit. “No, no trials today. I came over to see you, Mac. Remember, we agreed to meet today?”

      MacFarland frowned. “Oh, yes, you said you were helping someone.”

      Baker nodded. “It’s a tough case. I took the case on Wednesday, pro bono. The guy is homeless, so getting bail for him has been difficult. The holiday hasn’t helped.”

      “Who is this guy?”

      “His name is Isaac Dawes. He’s a hobo.”

      MacFarland laughed. “You’re a bit out of your time zone, Jerry. There aren’t any hobos left. I don’t think anyone rides the rails.” Even as he said that, he remembered Rolf, a homeless man who hung around the railroad yards. He often used freight trains to travel between Denver and points south. Not anymore. Rolf had been killed by a maniac who wanted to test out a death row lethal injection drug.

      “I swear, I think this guy is the last living hobo, Mac. He’s got to be nearly a hundred years old. He claims he was born during the First World War.”

      “You’re kidding. A hundred years old?”

      “And pretty active, I have to admit. He claims he can still hop a train, though he does admit that he waits until they stop before he gets off. It’s not the jumping off that he can’t do; it’s the rolling when he hits the ground. Even so, he’s in pretty good shape for someone his age.”

      MacFarland figured that hopping on or off trains was not something he ever wanted to do. “What’s he in jail for?”

      “There’s been a spate of home invasions in the East Colfax area. He was picked up after someone called in that they heard gunshots.”

      “Did he have a gun?”

      “No, and the police didn’t really have any reason to bring him in. Except they claim, he got unruly and tried to attack one of them. I don’t believe that, though.”

      “Cops wear a chest camera these days. And there’s the vehicle cam.”

      “They were out of view of the camera in the vehicle. And the cop cams are next to useless. One was defective and only recorded static. The other had dirt on the lens from the initial encounter. You can’t make out anything.”

      “Who made the arrest?”

      Baker scratched his head in thought. “Oh, Quinlin and Edgars. They work out of the Second District, I think.”

      MacFarland got a grim look on his face. “I knew Edgars when I was on the force. Tends to have a lot of complaints against him. Let me guess. Isaac Dawes is black.”

      Baker’s grin was forced. “It looks like it’s the standard ‘arrested for being black’ case, but it might be more than that. Dawes isn’t the most cooperative person I’ve encountered. He refuses to talk to me, but he doesn’t want another lawyer. I’ve thought about posting bond myself, but even I think he’s a flight risk. So I thought of you.”

      “And how can I help?”

      “You can talk to him. You’ve been on the streets, you might strike a favorable chord.”

      MacFarland shook his head. “I don’t really see it. Yeah, I suppose I can talk to him, but for what? What do you expect me to do?”

      Baker looked around him, then leaned closer to MacFarland. “Dawes did say one thing to me. He said that he knows something that will get him released.”

      MacFarland cocked his eyebrows questioningly. “What?”

      Baker shrugged. “I have no idea. Something that he thinks the police would be really interested in.”

      “But he won’t tell you what it is.”

      “Right. He won’t talk to the police either. Says he doesn’t trust them.”

      MacFarland nodded. Although he had once been a cop, his years on the street helped him develop a distrust of people in positions of authority.  “I can understand that.”

      “So you’ll help me?”

      “Ah, Jerry, I just wanted a quiet summer. No problems, no cases, no murders. No nothing!”

      “It’s just a few minutes of your time, Mac. Nothing more.”

      MacFarland looked around desperately, hoping that some magical force would make Jerry Baker disappear. Finally, he nodded. “Okay, maybe I can talk to him. When do you want to do it?”

      Baker smiled. “Thanks, Mac. I’ll set up a meeting with him tomorrow.”

      As Baker headed back towards his office, Rufus came over and stood next to MacFarland. “Boss, you just don’t know how to say no.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

          WEDNESDAY, JULY 5, 1930 HOURS

        

      

    

    
      By the time MacFarland decided to head home, he had put Jerry Baker’s request out of his mind. Business had been slow. Even the homeless people who frequented his cart seemed to have other places to be today. Perhaps it was the late afternoon storm that snuck into Denver, then refused to leave. It was one of those incessant rains that just keeps dousing you with a steady pelting of persistent drops. It was still raining when MacFarland and Rufus shut down their hot dog stand for the day.

      “Why’s it raining so much?” demanded Rufus on the ride south to Observatory Park.

      “Don’t know, Rufus. I’m not a weatherman.”

      “You remember my old hidey-hole? It’s probably a muddy mess by now.”

      Since MacFarland had never seen Rufus’ hidey-hole, he couldn’t exactly remember it. He did know that it was an abandoned drainage pipe that emptied into the Platte River. “I thought they covered it up. When they did the urban development along the Platte River.”

      “Yeah, they did, boss. They put a grate over the water pipe. But I been digging a side entrance behind it.”

      “Won’t people see that?”

      “They might. They tried to make it look nature-like, you know, like real nature. It don’t look anything like real nature. Just bunches of rocks where there wasn’t any. But nature-like means lots of weeds, so that’s a good thing. The grate can’t hardly be seen. And I did my part too. I planted some things. Mostly more weeds. But they fit in nicely.”

      “So why is it going to be muddy?” MacFarland backed his hot dog trailer onto the gravel driveway in back of Cynthia Pierson’s house in Observatory Park. She had installed the driveway for his truck and hot dog cart when she agreed to let him stay with her. Before his days on the street, living out of a bottle, they had been partners in the Denver Police Department.  She had offered to help him when his recovery had hit a bump in the road.

      He turned off the engine. The sound of rain beating on the roof of the cab grew louder as the storm increased in intensity. Neither he nor Rufus seemed anxious to get out and unhook the hot dog stand from the truck.

      “Because they piled lots of dirt around the bank. I think they wanted to cover the pipe up, but they didn’t do that. They shoulda just dug the whole thing up, but it goes back pretty far. I think that would make it too expensive. They made the river a bit deeper so it would flow faster in that area. Guess they didn’t want to cart the dirt off, so they piled it over the top of my hidey-hole. And when it rains, it washes all that dirt down into the cement pipe.”

      “Sounds like a mess. I didn’t realize you kept track of your old hidey-hole. You’re not planning on moving back there are you? Don’t you like it here?”

      “Yeah, here is okay, but you know I like my privacy. It’s hard to get privacy when the Lady Cop comes down to do her laundry down there.”

      “I don’t see how that’s a problem.”

      “That’s cause you never come down there, boss. She has her private thingies hanging all over the place down there.”

      “Oh. I didn’t know that.” Cynthia Pierson had a reputation for being a tough as nails cop. MacFarland couldn’t imagine her wearing sexy lingerie. Instead, he had a vision of Pierson hanging metallic sheets of armor plating around the basement. He tried to suppress a childish snigger.

      They finally decided to make a dash through the pounding rain for the back porch. Pierson had considered expanding the porch to extend the entire backside of the house, but for now it was merely a four-by-four covered stoop that provided insufficient protection from the heavy downpour. On the count of three, Rufus and MacFarland raced from the truck to the porch. MacFarland unlocked the back door and they both tried to get through the door at the same time. Their amusement at this antic stopped when they saw Robert sitting at the kitchen table, nursing a bottle of beer. Pierson had a fairly strict rule about not having alcohol in the house, at least not where MacFarland could find it. As a recovering alcoholic, he was actually pretty good at finding any hiding place other members of the household attempted to stash their liquor supply. He also prided himself on never sampling any of the items he found. While he found the game amusing, Pierson had ultimately decided to eliminate any source of temptation and had forbidden any booze in the house at all.

      Clearly, Robert was breaking the rules. Or maybe he’s following Robert’s Rules of Order, thought MacFarland.

      “Thought you were out looking for treasure,” said MacFarland, his voice tinged with sarcasm.

      “I was yesterday. But I knew it was going to rain today, so I didn’t go.” Robert stared at Rufus who was removing his wet shoes and putting them on a towel Pierson had placed near the door. “Rufus, would you mind giving us some privacy?”

      Rufus looked surprised, but nodded, then hurried towards the basement door. He looked plaintively at MacFarland. “You gonna make dinner, boss?”

      MacFarland frowned, annoyed that his brother had the audacity to tell Rufus to leave. “Of course, Rufus. I’ll knock on the door when it’s ready.” He turned to his brother, his face clouded with anger. “What was that all about? Rufus has more of a right to be here than you do, asshole.”

      Robert stared at the bottle of beer nestled in his hands. “I need to talk to you, Mark. About private things. Things I don’t think you want even Rufus to hear.”

      “What sort of things?”

      “I went and saw Dad today.”

      “Oh, Christ. What bullshit did he tell you this time?”

      “He said the money was up near Camp Hale.”

      “He’s always said that. Doesn’t mean it’s true. Doesn’t mean there’s any money.”

      “He told me something else. He said the money was in a temple of stones. He said he told you that. Why is this the first I’ve heard about this temple?”

      “Yeah, I know about the temple of stones. That’s all a lot of crap, Robert. It doesn’t mean anything. Why don’t you just give up on the money? If there was any money up there, someone would have found it by now.”

      “That’s possible. Maybe someone did find it.”

      “Then why haven’t we heard about it? Someone finds two million dollars, and you’d think it would be all over the news.”

      “Not if they didn’t report it.”

      “That’d be stealing all over again. They’d have to turn in the money.” MacFarland stared at his brother. “Tell me that if you did find this money, that you’d turn it in.”

      “I can’t.”

      “Can’t what? Tell me or turn it in?”

      “Turn it in. I need the money.”

      “Oh, give me a break. If you just got a job, you’d have enough money.”

      “The money’s not for me. I told you, it’s a matter of life or death.”

      MacFarland felt himself growing angrier. “I don’t like melodrama, Robert. Tell me what’s going on or just shut the fuck up.”

      “I need it to pay a ransom.”

      “A ransom? What are you talking about?”

      Robert rested his head on his clenched fists. “When I was in New York, I met this girl.”

      “What girl?”

      “Will you just shut up and let me tell you? I met a girl, her name was Jackie. Jackie Lacey. We started to get serious about each other. Except I’m not really sure if she wanted me or the money.”

      “The money? Don’t tell me--”

      “Yeah, I told her about the money. Except I embellished the story a bit. I said that Dad had been in on the heist and knew where the money was hidden. I guess I sort of implied that I could find the money.”

      “You really are a dumb ass.”

      “Thanks, bro. I know that. I was just trying to impress Jackie. How was I to know that she would tell some of her friends?”

      “Who’d she tell?”

      “Who didn’t she tell? I don’t think she meant any harm by it. She just got a little carried away.”

      MacFarland pounded his fist on the table. “Robert, who did she tell?”

      “A couple of badasses. The kind of guys you don’t want on your bad side. They’re the ones who beat me up last New Year’s.”

      “You said you didn’t know who beat you up. You told us that it was a couple of muggers.”

      “No, they were people I knew, people who were after the money. I thought I could avoid them, but in March, Jackie came out here to Denver. I think she wanted to warn me about her friends.”

      “Why didn’t you introduce her to us?”

      Robert looked over at his brother in surprise. “I didn’t want her involved in this. When I discovered that Eddie and Paul were out here, I wanted to keep her away from them.”

      “Eddie and Paul?”

      “The guys who beat me up. No, I don’t know their last names. I tried to leave Colorado. I wanted to get away from them. But then they called me when I was heading to California. They said they had Jackie. They threatened to start cutting off body parts if I didn’t give them the money.”

      MacFarland thought there were so many holes in his story, it was incredible. “You say these guys beat you up in January, then kidnapped your girlfriend five months later? What the hell were they doing? Why didn’t you go to the police?”

      “And tell them what? That Dad was involved in a bank robbery with Lew Stanton and killed six people? Mark, you don’t know these guys. They would kill Jackie at the first hint of trouble. They are ruthless.”

      “I’ve dealt with ruthless people before, Robert. I used to be a cop, you know.”

      “I know. Big deal.”

      MacFarland clenched his jaw but kept his temper under control.

      “Robert, do you know anyone who might have gone to see Dad, impersonating me? Oh, not just me...me and my wife?”

      Robert stared at MacFarland in surprise. “No, I have no idea what you’re talking about. When did this happen?”

      “April 29th. That wasn’t you? Or one of your friends? Or perhaps this Jacqueline person?”

      “No, of course not. They wouldn’t know where to find Dad.”

      “Unless you told them. You did tell them about the money, right? What else did you tell this so-called girlfriend?”

      Robert ignored the question. “So will you help me?”

      “Help you do what?”

      “Find the treasure. Use it to buy Jackie’s freedom.”

      MacFarland shook his head sadly. “Robert, you really are full of it, you know that? Solve your own damn problems.”

      “Why won’t you help me?”

      MacFarland ignored Robert’s look of shock. “It’s simple, Robert. I don’t believe a word you say.”
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      MacFarland had already wasted more than an hour waiting for the officers in the Detention Center to bring Isaac Dawes to the room where he and Jerry Baker waited to interview him. The plain room had a table and four chairs, two on each side. Unlike an interrogation room, there was no one-way mirror to watch the proceedings. The room was designed to provide private accommodations between a defendant and his counsel.

      MacFarland glanced at his watch. He didn’t like being inside the Detention Center, even as a visitor. This place brought back unpleasant memories. “I may need to get back to my hot dog stand,” he said.

      “I’m sure Rufus can handle the surging crowds,” joked Baker. The door opened. “Ah, here he is.”

      Isaac Dawes, guided by a guard, shuffled cautiously into the room, pulled a chair away from the table and sat down. He was a black man with deeply creased leathery skin, a pinched bulbous nose, and no eyebrows whatsoever. Dawes suffered from a bad case of eczema. Scaly skin flaked off, and the old man was constantly scratching at sores that never healed. Dawes was only about five foot seven in height, and to MacFarland’s trained eye, probably weighed less than one hundred forty pounds. The orange prison suit hung loosely on his frail frame. MacFarland could not estimate the man’s age, other than that he looked quite old. Hadn’t Baker said that Dawes was nearly a hundred? If he was, then Dawes was a spry centenarian.

      “Isaac, I’d like you to meet a friend of mine. His name is Mark MacFarland. He operates a hot dog stand across the street from the jail.”

      Dawes looked at MacFarland suspiciously. “Hah kum ee hyi? Wuh ee wahn?”

      While MacFarland had problems understanding Dawes accent, he had no problems interpreting the man’s attitude towards him. Dawes clearly had a distrust of people in authority. He probably also had a distrust of white people. Perhaps it would have been better if Baker had asked Lord Bozworth to talk to this man.

      “He’s here to help me, Isaac.

      “Hello Isaac,” said MacFarland.

      Isaac shot an annoyed glance in Baker’s direction, then contemplated MacFarland. His deeply furrowed brow crinkled even more. “Uh nehm Aak. Dehm kawl mee Aak. Aak Dahwz.”

      “Ike? Like in Dwight Eisenhower?”

      “Uh dun noh im. Ah nehm Aak. Nyoo toopit nuh sumin?”

      “No, I’m not stupid, Ike. Just having some problems understanding you. Where you from, Ike?” asked MacFarland.

      “Uhz frum Sawannuh. Yoonuh noh weh dat iz?”

      “Savannah, Georgia?” MacFarland smiled. “It’s a nice part of the country to be from. Where do you live now?”

      Dawes got a confused look on his face, then smiled condescendingly. “Waa nyoo ahks shishuh trehnj skwehshn. Uh hyi in jayl, duncha noh? Yoonuh wusuhs n toopit!”

      MacFarland got the impression that Dawes was just playing a role, the dumb, black man. Clearly Dawes was a lot smarter than he let on. “Have you ever had a home? A family?”

      “We fahduh nuh murrah, my’own maamy, dey bury. Dey bury. Boogah Dawes, e be we fahduh name. E tek muhself wid um when e trabble fro Sawannuh. Sence den, uh trabble deh rail.” Dawes smiled happily, peering at some imaginary spot on the far wall. “Uh trabble deh rail. Uh bawn ta trabble, yessir, uh bawn ta trabble!” Dawes smiled past Baker and MacFarland, possibly recalling the glory days of riding the rails. If such days existed. MacFarland could not believe that Ike Dawes had an easy existence.

      “I wonder if we could move him along, Jerry.”

      Baker nodded. “Isaac, why did you resist the police? When they arrested you?”

      “Ent do dat. Noh suh! Uh mek ansuh right mannustubble, suh, right mannustubble.”

      “What’s that mean?” asked MacFarland. “I don’t understand mannustubble.”

      Dawes looked at him as if MacFarland was an exasperating child. “Uh mean uh gots mannus, suh.”

      Baker interrupted impatiently. “Isaac, you said that you saw something the night the police picked you up. What did you see?”

      “Sump n nurruh.”

      “Yes, but what exactly.”

      “Ent say. Rudduh stay hyi in de penitenshus. Dainjus out’uh der. Sahf hyi, sez we. Sahf.” Ike sat back in his chair, as though he were relaxing at home.

      “I can’t get you out of here if you don’t tell us what you saw, Isaac.”

      MacFarland rested a hand briefly on Baker’s arm. “Let me try another tack,” he suggested. “Ike, we want to help you. Both of us. But we need you to help us too. If you saw something going down, you need to tell us. We can protect you. If you’re afraid someone might hurt you, don’t worry. We will look out for you.”

      For a moment Dawes stared blankly at MacFarland, then shook his head. His mood seemed to change and he became agitated, even pushing himself away from the table. “Evry sick ent fa tell de doctor. Yoonuh jis uh buckra kahp.” He turned angrily towards Baker. “Uh kahn smehl it pun im! Hwut shit dishyi? Lef us lonh!”

      MacFarland and Baker walked out of the Detention Center and over to his cart. MacFarland was not at all sure why he agreed to go on this fool’s errand, except he knew it had something to do with being told to fuck off by an ornery hundred year old black man. After the disastrous encounter, Baker had suggested that he might try a hardship plea with a judge.

      “I’m sorry I wasn’t more help. I wasn’t aware that I smelled like a cop.”

      “Not just any cop,” laughed Baker. “A white cop.”

      “A white cop?”

      “Yes, he called you a buckra cop.”

      “Never heard the word buckra. What’s it mean?”

      “A white man. It’s common along the Carolina and Georgia coastal region.”

      “I never took you for a linguist, Jerry.”

      “I’m not. I grew up in South Carolina.”

      “You’re kidding! I thought you were from New York or Chicago.”

      “Spent the first ten years of my life there. Lost my accent after we moved to Lackawanna, New York.

      MacFarland shook his head in amazement. “The things you learn. Well, I can’t blame Dawes for mistrusting cops. I got the impression that he was telling the truth about being polite to the cops that picked him up. I wouldn’t be surprised if they had roughed him up simply because they thought he was drunk.”

      “Could be,” said Baker. “Without the videocams, I don’t have much of a case. Both cops said the same thing, though that just makes me think they coordinated their stories before bringing him in. And unless Isaac opens up more, we’ve got nothing. Well, you did the best you could. Thanks for your help anyway.”
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